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I had been asked by the CEO of the company I worked for to host a table at a fundraiser for the city's Fine Arts Museum. As a relatively junior executive I viewed the request as something of an honor and was please to learn that the company would pick up the necessary costs for appropriate dress and transportation.
I told my wife Charlotte about the event and she immediately went to her budget for her outfit. I laughed at her excitement and told her to go ahead and splurge whatever the company wouldn't cover was still okay. She beamed and gave me a big kiss and I felt good about making her so happy.
The function was four weeks away so she had plenty of time to plan and prepare. When the date arrived and we stood in the living room preparing to walk out to our town car I could see that she had done a fantastic job.
My wife is a natural beauty with shoulder length black hair on a slender 5' 6" frame. The few pounds she picked up after having our two children has only enhanced her figure and filled out her C cup breasts. At 34 years old she was indeed a very beautiful woman.
Charlotte had selected a traditional but very sexy black dress with a hem several inches above the knee with a fashionable low cut neckline and spaghetti straps. A set of pearls rested on her chest and subtly brought attention to the soft swell of her breasts. Her hair had been fixed up and the three inch heels she wore put a nice angle on her already firm ass.
Our elderly neighbor lady agreed to sit for the kids and we kissed them goodbye and headed out. When we arrived at the car the 50ish black driver opened the door for Charlotte and out of the corner of my eye I could see him looking at her legs as she slid inside. We were chatty on the ride to the ballroom talking about the people at our table and the agenda for the evening. We also laughed with Sam, the driver, about maybe drinking too much since we had a ride home. Sam laughed along with us and told us to not to worry about a thing as we were in good hands.
The table was set for 10 people and although the guests were all older than us everyone got along well and there was lively conversation throughout the dinner. Charlotte received many compliments from both the men and the ladies which had her beaming. Everyone was also drinking a lot of wine so we were well lubricated when the large band started after the formal part of the presentation and most of the table got up and danced.
Charlotte danced with several of the men at the table and I know one tried to put his hand on her ass during a slow song but she discreetly moved it away. In between dancing, we would chat and drink the wine that was being constantly supplied by the waiters.
As the function began to die down, one of the guests, which also happened to be one of the company's key customers, suggested we go to the hotel's bar to have a nightcap. We still had several hours before the sitter expected us home so we agreed and made our way there with the client and his wife and one other couple. Drinks were ordered and several conversations began around the table. I stared briefly at Charlotte as she chatted with the women. She was having a great time and I was so proud of the way she looked and carried herself. I knew we were going to have a great time in bed when we got home later.
One round went to two and then three and I silently said a thank you to the company for arranging for a car as we were in no condition to drive. As the liquor flowed, everyone was also getting a bit looser. The jokes and innuendos in the conversation were at times a bit racy and I caught the client on one occasion with his hand on Charlotte's leg as he spoke to her in a whispering manner. Also, I could see that the top of her dress had loosened a bit causing more of her breasts to be exposed and I could see both men stealing glances.
I didn't think the other women noticed what their spouses were doing until I caught the eye of one who gave me a knowing smile. Without speaking she seemed to be communicating to me that she knew her husband wanted my wife.
Finally, everyone agreed it was time to call it a night. As Charlotte rose from her chair she stumbled on unsteady legs and would have fallen if the client had not taken her arm. This brought a chuckle from everyone about the state of our condition and the company was applauded by both couples for arranging for drivers.
I phoned Sam on his cell and told him we were leaving the hotel and he said he would be out front in a few minutes. We waited in the crisp air for him to arrive which felt good and helped clear our heads a bit. As before, Sam opened the door for Charlotte and again I saw him staring at her legs as she entered the car only this time in her drunken state he got more of a view.
As we drove away, I put my hand on Charlotte's leg and told her how beautiful she was which prompted a kiss from her. The kiss lingered and it wasn't long before we were making out like teenagers in the back seat of the town car. I turned her by the shoulders so her back was to Sam and took the strap from her shoulder so I could reach inside her dress and fondle her breast. This brought a moan from her that was way too loud for the car and I could see Sam looking back in the mirror.
At that moment I don't know what came over me but I found the situation and Sam's attempts to watch to be highly erotic. Now Charlotte is no prude but she has always been fairly traditional and conservative when it comes to sex. I wasn't sure how she would react but I decided to push my luck.
I slowly slipped the other strap off her shoulder as I kissed her and undid the clasp on the back of the dress and lowered the zipper a couple inches. This brought her breasts completely out of her dress and I was pleasantly surprised when she attacked my mouth with her tongue as I now fondled both breasts and pinched her erect nipples. Glancing towards the front I again saw Sam looking back and forth from the street to the mirror. Seeing this, I took her shoulder and pushed her back square into the seat which brought her breasts into full view.
Charlotte closed her eyes and leaned back as I began sucking on her nipples while reaching behind her to take the zipper all the way down. The dress top fell until it was bunched around her waist and I took my hand and ran it up the inside of her thighs pushing the hem up. When my hand found her thong it was completely soaked and I continued to suck her nipples and kiss her breasts as I ran my fingers over the fabric.
When I looked up at her she was staring in the mirror at Sam's eyes watching her and she whispered huskily "Sam is watching."
"I know baby. Let him watch." I replied as I kissed her.
Charlotte's dress was now bunched around her waist so that most of her was exposed to his stares.
"Sam? Do you mind if I make love to my wife in your car?" I asked quickly after a deep breath fearing that she would stop me.
"I would be honored if you would." He replied immediately causing Charlotte to shudder.
With that I reached around her and began sliding the dress down her body and although Charlotte lifted her hips to help me she kept her eyes fixed on mine. After the dress was on the floor I quickly worked the thong off so that she now lay on the seat open to both Sam and my eyes, naked except for her heels and pearls.
I worked one finger and then two into her shaved and drenched pussy as I kissed her hard on the mouth. She bucked her hips up to meet my fingers and used one hand to try to unbuckle my pants while the other tore at my shirt. We were so into the moment that we didn't realize that the car had left the street and only after it stopped did we look up to see that Sam had entered a parking garage. It appeared that he had gone down into a lower level as only a small amount of light filtered in after he turned off the engine.
"If you don't mind I'm going to watch." He said in a matter of fact way. Almost immediately, I could hear the seat motors running and I could see that Sam was bringing the passenger seat forward to give us more room in the back.
By now, Charlotte had worked my pants over my hips and had my shirt half off. I backed away for a second to get my clothes off as she sat there waiting expectantly, staring at me as Sam stared at her. When I was naked, Charlotte spread her legs ready for my cock but I was in no rush and instead lowered my head and began licking her pussy. I knew in this position she would be looking directly at Sam as he watched and I wanted to build upon the eroticism of the situation.
Charlotte's pussy was running like a faucet and she was rotating her hips and tossing her head back and forth as I tickled her clit with the tip of my tongue. As I continued, she started making a squealing sound that let me know she was close to cumming. It was only when I stopped to catch my breath and looked at her that I saw a thick meaty black arm was extending from the front seat and Sam's large hand was massaging her left breasts and squeezing her nipple.
Charlotte's hands were on the back of my head and I knew she could easily slap him away if offended so I went back to licking her. After a few more minutes, I decided push things further knowing that it had the potential to backfire. I stopped licking her and had her straddle my hips with her back to me as I sat back against the seat. Charlotte thought I was going to lower her on my cock but instead I pushed her shoulders forward so that she was bent over between the front seats. Sam figured out what I was doing and quickly began fondling both her breast that now hung almost in his lap. I slipped my tongue back into her pussy but this time from behind.
Charlotte's entire body was shaking from her excitement as we worked her over. It was only a short time before I heard licking and slurping sounds and I knew that Sam had his mouth on her breasts. Every few seconds I would hear a squeal and her body would spasm which made me think he was nibbling on her nipples.
As I continued to lick her I heard the sound of a belt buckle clanking and then a zipper moving followed by a shuffling sound.
"Oh no." I heard Charlotte gasp followed soon by "No, I can't." in a panting voice.
This was followed by silence as I continued licking but after a minute I could tell something had changed and I craned my neck from my position behind her to see what was happening. Sam had taken his cock from his pants and was holding Charlotte's left hand around it as he guided her up and down its length. Charlotte's eyes were fixed on his tool which can only be described as a monster. It rose from between his thick thighs and heavy belly like an obelisk. When their hands hit bottom there was still at least 4 inches of thick cock sticking up.
Charlotte was so fixated on what she was doing that it took her a moment to realize I had stopped licking. When she did, she turned and looked at me and said "Fuck me."
She came back over from the front seat and lay back with her legs spread and I plunged my cock into her very wet pussy. We fucked like animals and I slammed into her as hard as I could as she grunted and whined. My mouth was on her breasts, nipples and mouth as I hungrily kissed her as we mated.
In the background I could hear a motor whine and then the light of the car briefly come on before it got dark again. I saw Sam's hand reach in through the open window and begin to pinch her nipples as I rode her.
With his touch, Charlotte lost control and began screaming "Oh don't stop, don't stop.". Her orgasm rolled though her body and her heels scraped the roof as her pussy began to spasm on my cock. This was too much for me and with a deep groan I erupted inside her.
I collapsed on top of her with Sam's hands still on her breasts as we both gasped for air. However, it was only a few seconds before the door opened and the light came on as Sam's stood there in the opening naked with his huge cock jutting out. He took Charlotte underneath her arms lifting her from beneath me and pulling her from the car.
The alcohol and sex had dazed me and by the time I got out of the car he had her bent over the trunk in her heels and was sliding his meat inside her from behind. I stood off to one side and watched as this much older black man took my here to fore faithful wife in front of me.
If this wasn't enough, Sam's lust was now taking control and he was getting forceful with her as they fucked. He had one hand holding her by the hair while the other squeezed and twisted her nipples causing her to cry out.
"You like that bitch? You like this black cock up your tight pussy?" he demanded to know.
"Talk to me bitch. Think you can get naked and fuck in my car and I don't get any? Hell I knew I was going to fuck you when I picked you up." He taunted her in between breaths.
"I said talk to me bitch." He said again as he slapped her on the ass.
"It's good." Charlotte finally croaked out.
"What's good?" he demanded again slapping her ass.
"Your cock." She panted out with her head still tilted back from his hold on her hair as she squeezed her eyes closed.
"It's not too big baby? It doesn't hurt?" he asked as they now were in a solid rhythm.
"Ohhh, it hurts good." She whined back.
"Your husband is watching me fuck you. You know that? He is rubbing his dick. Why don't you think he stops me?" he continued to taunt and I realized I was in fact stroking myself as I watched.
"I don't know. I don't know. Oh, it feels good." She moaned.
I could hear a wet slurping sound as he drove himself over and over inside her and her legs were shaking and her mews turning into gasps and I knew she was close to a massive orgasm. Sam knew it too and as he brought her to the edge he continued to play with her head.
"Tell me who owns this pussy baby." He challenged.
"Oh I'm so close." She whined.
"Who owns this pussy, bitch?" this time more demanding.
Charlotte's body tensed and then as she answered "Oh god, it's your pussy, it's your pussy." She exploded into her orgasm as Sam released her hair and pinched on both nipples which caused her to push her ass and pussy back hard into his cock. She dropped her head onto the metal of the trunk with her hair spilled around her as she moaned and struggled for breath.
Sam still hadn't cum and I sat there quietly as he held her down against the trunk with one hand on her back as he continued to fuck her.
"It's yours anytime. It's your anytime." I could hear her gasping through clenched teeth as he looked at me and smiled.
A minute later he held her by the hips as he pulled her back into him and roared like a conquering lion as he deposited his seed.
When Sam pulled away I took Charlotte and helped her into the back seat and dressed her as he put on his clothes and drove us home. She was passed out within seconds and I had to hold her up as we got out of the car to go inside.
As Sam closed the door to the car he looked at me with a grin and said "She's going to need more. Call me."
We struggled to the door disheveled and smelling of sex as I heard him drive away as I tried to think of an explanation for the sitter.
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The following is a true story about how I got to know my wife after twenty years of marriage.
My wife Lisa is a beautiful woman. We have known each other since 3rd grade as we both grew up in the same small Texas town. I can honestly say that I have been in love with her since I first saw her. It started out as a puppy love crush then advanced to dating and finally marriage after we left college. Now twenty odd years later she still has the same cheerleader figure. At 5'7" and 128 lbs with dark brown she looks more like a thirty year old hottie than a forty-three year old mother of two.
We have enjoyed a great sex life during our marriage. First, there was the passion of being newlyweds and the freedom that exists before the kids are born. Later, it settled into a period of fulfilling but uneventful sex as it seemed the kids always had something going on that left us exhausted at the end of the day. She has only been with two men in her life. Me, of course, and one other man in college that she had a brief fling with while we were fighting over something neither of us can remember now.
Suddenly, the kids were driving and had their freedom and then they were off to college and where we were once the center of their world we were now more of an afterthought. We laughed about it as all parents and all kids have gone through the same thing. The upside about it though was now we had all the free time we wanted. It seemed to all happen so quickly that we really hadn't put much thought into filling the void so we found ourselves most evenings to ourselves trying to find something interesting to do.
Slowly, we found the sexual side of things beginning to heat back up. It began as simply more frequent sex as we didn't have to find stolen moments and progressed into marathon sessions of making love that often found us exhausted at work the next day as our play had gone on well past midnight. We had always been rather conservative in bed. On my part, I think I worshipped her so much I treated her like a China doll. Something like a Madonna complex. However, as we enjoyed our new sexual freedom we also found that some of the "rules" were changing too. We began talking erotically to each other during our love making and her use of dirty words, something she had never done before, always resulted in strong orgasms from both of us.
I think the event that lead to our sexual breakthrough was when we decided to put our fantasies on paper. We were sitting around reading and drinking coffee one night when the subject of sex came up. I was feeling a bit bold that evening so I began pestering her about her fantasies. I wanted her to tell me what she fantasized about when she was alone masturbating. This was still a difficult subject for her so after some prodding with little results I had an idea. We would each take ten cards and envelopes and write down a fantasy we wanted to try. Then we would take the twenty cards and put them in a big cookie jar we had and every couple weeks we would pull one out. This idea interested Lisa a great deal so I jumped up and grabbed the stationary and pens before she changed her mind.
We giggled like teenagers as we put down our ideas. We were across the room from each other so neither could see what the other was writing but every so often we would make eye contact and break out in mischievous grins. In about 20 minutes we were through and we collected the cards, now safely enclosed in envelopes, and put them in the jar.
The idea of the cards and the documentation of the fantasies to put on them had left Lisa somewhat excited. I decided now was the time to go for broke so I boldly informed her that if we opened a card, we were definitely going to experience the fantasy. That statement took her back for a moment and she started asking what I had put down. I refused to give her any hints and told her again that if we open the envelope we would do what it said. She didn't reply verbally but after a moment of hesitation she nodded her head yes.
Interestingly, she now wanted to immediately open a card. I laughed at her wanton excitement as she playfully tried to kick me. After shaking the cookie jar to mix the cards up, I let her reach in and withdraw one. Lisa slowly opened the envelope and as she read it I saw her body tense and a gasp come from her mouth. She looked at me with a stunned expression as I took it from her and read. Of course, it was one of mine and it said that she was to wear a short skirt and go to a shoe store and try on shoes so that the male clerk could see her pussy. She asked if I was serious and I told her I was absolutely serious.
I sensed that this was a crucial point and I didn't want her to back down so I told her in a dominant tone to go get ready. She immediately locked onto me with a hard stare but after several seconds of me not blinking she got on her feet and went to the bedroom. I must say at that point my cock was rock hard and I was almost shaking in my excitement. This was certainly uncharted ground for us and I was frankly surprised I had made it this far.
Some time went by and just when I thought she had probably just gone to bed she came out wearing a short black skirt and a white blouse.
Lisa asked, "Are you sure about this?" Lisa asked.
"Absolutely!" I replied grabbing my keys and billfold as we headed for the door.
Unfortunately, it was difficult to find the right kind of store. I wanted it to be an upscale boutique with a youngish clerk working. However, it was after 7:00 PM so I didn't have a lot of time and I was worried Lisa would get cold feet. Finally, after several failed tries, we ended up at Sak's in the mall.
The clerk was older, probably mid-fifties but the layout was perfect as the shoe section opened up to the mall corridor so I could sit on a bench and watch. Lisa entered the store and was quickly approached by the clerk. After chatting about various styles, the clerk left to go get her size and had Lisa sit on a chair. He returned shortly with several kinds of zip up boots and sat on a low stool directly in front of her.
Lisa had kicked off her sandals leaving her feet ready and had her legs spread a little more than normal but not overtly noticeable. The clerk took a boot and placed in on her foot and then started zipping it up the side. The moment he noticed what was open before him was priceless. About two thirds up the zipper he just stopped and stared. The stare must have lasted a good ten seconds before he began fumbling with the zipper then completed pulling it up. He quickly grabbed the other boot and took his time putting it on her foot as he openly stared at her exposed pussy.
I could also tell that Lisa was getting into it as she spread her legs a little more and then asked to try on other pairs all the time the clerk was openly staring between her legs. Finally, she rose to leave having decided not to buy anything with the clerk chasing her all the way to the door imploring her to try on something else.
I met Lisa at our car and as I kissed her I lifted her skirt and found that she was totally soaked.
"Did you enjoy yourself?" I whispered in her ear.
"Take me home." She replied breathlessly.
I continued massaging her pussy as we made the short drive home and as we hit the front door, clothes were flying as we mauled each other on the way to the bedroom. I slipped my cock inside her and began talking to her very provocatively as I slammed into her telling her hot she looked and asking her if it made her hot. Her answer was a strong orgasm that almost threw me off. Then something happened that blew me away and had me cumming in seconds.
"Do you like me being a slut for you?" Lisa whispered in my ear
Like I said I couldn't believe my ears but I erupted from the eroticism of my sweet innocent wife of 20 years saying those words. After we came down, we cuddled until we fell asleep but twice during the night we awoke each other and repeated our love making.
Even though we didn't open another card for several weeks, the flashing and the fact that our fantasies were in the cookie jar kept our sexual energy at a high level. I think we both also realized that there was a side to each of us that the other had not fully appreciated.
The next card we opened was hers and it involved having sex on a roof top. When I asked her where that idea came from she looked a little embarrassed. I quickly moved on realizing that if I wanted my wife too truly open up I could not be judgmental in any way. Fortunately, a friend of mine owns and manages real estate so I was able to procure from him a roof access key to a building with only a minimal amount of questions and ribbing.
The building was seven stories so it wasn't huge but Lisa liked it immensely. We went up with a bottle of wine and some blankets and spent several hours making love under a beautiful night sky. Our talk during sex had become a regular thing and we both enjoyed the naughty feeling it provided.
"Do you like being my little slut?" I asked emboldened by the wine and my lust as I stroked deeply inside her.
"Yes I do." Lisa replied without hesitation.
About another week went by before we had time to open a third card and during that time we continued making love every night like newlyweds. It was an incredible experience and we felt like we were totally connected emotionally. When she opened the third card she got that same surprised look that she had on the first. Of course, again I knew it was one of mine.
"Read it, sweetie." I said.
She looked at me then down at the card and read.
Get a sensual massage from a male therapist while I watch." She read after looking at me for a moment.
"Do all your fantasies involve me with other men?" She continued.
"Not all." I replied with a shrug.
I knew it was lame but it was all I could think of at the moment. Now Lisa has had many massages but never from a man.
"Well who would do it?" She asked.
I told her that I would have to call around and find someone. Then my wife stunned me with a statement that made me wonder how well I really knew her when she said,
"Well, make it a black guy." She stated with a half smile.
To say I was speechless would be an understatement. But remembering my previous mistake, I was not judgmental.
"Ok sweetie." I replied. My lack of follow up caught her off guard and she looked at me confused. I'm sure she was expecting an interrogation from me but she stayed quiet. About ten minutes later we were in bed making love.
It took me about a week to find a therapist that was black and willing to have me watch the massage. He was in his 40s and not in great shape but he was male and black. I didn't want to lose the momentum or the fun we were having so I arranged for him to come to our home one evening.
Lisa was sitting in the living room in a robe sipping white wine when he knocked on the door. His name was Derrick and I directed him into the bedroom to set up his portable table. After about ten minutes he came out saying he was ready and asked Lisa to come back. He had placed candles around the room and had soft jazz playing from a CD player. He told Lisa that she should lie on her tummy on the table and then we stepped out so she could arrange herself.
We chatted for a few minutes and he was very cool like he had done these things before. When he went back into the room I decided to leave her alone and let her relax before watching. I puttered around the living room for a while anxious with anticipation until I couldn't stand it any longer and went to the bedroom.
I stayed very quiet as I walked to the far corner of the room where I sat in a stuffed chair. Lisa was under a light drape that had been turned down to the top of her butt as Derrick worked long strokes on her back. Each stroke ended with his hands moving outward over her butt under the drape. Lisa seemed very relaxed and as Derrick looked at me as if to speak I put my finger to my lips signaling him not to let her know I was watching. He smiled and kept the rhythm going of his hands on her lovely body.
When he finished with her back and shoulders, he pulled the drape over her and lifted it on the side so that half her butt and one leg was exposed for attention. He started with her foot and worked it for a long time. My wife loves for her feet to be massaged so I knew she was enjoying herself. That thought was reinforced when soft moans started coming from her as he worked the balls of her foot. Derrick moved up and started on her calf, stretching her leg back and then moved on to her thigh.
I could tell he was getting very close to her pussy but didn't think he was actually touching it. I thought I could see her hips rotating slightly into the table but wasn't sure until I saw Derrick look at me with a big smile on his face. Derrick then started working on half her butt with deep pressure.
"Oh, that feels good." Lisa said with a deep sigh after several strokes.
At that point, she lifted her head and looked around the room. She saw me sitting there and stared at me with glazed eyes before dropping her head back into the rest. I had a monster hard on watching this stranger work his hands on my beautiful wife. A body that had been by very few men was now almost uncovered before this stranger.
When Derrick finished with the one leg he moved to the other side but did not put the drape over her finished leg. Rather he moved it off the leg he was gong to work on so that it was bunched up between her legs and only just keeping her pussy from being exposed. He worked her leg as before starting with her foot and working up over her calf to massage the inside of her thigh.
Lisa's moans were coming more frequently now and her hips were definitely moving in time to Derrick's hands.
"God this feels good." Lisa mewed as he began working her butt.
As Derrick continued to massage her the draping had pretty much fallen away leaving him a clear view of what I expect was a very wet pussy. Derrick told Lisa as he stroked her,
"Your body is in such good shape it's a joy to massage you." Derrick told Lisa as he stroked her slowly.
I knew that was music to Lisa's ears.
When he finished with her butt, he moved to the bottom of the table and put a hand on each leg near her ankle and leaned forward giving her a long continuous stroke over her calf and thigh ending with an inside out motion on her butt which must have afforded him a wonderful view of her open pussy.
Derrick then took the drape and covered Lisa completely. I was disappointed to see him do this but stayed silent in my chair with my aching hardon. He held the cover in the center and told Lisa to turn over and slide down the table. She did this slowly and when she was done he removed the head rest and took a small and placed it over her eyes. He began massaging her neck and shoulders then worked over her temples around her eyes and forehead.
Derrick then started rubbing the top of her chest above her breasts but underneath the draping. He looked at me and our eyes locked and without words I knew what the look was meant to communicate. I nodded my head slightly and Derrick smiled and then took the draping and folded it down to her waist so that her entire upper body was completely exposed. Lisa was so into the massage at that point that she did not even respond. However, when Derrick took his hands and ran them along her side then pulled upwards cupping her breasts and allowing his hands to slide over her nipples she gasped deeply and arched her back to try to maintain his erotic touch.
From where I was sitting I could see Lisa's mouth slightly open as she breathed deeply enjoying the touch. Derrick worked her breasts for a long time, massaging around them and gently pinching her nipples as he raised her to a sensual high. He then moved to her abdomen where he took more oil and lightly massaged into her firm tummy. Back and forth he moved his hands forcing the draping lower and lower so that soon it was barely above the top of her pussy.
Lisa was now openly rolling with his touch and breathing heavily with moans and whimpers coming from her as he took my lovely wife down an erotic path she had never been before. I'll give it to Derrick, his better days were behind him but he knew how to excite a woman with his touch. He had great rhythm in his touch and seemed to understand the timing and pressure in his hands to keep Lisa at a sensual peak. Derrick moved down the table and took the draping and moved it so that he could work on one of her legs. He did not bother to cover her breasts and tummy so that now the draping was only covering the leg opposite of the one he was working and her hip.
He gently moved her leg to spread them a bit and the draping just barely covered her mound. As before, he started at her foot and worked his way up. I realized that he did this to heighten the sexual anticipation of his touch coming closer to her pussy as he worked his way upward. As he worked up over her knee, Derrick's strokes would start on the top of her leg but slide inward on her thigh. Over and over he did this coming closer to her pussy. It was obvious now that Lisa needed relief but Derrick continued to seduce her with hands. He then started working right on her exposed hip and on the down stroke he would slide his hand along the crease between her leg and pussy mound. I could see Lisa move her hips to try to get more pressure on his touch and also watched her bite her lips in obvious excitement.
Derrick had his hand on her tummy as he walked around the table to start working on her other leg. When he reached that side he tugged gently on the draping and it fell to the floor totally exposing my beautiful wife to a complete stranger. Derrick again started with her foot and worked up and even though he had my wife naked and before him his pace seemed unchanged as he gave each inch of her leg a good rubbing. When he got to her hip he did the same as before and ran his fingers in the crease between her leg and pussy. He did this repeatedly and Lisa's hips were writhing beneath his hands.
While this was happening, very softly from Lisa's lips came a plea, "Please." That was all she said but it caused Derrick to look at me and again I knew the significance of the look and again nodded my head giving my permission. Derrick moved his hand down Lisa's leg again only this time as he moved up Derrick drug his fingers over her mound splitting the lips of her pussy with his finger.
"Ohhhhhh....." Lisa groaned in a breathy voice as she lifted her hips to meet his touch.
I saw a satisfied smile on the black man's face and wondered how many times before he had a brought a woman to this point.
Derrick's hands started rubbing on Lisa's pussy back and forth over her clit and her legs slowly left the table and went up in the air as she came closer to her orgasm. Derrick just smiled as he saw me take my shorts off and stroke my cock as I witnessed the act before me. Then he leaned down and took one of her hard nipples between his lips and began sucking. Lisa's arms went around the black man's head holding him close to her breast.
Lisa's orgasm was huge. She bucked against his hand over and over as spasms ran through her body. She continued to hold Derrick's head to her breasts as the orgasm wracked her until she was spent. Derrick then moved to her head and began massaging her face and temples to bring her down.
I left my seat and went to her to check on her state.
"You were beautiful, sweetie." I whispered as I leaned down and kissed her
Lisa lifted her head and removed her eye covering.
"Fuck me." She demanded when she saw me standing with my cock hard.
"Go for it man." Derrick said with a nod and a smile.
So as Derrick continued to massage her head, I climbed on the table and pushed my hard cock into her very wet pussy.



I would like to say I lasted for an hour but in truth the excitement of the moment had me cumming within a couple minutes. As I started to cum, Derrick reached down and began pinching Lisa's nipples which caused her to cum again as well. After a few moments rest on the table, I pulled Lisa onto the bed and quickly paid Derrick who knew it was time to make a quick exit. I told him as he left,
"You don't realize how far you made her go tonight." I told him as he prepared his things.
"Oh, she knows where she wants to go." He replied his words striking a cord within me.
I went back to Lisa in bed and made love slowly to her telling her how beautiful she looked on the table and how excited it made me. We made love many times that night and nights after relieving the excitement of that massage. We were now communicating at a level about our feelings and desires that we had never done before in our marriage. We also couldn't keep our hands off each other and were having sex at least once a day.
As before, we waited a couple weeks before opening the next envelope. Since we were really enjoying the game we didn't want to rush through them too quickly. Also, we needed some time in between events to absorb what had happened.
The fourth envelope we opened was again one of mine. Lisa accused me of rigging the game but I laughed and reminded her that she was the one drawing the cards. This one required us to go to a bar separately so that I could watch her flirt with other men. Of course, she brought up again that all of my cards involved her with other men and at this point I was pretty much busted. Lisa kind of liked this card so we decided we would go out the following Thursday night to an upscale jazz bar that got good crowds.
When Thursday rolled around, any doubts I had about her getting into this idea vanished when she came out dressed perfectly. If there is such a thing as being sexy and respectable at the same time that describes her attire that evening. Black skirt with a sleeveless blue sheer top and a black jacket brought out her features perfectly.
The jazz band wasn't going to start until 9:00 PM so we decided to go to a nice dinner beforehand. We split a bottle of wine over dinner so were both pretty buzzed when we left. The bar we were going to was just down the street in the downtown area so I dropped her off half-way down the block from the place and went to park the car. When I had finished parking I decided to give her some more time to settle in alone and went to another bar down the street to have a drink.
My anticipation of what was going on was driving me to hurry and I had to concentrate on holding myself back before heading over. It was probably forty-five minutes or so after dropping her off that I entered the bar. The bar was pretty crowded and I was having trouble finding her until I spotted her chatting with two men near the dance floor. As I should have suspected, both were large black men, around six-one or so and thirty something. I settled into a bar stool where I had a good view, ordered a drink and watched the evening progress.
The men were buying her wine and all were chatting in an animated fashion so it was easy to deduce that she was safe and that she was enjoying herself. It excited me a great deal to see this beautiful woman I loved so dearly flirting with these men. My cock was in constant hard state and I had to plan my trips to the bathroom so that I could let my erection subside.
I think the black men were aware of the prize they had attracted as they slyly moved her into a position so that other men would have to come through them to talk to her. Lisa loves to dance and each danced with her several times. As the evening progressed, I could see that she was clearly favoring one over the other. The man who was losing out started paying less attention to Lisa and began looking at the other women in the bar. The winner and Lisa seemed to be moving closer to each other and speaking more in whispers than in their previous gregarious manner.
I wondered what they were discussing and what effect it was having on Lisa. Her selection, besides being over six foot with big shoulders and black had a shaved head. Soon they got up to dance and I could see that the young black man's hand was squarely on Lisa's ass pulling her hard into him. Instead of being offended by this, she had her eyes locked with his as they swayed to the slow music.
The excitement of these events was making my heart race. The comparison of several months ago and the life we lead to now was incredible. Was what I was seeing from my wife something new? Or was it more like the massage therapist implied, something that was there all the time inside her? In any event, like a moth to a flame I seemed to be going down a path where it was becoming more difficult to control. But, at the same time, the loss of control was also very exciting.
Lisa and her friend continued to dance and talk. During one break in their dancing I saw the black man hold her chin gently then lean down and kiss her which surprised me a great deal. I put it down to the liquor she had consumed. They got up to dance again and I took the opportunity to go to the bathroom.
When I returned, the song had ended and as I walked down the aisle to my bar stool I came face to face with Lisa who stopped me. I leaned down to hear her in the noisy bar as she spoke.
"Have you been watching?" She asked.
"Yes." I replied.
"I want to take him home". She stated.
I was totally shocked and didn't really know what to say but I did know that I liked the "new" Lisa and the excitement in our life and didn't want to end it.
"Are you sure? You don't have to." I said fumbling for words.
"I know. I want to." She replied.
"Okay. Does he know about me?" I asked.
"No, he doesn't but I told him I was meeting a friend later", She informed me.
I told Lisa to tell him you were supposed to meet the friend in another bar and meet me there in fifteen minutes. Lisa turned to leave before pausing.
"Please don't be judgmental of me tonight." She requested.
"Sweetheart I will never judge you." I answered.
She nodded, kissed me then turned and was gone. I stood there dumbfounded for several moments before leaving for the other bar.
Fifteen minutes later they arrived at the bar with her arm through his walking very close together. I knew I was probably staring at a man that would soon be making love to my beautiful wife and the thought while exciting was also causing its share of confusion in my brain.
Lisa introduced and I learned his name was Malcolm. They sat down and we ordered drinks then my wife excused herself to go to the restroom. I took the opportunity to ask Malcolm if he knew what was going on. He said he didn't but was very curious so I explained to him that Lisa was my wife and that we were out playing games and that now she wanted to take him home. He was a very polite man and I found myself liking him. He asked if I was okay with what was happening. I said I was okay with it as long as Lisa wanted to continue. The drinks arrived about the same time as Lisa returned however no one really wanted the drinks so I paid the bill and we took a few sips for show and then left.
We walked to my car and Lisa and Malcom got in the back while I drove. Almost immediately I could hear them kissing and the rustle of clothes as they groped each other. I felt like a total cuckold as we drove to our house. Once there, we quickly moved inside and Lisa and Malcolm continued to kiss and explore each other through there clothes as I stood there awkwardly. I went to get myself a drink and when I returned the room was empty but I could hear noises from the bedroom and I knew that there was probably no turning back now. I decided that rather than rush in like a little puppy I would sip my drink for a while before going into the bedroom. I tried to be patient but after about five minutes I couldn't stand it and walked into the bedroom.
There were clothes discarded all over the room as obviously they had stripped each other quickly and now my wife was on her back on the bed with the large black man sucking on a nipple while he slid a finger in and out of her very wet pussy. Lisa had her arms around his shoulders and was moaning loudly. I could also see that Malcolm was sporting a nice cock, a little longer than mine and very thick.
I went to the corner and sat in the same chair that I had for the massage. It was lucky I had arrived when I had as Malcolm couldn't wait any longer and positioned himself between Lisa's legs. His large frame hid Lisa beneath him except for her arms around his shoulders and her legs. Things got quiet and I knew Malcolm was lining himself to sink his cock inside my lovely wife. A flood of emotions ran over me and I started to think this was a mistake but before I could move Malcolm's hips moved forward and a deep sigh came from Lisa as her legs shot in the air and her arms tightened around his shoulders. I knew that his large black cock was now deeply inside my wife.
Malcolm started with slow deliberate strokes into Lisa but soon accelerated so that he had with giving her a good steady pounding. Lisa was grunting on every stroke and had her legs pointed straight at the ceiling. She had rolled her hips back to take the full length of his cock deep into her pussy. My cock was so hard it hurt and I could feel my precum leaking onto my hip. The scene before me had me so confused I felt almost paralyzed.
True, I was excited to a high degree but also I was very concerned about Lisa. Was this really my wife I was watching? In twenty years of marriage one would think that the husband would know his wife completely but clearly there were a lot of things about Lisa where I was clueless.
The room was beginning to smell of sex and Lisa's pussy had become so wet that I could now hear it slurping around Malcolm's cock as he continued his steady assault on her pussy. Then the first signs of Lisa's orgasm began to appear. Her legs stiffened noticeably and she got very quiet for a few moments followed by a repetitive pleading to Malcolm.
"Don't stop, don't stop" Lisa demanded.
"Ohhhhhhhhhhhhhh." She wailed in a high pitch whine as she thrashing underneath her black lover and used her hands on his ass to try to pull him even deeper inside.
The lovers kissed passionately and Malcolm continued to fuck her with slow strokes until Lisa told him she had to rest as she couldn't take any more. Malcolm rolled onto his back and Lisa got on her knees and immediately slid his still hard cock between her lovely lips. It was amazing to me that they were almost unaware of my presence as they continue their love dance.
As Lisa moved around to get into a good position to suck Malcolm's cock she ended up with her ass pointed directly at me. Her pussy was still open from the fucking and her ass, pussy and legs were wet from her juices. I decided that it was time I became a participant in this event rather than a spectator so I undressed and moved behind Lisa to put my cock into her from behind. I put my hands on her hips and my cock was in contact with her leg when either by chance or a conscious decision on her part she moved away from me and repositioned herself on the bed so that I couldn't enter her.
A wave of anger swept over me and I thought to myself what a total little slut my innocent wife had become. I grabbed my boxer shorts and retreated to the living room where I laid on the couch and tried to make sense of all that was happening.
After about ten minutes, the quiet of the couch was broken by sounds from the bedroom. It was obvious that Lisa was getting fucked again. The sounds started as bed springs squeaking and headboard knocks against the wall but were soon joined by Lisa's rhythmic groans as Malcolm gave her what she desired. I lay there on the couch, an old blanket on top of me, with my cock hard in my hand listening to my wife in the throes of passion. It was not long before Lisa came with intensity as strong as her first orgasm. Then, once again the house returned to silence.
As I lay there with my thoughts I heard the soft padding of feet in the hall. I knew it was Lisa so as she approached I closed my eyes and feigned sleep as I was not sure of my emotional reaction. Lisa stood beside me for a few moments then I heard footsteps retreating down the hall.
I probably laid on the couch for fifteen or twenty minutes in silence collecting my thoughts. I realized that everything we were experiencing had been instigated in some manner by me so I know I couldn't blame Lisa for enjoying herself. I slowly got up to go back to the bedroom. I walked down the hall and when I reached the bedroom I realized that the door was closed.
It seemed symbolic in a way and I hesitated as to whether I should go in or leave the lovers alone. I decided to enter as this was still something I wanted to part of and so I slowly opened the door. The light from the hall bathed the room as the door opened and I could see Malcolm leaned back against the headboard with several pillows supporting him and my lovely wife with her head on his shoulder and her arm draped over his chest. She had a look of pure contentment on her face.
I pulled the sheet back covering the two and slid in next to Lisa. She immediately left Malcolm's chest and turned and started kissing me passionately.
"Enjoy yourself? I asked her. "Uh huh", was all she uttered and it seemed she struggled to get those sounds out.
"Fuck me." She commanded.
With Lisa's help I pulled my boxers off quickly and positioned myself between her legs. Malcolm moved over to the side of the bed and turned sideways resting his head in his hand so he could watch. As I moved forward my cock easily slid into her stretched hole. It was much wetter than normal and also warmer and I knew I was feeling Malcolm's cum deep in my wife's pussy. I shot at glance at him and he just grinned back at me knowing what I discovered. The thought made me very hard and I began fucking Lisa with earnest. Lisa wrapped her legs around me and her body was wet from the combined sweat of Malcolm and her.
Lisa was in such a state of erotic excitement that I soon brought her to her third orgasm of the night. For some reason, even though I was very excited and hard I couldn't cum so after Lisa's came down from her orgasm we all rested together on the bed.
The resting didn't last long. Soon Malcolm and I were caressing Lisa and taking turns kissing her on the lips and breasts.
"You haven't cum yet baby" Lisa said in between kisses.
Not yet sweetie" I replied.
With that she be pushed me onto my back and took my cock into her mouth. Malcolm watched her slurping on my cock for a minute and then got off the bed and positioned himself where he could fuck her from behind.
He wasted no time driving into her to the hilt which caused her to arch her back and squeal around my cock. Watching Malcolm with his hands on my wife's hips fucking her hard while she moaned and sucked on my cock soon had me close to the edge. I held Lisa's head and pushed my cock deep into her mouth as I exploded feeling her mouth milking me and swallowing my cum.
Evidently, this scene had excited Malcolm because moments later he let out a roar as he emptied his balls again inside my previously innocent wife. As Malcolm pulled his cock from my wife's pussy, Lisa surprised me again when she spun around and dropped to her knees in front of the large black man and cleaned his dripping cock with her mouth.
When Lisa had finished cleaning her lovers cock, everyone collapsed on the bed and dozed. Once during the night I awoke to find Malcolm on top of Lisa fucking her with her arms and legs wrapped around him as before. I feigned sleep as I silently watched and heard her telling him softly how much she loved his cock in between the passionate kisses they were sharing. Eventually, I drifted back to sleep overcome by exhaustion and the emotional intensity of the evening. I awoke again with sunlight filtering in through the window coverings and turned to see Lisa sleeping once again with her head on Malcolm's shoulder and her arm draped over his chest. The clock on the nightstand showed it to be 8:00 AM. So much for work that day.
I got up to go to the bathroom and my movements must have woken the couple because when I returned both were awake. Individually, they both went to the bathroom to freshen up and when done we all reclined back on the bed. There was certain awkwardness now to the conversation and I started to get very worried that now in the light of day Lisa would realize what she had done and become very upset. Malcolm said it was time he got moving and I told him I would drive him home.
"Before you go will you fuck me again?" Lisa asked boldly allaying any fear I had about her state of mind.
Malcolm looked me in the eye with a big shit eating grin as he positioned Lisa on her side. He knew he had conquered her not only physically but emotionally. He also knew that he would be able to have her whenever he wanted.
Malcolm lifted her thigh to give a clear target to her pussy and spooned behind her giving him a perfect view of his black cock sliding into her now swollen pussy. I held her head in my arms as he fucked her to her final orgasm of the encounter.
Lisa and Malcolm have remained lovers now for over two years. The way she describes it is his black skin, large body and thick cock combine to create a powerful aphrodisiac for her that drives her wild. We continue to have threesomes on occasion and Lisa also visits his apartment alone spending the night with him several times a month. The concept of the cards kind of lost its meaning after her first night with Malcolm. We became so open with our communication that they were no longer necessary.
So for all you men out there that think you know your wife I hope this tale has illustrated that there are parts of a woman that are hidden until the right situation brings them out.
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There's an irony in this story I'm about to describe, as its inspiration came from my interest in reading erotic literature, particularly, articles about voyeurism and manipulation. The more I read these stories the more I would visualize my wife as the central character, and finally, I decided that I wanted to play the game in real life and see what might happen. I knew it would be dangerous and would have very bad ramifications if she found out but the fire was now burning in me and I had to go forward.
Chris and I are the typical late 20s yuppie couple with two good jobs and no kids. We have elected to put off starting a family to enjoy our time together, travel, and save some money before we take on the responsibility of children. This freedom allows plenty of time to take care of ourselves and Chris has taken advantage of that with a workout and recreation schedule that includes the gym, bicycling, and swimming. She is a slender 5'7" with light brown shoulder-length hair, brown eyes, and a pretty face, and, in addition to her dimpled cheeks, she has a smattering of light freckles. Her firm B-cup breasts fit her frame nicely and are crowned with small, sensitive nipples that I love to tease.
I'm more of a golf kind of guy and not in near the shape of Chris, and as you might expect, I carry a few extra pounds on my medium 5'10" build. Fortunately, Chris has the good manners not to bring it up, at least not too often.
We enjoy an active social life, with frequent dinners and parties, intermingled with business events sponsored by one of our employers that we must attend. Chris dresses up very well, and I can always count on receiving congratulations about my luck in landing her as well as witnessing some discreet and sometimes not-so-discreet looks at her body.
The one thing about our rather idyllic life that could stand improvement is in the area of sexual creativity. Chris enjoys sex but not as often as I would like and it tends towards the routine. Occasionally, I can get her to dress up or I might get to tie her up for a few minutes but there is most certainly no anal or photo taking and blowjobs are rare, although, she loves for me to lick on her.
Well, as I said above, the seed now planted in my mind was growing fast and I wanted to figure out how to get some illicit and unknown play going with my wife. After thinking through many scenarios, I decided to try and set her up with a massage therapist and see if he could seduce her into letting go a bit. Hopefully, in a way that allowed me to discreetly watch.
Now, understanding Chris' ways, I knew this was not going to be as simple as some guy coming over and her giving into some hidden lust. Rather, I felt certain the approach would require a long-term plan with a therapist that was outwardly respectful but also a bit edgy, and most importantly, patient.
They say figuring out the plan is ninety percent of the battle but in this case that didn't turn out to be true as my search for the right guy turned into a time and energy black hole. To start, I created a list of prospects from internet searches and other sources. Then, I started culling these prospects through direct contact via phone calls or meetings. In most cases, the guy turned out to be gay, ugly, or weird, and I eliminated them immediately. The few that made it through the initial screen required a more detailed discussion which turned out to be much more awkward than I had anticipated, as most laughed at the idea, and in one case I was told to leave the office immediately.
After three months of work, I had it narrowed down to two candidates but honestly, neither felt quite right. One was young, around 24 years old, and while handsome I thought he lacked the maturity and patience needed. The other was an older guy in his mid-30s but he was overweight and Hispanic, and I didn't see him as someone Chris would warm up to.
It was the older guy who, sensing my reticence, gave me the contact information for a therapist who he said might be a better fit. That's how I came to find David, an early 40s man who owned a small gym and did massage work in the evenings. He turned out to be a confident 6"1" tall, leanly muscled well-tanned man with a shaved head.
Our first meeting took place in a small office in his gym, and after explaining who had referred him, he stood quietly as I stumbled through a description of what I had in mind.
"That seems a bit perverted not to mention I could lose my license," he finally responded, after I had completed my explanation.
"I guess it might be...some...but based on the referral I thought maybe you had done something like this before," I replied nervously and saw his eyebrows rise.
"How far do you want this to go? You want me to fuck her?" he said bluntly, which took me completely off guard.
"Well, I.......I'm not sure. I guess I was hoping to see how things went first," I replied, struggling to make sense of his response and now thinking he was not the right guy.
"You got a pic?" he asked.
I slowly pulled out a picture of Chris in a bikini taken by me in our backyard and handed it over.
"Nice. Very nice," he said with obvious interest.
"Look, maybe I made a mistake," I said, suddenly feeling claustrophobic and wanting to just get the picture back and leave.
David looked at me for a few moments causing me to become even more uncomfortable before he said, "Okay, here's what I'm willing to do. I'll massage her a few times and see what I think and you can gauge how you think she is taking to it. If we are both okay with things, maybe we'll continue. If not, you just got her a couple of nice massages. By the way, it's $60 per hour here or $80 per hour at your place."
"I see," I responded as I mulled his words.
Sensing my state, he offered, "Look, I need to check on a customer. I'll be back in a minute and you can think about it until then."
He came back just a few minutes later and looked at me with a questioning expression.
"She's very shy. You'll have to go slow," I said.
"No problem. She will have no idea of the conspiracy," he answered with a grin.
That closed the deal and we agreed that the massages should happen in our home. Then, I asked if he had a gift certificate, as my thought was to tell her I had won it, and then convince her to be the one to get the massage. David didn't have any printed certificates but we worked one up quickly on his computer in the form of a letter and he signed and handed it to me.
"That will be $80. You don't want her to see you pay when I'm there," he stated.
I nervously reached into my billfold and extracted the money and handed it to him.
"Good luck," he said, as he held the door open for me to leave.
That evening, I put the letter on the kitchen table before Chris got home knowing she would find it and hoped she would demand to use it herself. Sure enough, I saw her inspecting it within fifteen minutes of arriving.
"Where did you get this?" she asked.
"A new Starbucks opened near the office and they were giving out various promotional things," I lied.
"When are you going to use it?" she asked, sounding interested.
"Well, sweetheart, I was going to give it to you. I thought you might need it with all the exercise you've been getting," I responded, hoping she would take the bait.
"I've never had a massage from a man," she said nervously.
"Probably some five-foot gay guy," I said with a chuckle.
"Well, then I'll take it," she said, laughing too, completely unaware of my naughty plan.
"We don't have anything planned for Thursday why don't you see if you can schedule then?" I suggested.
"Can't you call?" she asked nervously.
"Sure," I answered, holding my hand out for the letter.
While she stepped into the kitchen, I called David and, in a few minutes, we had made an appointment for Thursday at seven.
"That was fast," he said at the end of the call.
"Yeah, hope my luck holds," I replied and then hung up.
Thursday came and David appeared at our door a few minutes early with a portable table and a gym bag. He was wearing a tight t-shirt that showed off his well-toned upper body and flannel sweat pants. As my wife looked on from the kitchen, I directed him to the guest bedroom and then left him to set up.
"Well, he doesn't look short and gay," Chris said, looking unsteady.
"You'll be fine. I'm only a few feet away," I answered.
After a short wait, David called that he was ready and Chris moved towards the bedroom but before entering the hallway, she looked over her shoulder at me. I could tell she felt nervous and as I considered what to do if she got cold feet, David appeared.
"She's getting on the table," he informed me.
"Be patient. She's nervous," I counseled.
"I will. By her look, it will take a lot of massages," he replied and then turned back towards the room.
Unfortunately, it was still light outside so I couldn't risk going to the window. Instead, I sat in the living room randomly clicking the TV remote, feeling tortured as I wondered what was taking place.
An hour and fifteen minutes later David came out, and when we met, he said, "She's getting up now. She's in great shape."
"Did it go alright?" I asked.
"Like you said, she was very nervous but I think along the way she started to relax. I guess we'll see if she wants another," he laughed.
We could hear the door open to the bedroom and then the water running in the bathroom, and David turned to go and collect his stuff. I followed him and saw that he had filled the room with candles creating a soft glow in the room, and there was incense burning while a portable stereo played the sounds of ocean waves. He quickly dismantled the table and packed his things.
"Call my cell tomorrow and let's discuss," he said as I opened the front door.
Chris came out of the bathroom thirty minutes later, having bathed, wearing a terry cloth robe with nothing underneath, and snuggled next to me on the couch.
"Well, did you enjoy it?" I probed.
"Oh, yeah, that was fabulous. I feel like putty now," she informed me.
"If you liked the massage, maybe we should get him over regularly?" I said, hoping for a positive reply.
"Can we afford it?" she asked.
"For you, sweetheart, we can," I chuckled, making her snuggle even closer.
"That would be very nice," she replied as her hand began stroking my leg.
We were in bed within minutes and I kissed my way down her body, licking her nipples on the journey before I arrived at a very wet pussy. I teased all around her clit until she was squirming before she grabbed my head and centered my tongue.
"Ohhhh, right there baby. No more teasing," she commanded, now breathing heavily.
I could feel her legs starting to rise which is a sure sign of her building arousal, and when her body became tense and her whines turned to short gasps, I knew her orgasm had arrived.
"Ohhh...ohhh...don't stop...ohhh... I need you inside me, now," she demanded while pulling at my shoulders.
I lifted over her then drove completely inside with one push and started fucking her hard, forcing an excited gasp with each stroke. I felt like an animal trying to conquer its prey and I relentlessly moved my body into her until I couldn't hold back any longer.
"Ohhh...fuck...shit, I'm cumming," I yelled, as I lost all rhythm.
It felt like my balls had blown out the end of my dick but somehow, I managed to maintain a slow movement as I locked mouths with my pretty wife.
"Damn I love you," I said when we broke, panting for air.
"No talking," she replied and stroked my hair.
We continued to kiss while we slowly fucked until exhaustion overcame us and after separating both of us succumbed to sleep within minutes.
"David, it's me. Tell me what happened," I blurted out when he picked up.
"Well, let's get right to it," he said with a laugh.
"Yeah, it's been killing me all night," I replied.
"Okay, then. Well, I had her pretty bundled up with heavy draping. Worked her little by little, and stayed conservative, only uncovering a little at a time and then covering her again. As I said, she was very nervous and tense but started to relax. I told her to undress to her level of comfort and I found out she kept her bra and panties on. I did unhook her bra when I worked her back though. I just tried to make it a normal massage to get her comfortable," he explained.
"Okay, I see. It's going to take time for sure," I responded.
"Oh, yeah. She interested in more?" he asked.
"Yes, she is. I'm thinking every three to four weeks," I said.
"That sounds about right. That's not an uncommon massage cycle," he replied.
"Well, let's plan on three weeks. We can set the exact time when it gets closer," I suggested.
"Okay, sounds good. By the way, how was the sex after?" he asked.
"How do you know we had sex?" I replied but my nervous voice gave me away.
"Just a hunch," he answered with a laugh.
"It was good," I said, unsure why.
The next massage did occur three weeks later and it started a routine that stayed mostly on schedule. As the days got shorter, I was able to peek into the room and watch the massage but as David had described, it was conservative, and after a while, I quit. I told myself that it was an investment for the future and even if nothing happened Chris was getting a good massage which I rationalized, she needed.
During the 4th session, Chris got on the table with no bra indicating that she was becoming comfortable with the routine. I had a brief hope that maybe developments would begin to accelerate but, unfortunately, that was not the case.
David would debrief me after each session, and since he knew I occasionally watched, he would fill in the gaps on what they discussed and how her body responded. Always very encouraging, despite his vested interest due to the money, I felt he was being sincere. I did appreciate his patience, as I knew it was key to my goal, and so far, he had proved his worth, and most importantly, Chris seemed to like him and didn't feel threatened. Indeed, on several occasions, she had even made positive remarks about his physique or hands, which I felt would improve my chances.
After the 7th session, almost six months into the massages, I called David to discuss the visit which was our standard post-session practice.
"Breakthrough!" he stated.
"What? What happened?" I asked, now fully alert.
"She didn't wear panties," he informed me.
"Wow! Interesting! She didn't say anything to me," I replied with excitement.
"Yeah, I found out when I started to massage her hip," he explained.
"Maybe she was wearing a thong?" I suggested.
"Nope, I looked for it. There was nothing," he said.
"Well, that's very positive. And I take it y'all didn't discuss it," I asked.
"No, I just massaged her but I did get a little closer," he offered.
"Closer?" I asked.
"Inside her thighs. Does she shave?" he asked.
"Yes, it's the one thing she gives in to me on," I said with a laugh.
"Did you have sex with her after the massage?" he probed.
"David, we have sex after every massage," I replied, laughing again.
"And? Was she particularly horny?" he pushed, trying to lead the conversation.
"Yes, she was very hot," I responded, remembering how she had almost assaulted me when David left.
"I want you to think about something," he said.
"What's that?" I asked.
"Quit having sex with her after the massages," he stated.
"Well, I think I know where you are going. Do you think it will make her horny on the table?" I replied.
"I think she is horny on the table. But, she knows relief is coming," he explained.
"Damn, that will be hard. I'll have to think of some good excuses," I said, not sure if I wanted to give up the great sex.
"Let's give it a try and see what happens," he suggested.
I agreed to the plan and the thoughts of her naked and horny so close to another man drove my fantasies for the next three weeks.
Per the conspiracy, after the next two massages, I made excuses as to why I wasn't up for sex. The first time, I told her I had a bad headache, and the day before the next session, I feigned a cold coming on. Both times, Chris snuggled close trying to get attention anyway but I held firm. It was in bed after I turned her down the second time that I woke during the night to the sounds of her masturbating next to me. Of course, David and I were exchanging information, and after we discussed her masturbation, he suggested that he try something during the next massage.
"What do you have in mind?" I asked.
"Well, I think I'll pretend I left the heavy draping at the gym and show up with only a smaller one," he explained.
"How small?" I asked.
"It will barely cover her and it's as light as a sheet. It will make her feel exposed," he replied.
"She might say no or get a blanket from the closet," I countered.
"Or, she might say yes," he responded.
I accepted the approach and this time I fully intended to watch from the window, so in preparation, I made sure there was a gap in the shutters. I would have loved to have seen her expression when she first saw the small sheet but, afraid she might object, I knew I needed to stay inside until the massage began. I felt more than a little surprised when David told me that she didn't object, and after giving her several minutes, he re-entered the room. As soon as the door closed, I bolted outside in the cold to watch from the window.
David had provided an accurate description of the covering, as it barely covered Chris on the table, with the sides just reaching the tabletop. Also, it wasn't long enough to cover her lengthwise so when David pulled it over her feet the other end stopped at her shoulder blades. The material was so light that it molded itself to her body giving us a nice view of her form, and I couldn't believe that my shy, conservative Chris hadn't objected. I thought it must be a testament to the trust that David had developed over the many sessions but then I wondered if perhaps she wanted to send a signal.
David moved to the head of the table and turned the cover down to the top of her butt. Now, Chris' entire back was exposed, and I could see the sides of her breasts pushed flat against the table. He worked her neck and shoulders like he always did, and then started the standard long strokes down her back. However, this time instead of a thick fold of covers at the top of her butt there was only the thin material, and I watched as his fingertips disappeared momentarily beneath the sheet before moving back towards her shoulders.
David knew I was watching, so when he dropped one of the small bottles of oil between her legs causing the sheet to tighten, I figured it was for my benefit. As his fingers worked down her lower back it caused the sheet to move further and before long, we were getting a nice view of the beginnings of her crack. It seemed bizarre watching another man sensually stroke my near-naked wife as my vaporous pants emerged but my hard dick delivered a message I couldn't ignore.
Too soon, he finished with her back and rolled the sheet halfway up but not as high as it had started. He moved to her left leg and uncovered her from her butt check to her foot tucking the sheet underneath. He started with her foot and when done, he worked her calf and then her thigh, kneading them slowly, before moving to her butt and doing the same thing. He finished with long, continuous strokes from her knee to her ass with his fingertips disappearing between her legs each time.
Suddenly, Chris lifted her head from the cradle, turned to him, and said something. She had a strange look on her face with her eyes half closed, and David bent forward to speak with her but kept his right hand on her rear. Seconds later, she put her head back in the cradle but seemed to still be saying something as David continued to lean forward as he talked. After several more seconds, he returned to the massage like nothing had happened, leaving me to wonder about the brief interaction.



He started the long strokes again and when her head began to rise, I wondered if her response was related to the proximity of his fingers to her pussy. Regardless, her head collapsed back into the cradle but her hands, which had been dangling loosely, reached up and grabbed the sides of the table. David turned to the window and smiled at me, delivering his message of victory, and then went to the other side of the table and started on her right leg without covering her left.
He repeated the same process and when he started the long strokes up her thigh the sheet now looked like a diaper between her legs. It was during one of these strokes when his fingertips disappeared that I saw her grind her hips into the table. Now, I had little doubt that she was very aroused, and I wondered how far the man would push it. On the one hand, I wanted him to make progress but I worried if it had come too soon and might negatively impact the long-term plan.
She was still gripping the table when he finished, and he casually adjusted the sheet to cover her so she could turn over. The linen was so small that Chris had an awkward time wiggling to turn without exposing herself, and when she was over, David positioned the drape so that it covered her feet while leaving the top of her breasts exposed. He began working her neck and shoulders, and I hoped that a stray movement might knock the sheet off one of her breasts.
When he had finished her neck, he bent down again and started talking to her, and I could see her lips move but her eyes remained closed. He was slowly rubbing her ears as they spoke and when done, he moved to the bottom of the table and started back on her feet. He did both and then took the sheet and tucked it in exposing her right leg from her hip to her feet. When he got to her thigh, he actually took her knee and opened it outward and the sheet at this point covered no more than what a pair of panties might. He worked the top and inside of her thigh with his fingertips going right to the edge of the cover which rested no more than an inch from her pussy. It was at this point I saw that her little nipples were making dents in the linen and she was biting the back of her left hand. David teased her and then teased her some more before going to the other leg, and, as before, he left the completed leg uncovered.
He went through the same routine and Chris seemed to be in agony dealing with his naughty play. When he finished, he bent down to her once more and they talked for almost a minute. Finally, he got up and straightened the sheet on her, and then left the room.
I stayed to watch Chris and as soon as he left she took both her hands and covered her face. She lay there as several minutes ticked by before slowly rising while holding the sheet to her. At that point, I left for the door and met David as soon as I got inside.
"Wow," I said, truly amazed.
"Yeah, I'll tell you about it tomorrow," he replied quietly.
The door to the room opened and Chris came out and went to the bathroom as David collected his things. He was gone well before she emerged, and when she finally did, she came into the living room and kissed me, and then snuggled next to me on the couch. After several minutes of quiet as we watched TV, she spoke.
"Baby, take me to bed," she said, as she kissed my neck.
"My stomach isn't doing well," I lied, which was damn hard to say as I too was incredibly horny.
"Damn, again?" she challenged me.
"Again what? What are you talking about?" I said, lying once more.
"Never mind," she said in the sexiest pout I had ever seen, and then added, "Guess I'll take a bath."
I knew the bath was her favorite place to masturbate and guessed that's what she was planning to do. Later, I heard her leave the bathroom and go to bed, and I waited an hour to make sure she was asleep before I followed.
"Okay, talk to me," I demanded when David answered the next morning.
"Were you watching?" he asked.
"Yeah," I replied.
"Okay, you saw that I was pushing it. Seeing what I could get away with," he stated.
"Yes, I also saw y'all talking some," I said.
"Yeah, that was the interesting part. She told me while I was massaging her thigh that it didn't seem right. Then I asked her if it felt good and she said yeah. So I asked her if she wanted me to stop and she didn't reply for a while but then said no," he explained, which instantly made my dick hard.
"Damn, I saw her butt wiggling," I commented since I couldn't think of anything else to say.
"You should have felt it in my hands. She was wiggling a lot," he offered.
"What about the next time you talked to her?" I asked.
"Oh, I asked if she wanted her tits massaged," he said with a laugh.
"What did she say?" I demanded.
"You sure you want to know?" he asked.
"Yes, of course," I blurted out.
"Well, she was quiet and whispered that it wasn't a good idea. I asked her why not and she said because my husband is here," he explained.
"Jesus," I replied, stunned by the information.
"Little Chris is losing her innocence and you have a decision to make," he said, a bit more forcefully than I thought appropriate.
"Why is that?" I asked.
"You need to decide if you want me to fuck her because if I get the chance, I'm going to. So, if you don't, you need to stop the massages now," he stated, leaving no room for doubt.
"I need to think about it," I answered.
"Okay, well let me know. She is hot and ripe," he replied.
I spent the next week contemplating if this was something that I truly wanted to happen. Was my fantasy worth ruining my marriage? After all, Chris is a good, beautiful woman, and what would make me want to see her taken? In the end, I couldn't answer that question but the demons in my head wouldn't rest and continued to pummel me with demands for the next massage. Finally, I called David and gave him the news.
"Okay, let's see what happens," I told him.
"What does that mean? I don't want any confusion. What do you want?" he demanded.
"I want you to try and fuck her," I answered.
"Okay then. During the next massage, pretend you're gone. Out of town on a trip. You can come back to watch but let's make her think you're gone," he proposed.
"Okay," I replied with a bone-dry mouth.
The next couple of weeks were agony. A million times I thought about canceling. I told Chris about my upcoming business trip expecting her to suggest that we re-schedule the massage, but she didn't even mention the conflict leaving me to wonder if she had forgotten or looked forward to the freedom. The massage, as usual, was set for a Thursday, and I did go on a short business trip on Wednesday but instead of coming back on Friday as I had informed Chris, I came back Thursday afternoon and checked into a nearby hotel for the night.
At seven, I left for the house thinking it would take David fifteen odd minutes to get in place and knew nothing interesting would happen before then. I tried to look nonchalant as I walked to the side of the house and then jumped the fence using the cover of bushes. From there, I made directly for the bedroom window.
Chris was face down on the table with the same thin sheet over her, and David was working her shoulders and neck as I settled in to wait for the show. At first, it seemed that he was being less aggressive than last time, as he kept her better covered and his fingers weren't as probing. I thought that he must be concerned about her reactions but then I realized it was all part of his manipulation. He was waiting for her to signal she wanted more and he suspected he would get it.
The moment of her fall occurred when he had finished her left leg and was working on her right. Still face down, he had teased and gotten her so aroused that in frustration she lifted her hips off the table slightly and tried pushing back into his fingers. David smiled and ignored her wanton attempt and went back to the massage causing Chris to do the same thing again. It seemed her body needed touching and she couldn't wait any longer.
Suddenly, the man took the cover in his left hand and threw it into the corner of the room leaving my wife completely exposed on the table. Chris tried to raise her head but he used his right hand to hold her shoulders down while two fingers from his left hand moved between her legs and slowly stroked along the sides of her pussy. Rather than try to wiggle free, her ass began grinding in rhythm to his touch, and I could see wetness along her opening.
Without letting her cum, he rolled her over and immediately resumed the teasing, although now, she was looking up at him through half-closed eyes, and soon her knees opened more as she turned her body over.
Ready for more, David leaned down and took her left nipple into his mouth forcing Chris' back to arch off the table. He worked it over thoroughly before moving to the other, and when finished, he kissed her fully on the lips as he slowly pushed a finger inside her soaked pussy. When they broke the kiss, I could see him speaking to her as his finger continued to invade her swollen hole.
Suddenly, he stopped, stood erect, and just looked down at her as she continued to writhe slowly on the table. Then, he grabbed her beneath the knees and pulled her hips to the end of the table, and immediately dropped his face into her pussy. Instantly, Chris' legs shot into the air and her head started lolling back and forth as his tongue assaulted her clit. Her hands went to her breasts and she began fondling her tits and lightly pinching her nipples.
As he brought her closer to the edge, Chris's motions became more urgent and by the time her orgasm hit, her head and part of her shoulders were hanging off the side of the table. David kept licking her until she pushed his head away, and he took the opportunity to reposition her on the table. He seemed entranced watching her body slowly undulate from the remnants of her release and a least a minute passed before he started undressing. Chris watched intently as his t-shirt left his muscular chest and when he started on his pants, I watched as her eyes turned hungry. She showed no disappointment when his cock, both longer and thicker than mine, flopped free, and her eyes remained locked onto it until he moved closer.
The lean, muscled man easily lifted my wife from the table and then turned, sat back on the edge, and lowered her pussy onto his erect cock. Chris's mouth opened as his heavy shaft entered and once impaled her head fell back in joy. I expected him to immediately start hammering her sweet pussy, so I was surprised when still very connected, David carried her out of the room.
Dammit, I thought to myself. I had set the room up to watch and had no way to see into the other rooms which put the moment of truth before me. Did I dare risk detection by entering the house? My heart rate was so high that there really was no choice, and I took my key and slowly entered the back door taking small, careful steps to remain quiet.
Already, I could hear the sounds of sex in the small house. I got on my hands and knees and crawled down the hall toward our bedroom risking detection as I passed the massage room, still illuminated by candlelight, and made my way to the door of a guest bedroom. There, it was dark and offered a good vantage point into the master bedroom.
Chris was on her back on top of the covers with her legs high in the air, and her therapist was fucking her hard. In addition to the squeal of the bedsprings, I could hear the squishing sounds of her soaked pussy, and her cries of passion left no doubt that was enjoying the sex immensely. As I watched, her hands, which had a firm hold of his biceps, rose and encircled his neck, and seconds later she pulled him down into a passionate kiss.
"Oh, God... I'm so full," she moaned, followed quickly by, "It's big...so big but it hurts good."
"Who owns this pussy?" David responded seeking to completely conquer her.
"It's your pussy, David...all yours," she replied with no hesitation.
Soon, I saw the telltale signs of her impending orgasm and both became more intense in their efforts as she drew close. When it arrived, it hit her so hard that she almost threw him off her as her body thrashed.
"Ohhh...ohhh... Oh, please don't stop! Oh, God, I'm cumming again. Please don't stop," she screamed until he leaned forward and covered her mouth with his.
Chris's legs slowly lowered as her orgasm subsided but David continued his assault, never slowing.
He had amazing stamina and after several minutes, I could see my wife's arousal returning. This time she wrapped her legs around his waist and her hands moved over his sweaty shoulders and back unable to remain still.
"Oh, David, I...I...might cum again," she announced.
"Let it out, baby. I plan on fucking you all night," he responded.
Another minute went by and then I heard, "Getting close...close..."
When her second orgasm hit, it seemed more internal, like somehow, she kept it inside. Slowly, her arms moved until they were once more draped around his neck, and seconds later she began to softly weep.
"Oh, it's so good... So good," she whimpered.
Something about the response must have resonated with the man because quickly his movements became more urgent, and after several large grunts, he slammed into my wife and then held himself firmly in place.
"Ohhh, yeah... Here it comes for you. Going to fill it up, baby!" he exclaimed, and then let loose with several more grunts before adding, "Fuck yeah, baby. Fuck yeah... Finally got you to give it up."
Seconds later, he fell onto my wife, and almost immediately they started kissing as they emitted soft purrs of contentment. I quietly backed down the hall and left for my hotel with crazy emotions running through me as I considered what I had done to our marriage, and the next day, when David told me he didn't leave until three and that they fucked twice more, it started all over.
Chris has never indicated that anything happened, and if I hadn't seen it with my own eyes, I would have never known as she's still the same loving wife. The one change that has occurred is that she now gets her massages at David's gym. She decided that she would start training there so she explained to me it only made sense.
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It's said that no one ever forgets their first kiss. In my case, the first girl I kissed also turned out to be the last. Sarah and I met in pre-school and for some reason that no one was ever able to explain we became inseparable. Our first kiss was at seven and I swear it felt like an orgasm was ripping through me as our lips met for the first time. Back then, people thought our puppy love was cute. As we grew older, there was a general expectation that we would drift apart. When we stood at the altar of our rural church fresh out of college to exchange vows, people finally admitted that we were indeed a unique and special couple.
My parents thought the world of Sarah and likewise her parents felt I was like a son. Since Sarah didn't have a brother, I became the de facto son for her dad. From an early age, he would take me with him to their ranch where we would spend time tending to the livestock or hunting. Likewise, Sarah would usually accompany my mom and sisters to trips to the nearest city, seventy miles away, for shopping.
During our rehearsal dinner, I pulled out an old box that was filled with past valentine cards, love notes from elementary school, and other little gifts that Sarah had given me along the way. There were tears from everyone in the room, including the men, but the most special moment was the look of utter love Sarah gave me when she realized how special those things had been to me.
Amazingly, we didn't consummate our relationship until we were freshmen in college. We got by on heavy petting and experimented with oral sex usually in the back seat of my car parked on some quite country road. I have to admit the first several times of "going all the way" were awkward but soon we were past that and spending three or four nights a week in each other's bed.
That was about twenty-two years ago. In between was a move to the city and two kids, a boy and a girl, in quick succession. We had done well in our careers too. Both of us had started on the corporate ladder but Sarah had elected to start her own marketing consulting business and was doing quite well. I had stayed in the corporate world and had risen to the executive level and international engineering company.
Because we had started our family quickly, both kids were now in college. Sam our eldest was a junior and our daughter, Janey, was a freshman. Both attended universities in the state but several hours away from our home.
No one ever said it to my face but I knew that one of the things people found odd about our relationship was the dramatic difference in looks and personality. I'm not bad looking but nothing special either but also quite shy. Sarah on the other hand is best described as beautiful. She was the head cheerleader in high school and is slender with dark hair and perfect proportions. She has never struggled with weight and our two kids actually enhanced her figure by providing a slight rounding to her features. Her shapely legs and butt are her best feature. Along with her looks, is a charming personality that instantly puts people at ease. She attracts men like flies and we've actually had men try to hit on her right in front of me. She is always calm and patient with these guys and shuffles them off quickly without bruising their egos.
Unlike Sarah, I've struggled to maintain the plain looks I had. Weight has been a bit of a problem with me and only recently have I been able to get it back to a reasonable level. I also don't possess anything like her charm. In business settings I do fine but in social gatherings I would be considered a wall flower.
Because of our success, we have a great house in the best part of town with a large pool where we often entertain. We are still close to our parents and they visit us often in the city and we usually visit them in our hometown for holidays. So, all in all, we have a pretty idyllic life with a great future.
At least it was until I saw him one day. You see our perfect time together all these years was marred by one unfortunate occurrence. It was really all my fault and to this day I'm ashamed by my stupidity and behavior. You see, in college, I decided our junior year that we should try dating other people. I had been pestered and teased by my fraternity brother since my freshman year that only geeks stayed with the same girl. Finally, their words, along with the alcohol I had consumed, resulted in a show down one evening where I told her I thought it would be a good idea to date other for a while.
Of course, I used all the stupid clichés about how it would make us closer but all it did was make her cry. It was the first time I had ever made her cry. Usually, she would melt me with just a glance but this time I was being a total jerk and fought off her looks and pleas. Eventually, she just went into the bedroom of her apartment and closed the door and I left.
That was on a Monday. The next weekend was the first time I can remember not being with Sarah when one of us was not ill or out of town with family. Friday, I went out drinking with the boys and was already feeling stupid and resentful for letting them talk me into hurting Sarah. They had arranged a date for me for the next night and promised that once I got into the swing of things I would be fine.
That Saturday a large party was being held by several fraternities at a large lake house owned by one of the guys. The party included a live band and plenty of alcohol. I had a date with Kim, set up by one of my fraternity brothers. Kim was a very pleasant young blond with large breasts. She was very cute and had a big smile and doe eyes that made her appear vulnerable.
We drank and danced and chatted with friends and were doing well together until I spotted Sarah. Sarah was with a couple of her girlfriends and had spotted me and was staring in my direction. While she was looking, Kim put her arm around my waist and hugged me. When I was able to look back at Sarah, her friends were holding her and guiding her away from the crowd. She disappeared from view and my heart told me that I should run to her but something mean inside me compelled me to stay with Kim.
Kim and I continued to party with or group, occasionally dancing, and later I saw that Sarah had come back to the party. I saw her dance a few times with different men which caused a deep wave of resentment and jealousy to come over me that I had to fight back.
Kin was a very nice person but the longer I stayed with the group and drank the lonelier I felt. I knew that if I could be with Sarah everything would be okay and I decided that after I got through this night I would go to her the next day and tell her what a stupid mistake I had made.
It was only a few minutes later that I saw Sarah back dancing. This time, she was with a black guy that I recognized as a member of the football team. This completely shocked me as Sarah and I had grown up in a community with no black's and as far as I knew she had never had any direct contact with one. I was also cringing from the comments I would likely get from my friends if they saw Sarah dancing with a black guy.
It was Dan, a particularly arrogant asshole that noticed first.
"I didn't know Sarah had jungle fever?" He said in a drunken drawl trying to provoke me.
My back was turned watching Sarah but I could hear the snickers behind me from my supposed friends. Only Kim seemed to sense my pain by squeezing my arm to let me know she understood.
"That's Malcolm Johnson she dancing with. The stud freshman running back." Jay, another of my friends added.
I was in for another surprise when one dance turned into two followed by some quiet one-on one conversation at the edge of the crowd before they returned back to the dance floor again. I ignored the shitty comments from my friends while this was going on knowing that if I started with them it would end in a brawl.
It was Kim that finally helped me out be pulling me aside.
"What's the story with you and that girl?" she asked in a tone indicating she really wanted to know.
I gave her a brief description and when I was through she looked at me with arched brows.
"You better go tell her you're sorry and beg her to forgive you." Kim stated in a way that somehow brought total clarity to my confused mind.
"I have to." Was all I could think of to say. Then followed with "I hope you're aren't mad at me."
"I'm not mad. Go get her and I'll catch a ride." She said smiling.
I kissed her on the cheek then took a few steps away from the group to avoid the comments before heading towards the dance floor. As I approached, I looked for Sarah but couldn't spot her in the crowd. So, I circled the dance area twice looking but there was no sign of either of them. I waited and looked for another thirty minutes before concluding that she must have left so I went to my car and drove to her apartment.
By now, it was after midnight and I knocked softly on her door thinking of what I would say and hoping her roommate was not around. After trying several times without success, I drove to my place and paced the floor for an hour before returning and trying again. Back and forth I went for the next ten hours until Sarah finally answered her door at a little before noon.
The door opened and Sarah was standing there in a white terry cloth robe with red sleepy eyes looking like she had just got up.
"Sarah, I'm so sorry I've made such a huge mistake." I blurted out before the door was completely open.
There was a long silence as we looked in each other's eyes before she said "You hurt me. I never ever thought you would hurt me."
I completely lost it and started to cry and tried to step into the apartment to hold her but she stopped me by closing the door until only about six inches were open.
"Go home. I'll call you later." Was all she said as she closed the door the rest of the way.
I went back to my apartment and paced like a caged cat until Sarah finally called me at 10:00 PM that night. I babbled like a baby trying to speak to her explaining what a fool I had been and how it would never happen again. Sarah was calm, so calm that I knew she must be extremely upset, and explained to me softly and deliberately how much I had hurt her and how I had broken our bond.
It was a long recovery period from there. She wanted to talk through every aspect of why I had wanted to split and what had changed my mind. She wanted to know if I was sure that I wanted to be back with her and then warned me there would be no second chance. I spent weeks begging and groveling and professing my love. Finally, things seem to get back on track and four months after that fateful week we made love again. It was another three months after that that I felt we were truly reconnected.
Our parents and friends from our hometown never knew this had occurred. As far as they knew, we were racing towards graduation and marriage and a life together. When we announced our engagement and set a date for the wedding it was something natural and expected.
Then, after all this time, I saw him walking out of an office building downtown in a nice business suit. He was fortunate to have had a very successful college football career before spending five years in the pros. After that, I had no idea of what became of him so seeing him here in our city was a shock.
You see, I had always held in the back of my mind a question as to what had occurred that night after Sarah disappeared from the party. I knew that I couldn't bring it up and have any chance of keeping her when I was trying to get us back together and later it just seemed safer to park the thought. Now seeing him the thoughts were flooding back into my brain. What had happened? Had she gone with him? Had he kissed her or touched her? She said she had been sleeping all night and didn't hear me knocking. Was this true?
I realized I was standing in one place watching him walk away when I heard a voice.
"Yeah that's Malcolm Johnson. Looks like he could still suit up." A stranger said to me thinking I was trying to place a familiar face.
At home that evening, I used the internet to search for him and found out that he was a successful sports agent living in our city. It looked like he had been here for many years and only our chance encounter had brought it and the memories back to my attention.
Like some parasite boring into my brain, the events of that night wouldn't leave my thoughts. I really tried to dismiss them as unimportant, as irrelevant, as distant memories without bearing but every time I let my guard down that came surging back. I found myself collecting info on him. Addresses, phone numbers, tidbits on what he did and who he represented. It became something of an obsession with a purpose that I didn't want to admit but one that I couldn't seem to stop.
I also learned that he was currently divorced but had been married three times and had six children. From old pictures, I was able to find out that at least one of his wives had been white.
For the next four months I fought with myself not to do it all the time knowing I would eventually give in. I actually picked a Friday afternoon, late in the day, to phone hoping that he would have left for the day.
"Hello, Malcolm Johnson, please." I said into the telephone to the receptionist.
"May I say who is calling?" She replied professionally.
"Tell Malcolm that's it's an old friend from college." I answered.
"Hold, please." She responded after a short pause.
"Malcolm Johnson." A booming voice came through the line.
"Uh, yes Mr. Johnson you don't me but we were in school at the same time and I...uh have something I would like to talk to you about." I said stumbling all over the words.
"Who is this and what do you want? I'm a busy man." He said impatiently.
"Well, it's kinda hard to explain I was hoping we could meet to discuss it." I replied, again bumbling through the words.
"No, I ain't going to meet you if you can't tell me what it is." He said as I heard the phone disconnect.
Well, that didn't go well I thought to myself. Maybe it was for the best that it didn't work out I rationalized. Unfortunately, those thoughts didn't stay with me and soon I was once again becoming obsessed with the need to know. I knew I wouldn't get him on the phone again so I began stalking him to learn his habits. I actually left work early a couple times to follow him as he left his office. From this effort, I learned that there was a sports bar on the way to his townhouse where he seemed to like to stop. I decided this would be where I would try to make contact.
It was four weeks before he stopped at the bar on a day I was following. I pulled into the parking lot and found a space across the lot from his car and after giving him ten minutes went inside. He was sitting at the bar with his back to the door with seats open on both sides of him and with a deep breath I sat on the stool to his right.
Malcolm glanced over to me and nodded as I sat. As I ordered a beer I could see him watching the local baseball team on the large TV. Malcolm was drinking vodka straight and after several minutes I made a comment about the play of the team and got a sociable but short response. We went back and forth like this through another round before I summoned my courage.
"You're Malcolm Johnson aren't you?" I asked.
"Yeah, that's me." He answered seeming pleased to be recognized.
"We were in college at that same time." I said.
"Oh, is that right? Cool." He replied.
"Yeah, in fact I think I know a girl you went out with." I told him as my stomach knotted.
"Who's that?" He asked not showing any suspicion.
"Sarah Bennett." I said giving my wife's maiden name.
I saw his eyebrow arch slightly giving an indication of recognition before he spoke.
"Sarah Bennett. That's a name I haven't heard in a long time." He said as a hint of a smile appeared.
I was actually surprised that he had recalled Sarah so easily after so many years. I had anticipated that I would need to describe the situation of their meeting and what she looked like.
"How do you know her?" Malcolm asked me after a brief silence.
"She's my wife." I told him and watched as his face tightened.
This was followed by a period of awkward silence and Malcolm turned and watched the game for a while before turning back to me.
"You're the guy that called a couple weeks ago aren't you?" He demanded more than asked.
"Yeah, that was me." I said trying to hold his stare but looking off after a second.
"Then you've been following me. What the fuck is going on?" He demanded with his voice rising causing the bartender to glance over.
"Easy Malcolm, I'm not some crazy husband. I just wanted to talk and try to learn some things." I replied trying to calm him.
"This seems pretty damn crazy to me." He replied.
I had to admit that it was pretty crazy but I was able to get him to calm down and convinced him to let me buy him a drink and move to a table in a quiet corner of the bar. After sitting down, I gave him an abbreviated history of Sarah and I and how that week in college had been the only blip in our relationship. He listened quietly as I went on to explain that the night she had disappeared with him had always haunted me and I was just trying to understand what had occurred.
"Why don't you ask Sarah?" He asked when I had finished.
"It wasn't a good time back in college to push it and after all these years I don't want to bring it up." I explained.
"Dude, maybe it would be best if you just let it go." He said which served only to heighten my curiosity.
"Believe me I've tried but I can't." I told him.
"I got to go. I'll think about this thing you want. Give me your email address." He said as he stood to leave.
I wrote my personal email address on a napkin and handed to him and he immediately headed for the door. I waited for a few minutes collecting my thoughts and going through the conversation in my head before I paid the check and left.
Three weeks went by before I heard from Malcolm again. His communication was a simple request for some pictures of Sarah. I asked him why he wanted them and received a quick response telling me that getting them was prerequisite for him meeting with me again.
I knew I was being manipulated and I suspected he had rightly determined that I was dealing with an obsession that resulted in limited control. So, I picked out some nice pictures of Sarah making sure to leave out those that showed our kids. Again, I received an almost immediate response. This time he informed me that these were not the kind of pictures he was referring to and that I should send the "good ones".
Now this was more than I had expected and I didn't respond for several days. It wasn't until late on a Friday night, after several glasses of scotch that I scanned through the "special" file for a few sexy shots of Sarah. In the end I selected three; the first was recent and showed her in a bikini and illustrated how well she had stayed in shape; the second was about three years old and was taken over her right shoulder as she sat on the ground in thigh high stockings and a thing. Her breasts were bare and her nipples were erect but from the angle of the picture her face was not shown; in the third she was also about three years old and showed her standing nude in front of a window with light streaming through thin, closed curtains. It showed her tight backside but again her face was not exposed.
As soon as I hit the send button, I began rationalizing that the pictures would not be damaging and relatively uninteresting from an internet perspective. It took almost a week for Malcolm to reply and he did so simply.
Nice pics. Thursday at the same bar. .......Malcolm
That was on a Tuesday and I spent the next two days in a strange mixture of anticipation and dread. Like a moth that can't stay away from the flame I could not break away and leave this thing alone even with my brain screaming at me.



Thursday I showed up at the bar at 5:30 PM and sat their nursing my beer waiting. After an hour and a half, I was just about to leave when Malcolm strode into the room. Dressed in expensive slacks and a tight silk shirt I saw several young women look up to admire his 6'1" frame.
"Hey man, how ya been?" He said with ease counter to my tense state.
"I've been good thanks." I replied.
"How about that beautiful wife? Time's been good to her. She doing okay?" He asked.
"She's fine." I said not sure what else to say.
"Okay, dude. It's your dime. Ask your questions." He said getting right to business.
"Well uh...okay. Well did you leave the lake party with her?" I asked nervously.
"Yeah, we left together." He replied like a witness on the stand adding no details.
"Okay, well where did you go?" I followed.
"Went to a party at the house." He quickly answered and I could tell he was purposefully going to make me go through every detail.
"What house?" I asked.
"The team had this house to party at and to take girls. Some old rich guy set it up for the team." He explained adding a little detail this time.
"So what happened?" I said trying to get him to open up with a less specific question.
"We partied." He replied with a grin.
"What do you mean by that?" I asked now growing frustrated.
"Look dude what the hell do you think happened? You think everyone was sitting around playing cards?" He asked me annoyed at my lack of understanding.
"I don't know it why I'm asking." I replied.
I think he must have accepted my naiveté and sincerity because he sighed heavily then began speaking.
"Okay, look. We went to the house and there were half a dozen guys there with girls and we drank for a while then went to a room. We started kissing and playing but she got nervous when another couple came in and got into the other bed." He explained to me as my brain started pounding.
"I see. So she had her clothes on?" I asked.
"Panties." Was his one word answer. "So, then she left and went home." I asked hoping this was the end.
"No, man. We fell asleep for a while. Then the other guy and girl started fucking again and she got into it." He said.
"What do you mean? The other girl got into it?" I asked now confused.
"Sarah got into it." He replied.
"What do you mean? Can't you just tell me what happened?" I asked fearing the answer but having to know.
"What the fuck man? You want every little detail?" He asked with a strange look.
"Yeah, give me the details." I answered not able to look at him.
"When the other couple woke me up I kissed Sarah to see if she was awake and she was. I slipped my hand into her panties and she was damn wet. I pushed her panties off her and started licking her nipples and kissing her and fingering her until she was hot then rolled on top and got some." He said as I sat there in shock.
"You fucked her." I said more than asked.
"Oh yeah. Was damn good pussy too. Damn good." He offered.
I sat there in silence trying to collect my thoughts and only partially heard the waitress come by asking about drinks. Malcolm ordered another round and when the waitress left we continued.
"So then she left?" I asked with hope.
"No man. We went at it couple times then went over to her apartment and did it some more. Probably was you that made her get out of bed." He said now grinning openly.
My ears were ringing and my head was pounding from the news about Sarah. After all these years, the information I was getting, if true, indicated that I didn't know my wife, the love of my life, anywhere near as much as I thought. I rationalized that I had messed with her head when I had broken up with her and after all it was only one night in almost 40 years of togetherness. It was only when Malcolm's next bomb fall that my world completely collapsed.
"So, I guess you left and haven't seen her again." I said assuming the ending to the story.
"No man. We kept seeing each other for a couple months." He said with a smile now seemingly enjoying my pain.
"That's bullshit. We got back together." I blurted out at him.
"Yeah you were taking her out but I was the one fucking her. She liked this." He laughed and grabbed the side of his thigh. When I sat there dumfounded with no response he added "Nothing like a beautiful and nasty woman."
"Nasty?" The word demanding an explanation.
"Yeah she got her a reputation at that house for liking to be watched. She would get to screaming and people would come and watch." He chuckled.
I was now taking deep breaths trying to keep my composure and not throw up. But, it was important now to hear everything.
"When did she quit seeing you?" I asked meekly.
"She went and got knocked up. I told her I didn't need that hassle." He said bluntly.
"Knocked up? Pregnant?" I asked the last of my world now crumbling.
"Yeah, she went and got pregnant. She was supposed to get on the pill but waited too long." He said.
Sarah and I had always used condoms as she didn't like the thought of hormones being added to her body.
"Jesus Christ, I can't believe this. You mean she got an abortion?" I tried to clarify.
"I told her I didn't want a family and it was time to move on. I don't know what happened after that." He explained.
"A family? She wanted to have the baby?" I asked now almost crying.
"Yeah she had some crazy idea about getting married." He said shaking his head.
My head was spinning and I needed to get out of there and collect my thoughts so I got up but one question came out before I walked away.
"How do you remember so much about something that happened twenty something years ago?" I questioned him.
"Dude, a black man always remembers his first white woman." He replied without hesitation.



            The Unfortunate Samaritans Ch. 01

            Husband and wife samaritans are rewarded badly.

            
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/the-unfortunate-samaritans-ch-01

Title: The Unfortunate Samaritans Ch. 01

Author: j267

Category: NonConsent/Reluctance

Description: Husband and wife samaritans are rewarded badly.

Tags: nonconsent, kidnap, forced, wife, drugs




Sally and Bob Stevenson were finally on the road. For a while, it had been questionable whether they would be able to get out of the city and begin their 3-day mini vacation. They had dropped their five year old son and three year old daughter off with Sally's parents uneventfully. In fact, they were both pleasantly surprised that the kids had skipped happily into the house and they were able to get away without so much as a whimper. Then, their luck turned. First, after driving about two miles from dropping the kids, Bob felt something funny in the car's steering and pulled over to find they had a flat. What started as an annoyance turned into a hassle when they found that the spare was also flat.
Two hours later, with both tires repaired, they were on the highway out of the city trying to make up time when Bob looked up to see flashing lights in the mirror. Bob was able to keep his frustration in check knowing he was at fault and they were once again underway ten minutes later. As they picked up speed, Sally looked at the ticket and learned that it was likely to cost them $135 dollars.
"What a start!" Sally exclaimed laughing loudly hoping to return the festive mood.
"No kidding, I think the kids must have put the whammy on us." Bob said laughing as well knowing that it was important not to dwell on the annoying start.
It had been a long time since Sally and Bob had some time for themselves. They had been very close when dating and first married. In addition to being in love they were also each other's best friend. However, with jobs and kids a separation had begun to develop that bothered both of them. Fortunately, they were good communicators and the issue got put on the table. This weekend was to be the start of renewing their together time.
Sally and Bob had met right out of college through mutual friends as both were starting their careers. Both of them had planned not to get serious with anyone for several years but it was like something went off in their brains when they met. Soon, despite their resistance they were spending all their time together and it was only fourteen months after they first met when Sally found herself walking down the aisle.
Kids were not supposed to happen for a while either but somehow Sally got pregnant with Drew. After that they decided they may as well go on with completing the family and Lisa soon followed.
One thing that Sally wouldn't give up was her career as financial advisor. She liked the fast pace environment and the interaction of world events on her daily decisions. Sally found that she could do more than hold her own in the male business world and whoa be to the man that confused her beauty with her intellect. It was a mistake men often made. Thinking she lacked brains because of her attractive appearance. Sally was 5'8" tall and slender with C-cup breasts and jet black hair. She made sure she worked out at least three times a week and her body showed no signs of having children except for a faint roundness in her tummy. She also had good fashion sense and knew how to stretch a budget with clothes that were both stylish and sophisticated. When she walked down the hall in one of her signature black skirts with a white blouse and pearls all eyes were on her. New acquaintances often told her that she looked like a black haired version of Anne Hathaway.
Bob had stayed in shape as well and had fought off the belly bulge that many of his friends were getting. The one thing that he couldn't control was his hairline and its slow disappearance drove him crazy although Sally always told him it made him look intellectual.
Between Sally's job and Bob's as mid-level sales executive that were earning an income that allowed them to own a nice house and not have to pinch pennies. All in all it was a nice, comfortable life but one where some passion was needed and they were going to address that issue this weekend.
They were on their way to a city about a three hours drive away. It was just at that distance limit of whether it made more sense to fly or drive and they had elected to drive to be more mobile and flexible. An hour into the drive it got dark and thirty minutes after that a light rain began to fall. The couple were chatting and joking and Sally was sipping some Chardonnay while they listened to old CDs from their music collection.
Now, away from any city, the traffic had become light which enabled Bob and Sally to relax. As they rounded a long bend the car lights picked up a vehicle halfway on the grass. Bob automatically slowed as they approached and as they passed they could see two men and what appeared to be a woman holding a baby standing in the rain next to what they could now see was an old pickup.
"We should stop." Sally suggested looking back over her shoulder.
"Are you sure? We're already pretty late." Bob asked but had already begun slowing knowing from experience how Sally felt about those in need.
"Yes, did you see that poor woman holding the baby?" Sally continued.
"Yeah, well I guess we could use the karma." Bob said causing them both to laugh.
Bob brought the car to a stop then carefully backed down the shoulder until he was a car length in front of the pickup.
"Stay here. Let me check it out." Bob said to Sally as he opened the door.
Bob and Sally were still in their office clothes having not stopped to change. He held his hand over his eyes to shield the rain and walked behind the car and to the side of the pickup where the people were huddled. As he got closer he could see that the group looked poor and ill kept. One man was tall and thin and had long stringy hair that looked greasy even in the rain. He had not shaved in several days and was dressed only in jeans and a t-shirt which seemed inappropriate in the cool autumn weather. The second man was of medium height and build and in stark contrast to his friend he sported a shaved head. He was also in jeans but also had on a dark nylon windbreaker. They both looked to be in their mid to late thirties. The woman was younger, blonde and thin and had on a flimsy knee length cotton dress over that a blue jean jacket. Her hair was plastered down the side of her face and her eye shadow was running from the rain. What had appeared in the car as a child turned out to be a small bag that the woman held closely to her chest.
"What's the problem? I mean what can I do to help?" Bob asked to the group.
"It just up and quit." The tall man answered in a country accent.
"Do you want me to call you a tow truck?" Bob replied surmising that these people couldn't afford a cell phone.
"Nah, I think it's done and gone. Can you give us a lift up to the next town?" The tall man replied as the other two remained silent.
"Well I guess so." Bob answered not relishing the thought of this dirty wet group in their car but knowing he was committed. "Come on let's get out of this rain." He offered turning towards the car.
Bob never saw the swing the shorter man made with the crescent wrench that hit the base of his skull. He fell to the ground unconscious as the tall man moved quickly towards the car. Yanking the door open he surprised Sally grabbing her by the hair and pulling her onto the wet grass.
"Billy, load that asshole in the front here. Donna, you drive." He yelled at the other two.
Billy drug Bob to the car and forced him into the passenger side as the tall man watched over Sally. When Donna was in the driver's seat, he pulled Sally up by the hair and forced her into the back seat between him and Billy.
"Donna, goddamn it drive bitch. But go slow we don't want to get stopped." He demanded.
Donna pulled onto the highway and slowly picked up speed leaving the old pickup behind. The whole incident had taken less than two minutes to unfold and not a single car had passed.
Sally was shaking uncontrollably from fear and the cold of her now wet clothes.
"Who are you? What do you want?" She asked with a shaky, scared voice.
"Shut up bitch. You keep your fucking mouth shut for now." The tall man demanded. "What did you do to my husband?" Sally said ignoring his command which resulted in a hard slap across her face.
"I told you to shut the fuck up. He ain't dead yet I reckon." He answered.
Sally, recovering from the blow, looked up to see Billy staring down at the opening in her blouse with hungry eyes. His look frightened her more and she sensed this ordeal was far from over.
Twenty minutes later, Donna exited the highway and took a smaller secondary road to the south and then thirty minutes after that she turned the car onto a dirt road. The entire ride had been made in silence except for comments the tall man had made to Donna about her driving. They drove another ten minutes down the dirt road before finally stopping before a rusty gate being held up by one hinge. Billy got out and opened the gate letting the car in then closing it getting back inside. The drove about a half a mile on a rough track, frequently dragging bottom, before finally pulling up in front of an old trailer house.
"Get out." The tall man commanded Sally.
Instead of leading her to the trailer as she expected, the tall man pushed Sally ahead of him and around the trailer to a metal barn like structure that was set about 100 feet behind. On one end was an open space used to fix equipment but most of the barn was closed in. The man pushed Sally into a small room with no windows then closed and bolted the door behind him as he left.
As Sally's eyes adjusted to the dark she could barely make out that she was in a small room and there was no apparent way out. She found a light switch and turning it on she could see that the room had a bunk bed and another small bed and one folding chair. The beds were unmade and the linens were filthy. In the corner of the room was a toilet and sink open to view. Sally stood in her heels struggling to hold in her emotions as she tried to think. She wondered if Bob was still alive and who these people were and what they wanted.
The tall man went to the trailer and yelled for Billy to help him with Bob. They pulled him from the car, still unconscious, and dragged his limp body into the barn to the room where they had put Sally. Dumping him they turned and left without speaking as Sally rushed to her husband.
The two me walked slowly back to the trailer.
"Shit Darryl, what a fucked up night." Billy finally spoke.
"Yeah but we got the goddamn money at least." Darryl replied.
"I can't believe those fucking Guzman brothers tried to rip us off." Billy said before asking. "How many deals we done with them?"
"Well this isn't a friendly business." Darryl offered.
"Now we got the damn pickup out on the highway. Police are going to wonder about it." Billy thought out loud.
"It's just a broke down vehicle. Nothing more." Darryl replied.
"Maybe, maybe. But now we got these two. It's not good." Billy suggested.
"Yeah, we got them for now. For now anyway." Darryl replied lighting a cigarette.
"That woman is a damn hot piece of pussy I think." Billy said suddenly lowering his voice.
"She sure looks like it." Darryl replied looking off into the distance.
They stood in silence until Darryl had finished his cigarette before they spoke.
"You better go take care of Donna. We got to start a new batch here before morning." Darryl said.
"Yeah, she's all jumpy from these two being here." Billy answered.
The rain had stopped and the moon and stars had come out creating a glistening effect on the trees and grass from the wetness.
Darryl remained outside and lit another cigarette. He was disappointed that they had to take these two to get their car but there was really no other way. Every minute they were out there with the $35,000 in cash was an invitation to be caught and thrown into jail by the police. Darryl had been in twice and knew he couldn't take a third time. But he knew he had created a new problem. What to do with his captives. Darryl hadn't ever had to murder anyone before but knew if it was that or prison it would be an easy decision.
After finishing the smoke, Darryl went into the trailer to watch some TV. They had a satellite set-up that worked about half the time and he was hoping he would be lucky tonight. As soon as he opened the door he heard the sounds of Donna and Billy go at it in the bedroom. Great, just great, he thought to himself as he grabbed a beer. To make matters worse, the TV wasn't working so he had no distraction to the squeaking bed and moans of the Donna and Billy.
"Fuck this. Might as well work" Darryl said softly to himself then got up and headed outside.
Sally had managed with great effort to wrestle Bob's limp body into the bottom bunk. She had checked his pulse and breathing and knew he was still alive but had no idea as to the extent of his injury. She tore a piece of fabric from the dirty blanket and soaked it with water and placed it on Bob's forehead. Out of ideas as to what else to do, she sat in the chair next to the bed and held his hand in hers.
Darryl went into a part of the barn that was set up like a small lab. The crystal meth business they had going, selling to the dealers in the city, had gone on without incidence until tonight. The confrontation with their dealer contact had been tense, very tense. The dealers had decided they were going to cut the price they would pay and for a few moments Darryl had expected it to end badly but in the end they had stood their ground and got the money. Darryl knew that they would have to find a new customer after tonight.
Before starting the work, Darryl decided to smoke a little and pulled his pipe out. He lit some and sucked the drug deep into his lungs feeling the euphoria flow through him. He knew it was stupid for a guy in the business to be a user and he fought it better than most but no one can truly put it down once they started. Hell Donna was so into it now that she didn't even resemble the cute girl she was only six months ago when Billy had found her.
Meth had a strange effect on Darryl's cock. Sometimes, he couldn't get hard no matter how hard he tried and other times he would get so damn hard it hurt. It wasn't long before he knew it was going to be a hard dick night. He spent a few minutes trying to set up for a new batch but his mind drifted to the sounds of Billy and Donna fucking and the hot woman that was in the room only a few steps from him. Darryl's mind started thinking about her long legs wrapped around his waist and her full lips pressing against his.
He got up and walked towards the door, towards her room, telling himself it was just to have a look and to see if she was as hot as he remembered. It took less than 10 seconds to get there.
Darryl opened the door and as soon as Sally saw his eyes she knew what he had come for.
"Please don't do this." She said almost immediately.
He stood there in the doorway quietly looking at her. From her feet, still in heels, up her shapely legs to her knee length skirt and then her long sleeve blouse with her breasts filling out the fabric. He stared at her breasts for a long time then continued up her elegant neck to her beautiful lips. Darryl turned and for a moment Sally hoped that he was leaving but instead he simply closed the door.
In the dull light from the underpowered bulb, Darryl slowly undressed. First, he took off his boots and dirty socks followed by his jeans and grimy boxer shorts revealing his heavy uncircumcised cock fully hard from the drug. Finally he pulled off his t-shirt revealing his hairless chest and his ugly prison tattoos.
He stood before Sally naked as she quietly wept. To her he looked like a monster with his long greasy hair, marked up body and obscene cock. For some reason, Sally's mind flashed back to her all her experiences. The first boyfriend that she allowed to go all the way and the awkward start that had never really gotten better, then the drunken one night stand with the fraternity stud that she always regretted and finally with Bob who was always gentle and caring and made her feel special. Now there was an animal in front of her and she had no choice. She was going to be raped in front of her comatose husband.
"Take your clothes off." It was a softly spoken command but a command nonetheless.
"Not here. I can't do it here in front of my husband." She replied grasping for anything that would delay the inevitable.
"Take your clothes off." He repeated in a flat voice.
Sally's hands went to the buttons of her blouse then fell to her side the grasped at the waist of her skirt before she stopped and spoke again.
"Please, I won't fight you but not here. Please." She pleaded tears beginning roll from her eyes.
"Take your clothes off first." He replied to her offering a small sliver of compromise.
Sally looked at him again unable not to see his cock full and heavy dripping juice from the bulbous head not out of its skin. It looked like an angry reptilian beast ready to poison its prey.
Sally's hands went to her blouse and slowly undid the buttons allowing the front to open and expose her lacy bra. She tugged it from the waist of the skirt then undid the cuffs before folding it and dropping it on the bed. Next she sat down and took off her heels and placed them under the bed. Standing again, she undid the clasp on her skirt, and then unzipped it allowing it to fall to her feet. She picked it up and neatly folded it placing it on top of her blouse.
Sally now stood before Darryl in only her matching white bra and thong, her pearl necklace and earrings. A drop of precum was now dripping from the end of his cock and stretched itself slowly towards the floor. With a nod, he commanded her to finish.
Sally reached back and undid the clasp of her bra and caught it in her hands as it dropped off her full breasts. She placed it on the bed then pushed the thong over her hips and down her legs exposing her cleanly shaved pussy to Darryl. It had been acquiescence to Bob's kinky side and now she felt ashamed another man had discovered it.
Darryl heart was beating deeply in his chest as this woman turned him on more than he had been in a very long time. He took the three steps slowly to her and grasped her by her arms.
"Please, please, not here." Sally whimpered as she looked straight into his chest.
Darryl paused for a moment then took her by the arm and said "Come with me."
Billy was in his underwear and Donna was in a t-shirt when the naked couple opened the trailer door.
"Goddamn Darryl." Was all Billy could say when he saw them.
"Please help me!" Sally tried to plead.
"Oh, I think you are going to get helped." Billy laughed.
"Darryl, she's not ready for that big thing." Donna offered as Darryl directed Sally into a bedroom.
Darryl kicked the door back but the lock was broken so it wouldn't clasp. He backed Sally up until she was forced to sit on the twin sized bed.
"Now we're here and not out there so I don't want no fighting." Darryl demanded. "Get up there and spread your legs."
Sally knew she was at the end of the line but her mind kept trying to think of some way out. Even so, she slowly inched back on the bed until her head was near the wall. Darryl grasped her feet and spread her legs and pushed them back fully exposing her pussy. With one hand he held her right leg and with his right hand he rubbed his precum over his cock then spit in his hand and bent forward to rub the mixture into Sally slit.
"If you don't fight I'll go slow. If you fight me I'll hurt you." He explained then placed her legs around his waist and moved towards her on his knees.
When she felt his heavy cock resting on her slit, Sally knew there was no way out. She closed her eyes tightly and whimpered to herself trying to detach herself from the ordeal. Darryl began rolling her nipples between his fingers as he sawed his cock along her slit trying to work in his spit and get her juices flowing.



"No, please don't. Please.." Sally tried and she realized she didn't even know his name.
Despite Sally's horror she could feel her body begin to react to the motion on her sex. In response, Sally tried to force her legs together but Darryl stopped her with a slap to her thigh. It was time, Darryl thought as he positioned himself on over her.
Darryl used his hand to help guide his bloated head and had to rub it over her several times before he got it to slip inside.
"Oh, dear God no!" Sally screamed as she felt him enter.
Darryl stopped when he had pushed in a couple inches and with short strokes worked his cock in and out slowly. Sally was disgusted with herself knowing that she was continuing to lubricate. Darryl knew felt it too and pushed a little further inside. When he was half way in, Darryl knew Sally was feeling his large cock.
"Oh, it's too big. Too big." She gasped. "No more, that's enough."
With a slow and persistent motion he fed his cock into her feeling her open to him as she stretched. Darryl worked another inch inside her and suddenly Sally's hands, which had been on the bed at her side, reached up and pushed on his shoulders at the same time digging her fingernails into his skin. He ignored her resistance and with a final thrust he forced the final two inched inside.
"Oh, God. Oh, oh, no more." She cried out.
Darryl smiled to himself feeling his pubic hair against her skin and started a very slow, steady and forceful rhythm. At first, he could feel Sally flinching in pain at certain times but as he continued this stopped and he could feel her body accepting his size. Darryl had broken in enough women that he knew that if he was patient he could take her past the pain. It would have been easy to jump on Sally and blow his nuts but he was hoping for more than that.
In the living room of the trailer, Billy and Donna could hear the squeaky spring start to make noise through the half closed bedroom door.
"She's going to be sore later." Donna said.
"Very likely sweetheart but right now I'm getting horny." Billy replied pulling Donna over to him.
When Darryl felt that Sally's pussy had adjusted to his size, he started picking up the pace until he was hammering her with full deep strokes.
"Uh, uh, uh,uh,uh..." Sally began grunting from the force of his thrusts into her.
Sally fought hard to distance her mind from what was happening. She let her mind go to visions of her home and kids. She thought about Bob's condition and if he was seriously hurt. Despite her attempts, she kept coming back to the moment and to the unwavering pace of Darryl's fucking. It was rape. It wasn't supposed to be good but still there was the tingling, the feeling that toyed with her and scared her. Maybe, she thought to herself, she could give in just for a moment just to see.
"Mmm." The sound slipped from Sally before she could stop herself. Embarrassed and ashamed she was thankful that Darryl hadn't noticed.
The shock brought Sally back to reality and she momentarily turned her head and looked at the wall. She tried with all her might to fight the feeling but it was so strong. Her rapist was relentless never slowing and never speeding just a constant assault. Without realizing it she drifted again and closed her eyes and accepted the feeling.
"Mmmmmm" The sound came from Sally again and this time Darryl did notice. Looking down he could see her beautiful face with closed eyes and a half open mouth breathing deeply.
He smiled knowing she was losing the fight.
"Damn sluts are all the same." He laughed to himself.
Sally was so caught up in the feeling now that she didn't realize her legs were clenched around Darryl's waist and her hands were squeezing his biceps.
"Mmmm, oh, oh.." Sally began mewing in time with his fucking.
Sally's response was now exciting Darryl and he had to fight with his own mind and body to continue the steady rhythm. He wanted desperately to lift her legs over his shoulder and fuck her hard and fast but knew that if he stayed the course he would conquer her.
"Mmmm, mmmm, mmmm...." Sally's mews turned to high pitched whines.
Sally's mind was in a fog. It was like she was drifting on a wave of pleasure and even though she wanted to reach out and grab something solid to hold onto there was nothing around.
Darryl felt Sally's body tense and her breath stop but he never slowed. When her orgasm hit he ignored her thrashing hair and fingernails in his skin and continued to fuck her with the same powerful thrusts.
"OHHH, OHHH, AHHHH, AHH, ahhh, ahhh ......" Sally panted feeling the wave of pleasure crest and wash over and inside her.
Only when sally's body went limp did Darryl slow down. When he did he was suddenly aware of the sweat dripping off him and his own breath short and shallow from exertion. He continued his fucking of Sally although now it was slow and ragged.
After a couple minutes Sally's eyes opened and as if she suddenly realized what had happened she began crying turning her head to the side to avoid Darryl's gaze.
"Are you happy?" She asked through the tears.
"Yeah I am. You got a damn good pussy." He mocked her in reply.
"Can't you stop." She asked continuing to cry.
"Haven't got my nut yet." He replied now picking up his pace having got his breath back.
"Please don't cum in me." Sally said softly.
"Darling I'm going to fill this tight pussy." He answered her now lifting her legs over his shoulders.
"Please don't. I'm not on birth control." Sally told him hoping he would take pity.
Instead, the thought of knocking up this lovely married woman fueled Darryl's lust. He leaned forward and mauled her breasts with his mouth then sucked on her neck leaving a large hickey.
"Bitch I'm going to put so much goddamn cum in your cunt you may have triplets." He laughed as he felt his balls tingle and tighten.
"Ohhhh, yeah fuck! Motherfucker!" Darryl yelled as his cock erupted and he ground his cock deeply into her.
"Oh please Lord no!" Sally exclaimed feeling his cock pulsing as drool fell from his mouth onto her slender neck.
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I left the bar that evening and drove home in a complete daze. Sarah met me at the back door and I had to feign illness to explain my physical state. I went to my study and closed the door and stared at the wall for over an hour before Sarah came in to check on me and brought some tea.
"Honey, what's wrong? Are you getting a cold?" Sarah asked in that voice that had always melted me.
"I'll be okay just feeling a bit off." I lied trying to assure her so I could return to my brooding.
Sarah stroked my hair before silently leaving, closing the door softly behind her. I couldn't reconcile Malcolm's descriptions to the sweet loving wife that I knew but for some strange reason I knew his information was true.
Thinking back, certain things held together with Malcolm's story. After Sarah and I had gotten back together, there remained a distance between us and we did not become intimate again for months. I thought it was her punishing me and making me regain her trust but it seems in fact that she was instead carrying on a torrid sexual affair with Malcolm. Then there was the pregnancy. A man impregnating another man's woman is almost like castration. I would have to look at Sarah for the rest of my life knowing another man was the first to fill her womb.
Then there was the exhibitionism. Thinking back on our life together, there had been times that Sarah had acted a bit risqué. Things like selecting a very revealing bikini, wanting to have sex with the window open at the beach or having her nipples poking through a thin top came to mind. In all these cases, I stopped her and told her my wife shouldn't act so bold. Were these signs of the hidden desires Malcolm had found?
The next week was difficult. I felt betrayed and humiliated and wondered what I really knew about my wife. Were there others? Was I in fact an unwitting cuckold as Sarah jumped from bed to bed?
Sarah sensed something was wrong but certainly wouldn't think I had uncovered her college affair after all these years. She remained concerned about my well being and tried to be loving and intimate but in my state I turned her down repeatedly. I also turned down her offers to talk which caused her to become frustrated.
At first, I didn't want anything more to do with Malcolm and ignored his repeated attempts to contact me. His news had wrecked my world. But, after a few weeks I found that I still had questions that were unresolved and that old feeling of obsession came back. I responded to one of his email and suggested we meet again knowing I had to see his face while he gave out the information even if it was painful. Malcolm replied the next day that he could meet the following day at the bar.
I got there first and went to the same table and waited for almost an hour until he arrived. After saying our hellos and ordering drinks I began asking questions. Fortunately, this time I was emotionally prepared and stayed in control.
"Malcolm, I've thought a lot about what you told me and I guess that some of it may be true but some of it I don't believe. You know it's important to me that I get the truth with no exaggeration. You seem like a decent guy so please tell me the truth." I said trying to sound condescending.
"Everything I told you was true." He said with no emotion which disturbed me.
"I'm sorry but I just don't see Sarah giving herself so completely and easily to you. She was raised well and she has always been in love with me." I challenged him.
"So, what's your questions?" He said now annoyed.
"How many times were you with her?" I started.
"I told you it went on for a couple months I don't remember the number of times. It was a lot." He replied.
"How come no one ever saw you or told me? She had a roommate and back then a white girl with a black man was a big deal. I would have heard something." I asked quickly.
"Dude, you don't get it. There were places all over town for football players to take girls to fuck. We fucked in her apartment when her roommate was gone too." He explained.
"And I'm supposed to believe you dumped her? That you impregnated her up and told her to get lost?" I answered now getting a little emotional.
"Yeah, that's what I'm telling you. You see I that pussy was mine in every way. You only got her cause I gave her back to you when I was done." He said with a hard angry look.
Our discussion had escalated and become heated so quickly that my specific questions had been forgotten. I could tell that Malcolm had become extremely irritated and was now hitting his drink hard. He looked at me and I looked him in silence for almost a minute before he finally spoke.
"How sure are you of your feelings?" He asked smiling having seemingly regained his composure.
"I'm sure." I answered even though I was not sure at all.
"Then why don't you arrange Sarah and me to meet and we'll see what happens." He replied leaning back in his chair and looking proud of himself.
I sat there in stunned silence his suggestion hitting me completely cold. I knew that if I declined he would have proved his point. Conversely, I was not as sure of my position as I had tried to appear and was nervous about the potential impact.
"What's wrong asshole. Not so sure now?" He said goading me.
"I don't want her to have to re-live a bad memory." I replied weakly.
"Well I suppose you would find out pretty quick if it's bad." He laughed. When I didn't reply he continued. "You just tell me next time she is going out without you to a club or restaurant with friends and I'll show up. Let's see what happens or if she comes back and tells you." He suggested.
Malcolm knew he had me on the ropes and my inability to respond only fueled his arrogance.
"Cat got your tongue? Not sure of things now I see?" He poked at me.
The bastard had boxed me in and he knew it.
"I'll think about it." Was my lame reply.
"Well you do that now boy. But next time you contact me it better be with a time and location. I'm a busy man." He said laughing openly.
We left soon after with his taunts ringing in my ear. This time he made sure I picked up the check since last time I had left it with him.
I learned that it's very difficult to live with someone when you aren't sure you know them. This was a completely new feeling for me since we had been together for so long. Over the next couple weeks my emotions went all over the map. There was disbelief that my darling was capable of doing anything he described. There was anger at her for being with another and hiding it from me for all these years and there was also my own self-loathing for dredging this issue up after all this time.
I tried to hide my distrust but Sarah sensed my distance from her and tried to reach out. I forced myself to be responsive and civil but it was difficult. I knew as long as there was this unresolved situation we could never completely reconnect. With this on my mind I sent Malcolm a short, terse email.
Iberia Restaurant and Bar, 7:00 PM, Friday.
I received no reply.
Sarah was going out to dinner with two of her girlfriends at this very nice upscale restaurant. It was the perfect location for her to dismiss him and prove him wrong so we could get on with our life. The only problem was going to be for me to find a location from where to witness the interaction. The front of the restaurant had large floor to ceiling windows but was also a busy place with valets parking cars. A man peering into the window would certainly attract attention. It was Tuesday when I sent the email and I decided I would visit the place on Thursday to scout for spying locations.
Thursday came and I went by the restaurant about 6:30 PM just as the sun was setting. I found that the bar had a separate entrance and from a shared hallway to the bathroom I could watch the dining area without being seen. The only concern I had was that my wife's party and Malcolm not be in the bar when I arrived.
My wife looked great when she left for the restaurant at 6:30 PM. She was dressed in a black cocktail dress and had put her hair up. At any other time, I would have held her and kissed her before she went out with her friends. Sarah hung around for a few minutes wanting the hug but I avoided her because of my confusion until she eventually left.
I knew her reservation was for 7:00 PM but still I waited until 7:15 before following her in case they decided to spend some time in the bar first. When I arrived, the bar was maybe a third full and I ordered a double scotch and soda before easing into the shared hallway to look for Sarah and Malcolm.
Sarah and her friends were seated at a table for four in the middle of the room. She was seated so that I was to her right and after scanning the room I saw that Malcolm was seated with another man at a table for two over her left shoulder. Malcolm was able to look directly at her from his position but Sarah would have to consciously turn and look to see him.
Malcolm was making no effort to hide his looks. Even from my distance I could see the animal hunger in his stares. I wasn't sure if Sarah had seen or recognized him until I saw her head slightly turn then quickly turn back as if she caught herself and with force refused to look. I could also see that she was sipping her wine quickly and was struggling to stay in the conversation with her friends.
I couldn't stay in the hall for long so I went back to the bar and sipped my drink timing myself to take a look every ten minutes. The looks were all the same until an hour later when the girls were having dessert. I went into the hall and looked into the room to find Malcolm standing next to the table chatting with the girls. I could tell that Sarah was extremely nervous and I stayed in the hall as long as I dared and watched Malcolm laying on his charm.
Ten minutes later I was back and Malcolm was back at his table. I could see that the girls were whispering to Sarah who was acting aloof. I watched until the waiter brought the check then went back into the bar and settled my bill. The bartender was helping others and it was a few minutes before I was able to pay up and leave. Returning to the hall, I saw that both the girl's and Malcolm's table were empty. Turning, I went back though the bar and then outside walking towards my car when I saw Malcolm with Sarah in between cars in the back of the parking lot. It was normal for Sarah to valet so it appeared she had followed Malcolm to his car.
Moving quickly into the shadows, I found a spot to watch them. They talked standing closely to each other for several minutes before Malcolm looped his arm around Sarah and pulled her close to him. Twice I saw her turn her head as he tried to kiss her. On the third attempt, their lips made contact and then I watched as her arms circled his shoulders and their lips fought as they passionately kissed.
I stood deflated in the dark watching Malcolm prove that all his words were true. Soon, he had Sarah backed against a car and with his large frame she completely disappeared from my view. For the next fifteen minutes Sarah was behind Malcolm. Finally, I saw her appear and move to one side before kissing him quickly and walking towards the front of the restaurant. Malcolm looked around the lot then opened the door to the car, started it and drove away.
I rushed to my car and raced home to beat Sarah arriving five minutes ahead. I changed into shorts and a t-shirt and sat sprawled on the couch feigning half-sleep as the TV blared. Sarah walked in looking nervous and went straight to the bedroom pausing only to say hi as she swept past.
Five minutes later she was back snuggling at my side oblivious to the fact that I knew whose lips she had been kissing less than an hour before. She pulled my arm around her and despite my confused emotions I didn't fight her. As she snuggled closer her robe came undone and I could tell that she was naked underneath. Despite my anger, Sarah's body was too beautiful and warm to resist and I soon found fondling her breasts and then lower. My lips met hers and they're softness made me forget that they had recently been kissing the mouth of a black man.
We soon went to bed and made awkward love to each other both of us with thoughts on our minds other than our love making. Still, it felt good and falling asleep in each other's arms was good as well.
Despite our intimacy, my mind was in turmoil. Malcolm had shown that there was a relationship that was real and powerful and brought strong credibility to his story. I expected an email or a call from him the next day but it was two days later when he finally communicated via email.
Hope you saw. Meet at the bar tomorrow.....Malcolm
I was there at 6:00 PM and Malcolm made me wait like I knew he would. Malcolm sauntered in a little after seven trying to put me on the defensive. He flopped his muscular body into a chair acting cocky and superior.
"Well I'm sure you were there somewhere watching your wife." He said smiling.
When I didn't respond after several seconds he took it upon himself to keep talking.
"Your lovely wife and I caught up on old times in the parking lot." He informed me now openly trying to provoke.
"I saw you talking to the girls and I saw you talking to her in the parking lot." I acknowledged.
"Then you know I was telling you the truth." He told me.
"Well I saw that you knew each other. Not much more than that." I replied denying what I knew was true.
Malcolm stared at me for a while before speaking.
"You know motherfucker I thought you would act this way." He said to me as he threw onto the table a pair of red lacy panties that had been wadded in his pocket and I knew immediately they were Sarah's. While I sat there shocked he added. "Got to feel her wet pussy when I took these off too."
I started to come out of my chair aggressively but before I was all the way up Malcolm shoved his large right hand into my chest and knocked me back. It happened so fast I was disoriented for several seconds.
"You fucking asshole." I said loudly.
"You better be careful, man." Malcolm replied calmly. "Better be careful."
Others in the bar were now looking over so I took some deep breaths and tried to get control of myself.
"What did she say to you?" I asked my façade of denial now completely gone.
Malcolm sensing victory smiled broadly then spoke. "Well of course she was surprised to see me and she was being a bit standoffish until I pulled her to me and kissed her. That woman sure can kiss."
After stopping for my reaction and getting nothing he continued.
"She wanted to talk but I preferred kissing. She saw it my way pretty quick." He said laughing. Then he continued as I glared. "She tried to fight it but when I rolled her nipple in my fingers she gave up."
"Then she left." I said trying to salvage some dignity.
"Yeah, she left. After we swapped numbers." He laughed.
"I don't want you calling her." I demanded seething.
A huge smile crossed Malcolm's face and he pulled out his cell phone and clicked on the buttons until he had the screen showing a list of phone numbers then asked. "Recognize two of those?"
As he held it to my face I could see that Sarah's cell number appeared twice. My stomach fell to my knees and I realized with little doubt that Malcolm had told the truth and that Sarah was apparently still interested.
"Please leave her alone." I asked now openly pleading. "We have a good life. Please don't ruin it."
"Well asshole. You're singing a different tune now." He replied seeking my complete capitulation.
"You've proved you were right. Can't you just let it go?" I said almost begging.
"Well for all my trouble don't you think I deserve some pussy? You know, for old time's sake?" He taunted.
"No Malcolm. Please don't go there. What if I go to her and tell her I know?" I replied trying to find a line of reason.
Malcolm laughed loudly then answered. "Dude to do that you got to admit to her you set her up. You fucked yourself."
I could think of no immediate answer to his statement and I sat there confused and silent as Malcolm stared at me with a wry smile.
Finally I spoke and asked him. "What do you want to leave us alone? Money?"
"You have a goddamn ability to piss me off." Malcolm answered. "I told you I want some of that sweet pussy and you know I can get it too."
I knew that Malcolm's words were true. From what I saw in the parking lot, he would be able to get Sarah in bed if left alone and I theorized that I had only two chances at saving my marriage. The first would be to come clean with Sarah and tell her the whole story about talking to Malcolm and testing her fidelity. I cringed at the prospects of her likely reaction and the damage it would do to our relationship. The second would be to convince Malcolm to leave her alone and it seemed that the only way he would consider this would be after first getting her in bed.
"I've got to think things through. Please leave her alone." I finally said.
"I'll give you some time but not much. Better get back to me quick." He replied after a brief hesitation.
I spent the next two days after our meeting thinking and re-thinking my options and the potential outcomes. After all the soul searching I had pretty much decided to sit Sarah down and put all the cards on the table and try to get her to understand and talk. It really was the only logical course of action that would support a healthy marriage. My plan was to try to have the discussion on the upcoming Friday evening after we had shared a bottle of wine.
Unfortunately, that discussion never happened. Right after lunch on Friday I was checking my personal email when I saw one from Malcolm. Opening it immediately, there was simply the word "enjoy" with six video clips attached. I shivered when I saw these and actually thought about deleting the email without looking but in the end I knew I had to see.
All together, there was 61:46 minutes of video. I closed my office door and watched them one at a time in silence knowing my marriage would never be the same.
The video started with an empty bedroom with a king size bed illuminated by dim light and soft jazz music playing. The camera was placed across from the foot of the bed and showed a zebra skin patterned bedspread. At the 8:32 mark in the video, Malcolm came into view followed by Sarah wearing the outfit she had on when she left the house to meet a girlfriend for a movie the previous night.
Malcolm sat her down at the foot of the bed and from her behavior I guessed she had no idea she was being filmed. They began kissing softly and in addition to the music I could hear the smacking of their lips and the soft moans as they embraced.
Malcolm suddenly broke their embrace and walked to a stuffed leather chair in the corner of the room right at the edge of the camera view.
"Come over here and do the striptease for me like you used to do baby." He told Sarah.
Sarah sat still on the edge of the bed and for a moment I thought there might be a chance she would resist. But, she soon stood and with a slow movement she walked till she was standing between his outstretched legs. She began swaying to the music running her hands over her hips.
"Why do you have this power over me?" She said softly.
"Hasn't changed has it?" Malcolm answered.
"It's not right. I'm married now." She replied but kept swaying.
"Baby, you can always leave." He answered her confidently.
Sarah's back was to me so I could see her face but regardless she kept dancing and I saw her hands begin to pull her white blouse from the waist of her navy skirt. When the blouse was free she unzipped her skirt and let it drop to her feet then stepped from it never losing her rhythm to the jazz. The blouse came off next and in only a few short minutes my wife of many years and the mother of my children was standing in her bra and thong in front of a this old lover.



For the next five minutes she danced like a stripper giving a lap dance teasing and rubbing her body over his. Malcolm reached his limit and pulled her onto his lap and began kissing her again. With his right hand he pushed her bra up freeing her breasts and then began massaging them. Sarah's moans were quickly turning to whines and she started working on the buttons of his shirt.
When Sarah finished with Malcolm's shirt he unsnapped her bra and then pulled her thong down until only her low heels were still on. His hands were all over her and the video showed her body writhing in response to his attention.
Malcolm stood picking her up easily in his arms at the same time and laid her on the edge of the bed then began undressing. He slipped his shirt off and unbuttoned and dropped his slacks then followed with his boxers exposing his large semi-hard uncut cock. As he stepped out of his slacks and boxers, Sarah dropped onto her knees in front of him and inhaled his cock.
"Oh baby, you still know how to suck cock." Malcolm exclaimed as he placed his hands on the back of her head.
I watched as she sucked him with a passion and enthusiasm I had never experienced.
Malcolm's hips began rotating his hips and giving soft grunts and sounds of encouragement as she worked. They continued for several minutes until he seemed to have had enough and pulled her off his now hard and extended cock and lifted her back onto the zebra bedspread.
Malcolm climbed over her almost completely blocking her from view. He seemed to be kissing her and licking her breasts with only the sounds of her moans and mews available to me.
Malcolm moved his ass back and I could tell he was positioning himself to enter Sarah. They fumbled for a few seconds before I saw his ass clench and him rock forward on his knees.
"Oh, God yes!" Sarah screamed her legs wrapping around his waist.
"Damn baby your pussy is still hot. You still like this big cock?" Malcolm asked her as he picked up speed.
"Yes baby, yes." She panted in reply.
I sat in my office sobbing and watched Malcolm fuck my wife. They started with high intensity and it only grew from there. As Malcolm picked up speed, I could hear the wetness of their bodies slapping together.
Sweat was rolling off Malcolm's back when I heard Sarah's voice.
"Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me." She repeated in unison with his deep thrusts.
Soon, I recognized the telltale signs of Sarah's approaching climax. Her fingernails started digging into his shoulders and her legs lifted until her feet were pointed straight up.
"Don't stop, please don't stop." She demanded and I knew she was very close.
"Damn, baby I'm about to bust a nut." Malcolm gasped and I suddenly realized he was in her unprotected.
"Ohhh, ohhhh, ohhh, don't stop, don't stop!" Sarah exclaimed as her orgasm hit. Her hands went to Malcolm's ass pulling him deeper inside and her feet began wildly kicking into the air.
Malcolm was close behind and as her orgasm faded his hit full force. "Oh shit, motherfucker, here it comes baby." He yelled as his movements became erratic.
They continued in a rolling rhythm for several minutes making soft sounds of passion as they came off their peak. Eventually, the movements stopped and Malcolm lay over her body with his cock still firmly inside.
I sat staring at the screen wondering where my life and marriage were going. This woman in the video didn't seem to be anything like the child, girl and woman I had known all these years. I couldn't reconcile her actions with the woman I loved. Could I have been so in the dark? So wrong about who she was and what she was about? She was still a very fertile woman and this black man had just ejaculated inside her. What was she thinking?
When he had caught his breath, Malcolm rolled over beside Sarah and I got a full view. Sarah's hair and body were wet with perspiration and she was still breathing deeply. Her skin had a rosy hue and on her breasts there appeared to be several hickeys. Her legs were still open and I could see her pussy was very wet and open. Malcolm pulled her into his arms and they began cuddling and kissing which went on for several minutes.
It wasn't long before Malcolm re-centered himself on the bed and rolled Sarah on top of him. I thought he was going to put himself back inside her but instead he grabbed her ass cheeks with both his large hands and spread them so that she was exposed to the camera. The effect was to open her pussy lips and I realized his intent when a large wad of his cum appeared at her opening and slowly dripped onto his balls. When he felt it I saw him smile and then lift her onto his cock. He began fucking her again and then took his right index finger and rubbed it over her then pushed it slowly into her ass. In all our years together, I had never touched her butt with my fingers or my cock.
Sarah began to wiggle on his cock and finger and pick up speed when the video suddenly came to an end.
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I put Charlotte to bed and stayed up knowing I needed to think through the events of the evening and be prepared for her reaction the following morning. Would she be embarrassed? Would she blame me? I wasn't sure but I was smart enough to realize it was going to be an emotional and sensitive moment that I needed to have thought through.
I was up at 7:00 AM having only gotten five hours of sleep, sipped coffee and kept the kids busy for the next four and a half hours before Charlotte finally stirred. She shuffled into the kitchen in her robe with red eyes and poured herself a cup of coffee silently then sat down.
"I'm sorry." She said looking into her cup.
"You have nothing to be sorry for. Whatever happened we did together." I answered her honestly.
"That wasn't me. I'm so ashamed." She replied then began sobbing.
I quickly stood and went to her kneeling and hugging her.
"Don't do this to yourself Charlotte. Like I said, we were in it together." I said trying to relieve her psyche.
"Do you still love me?" She asked looking at me with her beautiful brown eyes.
When she gave me that look she could have murdered someone and I would still have forgiven her. In this case, I felt like I was the one that had let things get out of hand.
"Sweetheart. Of course I love you. I will always love you." I said with complete sincerity pulling her closer.
For the next few days, Charlotte was emotionally fragile and I had to make sure I went out of my way to make her feel my love and show that I was not angry for what had occurred. We discussed STD's and decided it was best that she be tested. Fortunately, the tests came back negative but it did block our lovemaking for a week. After that, I made sure we made love every couple days and slowly things got back to normal. After a several weeks, between work and kids Charlotte seemed to be back in a good routine.
While I knew that I needed to be careful with Charlotte's emotions, I couldn't deny that the experience had been extremely arousing. Seeing my innocent wife give herself lustfully to this strange black man was something I couldn't get out of my head. I relived it over and over seeing her face and her hands pulling him into her body.
It was several months later that I had the courage to bring it up. It was late at night and we were making love in a slow comfortable rhythm when I began talking.
"Charlotte, can we talk." I said softly to her as I ground myself slowly but deliberately into her.
"About what?" She asked in a hesitant voice suspecting, I think, where I was going.
"About the night with Sam." I answered getting it in the open and feeling her body tense beneath me.
"Okay." She replied in a whisper.
Her reaction caused me hesitation and I continued making love to her for several minutes before I spoke again.
"Did you enjoy it?" I finally forced out in a croaking voice.
"Honey, I love you." She replied deflecting the question.
"Charlotte it's okay. Don't be defensive. Just tell me the truth." I pushed her.
"It was different." She said after a long pause.
"Did you enjoy it?" I asked again.
"I'm in love with you." She replied.
I knew I was in dangerous territory pushing the subject but I wanted to know the details and I felt she was being evasive.
"Charlotte, tell me. I won't be mad." I said almost demanding.
"It was okay." She squeaked out. Then immediately followed with "Why are you doing this just make love to me."
"I want to know baby. Did you enjoy it?" I said as I forced my cock deeply into her and licked her neck.
"Yes, he was good." She answered then said trying to rationalize "But I was drunk remember that."
Her admission seemed to break down some walls that had been around us since that night. After that, our previous easy going interaction returned and Charlotte seemed much more relaxed. I started to bring up Sam and that night sometimes during our love making and over time Charlotte lost her defensiveness about my queries. I would even describe how excited I had been watching her with him and tease her which seemed to excite her as well.
I love my wife desperately but the vision of Sam driving his cock inside her was something I couldn't get out of my head. I masturbated often thinking about it and had various scenarios in my head about how the next time would go. Of course, every time I ejaculated I would immediately lose interest in the idea. It seemed it would just remain a fantasy based on that night. At least it seemed that way until events presented an opportunity.
The Christmas season was approaching and we had a Christmas party set in the ballroom of a downtown hotel. I had recently been promoted and because of this the company was providing transportation to and from the party. The company had arranged a deal with a car service but after thinking about it I asked the person arranging the event if I could make my own car plans and put it on my expenses. Feeling completely guilty and transparent, I felt that she must know what I had in mind. Fortunately, she was so busy with other things she only shrugged and said "Up to you."
That night on the way home I called Sam. After getting him on the phone and telling him who I was he started.
"Knew you would call." He stated.
"Okay, well we need a car for Friday, December 14th probably from 8:00 PM until after midnight." I said trying to act professionally and keep some level of dignity.
"That's no problem. I'll be there." He replied sensing my discomfort. We made plans to touch base as the date approached and I hung up.
I didn't tell Charlotte about Sam and the car but I did encourage her to splurge on a nice outfit. She got excited about the event and called several of the other wives about what they were planning to wear and to coordinate shopping.
One of the couples we were close with had decided to have a pre-party at their place. So we arranged for the same elderly sitter to arrive at 6:30 PM and told her to that we would likely be back around 1:00 PM. Charlotte had selected a long but slinky dress that reached her knees but fitted her tightly and showed every curve. The collar was high and showed no cleavage but the material accentuated her well formed breasts. She looked about as sexy as a woman could without showing any skin.
The kids were the first to announce the car was out front and we kissed them and said our good bye. As we walked outside in the semi-darkness we could see that that the car in front of our house was a black stretch limo.
"Damn, baby." Charlotte said as she squeezed my hand.
"Only the best for you." I said as I tensed wondering how she would respond when Sam emerged from the vehicle.
We were almost to the car when I heard the door open and saw Sam emerge from the driver's door.
Charlotte stopped immediately.
"Oh no." she said softly so Sam couldn't hear.
"It's okay." I said to her as she looked into my eyes for a sign of understanding.
I pulled her forward until her steps began again and guided her to the side of the car where Sam had the door open.
"Hello beautiful lady." He said to her as she looked down and slid inside without responding.
The car had a soft light illuminating the inside with a wrap around seat along the sides and back and a bar on one side. We moved to the very back sliding along the seat.
"You did this on purpose." Charlotte challenged me.
"I told him we needed a car. Didn't know we would get a limo." I replied avoiding the real meaning of her question.
Charlotte stared straight ahead as the car pulled away from the curb and after a few moments of silence I moved to the bar and poured us each a drink, vodka for her and whiskey for me. It was only a short ride to our friend's house and we took it in silence as we sipped our drinks and I tried to figure out how to get her to relax.
Once inside, things got much better as the girls got together and compared clothes and stories. Charlotte had switched to Chardonnay and I could see that she was drinking it quickly. I chatted with the boys keeping one eye on her until it was time to get back in the limo and head for the Christmas event. Charlotte grabbed my forearm as we left and walked towards the door and I could tell by her walk that she was feeling good from the wine.
Charlotte had invited another couple to ride with us in the limo which I accepted with mixed emotions. Claire and Tom walked with us to the car and as we got close Sam got out and caught my eye with an annoyed look. He remained discreet though and once inside I poured a whiskey for Tom and I while the girls declined a drink.
Tom and Claire had never been in a limo before so it was a nice treat for them and we laughed and joked for the fifteen minutes it took to arrive at the party. As soon as we pulled up, Sam opened the door and we stepped out with Charlotte the last to leave the car. Sam held her hand gently as she stepped out and I could see him stroking it gently as she stood. Claire saw it too and a puzzled expression momentarily crossed her face before we all turned and went inside.
The party was a smashing success with everyone letting their hair down and enjoying the food, drink and high energy music. As soon as the sit-down dinner had been completed, the band started and people began mingling and chatting when they weren't dancing. Charlotte and I danced several times then we ended up splitting for almost an hour as I talked with friends and she did the same. It seemed like every time I looked up she was on the dance floor. Usually, it was a couple of girls dancing together but several times she was alone with one of my male co-workers or the husband of a female colleague. Since I knew everyone, I didn't pay it much attention and was happy to see that she was relaxed and having a good time.
I thought about Sam and what might happen later. I knew it was almost impossible to capture lightning in the bottle twice. What had happened that night months before had been spontaneous and unplanned. Now, Charlotte's defenses would be up and her guilt would be pinging in her head. Was it possible that something could happen? Deep inside I wondered, as I often did when I thought about this fantasy, whether Charlotte wanted something more to happen.
I started making my way back to our table which was our home base for the night and when I got there I asked one of the girls if they had seen my wife.
"Oh, she went to the bathroom with Liz." Kay answered.
Kay was one of our attorneys and while not particularly attractive she was witty and good fun to talk with so we chatted for several minutes. It was about that time that Liz wandered up to the table without Charlotte.
"Hey Liz, what did you do with my wife?" I asked.
"She said she needed to get something out of the car." She answered quickly.
I felt my knees almost buckle beneath me and fought hard to keep a smile on my face and expression that would not indicate to the group that there was an issue. After the moment passed, I stood there and debated whether to rush outside to see what might be occurring or to give her space. I decided to give her space but stood there anxious and nervous for the next thirty minutes before I finally saw her approaching the table.
"Hi baby, are you enjoying yourself?" I asked still hiding my anxiousness.
"Yes, I'm having a great time." She answered as she wrapped her arm though mine.
I could tell by her tone and her eyes that she was feeling no pain.
"You look so damn beautiful." I told her was complete sincerity.
"You just say that because you're in love with me." She replied with her impish grin which made her dimples form on her cheeks.
"Yes, I am." I whispered to her then leaned down and kissed her fully on the mouth.
When we finished, I could see the entire group looking at us. The women looked on with envy and the men with a sense of annoyance knowing they would be castigated for not being treated so well.
Charlotte didn't say anything about going to the limo and I decided it was best not to pry. Instead we chatted and had a few more drinks then decided it was time to go. Tom and Claire were ready to go as well so I called Sam on my cell and told him we would be out front in five minutes.
We piled into the limo with Sam once again acting the gentleman but paying too much attention to my wife.
"Charlotte I think the driver wants to jump your bones." Claire teased her once we were settled in the back not knowing how true her words were.
I could see Charlotte blush quickly then giggled. "Well you know what they say about black."
Everyone laughed at her suggestive joke but my cock got instantly hard.
We drove back to where Tom and Claire had left their car talking about the party and making silly jokes about sex in a limo. Soon we were there and Sam was opening the door for them to exit which they did with quick handshakes and hugs.
Once the door was closed I leaned over and took Charlotte in my arms and kissed her deeply as my hand found the hem of her dress and snaked underneath. Our tongues fought it each other's and I could feel her body writhing in my arms telling me she was very aroused. I could sense the car backing from the driveway then felt it lurch forward onto the street when Sam's voice emerged from the intercom.
"Where too people." He asked in an upbeat voice.
"Are you ready to go home?" I whispered to Charlotte hoping for the right answer.
"Are you?" She answered and rather than clarify I spoke loudly. "Why don't you just drive for a while?"
"Sounds good." Sam's voice replied crackling over the system.
We giggled and went back to our kissing when during a break Charlotte asked. "Can he hear us?"
I shrugged my shoulders then looked for a control panel knowing there had to be a way to isolate the cabin from the driver. I found it without difficulty and studied the switches before tapping on the panel indicating to her where the controls were located. Then, while she watched I turned the intercom off and locked the dividing window so it couldn't be lowered. I knew that Sam was probably cursing me but I wanted some time with my wife.
"Strip baby." I commanded as I leaned back deeply into the seat.
Charlotte shot me her impish smile then started running her hands over her dress seductively. Down her hips and legs then back over her tummy and breasts her hands roamed enticing and teasing me.
"We need music." She said and as fast as I could I found the controls and was fortunate to hit a good jazz station on the first try.
Charlotte reached behind her and unzipped the dress holding the front up with one hand while she continued to run her other hand over herself.
You interested in something sweetie?" She asked me with a wicked smile.
Rather than answer I pulled her hand away from her dress allowing the top half to fall exposing her bra covered chest. When I reached for the bra she swatted my hand away and took her hands and cupped her breasts forcing the tops to bulge from the restraint. The she reached behind again and unclasped her bra and the material immediately became loose with only her mounds holding it on. With a shrug of her shoulders it fell forward and off and I was presented with her near perfect breasts and lovely nipples that I so often worship.
Charlotte took her right hand and placed in on my crotch and feeling my hard cock said. "Oh, baby needs some relief."
Charlotte turned around so her butt was on my crotch and started rotating her hips in time with the music. I took my hands and placed them over her breasts with her nipples between my softly pinching fingers.
"Mmmm, ohhhhh hun that feels good." She said as she threw her head against my shoulder.
My hands left her breasts and anxiously I started pushing the dress down over hips and legs catching her thigh highs along the way until the garments were collected in a pile around her heels.
"Where are your panties sweetie?" I asked realizing that they were missing.
"Oh they were too hot." She replied still massaging her body over mine.
"What did you do with them?" I asked as I rubbed one hand along the inside of her thigh and returned the other to her nipples.
"Sam has them." She said pushing hard against my cock as I gasped.
"What?" I gulped.
"Yeah, I went out during the party and let him take them off." She said in a sexy voice that I knew was designed to excite me.
"You did?" I said feigning ignorance.
Charlotte had now turned around and was straddling my legs with her breasts in my face and tore off my tie and was unbuttoning my shirt.
"Yes, I told him he could fuck me later." She answered in a husky voice. "You do want Sam to fuck your wife don't you?"
"Do you want him to?" I asked.
My shirt was now unbuttoned and Charlotte was running her hands over my chest. I could feel the heat of her body and the perspiration that was forming.
"No darling. You need to answer. Is it what you want?" She demanded as her tongue licked my earlobe.
"Yes." I croaked out after several seconds of silence.
Charlotte didn't respond just continued to rub my body with her hands and kiss my ears.
"I need you inside me." She stated suddenly and unbuttoned my pants and forcefully pulled them down with my boxers.
"Does he really have your panties?" I asked still not believing.
"Yes baby, he does." She replied finally freeing me of all my clothes.
We were now both naked except for her heels and I tried to push her back on the seat so I could go down on her.
"No honey. I'm ready now." She said and lay back and pulled me on top of her.
"OHHHHHHH." We both exhaled in unison as my cock sunk all the way into her wet shaved pussy in one motion.
We started an excited fast rhythm, our bodies slapping together. Charlotte's legs wrapped around my waist and she began a high pitched whimper in my ear.
"It feels good baby, feels good, oh I need you." She said making my cock grow even harder.
"Oh shit Charlotte, I'm too excited. Going to cum." I said in frustration as I fought the tell tale tingling in my balls.
"Its okay baby, let it go." She replied stroking my head.
"OHH, SHIT, SHIT." I yelled as my balls tightened and my cum sprayed inside her.
I collapsed back on top of her my chest heaving for air as she continued to stroke my hair.
"I'm sorry Charlotte. I was too excited." I explained my body completely drained of energy and now feeling the effects of the drinking.
"Quiet sweetie, it's okay." She said as we cuddled and kissed.
At that point, with my cock empty and my energy gone, I thought about just going home leaving well enough alone and keeping the previous encounter as a one-off to fuel our fantasies. But something compelled me to sit up in the seat and turn on the intercom.
"Hey Sam find a place to pull over." I said.
"Okay." Was all he said but immediately the car slowed.
"If you let him back here he is going to fuck me." She said looking into my eyes.
"Do you want to?" I asked feeling very small.
"Don't let him back here if you don't want him to." She said again maintaining her stare and putting the monkey on my back.
The car pulled off the road and came to a stop and we could hear his door open and close and then the sound of the back door opening.
Charlotte had moved so that she was laying length wise on the seat and had covered herself with her dress in an attempt to gain some modesty. Sam stepped in and closed the door behind him and looked at me with my dick pointing at the floor.
"All done?" He asked instantly piercing my manhood.
Sam leaned back on the bench seat at the back of the car with Charlotte between us.
"Come here baby." He commanded arrogantly.
Charlotte looked at giving me the chance to counter his instruction. Part of me wanted to say it was all a mistake and that we should go home. But, there was this desire within me to see her once again give herself away completely to this older black man. The seconds turned into a minute and then two and when I still had not asserted myself she sat up letting the dress fall from her body and moved to him. He spread his legs and she scooted between them, her knees on the floor. When she got within reach, he took her breasts in his hands as if weighing them and rolled her nipples making her head tilt backwards and forcing a deep sigh from her mouth.



"I should have fucked you in the parking lot during the party." Sam said to her.
He continued to massage her breasts and Charlotte unbuttoned his shirt until it was open then started on his pants. She started rubbing his chest and nipples as he did the same to her and I felt like a peeping Tom. My cock was now hardening causing my confusion to become more profound. Although, not enough to stop things.
Sam pulled her head to him and had her suck on his nipples. He was now mauling her breasts alternating between sometimes massaging and fondling and at other times pinching her nipples. Although her body mostly blocked my view, I could hear her gasps and surmised what he was doing. It seemed to me that Sam not only wanted to fuck her but he wanted to do it all on his terms.
Sam guided her head down with his hands so that she licked her way over his full belly until she was at the open waist of his pants. When he raised his hips, she tugged the pants over his wide hips, down and off his legs. The movements of her arms and head left no doubt what she was doing and his sounds left no doubt it was having a positive effect. In her position she also presented me a perfect view of her pussy, still wet and open from our sex and no doubt her anticipation.
And like the last time, Sam was beginning to act dominant.
"That's right bitch, use your tongue." He said using his meaty right hand to guide her head while he grinned at me.
Charlotte's juices were starting to run down the inside of her thighs and her butt was wiggling as if she was feeling an itch. I knew she was already thinking about the feeling of his cock deep inside her.
"Your wife is a good cocksucker. She wants my juice in her tummy but I'm going to save it for her pussy." Sam said between grunts glancing at me.
It was only seconds later that Sam lifted her up and pushed her back onto the floor of the limo in one quick effortless motion. She was lying on the floor with her head alongside the bar and her face illuminated from its soft light. Sam immediately dropped on top of her and his heavy body blocked her from my view except for her arms, feet and face. I had to lift my legs from the floor to make room for them and was now positioned so that I was looking almost straight down into her eyes.
Sam's fat body squirmed as he lined himself up and then with a deep groan his ass dropped suddenly. Charlotte's eyes grew large and her mouth soundlessly opened and her eyes fluttered and closed. Sam's body shimmied side to side several times then started rising and falling. On every thrust Charlotte was began grunting softly with her eyes still closed and her hands now gripping tightly to his shoulders.
I had told him he would need to use a condom if something happened and he had agreed. Whether he had forgotten or never intended to, I don't know but watching them mate, I didn't feel empowered to make demands.
My position was so close I almost felt like a participant in their intimate coupling. Sam was concentrating so hard on the fucking that he didn't notice me and Charlotte's vision, when her eyes were open, seemed to stop at his face.
"Remember I told you this is my pussy?' I heard Sam ask her in a whisper.
"Yes." Charlotte answered whispering back between her grunts.
"Going to fuck you good." He stated then dropped his head and began sucking on the side of her neck.
Sweat started forming on Sam's naked back as he picked up speed. The car was now filled with the sounds of their bodies slapping together, her whimpers and his groans.
"You like this black cock, don't you baby." Sam stated more than asked.
"Uh, yeah. Ohhh, it's good." She replied softly.
Charlotte's face had an expression of beautiful agony and she gave out sounds that seemed a combination of passion and torture. It was like hearing a captured animal relinquish itself. Then, they began talking in such a low voice that even in my position I couldn't make out the words. It drove me crazy to think they were sharing something that I wasn't a part of but it also made me very aroused.
When they stopped talking, Sam raised himself on his arms and began hammering into her with quick forceful thrusts. Charlotte's fingernails were biting into the thick flesh of his shoulders and her legs had worked their way up to wrap around his waist. My cock was now rock hard and I had left a wet spot on the leather seat from my drippings.
"Uh, uh, uh, uh, uh...." She repeated with every thrust.
"You better get ready for a pussy full of cum." He announced.
"Yes, give it to me Sam." She squealed back.
"Who owns this pussy?" He demanded in a throaty yell.
"It's your pussy." She panted out.
"You ready for a black baby in your belly?" Sam grunted.
"Don't stop, don't stop." Was all she could reply.
Sam's movements became awkward and he threw his head back and roared as he started to empty himself in my beautiful Charlotte.
"OHHH, ohhh yeah. Gonna fill it up!" He yelled trying to maintain his thrusts but losing the fight.
Sam collapsed on top of her and the car was suddenly quiet except for their deep breathing. That's when Sam leaned down and kissed her deeply and I saw her arm snake around his neck pulling him hard to her. I think this affected me more that the copulation and I looked on stunned and confused by the intimacy of the kiss.
Suddenly, we were all startled by a hard tapping on the window of the limo. I looked out the tinted glass to see a police car parked twenty feet away.
"Shit, it's the police." I whispered hoarsely.
"We ain't broken no laws." Sam relied as he lifted himself off my wife.
Charlotte and I scrambled to put our clothes while Sam slowly slipped on his pants. In the meantime, the police had twice more tapped on the window, the second time demanding that we open the door immediately. Several seconds later with me in my pants and a half buttoned un-tucked shirt and Charlotte in her dress braless with her nipples on display and her hair completely disheveled, Sam opened the door.
"Yes officer?" He asked innocently.
"What's going on here?" A fortyish white officer challenged us while his younger black partner stood several feet back with his right hand on his holstered gun.
"Nothing at all. Just stopped to chat." Sam replied calmly.
Both officers stooped to look into the car and I could see concern cross their face when they saw Charlotte.
"Miss, you okay?' They asked.
"Yes, yes...I'm fine." She stammered before finding her voice. "Everything is fine officer."
I knew the car reeked of sex and after Charlotte's statement I could see the concern on their faces turn to smiles.
"We need to see ID." The white officer stated.
Sam got out of the car without his shirt and went to the front of the limo while Charlotte and I fished our licenses from our belongings. I could see the black officer move to speak with Sam while we handed over our ID to the white officer.
The officer looked at them for a moment then handed them back.
"Is this your husband?" He asked Charlotte nodding towards me.
"Yes sir." She answered looking down at the floor.
"I see. And your certain everything is okay?" He asked again staring straight at her nipples.
"Yes, it is." She replied and when I looked at her I could see a large hickey on her neck from where Sam had been sucking.
"Okay then. You need to move on." He said handing the licenses back then stepping away.
I could see him meet his partner near the car and they spoke for a moment then started laughing as they got in the car and drove away.
Sam climbed back into the car leaving the door open.
"Are we in trouble?" Charlotte asked.
"No, the brother understood." He said snickering.
"Well we need to go. It's time to get home anyway." I said.
"Our lady isn't ready yet." He said as he took her hand in his. "She hasn't had her climax."
Sam started pulling her dress over her head with no protest.
"Hey the cops said we needed to get going." I said trying to interject reason.
"You drive." Sam said. "Keys are in the ignition."
Sam pulled Charlotte to him and started kissing her while he placed her hand on his cock bulging beneath the fabric of his pants.
"Sweetie are you ready to go home?" I asked her expecting a quick affirmative answer.
"Just once more, please." She whined and I was pissed to see the smirk on Sam's face.
"She needs her cum." He told me like he was some sex professor.
I decided that the best approach was not to cause a scene. After all, this would just be round two of what had already occurred and I was worried about what the police might do.
Before I climbed past them I flicked the controls for the intercom and window. Then I moved out the door, closing it behind me and got into the driver's seat and started the limo. I found the lights without difficulty and started the vehicle towards the road spotting the police car in the shadows across the parking lot. Driving slowly to get the feel of the vehicle I left the lot and made it about a mile before pulling into another parking lot. Looking around I found the controls for the separation window and the intercom. Pressing the button, the window began descending and I turned to see that Sam was now naked and Charlotte was straddling his waist on the seat with his cock back inside her.
She looked like a porcelain doll riding a hippo the size of their bodies was so different. Her dark hair was flying back and forth and her pleasure was evident in her whimpers and moans.
Sam saw me watching and scooted with her on top so that his right hand could reach the controls.
"Bye." He said to me.
Charlotte turned her head in my direction but her eyes were so glazed I'm not sure she saw me. In any evident, it didn't slow her grinding on his cock and the scene disappeared before me as the window went up.
I tried the window and intercom control but they were now both off, neutralized by Sam from the back. After a minute of reflection, I started the car and began driving on the freeway around the city giving time for Sam to pleasure Charlotte.
Not knowing what was going on drove me crazy and my dick stayed hard the entire time. Every movement of the vehicle made me think that I was feeling the motion of their coupling and every odd sound forced me to listen intently.
Forty-seven minutes later the intercom came on and Sam spoke. "Home James."
I turned the limo towards our house and when I was a block away pulled over to swap places with Sam. Sam emerged from the back looking surprisingly professional and nodded to me as we swapped places. Charlotte had done the best she could to fix herself but a close examination would show the missing make-up, wrinkled clothes and out of place hair.
"Are you okay?" I asked awkwardly as I sat next to her to break the ice.
"I'm fine honey. Are you mad at me?" She asked her doe eyes looking into mine.
"No, I'm not mad. I got you into it." I said rationalizing before adding. "You really enjoy him I think."
"I guess I do." She answered taking my arm in hers. "I guess you have a slut wife."
"Did you orgasm?" I had to know for some odd reason.
"Yes, twice." She whispered with a hint of shame.
Something compelled me to reach under his dress to feel her pussy. She didn't stop me but when I got there I found a thick wad of cocktail napkins between her legs.
"I'm a mess." She said looking at me with her big brown eyes again and her pouty lips.
"Do you want to see him again?" I asked shaking a little bit.
"Do you want me to?" she responded.
"We're here." Came Sam's booming voice over the intercom announcing our arrival and I realized he had heard our conversation.
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Abby Samuels pulled away from the reception in her sleek Mercedes convertible with her head filled with the thoughts of the lovemaking she was going to share with her husband Brad as soon as they got home. She was already damp underneath her short black cocktail dress, and couldn't suppress a smile when she recalled coming back from the restroom during the party and slyly stuffing her thong panties into Brad's blazer pocket. That had certainly gotten his attention, and her smile broadened when she remembered how he had quickly and nervously glanced around to see if anyone else had noticed.
Brad had come to the reception directly from work, while Abby had dropped their two-year-old daughter Jordan off at her mother's for the night. Hence, they were driving back separately from the event, and Abby hoped that Brad's thoughts were as wicked as hers.
Brad and Abby had married five years ago after a one year relationship. Brad was twenty-nine years old and a rising mid-level executive in oil & gas trading. Abby was a year younger and worked part-time as a marketing events consultant which gave her time to look after Jordan and their home. It also provided the time for her to work out regularly, which clearly showed in her slender and leggy 5'7" 120 lbs body. Abby's hair was jet black and she had almost a C-cup bust, along with full lips and a dimpled smile that always seemed to make men melt.
It was normal for her to attract attention and the reception that evening was no exception. A constant parade of men came over to "say hi to Brad", but he knew what they really wanted was a look at his wife's breasts in her low neckline dress. Over the years he had gotten used to it, and his wife had never given him any reason to worry, so he just smiled and accepted it.
Abby picked up her cell phone to call her husband to tell him to hurry, and realized that the battery was almost dead.
"Brad? Hurry sweetie, I need you!" she laughed into the device.
"I'm speeding as it...." Abby heard him begin to reply before the phone went dead, and she saw that her battery was now gone.
She liked that he seemed to be in the same state of mind as her, no doubt assisted by the feeling of her thong in his jacket.
Abby decided to jump on the freeway to save time and had made it several miles when from nowhere an object appeared in her lane. It was too late to swerve, and she ran over, on her left side, what appeared to be a metal bar, which made a sickening crunching sound, and caused her to momentarily loose her grip on the steering wheel.
"Damn!" she exclaimed with fear that she had damaged the prized vehicle her dad had bought for her when his granddaughter was born.
Sure enough her car was now simultaneously making squealing and thudding sounds, so Abby decided to take the exit ramp and find a place to call for help. She had been on an elevated portion of the highway, so when she exited the ramp she dropped twenty feet to the surface street below.
Immediately, Abby questioned her decision as the neighborhood was a rundown area filled with old warehouses, many with broken windows, along with numerous truck lots with fences in disrepair. Her car was now becoming harder to steer, so she pulled to the curb in front of a long, one story building that seemed in a bit better shape than most. She looked into her glove box for her car cell charger, but couldn't find it, and she thought maybe she had let Brad borrow it.
Even though the street was quiet with apparently no one around, it took her several minutes to summon the courage to step outside and survey the damage. Abby gasped when she saw what the object had done. The front and rear tires were blown and the front rim was mangled. Plus, there were several dents down the side of the car. She realized there was no way to drive it, and without her cell phone she was going to have to seek out help.
Abby hit the auto lock on her key chain, and walked towards what appeared to be the front door of the building. The door was heavy with only the words "Marine Services" stenciled in simple black paint. Several feet past it was a long window that began about two three feet from the sidewalk, and inside appeared to be a waiting room with chairs around the perimeter. She could see that at the far end, light was coming from beneath a closed door.
Cleve Henry was sitting on the old worn out chair doing his normal thing of sipping cheap wine and watching TV on the small 10" set when he heard someone or something banging on the front window.
"Goddamn kids," he said to himself, suspecting that the neighborhood trouble makers were up to their games again.
Cleve's job was to be the night watchman on the premises. Marine Services was a business that catered to the shipping industry providing transport to and from ships in the nearby port and performing some visa and legal work. In addition, it operated a health clinic that did physicals and provided minor health care to ship crews, mostly treating colds and venereal diseases. The ship owners didn't want any headaches, and Marine Services was happy to give an injection or look the other way and fill out the required forms if the fee was right. Because there were some narcotics kept in the clinic, there had been some break-ins, which was the reason for Cleve's employment.
Cleve walked around the corner to the reception window that separated the examining area from the waiting room and peaked through the venetian blinds. He was stunned when he saw the beautiful woman banging on the glass.
"What in the hell is going on?" he spoke softly to himself. Then after a second of contemplation determined, "That hot piece of ass ain't going to make in tem minutes out there."
Cleve thought for a moment whether to get involved. It wasn't his job to help out folks in trouble, and if those gang kids came around it would probably get ugly. He didn't like getting too close to the law anyway, as he wasn't exactly sure what he might have forgotten to take care of. On top of that, he wondered if this was some kind of set-up to get him to open the door. But, in the end, his curiosity about Abby was just too great and he wanted to see her a bit more close up.
Abby heard the door buzzing to her right, but it still took a moment for her to understand it was signaling that it had been opened. She jumped for the handle and stepped into the dark waiting room closing the door quickly behind her, immediately feeling a sense of relief.
"Hello?" she called out.
"What you want?" Cleve spoke, still hiding behind the blinds.
Following his voice, Abby looked in his direction and could see a blind slat ajar, and walked towards him until she was standing in front of the reception window.
"Sir, my car has been damaged and I need to use your phone to call for help please," Abby replied in her sweetest voice.
"I don't see no car," Cleve replied, brusquely.
"It's down there," Abby replied, half turning and pointing towards the far end of the clinic building.
Cleve moved over to the other side of the reception window and looking out could just see the car. Damn fine car he thought to himself, but won't go unnoticed for long. He pulled the blinds up about six inches and looked out at Abby. In doing so, he came into view for her and she could see he was a large black man, older at around fifty, with a thick neck and close cropped graying hair. She could also see the hungry look in his eyes, which she was used to from years of male attention.
There was a long silence then Cleve spoke as he stared at her cleavage, "Show me your titties."
"Excuse me? I'm just asking to use the phone," Abby replied angrily.
"You want to use the phone show your titties. If not, get the fuck out of here," Cleve answered, with not a hint of compassion.
Abby turned and moved quickly towards the door with the clacking of her heels on the hard floor making the only sound. She threw open the door and stepped outside finding herself back where she started. Looking left and then right and seeing nothing either way, she decided to try right and set off walking on the broken sidewalk. A block down, she started to hear noises that became voices as she grew closer until she saw the source from the shadows of the corner of a building. Across an open lot were six men, youths really, from the sound of their lively banter, walking and stopping then walking some more, but slowly moving in her direction.
"Shit," she said to herself, then turned and moved away as quickly and quietly as she could.
Glancing over her shoulder every few feet, she had made it almost back to the Marine Services building when the group rounded the corner. Abby stayed in the shadows close to the buildings, and was able to make it back to the window without being seen.
Brad was starting to get worried about his wife. He had tried to call her back on her cell with no luck. She was now almost thirty minutes late with no reason why, and he wondered if she had gotten into an accident. He decided to wait a little while longer then drive back along the route they took from the reception.
Cleve had settled back down to his TV and drinking thinking he had seen the last of Abby when he heard the rapping again on the window.
"Goddamn bitch make up your mind," he thought to himself, as he lifted his heavy frame and went back to the window.
Abby was furtively waving towards the window and pointing to the door with one hand as she knocked with the other. The buzzing of the door was like sweet relief and she lunged for it and slipped inside hoping she had gone unseen.
"Please, you must help me. There is a gang coming this way!" she exclaimed breathlessly.
In reality, Abby had no one of knowing whether the group coming was a dangerous gang or some kids out to play basketball. During her life, she had almost no interaction with black people and really didn't know what to expect. In this case however, her instincts were correct -- at least partially. The leader of this particular group was a nineteen-year-old thug named Hasan who had been in trouble with the law numerous times for assault and theft. His "right hand man" was named Javonte or JV for short who was similar to Hasan in disposition, but always deferred to him. The rest were an assortment of hangers on from the neighborhood, that had more or less stayed clean.
Cleve suspected who "the gang" might be or at least who were the troublemakers. They had come around before and knew he was working in the building. Several times, they had taunted him trying to get him to open up for the drugs and other things they could steal. So far, they had always wandered away after a while and he had not had to call the police, which in his mind was much better, as he didn't want anyone trying to get revenge on him. He knew the car would be totaled, wrecked with rocks and clubs for fun, stripped or taken, and if they found out the woman was inside, he wasn't sure how things would end.
But, as much as Hasan and his crew concerned him, he still wasn't going to give up on the chance to get a look at Abby.
"You want to stay in better show them titties quick girl," he flatly told her.
"No, I can't. I just can't," Abby replied, now starting to shake.
"Then get the fuck out," he commanded.
The voices could now be heard coming down the street, and Abby shrank into a small space between the front window and the reception window where she couldn't be seen.
"You're breaking the law! Let me use the phone," she forced out in a harsh whisper, summoning more conviction than she felt.
"Law? I ain't breaking no goddamn law. You don't like it get the fuck out. In fact, you get the fuck out of here. I'm tired of your shit," he replied.
"No wait, please," the pretty young wife answered in desperation.
Looking at the floor, Abby lowered the straps on her dress down her arms and let the front fall into her right hand, which held it just below her sheer half-bra.
"Okay, happy now?" she asked, as the voices outside grew very close.
"Bitch lose the bra," he answered in husky voice, staring at the faint outline of her nipples and feeling his cock stiffen.
Continuing to look down, Abby had to let go of the dress to reach behind her to the clasp, and as soon as it was released the bra sprang forward, although it still covered her breasts. She used her hand to pull it forward until it fell away giving Cleve a clear view of her breasts and nipples. Abby's buds were quite small, and even after nursing a child, they still turned upward. Cleve had never seen a white woman's tits in real life, and he was becoming very aroused.
"Those are some nice titties. Dame nice," he croaked out.
Abby took that as a sign that it was over and began to cover up.
"STOP!" I didn't say I was finished," the black man called out.
"You've seen what you wanted and their almost here," she replied in panic.
"You want me to turn the lights on out there? Those boys won't be nice like me," he threatened.
Abby hid in the corner with her dress and bra in her right hand, the straps now along her forearms as Cleve leered through the slightly raised blinds.
Outside, the boys went straight to the car, and while Abby and Cleve couldn't make out what was being said, they could sense the gang's excitement.
"This is like a present fell out of the sky," Hasan stated, running his hand gently down the side as the others circled the Mercedes like a pack of hyenas sizing up a kill.
"Don't touch it too hard or the alarm will go off," JV warned the group.
"I'm going to make a call and see if we can make some money," Hasan said, stepping away from the rest of the group.
The gang continued to stand around the vehicle and talk while Hasan got on the phone.
"Got someone that wants it. Said stay away till he gets here," Hasan announced.
"Look's like this is some bitch's car," one of the gang said looking through the window and seeing Abby's things scattered.
"We better get this done before someone comes for it. Thing like this don't get left around," JV replied.
One of the gang came over and leaned against the building near the door which caused both Abby and Cleve to shrink further back. The rest stood at the end of the building talking and cutting up, as even though little traffic came down the road at this time of night, they didn't want to look like they were showing attention to the car.
"What are they doing to my car?" Abby whispered.
"Your car is good as gone baby. Better be worrying about yourself," Cleve told her.
Cleve could see that Abby was now shaking in fear, and his arousal prompted him to try and get more.
"Give me that bra," he said.
Surprisingly, she dropped it from her arms and placed it on the ledge outside the speaking hole with only a few moments hesitation and with no argument. He pulled it through and put it to his nose to take in her scent.
"Now I need the phone," she begged.
Before he could respond, Hasan walked up to the window and yelled inside, "Hey fat man. You in there? Better keep your damn mouth shut or I'll fuck you up."
He was only feet away from where Abby was standing and she feared any movement would give her away. Cleve didn't reply, and after a moment Hasan walked back to his friends.
"Please," Abby begged again.
Cleve was now nervous too, but he just couldn't pass up the chance with the beautiful young woman. To him, it was truly a once in a life time opportunity which helped him gather his courage.
"Take your dress off I want to see your pussy," he demanded.
"NO, NO. Let me use the phone you asshole. You goddamn nigger. Let me use the damn phone." she cried in out frustration almost too loudly.
Abby had never used a racial slur in her life, and even now in the situation she was in dealing with Cleve, she immediately felt guilty. Cleve, on the other hand, was used to hearing it from white people, and unfortunately for Abby, the little compassion he felt for her was now gone.
"Lose the dress cunt or you'll be the center of attention at a gang bang party tonight," he said purposefully trying to scare her.
Tears were flowing down Abby's face and with them her mascara. She bit her lip to try to keep from crying, but she made no move to comply. She gauged the risk of going outside to the gang versus staying where she was with Cleve, and it still seemed better inside. That's where the phone was and if she could just make a call the nightmare would end.
"Last chance," was all he said.
Abby reached behind her and lowered the zipper on her dress. Her humiliation made her go slow which had the effect of further arousing Cleve. He hadn't been this hard in years and could feel his cock starting to ooze. The dress slipped to her waist and he could see her toned tummy and then it fell to her feet. Instantly, Cleve found himself staring at a freshly shaved white woman's pussy.
"Goddamn. Only sluts don't wear panties," he said, almost pushing his head into the glass.
He was now rubbing his hard cock behind the counter knowing that he had to feel and taste Abby's tits and pussy. Even if it meant jail, it was something he just couldn't pass up. Anyway, he rationalized; this high class woman would never tell anyone she did anything with a black man.
"Give me the dress," he commanded.
Abby was now almost broken and put up no fight. While looking down and crying, she stepped out of the dress puddled at her feet, bent down to pick up the garment, and placed it on the ledge where he quickly pulled it through.
Brad had driven to the location of the reception and back with no signs of his wife. He called her parents and several close friends, and unable to find her he now knew he needed to call the police.
Just a few minutes after Abby had given up her dress, a beaten up pickup truck, pulling an equally beaten up trailer, pulled up alongside her car, and a Hispanic man in his twenties jumped from the passenger side and immediately went underneath the car. Quickly he was back out, and broke the driver's window with a hammer. A minute later he had the car in neutral, and the gang gathered round the vehicle to help push it onto the trailer.
"Quick crawl in here now," Cleve told Abby, holding the door slightly ajar, while the group outside was focused on the car.
Abby crawled on her hands and knees staying low and hoping she wouldn't be spotted. Cleve had the hall dark so no light would attract notice, and it wasn't until she was completely inside and the door closed behind her that she realized he was naked.
The car was loaded and headed down the street in less than three minutes.
"Come by later and we'll get settled. Here's a bonus for you," the Hispanic man said, flinging Abby's purse from the truck window as they drove away, and with that, all clues to her location vanished.
Hasan caught the purse in mid-air and opened it up. Rifling through the contents he found her billfold with eighty-five dollars in cash and her driver's license.
"Abby Samuels. When does a woman leave her purse behind?" Hasan stated rhetorically.
"What the hell is this?" one of the younger members asked, holding up a box with a strange rubbery thing inside.
"That's one of those things women put up in their pussy to keep from getting pregnant. Tanya's older sister had one," JV explained, feeling good he knew something the others didn't
Cleve was fifty something years old 5'10" tall and weighed almost 300 lbs., and in the brief moment before he lunged at her, Abby could see his uncircumcised cock hanging below his flabby belly. Abby was in good shape from her three times a week workouts and fought like a tigress. She scratched him so that blood was coming from numerous cuts on his neck and face, bit his arm and hand and kicked his shins as hard as she could, but in the end she was giving up 180 lbs and just wore out.



Cleve, feeling her energy wane and knowing she was defeated, dropped her to the floor where she stayed on her hands and knees panting and trying not to wretch. The heavy black man quickly grabbed a handful of lubricating lotion from the nearby examining room and unceremoniously began to rub it into Abby's vagina.
"No, please don't do this," Abby said, while still trying to catch her breath.
Cleve didn't respond but lined himself behind her forcing her legs apart and with one hand wrapped around her waist used the other to lift his fat belly and place it on her back and ass. Abby could feel his cock near her opening and tried to avoid its probing, but the lotion made it easy for him and with a grunt he forced himself into her.
"NOOO!" she said trying to pull away, but he had too firm a grip.
As Cleve's pushed into her, his mouth fell open and his eyes rolled back. He had never felt a better pussy in his life, and he became still so he could just enjoy the wonderful feeling for a moment before he started to rock.
Mrs. Abby Samuels, wife and mother who had only been with two men in her life was now being forcibly fucked on the linoleum floor of a clinic where countless dirty third world sailors had trod, and in despair she fell forward on her elbows and cried.
Cleve was in heaven with every stroke better than the last. He knew there might be a price to pay. But not now...right now, he felt like teenager. His cock hadn't been this hard in decades, and the warmth and softness of her pussy provided it an amazing massage.
Seconds turned to minutes and Cleve just kept going and enjoying. Abby had caught her breath and had stopped crying, and now, resigned to the rape, she just wanted it over quickly.
"Hurry up you asshole," she yelled at him.
No verbal response came from Cleve, but he maintained the continual thrusting.
"You can't cum in me I'm not on the pill," Abby blurted out, suddenly remembering her diaphragm in her purse.
Cleve's response was unseen to her, but a slight smile quickly came to his face.
"Bastard, finish," Abby yelled, after another minute.
The truth was that Abby had never been with a man with stamina. Her first lover was quick to the point of premature ejaculation, and her husband Brad rarely made it past two or three minutes. Thus, she thought it was the norm and didn't understand why this black man just kept going.
Abby reached beneath them and began tickling Cleve's balls with her nails. It was a trick a girlfriend had told her she did when she wasn't in the mood and she wanted it over quick, and at that moment she was willing to try anything. Unfortunately, an unintended consequence occurred, as Cleve, feeling her nails, shifted his motion just a little bit and hit Abby in just the right place. Instantly, she jerked her hand away, but his motion didn't change, and despite her efforts to break the connection, he stayed with her and it didn't stop.
The young wife and mother tried to think it away, forcing herself to accept the humiliation of the rape, but the harder she tried, the closer the feeling seemed to come upon her. She put her finger in her mouth and bit hard to take her mind off it, as she was not about to give this bastard the satisfaction.
"Hurry up and finish," she yelled again, now as more a plea than a command.
Cleve's relentless motion never slowed. It was well paced and powerful, giving him maximum enjoyment, and he wasn't tiring at all.
"Unngghh..." the groan suddenly escaped from Abby.
It was supposed to be silent, said around the finger in her mouth, but Cleve heard it. Another sound started to fill the room as well, as Abby's lubrication took over from the lotion and the wet slapping sound of their mating started.
Please don't let this happen she thought to herself, she prayed. If he just hurries and finishes I can control it.
"HURRY THE FUCK UP," she screamed at him again.
Patient and relentless was the way to describe Cleve's fucking. This grossly obese and alcoholic old black man was in a rhythm that was unstoppable, and since he was still enjoying every stroke there was no reason to have it end.
The feeling started pulsing between her legs and slowly radiated outward. She fought it in her legs, her torso and her arms but it wouldn't back away. Sweat was pouring off them both and unknown to Cleve, Abby's mouth was open and her eyes closed. Only her last ounce of control kept her from crying out, and she was using everything within her to hold on.
Then it was gone.
"Umm...ohhh...ohhh...oh no...oh no..." she whined to Cleve.
At that moment, Cleve knew he had her and she knew he knew. Decorum didn't matter to her now. All that mattered was the feeling in her and her need to let it all release and flow through her beautiful and excited body. While Abby had never been particularly vocal during sex, something broke within her and began driving her.
"You're fucking me...you're fucking me...don't stop..." she demanded her lover.
Knowing she was now his Cleve released his grip on her waist and began fondling her breasts. He rolled her nipples in his fingers then pulled them back towards him as he rode her.
"Ohhh, mmm...yes...it hurts...but it hurts good..." she let him know.
Abby knew a minute before that she was going to cum, as it was like a big wave in the ocean you see coming towards the beach and you watch it until it breaks.
Cleve knew it was close too when her body stiffened and her breathing stopped.
"Oh yes...oh yes...fuck me...don't stop...don't stop...God fuck me!" she cried out, and he felt her pussy begin to throb around his cock.
He had no intention of stopping and rode her through her huge orgasm maintaining his steady and relentless motion.
Abby lay face down on the filthy floor her arms too exhausted to hold her up. She panted and grunted as Cleve kept up his assault continuing to feel surges course through her body, while the drool coming from her mouth made a puddle on the floor.
"Hey you fat motherfucker. You going to keep her all to yourself?" Cleve looked over to see Hasan and JV standing in the hallway that led to the back door.
Hasan kicked Cleve hard on the side which made him fly off Abby and end up sprawled on the floor.
"You damn sure worked that pussy over. Now it's our turn," He said grabbing Abby by the arm as she tried to get up.
"I ain't finished yet," Cleve pleaded.
"You can have another turn when we done," Hasan laughed.
He pulled and carried Abby to the examining table and pushed her onto her back as she protested and tried to break free.
"I don't want to fuck on that nasty floor," he stated.
"Yeah and we thought she might need this," JV added, throwing her purse and diaphragm on the side table.
Hasan dropped his pants to his ankles, and without ceremony pushed his cock into Abby.
"Damn old man you done a pretty good job of breaking this white pussy in," he said between grunts.
"Squeeze that pussy on my dick," he commanded Abby, while pinching her nipples hard and making her yelp.
"Awwww...stop!" she cried out in vain.
"Oh, that's it girl. That's good. You milking me now bitch. You be made for fucking," the young black teenager informed everyone.
"Click," the sudden sound stopped everyone, and Hasan turned to see a large pistol on the side of JV's head.
"You motherfuckers got thirty seconds to get the fuck out of here," Cleve explained.
"Just wait a minute old man don't do anything stupid. We just sharing some white pussy. You can get back in her if you want," Hasan said with his cock now out of Abby.
"Boys, get the fuck out of here or he's dead," he stated, with a cold look in his eyes.
"Pussy ain't worth it let's go," JV said, almost shaking.
"Alright old man but this ain't good," Hasan said, as he pulled his pants up.
They left the way they came and Cleve followed them. He came back a minute later and Abby was sitting on the edge of the examination table wiping her body with a towel.
"I'm sorry about that. I ain't sorry I fucked you and I guess I'm going to jail, but I'm sorry about them boys. You ready to use the phone?" he said to Abby, as she stared at him.
Her eyes stayed on him for a long time, then in almost a whisper she said, "You haven't cum yet."
Abby lay back down on the table and spread her legs offering herself to Cleve. Without a word he stepped between them and lifted his belly, and quickly his now semi-hard cock found its home and within three strokes it was fully hard once more. He leaned forward to suck on her nipples making Abby feel strangely aroused from his weight pressing on her.
At that very moment, Brad was discussing his wife's disappearance with the police.
Cleve started his motion, which had been so powerful before, and soon she was back to that place that only this old black man had taken her. He was as relentless as before, and she came for him again, tossing her long black hair back and forth and begging for him to continue. Soon after, it was his turn, and as he grunted loudly and emptied himself inside her, he noticed the diaphragm sitting unused on the table which made him smile.
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Don't Ever Look Back-Chapter III
Changes that occur between people in relationships usually occur over a long period of time. In my case, my entire world had changed in a just few short weeks destroying a perception that had been built since childhood. Worse still, I had instigated the events, somehow unable to let old situations remain distant memories.
I recalled our breakfast that morning and her acting in her normal upbeat way showing no sign of her indiscretions. It angered me to know that she could so cavalierly violate our vows and exhibit no guilt. In our entire time together, I had never touched Sarah in anger, but at that moment I knew that if she was before me, I could not keep myself from striking her.
As I sat there contemplating the new reality, spinning between anger and my own remorse for opening Pandora's Box, I wondered what life was going to be like going forward. Could I stay with her? Did she want to stay with me? Would Malcolm leave our world now that he had taken her again or was this a situation soon to be filled with drama? And what about our children? What would they think about their blessed mom if they knew the sordid truth?
That evening, I arrived home before Sarah and was sipping bourbon on the patio when she arrived all bright eyes and smiling. I couldn't help but consider that she was still basking in the afterglow of the thorough fucking she had received the previous night.
"Hi honey. I'm going to get a glass of wine. Do you want another drink?' she said with a smile.
"Sure, it's bourbon," I replied, inwardly seething while forcing myself to put on a good face.
She made the drinks and then came out to the patio having shed her shoes. Sitting opposite of me, she put her feet in my lap and gave me an impish grin.
"Let's eat out tonight. I heard the new French place on Holcombe is good," she suggested, and when I gave her a disinterested nod, she added, "Are you okay?"
"I'm fine. Just a bit tired," I lied.
"Okay, what do you think? We can go early," she persisted.
"That's fine," I replied.
My wife talked and I listened while she drank her wine, and then she announced she was going to change and left. I sat brooding for a few more minutes, but the thought of her body bearing the marks of Malcolm's sex piqued my interest and I walked towards our bedroom hoping to find some evidence.
Our bedroom has "his and her" bathrooms with her large clothes closet within, and as I approached, I could see that the door was not completely closed. There was about a quarter-inch crack that provided a nice opportunity to spy if I was careful, so I opened the door to my bathroom quietly to provide an escape path if necessary, then inched quietly to her door and peered inside.
Sarah was sitting in front of her mirror in just a thong playing with her makeup, and as the video had suggested, her breasts were covered in hickeys from Malcolm's aggressive sucking. She didn't seem to be concerned about her state and I put it down to the fact that I had almost never entered her bathroom. In all our years of marriage, I had treated it almost like her sanctuary.
Soon, she stood and went into her closet before reappearing, now completely naked, and I had to catch my breath to stifle a gasp when I saw her pelvis. Sarah had adopted the fashion of shaving herself smooth, which allowed a good view of her pussy, and the delicate flesh, which had always looked like a teenager's even after two kids, was deeply red and swollen. There was no question that right before me was all the evidence I needed to prove her infidelity.
However, rather than confront her, I started to change my clothes deciding to put off the reckoning until I had thought the matter completely through. Finishing first, I was in the den having another drink when she appeared looking marvelous. It made me shudder as I wondered what my life would be like with her gone, and although Sarah noticed my odd look, she didn't probe.
I barely tasted my food and was a lousy conversationalist at dinner, which she picked up on quickly, but other than give me the occasional questioning look, she remained silent. In truth, most of my time was spent knocking back the better part of a good Chateauneuf-du-Pape, and Sarah, realizing how much I had to drink, drove us home. Back in our house, I opened a bottle of Cabernet and poured myself another big glass.
"Sweetheart, are you okay? You're barely talking and you're drinking a lot. Way more than normal. What's wrong?" she asked, still oblivious to the reason.
"Why don't you do a striptease for me?" I said to her as I flopped down in a big leather chair, and instantly I saw a flash of panic in her eyes, although she quickly recovered.
"I don't think you would be up to it tonight," she responded while forcing a smile.
"Come on darling strip for me. Turn on the jazz station," I said, now a bit more demanding.
"Not tonight honey. I'm not feeling that great. I think I got some bad food at the restaurant," she answered.
"Sarah, strip!" I commanded.
She looked at me with an odd expression and slowly a sense of knowing yet bewilderment swept through her. After a few moments, she tried to break the tension by simply walking away.
"You can either strip or I'll tear them off you," I said as she turned her back to me.
"What is going on with you?" she said with her voice rising.
It was completely out of character for me to treat her this way but my anger and the alcohol had combined to make me belligerent and I wasn't going to back down.
"I want to see you standing in front of me naked, so get those clothes off," I said sternly.
"I'm leaving. You've gone crazy and I don't want to be here," she exclaimed and went to pick up her purse.
"Sarah, if you want to remain married you better take off those clothes," I said to her with an air of calm and confidence that surprised me.
She looked straight into my eyes as tears began welling in hers, and her lips started to noticeably quiver. There was a long period of silence as we maintained a stare, and racing through my mind in those seconds were all the times we shared together, dating back to childhood, that now might be ending right before me. It felt as if my heart was being shredded by some unseen beast and suddenly my stomach began to churn.
"I can't," she finally answered, and it looked like her wet eyes were begging for sympathy.
"Take them off," I replied offering no alternative.
"How do you know," she asked.
As she spoke, her hand reached for the button of her blouse but it was shaking so hard that it took several attempts to release it.
"Get them off," I demanded again, ignoring her question.
Despite her infidelity, Sarah's humiliation was painful wo watch, but my feelings of betrayal were even stronger. Slowly, piece by piece, she shed her clothes. First was her blouse followed by her skirt and then her bra and thong were removed until she was completely nude. By then, her tears had caused her mascara to run down her cheeks and her body was heaving as she sobbed. Of course, I knew what I was going to see and she knew that her body told the story of her adultery.
"I'm sorry," she whimpered.
I sat there without speaking, in some ways I wanted to continue to humiliate her and have her feel the pain I was feeling, but deep inside she was still my baby, the love of my life, and the sight of her in distress finally got to me.
"Sit down," I said and she immediately lowered herself onto the sofa while attempting to shield her signs of her sin from my view.
"Now tell me about it," I said.
It took her almost an hour as her confession was interrupted by several breakdowns, but eventually the entire story was revealed. To her credit, she was honest and inclusive of the details going back to college thru the encounter on the previous day. That is, except for the pregnancy.
"Are you going to leave me?" she asked when it looked like she had run out of tears.
"Are you in love with him?" I responded, sincerely wanting to know.
"No, of course not. It was just a fling," she replied, and her points for honesty quickly vanished.
"Do you want to be married to me?" I asked, and even in my drunken and angered state I hoped that she would say yes.
"Yes! Yes, of course," she replied instantly, which caused me great relief despite her indiscretions.
"Then go to bed Sarah. We can finish the conversation tomorrow," I told her.
"Please come to bed with me. I need you next to me," she pleaded.
"No, I don't want to. I'll be up later," I said, and she was wise enough not to argue.
Sarah gathered her things and left, looking at me over her shoulder as she walked away. Despite her affair and the video, I was somehow feeling pretty good about things, as I wasn't at all sure where the conversation would end. So, I poured myself another drink, switched on the jazz station I liked and settled back in the leather chair. I was sipping the liquor when the radio started hissing and cracking in a familiar way. It was the sound it made when someone texted with their Blackberry, and I knew immediately that she was reaching out to Malcolm, which made my stomach sink.
As one would expect, the next few days were very tense. Sarah was quiet and mostly avoided eye contact. On the few occasions we did connect, I could see the pain and longing in her eyes and I knew she was hoping I would reach out. However, my psyche had been badly damaged and I refused to engage, deciding for the time being to be silent both with my words and body language.
Malcolm tried to call multiple times and at first, I ignored him, but I realized that if he told Sarah that we had been in contact, our marriage, or what was left of it, would be over. I had to take the call, although I knew it would be very difficult.
"Meet me at the bar at 5:30 PM," he said quickly and then hung up.
He was there when I walked in, and the waitress met me at the table. After ordering beers, he started.
"I hear you decided to cause a scene, asshole," he spat out angrily.
"I want you to just disappear from our life. Can't you just do that?" I pleaded.
"No, I fucking can't do that. I like that pussy too damn much. You're the one that got this all started and you better be thinking what the hell you are going to do if I tell her that," he said, informing me that he knew he held the power.
The look on my face told him all he needed to know and I sat there for several long seconds, searching for words, before he spoke again.
"You know you're fucked if she finds out. What do you think she'd do? Walk out on you maybe?" he said, now taunting me.
"What do you want? How does this end?" I finally said.
"I think I should get some more of her for a while. Till it gets old, which usually doesn't take too long for me," he said with a grating laugh.
We had to pause while the waitress set the bottles and I paid.
"This is a nightmare. I can't have you seeing Sarah. God, don't you realize how bad this is?" I tried again, now close to tears.
"You got no choice. I can fuck her or I can tell her what you did. Hell, I might still get to fuck her," he replied, making it clear there would be no sympathy.
"Well then, I'll just tell her the truth and take my chances," I said, standing and leaving as he smirked.
Driving home, I bounced between the relief that truth provides and the fear of her reaction to my moronic actions. Sarah was there when I arrived, and when I got close I could see she had been crying.
"I'm so sorry at what I've done. I'm so sorry. Tell me what to do to make things right? I'll do anything," she said, breaking down in tears as she spoke.
Now, I realized I couldn't say anything to explain it had all been my fault. The potential consequences were much too high, so I stood silently, trying to find some words, something to say, to deflate her emotions while I wracked my brain for a solution. Sarah took my silence as anger and judgment, which made her cry even harder.
"Sarah, we all make mistakes. I need some time to think it through. Calm down. Things will work out," I said, choosing my words as best I could.
Still crying, she embraced me and I pulled her head into my shoulder. All our lives, any pain she suffered seemed to transfer to me a hundred times fold and my knees actually got weak as we stood there. For hours that evening, I held her, and although she indicated she wanted to make love, I softly demurred.
The next day, Malcolm called wanting to know how the discussion had gone.
"So, I can call her now and she knows everything, right?" he stated, immediately starting on me.
"I haven't told her yet," I replied.
"Man, you're so fucked. If you don't tell her by the end of today, then I will, and I have the emails and texts as proof," he responded and started laughing hard.
"You can't do that now. It will ruin our marriage," I said, immediately realizing my words were pointless.
"Then fix the problem, asshole," he replied with a clear edge in his voice.
"By doing what?" I yelled into the phone.
"Whatever it takes. But, she better be fucking me by this weekend," he said, and then hung up.
After the call, I left work and went to the bar and spent the afternoon drinking and thinking. A hundred ideas came to me and all were quickly discarded. I knew I was checkmated and I knew that Malcolm realized it, too. When I left to go home, I had prepared myself for the hardest conversation I would probably ever have in my life.
Sarah had the table set with candles, trying to set a conciliatory mood, and I suspected that her nervousness was compelling her to act and do something positive. What she didn't realize, was that her efforts were only going to make my conversation even more difficult. I sat and picked up the glass of wine she had poured while she busied herself with the final dinner preparations.
"I broiled salmon. Hope that's okay," she called from the kitchen.
"Sounds great," I said with false enthusiasm.
We had insignificant chit-chat as she brought out the food and sat down. There was a definite tension in the air, which was made more acute by the subject I had to bring up. Several times, I started, only to get cold feet and stop, but finally with a drink of wine and a shudder I began.
"Sarah, I really would like to know about the guy. Why he was...appealing," I forced out.
Instantly, I could see she was unprepared for the direction of the conversation.
"What do you mean? I explained how I knew him," she answered, truly confused.
"I mean the sex. Was it different?" I asked, forcing myself to maintain eye contact.
There was a long pause, and I thought for a moment that she wasn't going to answer, but she finally spoke.
"It's different between a husband and wife...love...and caring," she responded.
"Meaning with him it's more passionate?" I asked, almost losing my temper.
"That's not what I said," she quickly replied.
"But you enjoyed it?" I pushed.
There was a long pause and her eyes looked down at her hands before she finally said, "Yes, I enjoyed it."
"And, if I wouldn't have found out, you would still be seeing him," I stated more than asked.
"I love you, not him," she answered after a short pause.
"That's not what I said," I shot back.
"Perhaps...I don't know," she answered, now getting flustered.
I let the conversation lapse for several minutes and Sarah was happy to let it drop, too. However, with any romantic mood now broken, we picked at our food silently. Finally, I summoned my courage to go the next step.
"I want you to keep seeing him," I said.
The look on Sarah's face was equal parts shock and confusion.
"I don't understand," she replied.
"I want you to keep him as a lover," I answered, wondering whether she would get angry.
"I don't want him, I want you," she answered.
"I'm not asking you to choose. You can have both," I explained.
"Why? Are you trying to set me up for a divorce? Please tell me you don't want that," she asked, starting to tear up.
"No...not at all. I want you to explore your sexuality I guess is what I mean," I said, trying to think of some rationale that would resonate, since I couldn't tell the truth.
My words were met by silence and it seemed like five minutes passed before she spoke.
"You don't love me anymore, do you?" she asked with very sad eyes.
"Of course, I love you. This is for you," I said, forcing myself to appear upbeat.
"No...I don't want that," she replied, and then quickly added, "That's very strange...odd...very odd."
"Do you have his number in your cell phone?" I asked, changing tactics.
"Yes," she answered, as her head tilted down again in shame.
"Give me your phone," I demanded, and she reluctantly handed it over.
I hit the entry for Malcolm and after three rings he answered.
"Hi baby, couldn't stay away?" he said, thinking it was my wife.
"Malcolm, this is Sarah's husband," I informed him and then went on to suggest he come over so we could all talk about the situation.
Malcolm immediately picked up on where I was going and agreed. When I hung up and looked at Sarah, I could see she was quite nervous, almost fearful, as I'm certain that never in her wildest dreams would she have expected this turn of events.
"Please don't start a fight," she said, unaware of the true nature of things.
"I promise I won't. I want us to talk about this though," I explained.
Twenty minutes later the door bell rang and standing there was Malcolm. With a wink, he extended his hand and we pretended to meet each other while Sarah stood several steps back. He stepped forward and kissed Sarah on the hand, and as we moved towards the living room, I asked him what he wanted to drink. Five minutes later, we were seated with Sarah and I drinking wine while Malcolm sipped bourbon. The black man and I were sitting in large leather chairs close to each other while Sarah had defensively selected a chair across the room.
"Well, I guess you might find it strange that I would request you to come over?" I said to break the ice.
"It is interesting," he replied, letting me keep the lead.
"What do you think of Sarah?" I asked.
"Beautiful lady, who is very special," he answered as he looked her way, and even in the dim light I could see my wife blush.
"What would you say if I told you I gave her permission to continue the relationship with you?" I asked.
"I would say you're a wise man who loves his wife dearly," he responded as a smile appeared on his face. After pausing for moment to let his words sink in, he asked with thinly veiled confidence, "What was her answer?"
Both of us turned to look at Sarah, who had become even more nervous. Her eyes repeatedly darted between us and the floor and her body fidgeted in the chair.
"I...don't know...I'm not sure," she stammered.
"Why, baby?" Malcolm asked in way that showed significant familiarity and made me cringe.
"It's too complicated...strange...too much," she answered after a brief hesitation.
"It won't be complicated. You can get together periodically. All I ask is that you meet in our home so I know it's safe and that you use protection," I informed them.
I could see Malcolm frown for a second when I described the rules but he said nothing, and all eyes moved to Sarah who continued to fidget.
"Listen to your husband," the black man counseled.
A long period of silence followed, and finally I said, "I'm going to my study to do some work."
As I stood to leave, glancing one way I could see Malcolm hiding a grin and in the other direction Sarah with a look of fear. I left the room, went to my study and sat staring at the blank computer screen trying to convince myself that I had no other choice. When you are intent on listening for something, silence can be unnerving. You don't know what meaning it might connote. My concentration was quickly broken when Sarah appeared in the doorway.



"Are you sure this is what you want?" she asked, and it was clear she was giving me one last chance to call a stop.
"Yes, sweetheart...it is," I said, forcing a smile.
We held a stare as seconds ticked by, and I sensed she very much wanted me to tell her no. However, I remained silent, and when she turned to leave, I bit my lip to stop the tears from starting. Twenty more minutes of silence passed while I sat at my desk. I fought with myself over knowing or not wanting to know, although deep down, I knew eventually which side would win. Finally, with the rationalization of "checking on her safety", I quietly went down the hall and peered into the living rooms from the shadows.
Malcolm and Sarah were sitting on the couch passionately kissing. Sarah still had her clothes on from work, which consisted of a white blouse and a navy knee length skirt. She also had on the pearls I had given her for our 20th anniversary. I was surprised Malcolm hadn't been more aggressive, especially based on the activities in the video, but watching, it appeared his intent was to be patient and seductive. He kissed her tenderly on her ears, neck and lips while gently massaging her shoulders. Also, I could tell he was whispering to her, although I couldn't make out the words. His efforts were causing her to emit soft purring sounds that I knew meant she wasn't distressed.
He played her slow until she couldn't take it anymore and took the initiative. Her first action was to unbutton his shirt and rub her hands slowly over his large chest. At the same time, I could see her squirming on the couch, pushing her chest against him and trying to induce his touch. He ignored her efforts and continued the soft kisses and caresses until she finally stood and pulled him up with her hand. He kissed her again before she broke away and went towards our bedroom coming back quickly with condoms in her hand that she showed to him before leading him towards the guest bedroom at the far end of the house.
I waited for a few minutes and then softly made my way towards the bedroom. The door was shut, and it was quiet inside, so I went back to my study and surfed the internet, aimlessly clicking on websites for fifteen minutes before returning to the door. Listening closely, I could now hear Sarah's moans, and my mind conjured up visions of what was taking place on the bed. Suddenly, I realized I had a complete erection straining against my pants, and after another ten minutes of listening and wondering, I couldn't take it any longer and quietly turned the knob.
Malcolm had his head between my wife's legs and her right hand rested on his head while the other played with her nipples. I slipped into a chair in the corner of the room, hoping my presence wouldn't interrupt them, and remained undetected for several minutes. However, Sarah finally spotted me and she took her hand from the black man's head and reached out to me.
Five months later, my worst fears were confirmed when Sarah announced that she was pregnant. Of course, there was no question the child was Malcolm's, and I wondered if this was something that Sarah needed to have happen to bring closure to her pregnancy with him so long ago. She wouldn't even discuss getting an abortion, and we went through some very strained times. She told me repeatedly that she loved me and wanted me to understand, but there is nothing more emasculating for a man than his wife carrying another man's child. In the end, she won me over, like she always did, and we discussed how to deal with the situation.
I witnessed her body changing as the child grew inside her womb. Like with our children, her breasts got very sore and her nipples darkened. She also got a glow to her skin that made her even more beautiful.
Fortunately, we had the means and the flexibility in our jobs that enabled us to move to Europe for the last five months of her pregnancy, right before she started to really show. We rented an old farm house in the lake's region of northern Italy, where we got to experience the changing of the season from spring to summer almost in time with her changes. Our biggest problem was keeping our kids and family from coming over to visit, and we had almost run out of excuses by the time the baby arrived.
Throughout her pregnancy, we never had intercourse. Instead, Sarah would deal with my needs either orally or with her hand, as there was now an unspoken understanding that her vagina was off limits to me during the term. Up until the move, Malcolm and she would get together often, leaving her satisfied and exhausted. I knew from her previous pregnancies that she would get extremely aroused, particularly mid and late term and this time was no exception. Several times I was awakened to the sounds of her furious masturbation.
She went into labor exactly on time in mid-September and Malcolm was there to drive her to the hospital. She delivered his son in the early afternoon while he held her hand. Two days later mother and son, named Thomas after his father, returned to the farmhouse and Malcolm left for the states. The boy is dark like Malcolm who swears he looks like him in his baby pictures.
Sarah lovingly nursed her new son for the next month while she recovered and got her weight down. Then, we returned home with a well-fabricated story about adopting a poor homeless black infant. The surprise from friends and family quickly turned to admiration for our open hearts. No one saw through the charade, and our kids bonded quickly to their new "adopted" brother
To my disappointment, but not surprise, Malcolm bedded Sarah on the second day of our return. I found out when I saw her later changing clothes with hickeys all over her milk filled breasts. I threw a fit about not wanting her pregnant again and she agreed so when Malcolm refused to get a vasectomy she got fitted with a diaphragm.
Fortunately, Malcolm has mostly lived up to his word on staying silent. His one known indiscretion was to tell his sister who now is often at his place when Sarah visits with the baby. She will watch the baby giving them time alone in his bedroom.
We have both returned to our work routine having arranged for a nanny for Thomas. Sarah basically lives in a world of two husbands. Between both of us she has sex every other day but seems to enjoy it and has never complained. Unfortunately, in quiet moments, I have the recurring, soul wrenching problem contemplating what life would be like if I had never looked back.
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It was late January and I was packing up my studio apartment in Boston in preparation for my move back to my home state of Texas. I had finished my grad school program in December at a local University then flown down home for the holidays, and my fiancé had returned with me so that I would have company on the three day drive south. We had planned to spend a few days in Boston packing and cleaning up loose ends before hitting the road. Unfortunately, bad weather had begun moving in and the forecast was for a significant blizzard for most of New England.
There was really no way we were going to beat the storm so, we resigned ourselves to a couple more days in Boston. Anyway, after almost two years apart, we weren't going to complain about more time alone. As we followed the storms progress, the forecast became worse, so in preparation we made a run to the market and liquor store to be well stocked just in case.
My beautiful fiancé, Jill and I have been a couple for five years. We met in undergraduate school, and after graduation she went to work in product marketing while I went to grad school. She is a slender 5'7" with dark brown hair that she keeps shoulder length, deep brown eyes, long legs, a flat stomach and a tight behind. It's her legs and butt that I think are her best features sculpted from a dedicated workout schedule. In addition, she has well proportioned breasts that she thinks are too small but, which I enjoy immensely because they are so sensitive.
Jill is one of those women that appears classy and sophisticated in public, and gives the impression of being conservative but, can become quite passionate behind closed doors, when the mood strikes. We started making love after only two weeks of dating, and have maintained our appetite for each other throughout our relationship. Our infrequent meetings over the past couple years have resulted in marathon session in the bedroom when we did get together.
Finally done with our shopping, we returned to the apartment just as the snow started getting heavy. My studio apartment was actually a walk down with the entrance off the street since, as a student, I couldn't afford much space especially since I wanted to live in a good part of town with public transportation nearby. Basically, I had a room with a queen size bed, a small TV stand, a desk and a counter that served as a kitchen with a microwave, a hot plate and a small fridge underneath. There was a bathroom with a shower, and other than that, the only additional space was a tiny closet with the door missing. The apartment was cool in normal times and with the storm there was definite nip.
Jill and I made a snack tray, opened a bottle of wine, sat on the bed and watched news of the blizzard on the TV. We had barely started on our second glass when my hands began stroking her body, and within seconds we had shucked our clothes and were wrapped in a tight embrace as we enjoyed the feeling of each other.
I pushed her arms up and held them over her head as I kissed her neck and licked her small nipples, drawing appreciative moans from her slightly open mouth. Then downward over her tight tummy my mouth traveled, and skipping her vagina I moved to the inside of her thighs, teasing but not lingering, while causing her hips to roll with the light touch of my tongue.
"Mike, don't tease me. You can do that when we get back to Texas," she panted, as her legs tried to pull my waist towards her.
I grabbed a condom off the night stand, quickly put it on, and we both groaned loudly as I slowly fed my cock into her wet, shaved pussy. The feeling was so good that I lasted only a short time before I lost control and gasped for breath as I erupted. We lay there in each other's arms cuddling and kissing, both thinking about the life together that we were about to start.
The cold drove us under the covers, and her warmth against my body soon had me hard again. This time we went slow and steady, and I had the joy of feeling her body spasm against me as she was engulfed by her orgasm. Afterwards, we lay side by side our gentle kisses drifting further apart as we fell asleep.
I was awakened later by a sound that I didn't recognize. For some time, I remained in bed trying to figure out its source before finally getting up. The TV had lost its signal, no doubt from the storm, so I turned it off, and with less noise, it seemed the strange sounds were coming from outside. Unable to look out and worried about the conditions, I continued to try to figure out the meaning of the sounds without opening the door.
"Mike, what's the matter?" Jill asked, still half asleep.
"Nothing, just some noise," I answered, looking over and seeing her right breast uncovered.
The noise began again, this time louder, and it almost sounded like mumbling. Despite my concerns I figured I needed to open the door and see what was outside. I unlocked it and with my foot against the bottom, and with my hand firmly on the knob I eased it slowly open. The snow was falling heavily and the stairs down to my door were now partly buried. Lying mostly covered in snow was a dark mass, and only after reaching out and touching it did I realize it was a human.
"Shit," I said out loud. Opening the door wider I reached out into the cold and used both my hands to shake the form.
"Hey. You need to get up. You can't stay here or you'll freeze," I said over the noise of the wind howling around the building, hoping he or she wasn't already frozen.
My shaking only resulted in eliciting more moans from the form. I rolled it over to get a better look, and a ruddy male face came into view with longish hair and a full beard on his face. Snow was caked into his hair and beard, and as I shook him again his eyes slowly opened but they were heavy and unfocused.
"Hey mister. Get up," I said, shaking him harder.
"What's going on Mike?" Jill asked, now sounding fully awake.
"Some guy is out here," I replied.
"Is he okay?" she asked, her compassionate side kicking in. I heard fumbling behind me and Jill quickly appeared at my side in a long t-shirt.
"You better get him inside he doesn't look good," she stated.
Even though I knew it was the right thing to do, I was reluctant, fearing we would be starting a long process that might end up with police and an ambulance.
"Okay, stand back I'll try to roll him inside," I answered.
The snow had formed to the door and pulling him inside brought a mound in that I had to scoop and throw out so the door would close. After that, I had to half drag and half roll him to a place away from the door, near the foot of the bed. Jill began brushing away the snow from his coat and pants, and now in the light we could see that he was a big man, probably in his forties, with a large belly.
"He has a strong pulse," Jill announced, while she held his wrist.
I bent down close to his face and slapped him softly.
"Hey, are you okay? Wake up," I demanded.
His heavy eyes opened and he tried to say something, and as he did I caught a heavy wave of liquor from his breath.
"Shit he's drunk," I stated, now getting pissed as I thought about how he was ruining my night with Jill.
"Are you sure?" Jill asked.
"Where in the hell am I?" The man blurted out in an obviously intoxicated voice, then seemed to drift away again.
"Yeah, I would say so," I replied, sarcastically.
"Wonderful," my fiancé giggled.
"Call 911. Tell them to come get this guy," I said, as I looked him over some more to make sure there were no injuries.
I heard Jill dialing then she stuck the phone into my hand.
"Hello please state the nature of your emergency," a female voice said flatly.
"I found a drunken man on my doorstep. Can you please get this guy before he freezes?" I explained.
The operator fired off a couple more questions but, when she learned he was inside she stated that emergency services were almost shut down because of the storm and this was going to be very low priority. She explained that I needed to act like a Good Samaritan before finally asking for the information from his driver's license. After a brief search of his pockets, we were unable to find any identification, and with that she hung up.
"Well, what did she tell you? Jill asked.
"You heard most of it. City's basically shut down. Bigger emergencies. We are low priority and the guy will probably sober up before they get over here," I said, angrily.
While Jill mopped up the melted snow, I took the guy's jacket and shoes off, threw a blanket over him, and put a chair cushion under his head. Jill put on some sweat pants to go with her t-shirt then; we went back to bed hoping we had done the right thing.
Hours later, for the second time, I was awakened by this guy when he yelled out in a thick south Boston voice, "Ohhh...sweet Mary, my head.'
"Where am I?" he said seconds later in a louder voice, and I could hear shuffling sounds as well.
"Hey, you passed out on my doorstep. You're okay," I answered, hoping to quiet him down.
"Oh shit. What fucking time is it?" he asked.
I looked over at the clock and it showed 6:46 AM which I announced to him.
"Fucking great," he said.
You good enough to get going?" I stated, more than asked.
"Yeah man. Where's my clothes?" he said, and I pointed towards his jacket and shoes.
I could tell he was hurting but he finally got his clothes on and stumbled towards the door with me following. He swung it open quickly, and we both froze when the light showed that snow had filled the staircase at least to the height of the door. A few clumps fell inside but for the most part it stayed as a wall.
"How deep is this door?" he asked.
"Maybe three or four feet below street level," I replied, using my hand to poke at the snow near the top of the door frame. It was solid implying we were buried pretty deep.
"Can we dig out?" I asked, thinking a native would know how to deal with this situation.
"Not from inside. Never get the door closed again," he stated.
"Well then what?" I asked, growing more annoyed and frustrated.
"Got to wait for the city to clean up," he replied then said, "Turn on the TV."
"It's out. But we have a radio," I replied.
The radio was on the desk and as soon as I turned it on we found that the local station was providing 24 hour information on the storm. We learned that the state was under an emergency condition and no one was allowed out unless it was essential. That didn't seem to matter much though as the blizzard had left all roads impassable. The worst was that more snow was predicted, and that it could be days before people got dug out.
My attention was on the radio, and it wasn't until I looked at the man and followed his stare that I realized Jill was now awake and was peeking out from beneath the blanket. His eyes were clearly appreciative of what he saw but, when he caught me watching him he quickly looked away.
"Well hell. Might as well make the best of it. I need to piss though," he stated.
I pointed towards the bathroom, and he shuffled the short distance to the small enclosure where, without closing the door, he dropped his pants to his knees, and moments later we were rewarded with the sound of his urine landing in the toilet.
"I feel like we've been shipwrecked," Jill said, trying to lighten the mood.
"I'm sure it will be a good story to tell our grandkids some day but right now it stinks," I answered, quite harshly.
The man came out of the bathroom with his pants back up, shed his coat then, flopped into the desk chair while I stood hoping the radio would provide some glimmer of hope.
What's your names." he asked, suddenly looking up.
"I'm Mike and this is Jill," I said.
"My name is Liam," he offered, without being asked.
After that, we sat there listening to the radio while make passing comments on the weather until Jill got out of bed and came up behind me.
"Think I'll take a shower," she whispered.
I nodded to her and I was hopeful the water heater was still functioning. Jill quietly made her way to the bathroom and closed the door, and I returned my attention to the radio. It was some time later that I looked up to see Liam's eyes looking towards the bathroom, and turning I could see that the door had come open about a foot and Liam was feasting on the view of Jill, illuminated through the translucent plastic shower curtain by the dim bathroom light. It was an erotic scene, and I surprised myself by looking as well for a few seconds before moving over and closing the door.
"Beautiful lady," Liam's boldly replied, when I turned back.
"Yes, very," I answered, deciding it wasn't his fault, and rationalizing that any man would have looked given the opportunity.
"She knows what she's doing," he said with a snicker.
"What the hell does that mean?" I asked, with my voice rising. But, he ignored my question and returned his attention to the radio.
A few minutes later the water stopped in the shower and we could hear Jill moving around the bathroom.
"All fresh now?" Liam asked, as she stepped into the room.
"Yes, thanks," Jill replied, shooting me a quick look to which I just shook my head.
"Well Mike and Jill we got a lot of time to kill and I'm still hung over. I'd like to try to get some more sleep and nothing new is likely to happen. Do you mind killing the light and radio?" he asked.
I had to admit he had a point, so I reached over and turned off the radio and light in the main room, while he kicked off his shoes, found a spot on the floor, and pulled the blanket over his large body. Only the dim bulb in the bathroom, through the half-closed door, provided any light. Jill and I lay back on the top of the bed, and listened to Liam's heavy breathing becomes snores.
"I'm sorry this happened," I whispered, when I knew he was asleep.
"Don't be silly it's not your fault. Let's just try to get through it best we can," Jill replied.
"I guess that's all we can do," I answered, disappointed by the impact of the stranger on our lovemaking.
I lay there holding Jill for what seemed a very long time, thinking about what I wanted to do to her which made it impossible to sleep. I sensed Jill was still awake too as her body was a bit tense and her breathing was quiet.
"Jill are you up?' I whispered softly.
"Yes," she answered.
"I love you," I replied, kissing her ear and running my hand over her smooth tummy.
"I love you too honey," she replied, pushing back against me.
My hand began caressing her through her clothes and Jill began to respond with soft purrs, which enticed me to reach under her shirt and play with her firm breasts - gently pinching and rolling her nipples. Jill loves nipple play and her breathing became deeper while her body movements against me grew more pronounced.
My hand explored down her body and pulled free the knot holding her sweat pants up. Jill's opened her hips expecting my hand to go immediately to her slit but, instead I massaged and toyed all around which aroused her even more. I could feel the heat of her sex as I explored, and suspected she was very wet which was proved true moments later when I ran two fingers along the length of her opening.
"Ohhhhhhh...." she gasped, at the sudden contact.
""Shhhh..." you'll wake our friend I said.
"I'm sorry I can't help it," she replied, giggling and turning her head to give me a deep, wet kiss.
I continued using my fingers on her, teasing and arousing with first one inside her and then two, before I removed them and began gently massaging her clit. I wanted her hot but not satisfied because, I had decided I wanted to be inside her, and didn't want her to say no.
"Sweetheart let's make love," I stated, when I thought she was ready.
"In front of him?" she replied, with surprise.
Fortunately, her response seemed to lack any real negative conviction which emboldened me to begin pushing her sweats down. Half-way to her knees, she pulled them the rest of the way off.
I rolled over to mount her when she grabbed my arm and said, "You need a condom."
"They're in the cupboard and I don't want to get up," I said, looking at her with pleading eyes.
"Okay, but you know the risks, I'm a Catholic girl and if you knock me up you have to marry me," she replied, with a huge smile.
"Done," I answered, then sunk my hard cock balls deep into her on the first thrust.
"Oh yes my love," she called out, as we started a gentle rocking motion.
Our passion was so great that both of us quickly forgot that anyone was in the room, and despite the chill, within minutes the sweat on our bodies was making a wet slapping sound, as the old springs on the bed screeched in tune. The cover had fallen down to our waists, and I looked down to see Jill's breasts doing a circular dance.
I tried very hard not to cum before Jill but, my balls were boiling and the more I tried not to the closer I got. The first shot was inside her before I was able to pull out and finish across her tummy and breasts. I was on my arms above her panting with drool coming out of my mouth before I collapsed back on top of her.
"God I love you," I said, between gasps.
"You feel so good when you're inside me," she answered, gently stroking my hair.
I knew she needed an orgasm so, after catching my breath, I rolled behind her and pulled her against me in a way that allowed me to use my hand between her legs. I started slow and kissed her neck trying to get her back into the zone she needed to be in to relax and release.
On her side with her left knee up, she was giving me complete access to her pussy and slowly her body began to respond. Building on that, I gave her clit light strokes, and when she began to shudder, I increased the intensity until she started racing forward excited and ready.
"Pinch my nipples," she suddenly blurted out, and my hand on her clit was replaced by hers.
I pinched and rolled her nipples as she masturbated, and in less than a minute her body stiffened, she exhaled hard, then slammed her legs closed and groaned loudly. Her body began experiencing short, random convulsions from the electrical aftershocks of her orgasm.
It had been a nice orgasm, and I held her firmly against me as her body slowly relaxed and her breathing returned to normal. But, as she quieted, another sound in the room became apparent; faintly at first, then louder and as it grew I realized it was close by. Now curious, I lifted onto one arm and looked around the room, and in the faint light from the bathroom spotted Liam on the floor with his pants around his knees masturbating furiously as he stared at Jill.
Looking at Jill, her eyes were transfixed on his cock, and I realized she wasn't aware that I was watching her. His cock looked to be 7" or so and fat and his balls were huge, hanging almost to the floor between his legs. The bed covers had fallen away so that Jill was partly exposed to his eyes, with his view only hindered by the angle from his position several feet below. She made no effort to cover herself, and as we both watched, his cock spit out its juices across his large hairy belly as he grunted and smiled.
I looked down at Jill and she was now looking at me, and as our eyes met, a look of panic crossed her face before she looked away and grabbed the blanket to cover her exposed body.
I put my arm around her and pulled her to me without speaking as I thought through things. Had he seen her orgasm? Hell, had she cum from watching him? This guy was middle aged, fat and hairy. What possible attraction could she have for him?
"Jill?" I asked, turning her to face me.
"I'm sorry," she said, before I could say anything else.
"What happened?" I said, our faces now inches from each other.
"What do you mean?" she replied, in a nervous voice.




"Was he watching us the whole time?" I asked.
"I don't know. I only saw him when you were playing with me," she answered.
"So, he saw you orgasm?" I continued.
"Maybe, I think so," she replied, after a pause.
I was about to ask some more question when I heard Liam moving. He got off the floor and went to the bathroom, and as he did, I felt Jill stiffen in my arms. Again, we were treated to the sounds of him peeing through the partially open door.
Liam came out soon and after clearing his throat a little too loudly lay back down. I continued to hold Jill quietly as my mind raced wondering if her guilt would bubble up but, after a few minutes when she hadn't reacted, I started to think about what had occurred, and surprisingly I was more curious than upset. In fact, I was feeling a bit aroused thinking about it happening to my normally reserved fiancé.
Everyone fell asleep and it was sometime later I awoke with a start from sounds of movements in the small apartment. It took a few moments for me to remember the circumstances and surmise that the sounds were coming from Liam. A quick look at the clock informed me that it was 5:26 PM.
"Damn, I need a drink," I heard Liam mumble, and saw his large shape, illuminated by the bathroom light, moving slowly about.
Without speaking, I slid out of bed, slipped on my boxers, and flipped on the radio, while adjusting the volume to not wake Jill. After a few minutes of storm information, the announcer informing us that there was at least another 24 hours of snow to which we both groaned.
"Shit, going to be stuck here forever," he said.
"Can't you just go back to sleep," I asked.
"Been sleeping. Now I'm damn bored," he replied and I followed his gaze to see that Jill was now awake.
"You got any booze in here?" he followed, still looking at Jill.
"It's in the cupboard to the right of the sink," Jill answered, before I could reply. She seemed to show no shame from being seen by Liam or seeing him which surprised me.
Liam opened the cupboard and fumbled with several bottles, selecting more by feel than by sight, until he withdrew a quart of Jack Daniels with about with about half left that I had planned to throw away. He found a small glass next to the sink, rinsed it, and poured a healthy amount. The alcohol had a calming effect on him, and we watched him sit down against the wall and sip his drink.
The radio crackled with repetitive information interspersed with stories on unique human interest situations being caused by the storm. The news was on a 10-15 minute cycle and we sat through four rounds and two refills of Liam's glass before I got up and turned it off.
"Am I going to have to drink alone?" Liam demanded, more than asked.
I was about to answer that we were not in the mood to drink when Jill stated, "Honey, why don't you open a bottle of wine? I could use something to drink too."
"That's the spirit," Liam exclaimed, "It will make the time go faster."
"When do you think we can get out?" Jill asked.
"Probably be a while. Whole city is going to be a mess," Liam replied, before I could.
"I never realized how irritating doing nothing could be," she replied.
"Well a drink will help pass the time. If nothing else, will help you sleep later," he told her as I moved to the counter.
With trepidation but, without speaking, I found the corkscrew and a bottle of Malbec we had purchased. I opened it and poured two glasses assuming Liam would stick with his whiskey. Jill accepted her glass and sipped from it slowly while sitting on the bed with her back against the wall. She had slipped back into her sweats and t-shirt, and you could just barely make out the points from her nipples through the fabric.
At first, everyone was mostly quiet, sipping their drinks in silence, but Liam began talking and occasionally asking questions, and before I realized it Jill and he were in a conversation.
It started out as one word questions mostly initiated by Liam but progressed to more involved discussions. Jill, always the friendly type, was asking questions about his life and family still showing no apparent shame from being watched by Liam. Liam would respond then ask her similar questions which she readily answered. For my part, I was quietly stewing, wishing this storm would end so we could rid ourselves of this loser and be on our way.
After she finished her glass, Jill excused herself to the bathroom and was gone for almost twenty minutes. The conversation died for a while until Liam decided to bring up the earlier event.
"Very beautiful woman," he suddenly stated.
"Yes," I answered, knowing he had some agenda.
"A good climax I have to say," he said.
"Shut up asshole," I demanded.
"You know that was for me, right? She was looking at my cock when she let go," he said, not heeding my statement.
"Bullshit old man. Now shut up before I throw you out," I replied, angrily.
"Hell, your one of those dumbasses that thinks all women are saints!" he said, beginning to laugh.
"I know my fiancé," I replied sternly, trying to shut him up because I was unsure about how she had behaved.
"You're such a young shit you can't understand it. It's going to fuck with your head though. Missing a big chance college boy," he replied, with an air of wisdom and confidence incongruent with his circumstances.
"What chance," I blurted out before thinking, stepping into his game.
"See what's really in her head. What turns her on. Most men married to a woman their whole lives never know it," he answered.
"And you think some old fat bastard like you can get that to happen?" I replied, intending my words to be insulting.
"Already did once wouldn't you say," he shot back.
I stopped responding, singed by his words, and a few minutes later Jill came out looking refreshed, and announced how much better she felt after cleaning up and brushing her teeth. She sat back on the bed with her back against the wall supported by several pillows, still in her sweat pants but now sporting a new t-shirt. Liam, acting the gentleman, poured her a fresh glass of wine.
After a trip to the bathroom myself, I returned to the room surprised to see that Liam had boldly seated himself on the bed near Jill's feet. Jill didn't seem to be concerned, and they continued their conversation as I sat in the chair at my desk. Jill and I were sipping our drinks slowly but Liam was hitting the whiskey hard.
"The lady needs another glass," Liam announced, slurring his words some when Jill finished her second glass.
Jill looked at me with a silly grin and held her glass, and I dutifully took it and poured another drink. Liam refilled his glass then beat me back to the bed, and got back into his spot again, relegating me to the desk chair. They picked up the conversation, which was now flowing freely and Jill, pressing him on personal details, was able to get him to explain that he was a longshoreman, had been married twice and had seven kids. He went on to say how he had started out with some buddies at a bar the previous night, and when it closed he couldn't get his car started. He stumbled down the street trying to find a cab and somehow ended up here.
"You like to play cards? Let's play some cards. Mike you got any?" Liam suddenly blurted out. I had two decks in the desk drawer but I didn't respond unsure of his intentions.
"There are some in drawer," Jill said, pointing to the desk as I tried to get her attention.
"We'll play hearts to pass the time. Mike grab them," he demanded.
I paused for a moment then opened the drawer and took out a deck. We played for about an hour with them talking and me mostly silent, lost in my thoughts, and wondering how she could be so carefree with a stranger who had seen her orgasm only a short time before. Without warning, we were dropped into pitch darkness.
"Shit. Power's out," I said, stating the obvious.
"Could be out for a long time," Liam offered, "Hope we don't lose the heat."
He was right about the heat. It was probably 55 to 60 degrees in the apartment, and without the heat there was no telling how low it might plummet. I felt around until I located the flashlight then lit a candle in the bathroom and two on the counter in the main room which provided just enough light to play then, returned to the game.
"We need a bet," Liam announced, as I sat down.
"What bet?" Jill asked, now experiencing a buzz from the wine.
"Whoever ends up with the queen of spades has to take a shot," he decided, after a pause.
Liam got up and went to the cabinet with the liquor and returned with a full bottle of tequila.
"No, that's not a good idea," I said.
"Don't be a party pooper," Liam said in his rough English, "Besides, what else do we got to do?"
"Jill has had enough already," I told him.
"Honey, I'm fine. Besides I don't plan on losing," Jill replied as Liam smiled at me. Jill was very competitive and it was not out of character for her to take on a challenge. Yet, she was not used to being around men like Liam, and I was concerned.
I just shook my head as Liam picked up the cards to deal. Fortunately, for the next three hands, Liam ended with the queen and each time took a swig from the bottle. The next time it was me and then on the fifth hand Jill had to take a shot for the first time. Liam handed her the bottle and she tipped it quickly, and with a grimace, she forced the liquor down as her body shuddered from its effect
After that, it seemed we all were equal losers. The game continued but as we drank it was hard to maintain any focus on the cards. For a while, Liam kept us distracted from our drunkenness with his non-stop chatter but, finally we reached a point that we were so smashed it no longer worked. Surprisingly, Jill was in the best shape and tried to pick up the slack but, it didn't last long before she faded and we all grew quiet.
Liam was still sitting on the end of the bed but was slowly falling over onto his side, and I was in the desk chair trying to fight the alcohol but losing. Jill after a while either grew tired or gave up and leaned her head back and closed her eyes.
I wasn't how sure long I had been out when I woke from my alcohol stupor with drool falling from my mouth and my back and shoulders sore from my position. Jill had slid down so she was sleeping comfortably in the bed and Liam was still half-on and half-off the bed, and was now fitfully snoring. Standing up slowly, I checked my watch to see it was 2:20 AM.
Grabbing Liam by the shoulder, I pulled him off the bed and onto the floor. Thankfully, he was too far gone to fight my efforts, and I was able to get him settled, kill the candles, except the one in the bathroom then slide in next to Jill. So far, the heat had somehow stayed on and the room was still at the same temperature, chilly but tolerable.
Pulling her close to me without waking her I snuggled into her neck then, unable to help myself, ran my hands over her breasts through her sweatshirt.
"Mmmmm," she purred, pushing her butt against me.
"Thought you were asleep?" I whispered.
"I was," she whispered back.
Reaching beneath the shirt, I started rolling her small nipples through my finger tips and kissed her ear, expecting her to tell me to leave her alone so she could sleep. Instead, I felt her butt move against me in an attempt to make contact and arouse my cock. God how I loved her sensitive breasts.
Jill loves to have her neck kissed so when I started on her with small gentle ones she turned her head to give me better access. After a minute or so, she tried to turn in my arms to kiss me on the lips but, I held her firm not wanting to give up my position that allowed my right hand to roam her body.
"Be still sweetie, let me play," I said to her.
Her reply was a sensual moan and I spent the next five minutes exploring her body, caressing her breasts and tummy, and pushing the sweat pant down low in the front. I could tell Jill was getting excited from her purrs and the movement of her body, and I thought maybe I would play with her pussy until she climaxed, and if I was lucky she might reciprocate.
Working my hand down, I found, as expected, a well lubricated opening. I took her leg and pulled it over mine spreading her open and then began a slow but determined toying and teasing. Jill has never been a real vocal lover so it caught me off guard when her moaning started getting loud.
"Sweetie, you might wake him up. If you don't quiet down I'm going to stop," I threatened.
"Don't stop. He won't wake," she panted and as if on cue, Liam let loose with a big snore.
Under the blanket, Jill's bottoms and thong had been worked down almost to her knees, and she was now so wet I could hear the smacking sounds of her juices, as I worked her with my fingers.
"I need to feel you." she exclaimed breaking my hold and turning to work my pants down.
"Damn woman, that wine made you horny," I giggled.
"The tequila," she replied, now acting a bit frantic with her efforts.
Soon, she had my pants down to my knees, and her head disappeared under the blanket. Jill has a natural gift when it comes to oral sex, as she has nice full lips and knows how to make it nice and juicy. When her mouth found my cock, I had to stifle my own gasp caused by the incredible feeling.
She was hunched low on her knees, with her pussy close enough to me that I could still play with it, and my tickling and teasing must have had an effect because it was only a few minutes later she turned back.
"I need you in me," she said, and in the faint candle light emanating from the bathroom, I could see a hunger in her eyes.
"He might wake up," I said, sincerely concerned about our confined situation.
"He won't wake up. He's plastered. Listen to him," she answered, as her hand stroked me. In reality, I was damn horny too, and didn't need a lot of convincing.
"Okay but be quiet," I said, half scolding.
"Okay, okay," she replied
I tried to roll on top of her but had to wait while she kicked off the sweat pant from one of her legs. She was so ready and wet I literally fell into her. The soft warmth was overpowering, and I had to moan into the pillow to dampen the sound. I went very slowly, rocking gently and savoring every millimeter of feeling as my cock entered and withdrew.
"I love you," Jill whispered.
"I love going slow and feeling you," I told her.
"I like it too darling," she answered.
We continued in our slow deliberate love making trying to keep as quiet as possible. I lifted up on my arms slightly so I could see her face, which always excites me when we make love, and saw that her eyes were shut and her lips half parted. She was holding her breathe then forcing it out in soft gasps in time with my motion.
Despite the thrill of our lovemaking, I found my mind going back to our last time, when Liam had seen her. In my experience with Jill, lovemaking was the time to find out her true feelings, as it was like a truth serum for her. In the past, it's been when I learned truly why she was mad at me or what her opinion was on something where I felt she had been evasive. It was a lousy trick in this intimate moment but, I really wanted to know.
"Sweetie, did it turn you on?" I asked her, immediately feeling bad for bringing it up.
"What, honey?" she panted, in reply.
"Him watching you and playing with himself," I explained. Jill stiffened and I thought she was going to be angry. The moments ticked by before she finally answered.
"Maybe some," She admitted.
"What does that mean?" I asked, not satisfied by her answer.
"Let it go Mike," she counseled.
"No, I want to know. I'm not mad. I'm just curious," I told her, honestly.
"It did some," she repeated.
"What does that mean?" I queried, again hoping she would answer honestly.
"It was exciting because he wanted me," she explained.
"Sweetie, all men want you," I said, still confused by her answer.
"Not watching while we are making love. Not naked. Not locked into this tiny space with us with no way out," she said, losing her breath in the process.
It was quiet as we gently rocked while I processed this information. Its times like this that you realize how different men are wired from women. Jill could have any man she wanted. Wealthy, successful, athletes...and yet this old out of shape drunkard had gotten into her head in a way that no other man had to my knowledge. Certainly part of it was the bizarre situation but still....
"Maybe he should watch again," I threw out.
There was a quick almost imperceptible gasp from her and also, even less discernible but still there, a quick spasm almost like a pulse in her pelvis.
"Not a good idea Mike," she replied
"Why not?" I pushed.
"Just not. Hush and let's make love," she answered, pulling my head back into her neck.
"I will but why not? I now needed to know.
"He's not the kind to take no," she told me, after a pause.
My only response was to kiss her passionately and tell her, "I am so in love with you."
"You better be," she replied, with a smile.
We continued on in silence for a few more minutes then, it was time for a change.
"Roll over and get on top," I told her, which happens to be one of her favorite positions.
Jill got on top and I pulled her down against my chest. She worked her hips taking me in and out but, with her now in charge of the pace. We could still hear Liam snoring away loudly with an obvious case of apnea, and there were times his breathing would stop for what seemed like a minute then, a large grunting snore would erupt.
"That's the man that turns you on," I said, trying to mock her previous admission.
"He has a big dick," she shot back. A reply like this from her was so unexpected I was speechless. Sensing my shock she whispered in my ear with a giggle, "I win."
"Hush and fuck me," I said, having no other come back.
"I need to stretch," she replied.
As she straightened up on top of me the blanket, caught under my legs, fell away and she arched backwards now fully exposed from the waist up. Both of us glanced at the same time towards Liam. Jill could see but my view was blocked by the edge of the bed, and I had to rely on his sounds to confirm he was still asleep.
"Come back to me," I said, taking her hand and pulling her to my chest.
"Leave the blanket off for a while, I'm hot," she said.
"You just want to be seen," I said, pushing my hips up now to meet her rocking.
Jill matched my thrust and we started going faster until the bed started squeaking. Nervous, we slowed until it stopped and with the silence we both realized something else at the same time - the snoring had stopped. I grabbed the blanket and quickly covered Jill up to her neck.
"Stop for a second and see if he starts snoring again," I whispered to her
It was like hiding in the bushes when playing hide and seek as a child. We were barely even breathing trying to determine if he was really awake and if we had been spotted. It didn't take long to get the answer.
"You two are like rabbits. Every time I lay down you go at it," Liam spoke, definitely still feeling the liquor. We remained quiet, neither responding at first.
"Don't pretend to be asleep. Go ahead I don't mind. In fact it will make a good show," he chuckled.
I was about to roll Jill off me when I felt her hips rock just a little. Our eyes met and I saw in her an odd look. Playful, but also needy and she opened her mouth to speak then stopped and instead pushed down hard on my cock. When I put my left hand on her ass and grabbed her breast with my right she kissed me hard on the mouth and started moving faster.
"That's it kids," Liam said.
Jill started fucking me so fast that the bed started squeaking again, and this time we ignored the sound. I was now getting caught up in the eroticism of the moment, and bizarre thoughts would fly into and out of my head. Our movements caused the blanket to fall a bit but Jill was still low, with her body close to mine and out of sight.



"Jill how's it feel?" he barked out.
Jill's body stiffened against me and she caught her breath. She gave me an odd look and opened her mouth to speak and then stopped. Then, we both heard a zipper being opened and knew Liam was pulling his cock out.
"Tell him," I told her.
She gave me a strange look staring into my eyes for a few seconds then said, "It feels really good."
"I hope Mike gets you off again. I like how you look when you cum," he answered, egging her on. Again there was no reply from Jill but some demon was now putting bizarre thought in my head.
"Show him your tits," I said into her ear.
As I whispered the command, it seemed like it came from another person standing in the corner, and this odd person wanted Jill to be seen, to be on display. Up until then, Jill was bent close to my chest, with the blanker hiding most of her and the only evidence of our lovemaking was the movements beneath the blanket, our moans and the noisy bed.
"He'll want more," Jill said, but it seemed more a statement than a warning.
"What do you want?" I asked.
"What do you want?" she quickly shot back.
For a moment I thought about the risks. I thought about just pulling her to my side and going to sleep. But, she had opened a window with the way she responded when Liam saw her climax and I had to see what else was out there.
"Show him your tits," I said again.
Jill slowly sat up straight in the bed without missing a beat on my cock, while staring at me the whole time. The blanket fell around her hip and she arched her back and tossed out her hair. I knew part of this was not my command it was her genetic need to act like a peacock - to be on display.
"Well if you're going to give a show I'll get a front row seat," Liam said, and within seconds he was sitting in the desk chair next to the bed no more than four feet away. His pants were open and he was stroking his fat cock. Jill looked over at him for just a second too long before she closed her eyes again.
"Those are damn nice tits, Jill. My first wife had ones just like those. Liked them pinched hard. You likes yours pinched?" he asked.
"Damn Mike, don't lay there having all the fun, pinch on em," he demanded after several seconds when Jill didn't respond.
For some reason, I did what he said. I had done the same thing dozens of times before when we were making love but, this time Jill started going crazy. Her mouth fell open and a long moan escaped. She started tossing her hair around and her pussy seemed to get even wetter.
I was so enjoying Jill's show that it wasn't until Liam was pulling the pants off his legs that I realized he was getting naked. His shirt was already off and when he was done he sat back in the chair. His body was completely covered in thick hair like some man-bear, and his large belly hung so low that all I could see was about 4 inches of his cock protruding from below with its fat head. Jill saw him too and tried not to look but I could see that her eyes kept going back to him.
Before long, I could see him getting antsy, and with his eyes locked onto my fiancé I feared he was going to reach out.
"Liam, stay in the chair," I told him, trying to regain some control.
"Whatever Jill wants," he replied, staring at her.
"Just stay there," I demanded.
He didn't stay still for a minute before I saw him lifting his naked body from the chair.
"Stay there," I tried to command, but he ignored my words and moved behind Jill.
From his spot, I realized he could watch her rising and falling on my cock. He was also in a position where neither Jill nor I could see him easily, which had the effect of increasing the sexual tension in the room even further.
"You are one hot woman," I heard him hiss to my fiancé, "Mike you're going to share, aren't you."
"Just watching Liam, no touching. Get back in the chair," I called out but, my demands got no response. At the same time, the feelings from Jill's pussy were too incredible to stop.
I could see Jill looking over her shoulder trying to keep an eye on Liam but from my position I could see nothing except an occasional fat thigh when he moved to the side. Suddenly, her back went stiff and she pushed her chest against my hands.
"What's wrong? What's he doing?" I asked.
"He's touching my back," Jill replied.
Leaning as far as I could to the side without losing Jill, I looked around her and saw that he was leaning forward from the end of the bed and was using his right hand to rub on her back.
"Cut it out Liam or we are going to stop," I threatened.
"Calm down. No ones being hurt," he replied, not stopping his touching.
Jill's motions on top of me were getting erratic and when I looked up her eyes were almost closed and her mouth was hanging open. She licked her lips and took her breaths in short gasps, and it was clear that the scene was making her very excited.
My God I thought, here is my girlfriend, my fiancée, the future mother of my children getting turned on by an old fat hairy dock worker. Maybe Liam was right, maybe there were some things to learn about her.
Jill stopped her movements and for a moment the room went dead quiet, and I cringed thinking this was where she was going to launch on me in a tirade about not protecting her.
"I need to go to the bathroom." She said allowing me to breathe again.
She climbed off me, and showing amazing modesty given the circumstances, got out of bed and moved swiftly to the small bathroom. As soon as the door was closed, I looked at Liam who was smiling widely with heavy alcohol affected eyes.
"Don't fuck it up Lad," he counseled. When I didn't respond he went on.
"You know what I said before. You've seen a bit now but there's more for sure. No one will ever need to know too," he said, while chuckling a bit at the end.
"This is freaking me out," I said to him. It was an honest answer but one that showed him some opportunity.
"Just get it started than let it go on its own," he replied, with his hand now fondling his large balls.
"No way," I said, shaking my head trying to find some clarity. The toilet flushed and the water started in the sink.
"Don't fuck this up or you'll always wonder. No one will ever know," Liam said again, as the door opened.
Jill left the door open and the dancing light behind her illuminated her slender, naked body as she moved the few feet to the bed. Liam gave out an admiring whistle as she stepped past him, and surprisingly he didn't try to make a grab. She sat down next to me, her legs tightly together, before I put my hands on her shoulders and pulled her onto her back in the middle of the bed and covered her with the blanket.
"Mike, you asshole," he exclaimed.
"Show's over," I replied.
At first, we lay still next to each other but there seemed to be some sensual pulsing between our bodies, and I pulled her closer to me squeezing her hard. I began to kiss her and whisper to her how beautiful she was while I thought about Liam's words. She pulled my hand to her breasts, and I began massaging them as we continued kissing.
I was truly torn. Part of me wanted to push the envelope -- to challenge Liam's view but it was frightening too. After his initial outburst he had gone quiet, and I sensed he was in the chair watching but I didn't lift my head to look.
Jill couldn't keep still. Despite Liam being only feet away her body was undulating against mine sensually.
"I'm so horny," she whispered, into my ear.
"Let him go to sleep first," I whispered back.
"Okay," she replied but, in a needy way.
Jill's hand found my dick and started squeezing and stroking it slowly. I was hoping the alcohol would overcome Liam and he would go back to sleep quickly.
"Why don't you suck on him a bit?" Liam spoke, startling us both.
"Liam, go to sleep," I demanded. Almost as soon as the words left my mouth Jill's head started down my body, stopping to kiss my nipples, and then continuing.
"Jill!" I exclaimed, truly surprised by her actions.
Jill, in her horny and inebriated state, inhaled my dick into her warm and wet mouth. She swirled her tongue around my head on each stroke which had my back arching in no time.
"Goddamn son you can't have all the fun," I heard Liam speak, which brought me back to reality.
"Go lay down and jackoff," I told him, hoping he would leave us alone.
Jill's mouth was driving me crazy and I was getting close to cumming, reaching that point where nothing else matters. I had my hands on the back of her head guiding her up and down when she suddenly tried to pull away.
"No not yet," I implored her. The more she squirmed the harder I held her head until with a sudden jerk she pulled away.
"Oh my god, Oh shit. He's licking me!" Jill exclaimed.
I looked quickly over her shoulders and saw that in moving down to suck on me her body had become positioned on the bed in such a way that her butt was near the edge. The covers were off her lower half and the top of Liam's greasy hair behind her ass was all I could see.
The first thought that flashed through my brain was how this fat old man had gotten there so deftly without causing the bed to move. That thought was quickly replaced when I saw Jill trying to use her legs to squirm away from his invading mouth. But, before she could make progress, he grabbed her ass and flipped her onto her knees.
"Mike his tongues in me," she exclaimed, looking to me for help.
I looked into her eyes for several seconds then pulled her up to kiss her. At first she turned her head but I grabbed her chin and forced the kiss and she accepted it passively.
"You're beautiful," I told her.
"Do you love me? Tell me you love me," she implored.
"I love you Jill," I said sincerely, and kissed her again.
I began to plant soft kisses on her forehead, cheeks, ears and lips all the time whispering how beautiful she was and how much I loved her. I could tell Liam's efforts were taking hold as she began to breathe in short quick breaths, struggling to be still. I had never been big on giving oral sex only doing it a few times for Jill, and I'm sure not very well. Her reactions certainly seemed more intense than I was used to, which made our kissing difficult.
At that moment, he flipped her onto her back, spread her legs and dove head first into her wet pussy. Jill grabbed my head and pulled my lips to hers and we kissed deeply as she whimpered into my mouth. We broke our kiss and I lay next to her now the complete voyeur and watched her other hand, the one that I had been holding, move down to Liam's head. His tongue played her young taut body like a musical instrument finding every chord and hitting every note. The whole time, his shaggy head and full beard filled the space between her legs never stopping, never lifting to catch his breath or look around.
I could see Jill's legs start to stiffen and her neck muscles begin to strain, and it was obvious he was taking her towards an orgasm. She had been quiet throughout, which is her nature, but as the climax approached she started getting vocal. Softly at first with soft sighs and moans that then turned louder and urgent as she pleaded.
Just when Jill was about to let go, Liam stopped. He lifted his head and I saw him smile but he made no movement for several seconds.
"Don't stop. I'm so close," Jill begged, as her hands pulled at his hair and her body writhed seeking contact with something.
Liam lifted his belly showing the full length of his fat cock with its large head. He stroked it several times while looking down at my fiancé.
"I know you want to feel this," he stated.
Jill's hip continued to move still feeling the tongue that was no longer there. This was the moment of truth and with all my power I remained silent, deciding it was Jill that needed to make the decision.
"Mike?" she whined, seeking guidance. The tension in the room was profound and my silence left her alone and vulnerable.
After several more seconds she asked again, "Mike, what do you want me to do?"
I stayed silent and despite Jill searching my face for an answer I remained expressionless. Then with a barely perceptible movement Jill's head moved up and down, and Liam immediately lifted his large, heavy body over her.
"Put it in you." I heard him tell her, and saw her hand fumbling between them.
"Ohhhhhhhh..,ohhh God yes!" Jill suddenly exhaled.
"Damn that's good." Liam pronounced at the same time, and I knew that he was inside her.
Liam body was so big that all I could see of Jill was her legs from the knees out and her arms from the shoulders out which were wrapped around his large torso, and her face was completely blocked by his large head and greasy hair. Slowly at first, then faster, his hairy ass started its back and forth motion causing the fat to ripple in waves. It looked like some wild beast was taking Jill.
"Uhhhh, uhhh.." She responded to his deep thrusts, as his heavy body and fat cock forced the air from her lungs.
"You like it?" I asked, her no longer able to be quiet.
Rather than a verbal reply, her legs rose so that her feet were touching his large ass and her hands gripped his shoulders tightly. Liam pounded into her relentlessly and the time ticked by. I had tried several times to speak with her but was unsuccessful, as her voice seemed only able to communicate, through whimpers and moans, the joy she was receiving from his cock.
Soon, the short gasps and continuous whining let us know that Liam was bringing her close. All the time, he was quiet seemingly completely focused on driving his cock deep inside Jill.
"Oh, don't stop," Jill demanded, as her legs stiffened and her hands pawed at his broad shoulders indicating she was close.
"OHHH YES, OH MY GOD YES. FUCK ME. DON'T STOP. FUCK ME GOOD." Jill wailed, as her body was consumed by a powerful orgasm.
Her legs kicked into the air and her pelvis slammed against Liam's meeting him wetly on each thrust. Her hands were pawing his shoulders and back as if searching for something and, although I couldn't see her face, there was a wailing sound from her like a hurt animal. In all our lovemaking, I had never seen her react so powerfully. Liam slowed but didn't stop and Jill's moans turned to whimpers and then I heard soft crying.
"Oh so good, so good," she cried several times.
Finally he did stop and it became quiet in the room except for their breathing, and I lay there next to her in shock from the power of their mating.
"Get off her," I said, prodding Liam on the shoulder.
"I haven't got my nut yet," He replied, and although I wanted to call him all kinds of four letter word names, I managed to stay calm wanting only to get to Jill.
Liam reluctantly rolled off her and I couldn't keep from looking between them as his large cock slid from her now gaping hole. When she was free, she looked up at me with heavy eyes, her body covered in a film of sweat.
"Do you love me?" she whispered.
"Yes, of course baby," I told her, stroking her hair.
"Make love to me," she panted, now pulling me to her.
I let her have her way and seconds later we were joined. Me, flat on my back and her on top, with her naked form on display, glistening in the flickering candle light.
She rode me fast and leaned forward to kiss me.
"I love you. Tell me you love me," she demanded.
"I love you Jill," I replied sincerely. I wasn't sure how we would deal with tonight but knew it wasn't the time for confrontation.
Liam's cock had done a number on Jill, stretching her pussy so its normal snugness was not there, and Jill's eyes were boring straight into mine as if she was searching for some sign of anger or contempt. Strangely, I didn't feel either. Rather I felt a lot of confusion but also arousal. Liam had been right after all and I was struggling to process that reality.
From nowhere, Liam appeared standing to one side of the bed alongside Jill and I could see his large cock, now wet with Jill's juices, hanging from below his belly. His big meaty and calloused hands reached out and took Jill's nipples between his fingers.
"Ohhhh...don't," Jill exclaimed, moving her shoulders to try and break free but at the same time I could feel her pussy tightening on my cock.
"Bet she's squeezing on you ain't she?" Liam asked, as if reading my mind.
My answer was to grab her hips with both hands and pull her tighter against my cock. Jill continued to stare into my eyes but now hers were glazy and her mouth was partly open.
"Fuck her good Mike then I want some more," Liam announced.
I wanted to cum badly but, for some reason, I couldn't get there as my mind was still locked into the sight and sounds of their coupling. It seemed Liam was reading my mind again.
"Let her suck on you why I do her doggie," he suggested.
"Suck on me," I said to her, my lust and curiosity now stronger than my sense.
"Mike?' Jill questioned.
"Suck on me," I said to her again.
This time without hesitation Jill dismounted and moved down and took my cock in her mouth. She tried to lie flat but Liam grabbed her by the hips and lifted her to her knees, and when he got her into position, he lifted his belly and pushed himself into her very wet pussy.
It didn't take long for me to lose her. She struggled to keep a rhythm on my cock while Liam stroked her. After several minutes she gave up and just rested her head on my stomach, drool coming from her mouth along with the whines and grunts caused by his movements. Liam's words were again coming true and taking a page from his book; I reached down and took her nipples between my fingers pinching softly and then harder.
"That's right. Keep it up. She's squeezing my cock now," he stated.
"Don't cum in her, she's not protected," I told him, suddenly remembering the situation.
"Okay man," he answered, between grunts.
Liam grabbed her hips firmly in his hands and was pulling her forcibly against him on each thrust, and Jill lifted herself onto her elbows, still straddling my body with her head slowly shaking back and forth inches from my stomach.
The couple began moaning together, almost in chorus as Liam's fat cock reigniting her passion. Jill came first. It wasn't as big as her first but I could feel her body spasm as she moaned and whimpered. Her orgasm must have set him off because soon thereafter his moves became more pronounced and his grunts louder.
"Pull out," I reminded him, but it was too late.
"Ughhhh man, damn, damn...it's fucking good. Sweet fucking pussy," he exclaimed struggling to catch his breath.
Liam stayed connected to her for a few seconds then with a plop his cock exited and he flopped back into the chair. Jill with labored movements slid up on me until her head was next to mine.
"Mike, that's first class pussy. You're a lucky man," he said, still breathing hard.
I was suddenly taken by a burning need to add my semen to Jill's pussy. Rather than respond to Liam, I flipped her over and slid my dick effortlessly into her sloppy hole. Jill's body was so limp I had to reach down and pull her legs around me.
"That's it Mike, we'll keep her filled till we get rescued," Mike laughed.
For some reason, rather than anger me, his words inspired me to fuck her harder. Unlike last time, I soon felt that familiar feeling in my balls and quickly added my cum to Liam's. Jill had regained some energy and held my shoulders with her hands as I finished but remained quiet.
After catching my breath, I rolled off and pulled her into a spoon position against me. I kissed her neck and told her I loved her but she stayed quiet. I wasn't sure whether she was upset, exhausted or both so I continued holding her tight thinking it was the best course to take.
I felt the bed move and looked up to see Liam crawling next to Jill. It seemed pointless to argue the point, so I stayed silent as he slid in next to her, and fortunately, it wasn't long before he began snoring - the alcohol and the exertions from the sex evidently taking hold.



"Are we still getting married?" Jill suddenly spoke, in a very soft whisper.
"Yes, don't worry. Just go to sleep," I said to her, pulling her tighter to me.
For some reason, I lowered my hand to her pussy and gently prodded her to spread her legs so I could feel inside. She was unbelievably wet and when my finger entered I could feel the gooey wet cocktail of mixed semen. It was very erotic to me for some strange reason and my cock hardened against Jill's butt.
"Did it turn you on?" she whispered in the same soft voice, probably inspired by my new erection.
"Yes," I answered without elaboration, knowing what she meant.
Soon thereafter I fell into a fitful sleep struggling to find a good position in the crowded bed. Later I awoke to the sound of voices speaking softly.
"Don't." I heard Jill say with a gasp. Pretending to be asleep, I could see that Jill was now close to Liam in the crowded bed. "Had he pulled her over or had she moved on her own?" I asked myself.
"You're a good fuck," he told her.
"Thanks," Jill replied softly. Normally, I would have expected that type of statement to generate a negative response from her but the tone in her voice seemed to have an element of pride.
"You ever had one this big?" Liam asked.
"No," she answered, after a short pause.
"Don't," I heard her say again, but her voice lacked conviction.
There were slow movements under the cover but I couldn't make out what was happening. They were facing each other on their sides so I assumed that Liam was trying to fondle her somewhere, and I continued to feign sleep now very curious how Jill would react and deal with the attention.
"You're wet again, baby," Liam stated, removing the question about where his hands were. Jill didn't respond and after a brief silence Liam followed, "Open your legs."
There was some more movement and then Liam said, "Yeah like that."
I heard Jill suck in her breath and then she started emitting barely audible moans. I could see Liam's shoulder moving and assumed he was working her with his fingers.
"Mmmm," the sound came from Jill, now louder.
"Feel good, baby?" he asked, and after several seconds with no answer he repeated himself.
"Yeah," She replied with lust in her voice.
"Do you want me to fuck you again?" he asked boldly.
"Suck my nipples," she demanded, and I saw Liam's head move to them.
"Ummm...uhhhh....yes," I heard Jill responding, and I could hear the sound of Liam's lips kissing and sucking.
"Let's fuck," Liam stated, again.
I had to force myself to remain quiet listening intently, very interested in how Jill would reply. I knew she was more aroused than she had ever been and wondered if she had any control at this point. Had she had enough or was there more to come I wondered? Was she worried about our future?
"Mike's asleep," she replied, not really giving an answer.
"We'll be quiet he won't wake up," Liam replied, answering what was probably her real concern.
"We can't," she answered, but again her voice lacked conviction.
"Yeah we can. He already let you once," Liam said.
"Not in bed. In the bathroom," she finally answered, after a long silence.
"Okay baby that sounds good," Liam replied, and I immediately felt the bed move as he got up. Jill was slower getting up, and clearly trying to get out without waking me. When she did, they left hand in hand leaving my eyesight as they moved towards the bathroom behind me. I heard the door creak as it was closed slowly taking away the dim candlelight. When it stopped, I turned over still feigning sleep until I could tell they were not watching. Getting up, I moved to the closed door feeling my way in the dark.
"You suck a mean cock," I heard Liam announce, just as I arrived.
I pictured Jill on her knees in front of Liam's heavy, hairy body with his fat cock sliding through her full lips. A couple minutes later Liam announced he was ready to fuck her and there was some rustling behind the door then a grunt from him and moan from Jill. The sounds started coming in rhythm and I knew he was taking her.
There was a trick to closing the door and making it stay and suddenly it creaked open about six inches causing me to freeze in panic. I fully expected to get busted when they looked out to check on me but they must have been too deep in their lust because they just kept going. The door opens facing the shower and they were not in view so I moved quietly so I could look in the crack around the hinges.
In the candlelight, I could see Liam had Jill bent over the countertop pounding her from behind. She was on her toes and his hands were cupping her breasts and pulling on her nipples. They were using the mirror to look at each other.
There was no denying that Jill was enjoying it. Her mouth was open and her eyes wild with excitement. Liam was thrusting slowly but hard and deep forcing a moan from Jill on each stroke. Liam took one hand, turned her head and kissed her sloppily on the mouth to which she passionately reciprocated. Amazingly, it was the kissing that upset me more than their sneaked sex.
"Have you ever had it this good?" he asked her the followed when she didn't reply, "Tell me."
"No, never like this," she finally answered, and he kissed her again.
"I'm going to fuck you ever hour till we get out," he said to her.
"Okay," she answered. It was a simple reply but one that communicated her complete submission to Liam.
They continued mating with Liam steadily prodding her with his words along the way, building her arousal. I saw her biting her lip to try and stay quiet, and she fell forward putting her hands on the mirror to maintain her balance but, her body began to shake and despite her efforts she couldn't hold back her moaning as another orgasm swept through her.
"I want to come in your mouth," Liam announced, after her breathing slowed.
He turned her and pushed her to her knees where Jill used her right hand to stroke him and suck on his head, concentrating on the first couple inches. Slowly, she worked more into her mouth until most of it disappeared as she bobbed her head. It wasn't long before Liam's grunts became more urgent and with a muffled roar he emptied himself inside her pretty mouth
"Damn, a good fuck and a good cocksucker!" he exclaimed.
I rushed back to the bed and got back into position but, it was quiet for a while, and I thought maybe they were going to have another round before I finally heard the movement of their return. Jill climbed in very slowly and waited for Liam to get in bed as well before she pushed herself close against me. Liam's snoring came first, and then Jill's heavy breathing indicated she was sleeping, and finally I drifted off as well.
The sound of the radio woke me and I checked to see that it was 10:23 AM. Liam was sitting in the chair listening to the latest news report covered by a blanket. I could feel a bit of a hangover but overall felt better than I had feared. Jill was still curled up next to me but I sensed she was awake as well.
"Storm's clearing," Liam announced. "But they are saying in may take a couple days to dig out."
Jill's eyes opened and she stared at me for several seconds before speaking, "Think I'll take a shower."
Her statement prodded me to notice that she reeked of sex.
"How are you feeling?" I asked as she crawled over me and shamelessly walked naked towards the bathroom.
"Little headache but, I'm okay." She said, answering about the drinking instead of the sex. I stared at her ass as she made the few steps to the bathroom.
Jill didn't bother to close the door. She started the water and waited for several minutes for it to warm before stepping into the shower. As soon as she did, Liam spoke.
"Lad, you're going to have good fun with that woman if you don't fuck it up," he counseled.
"Liam why don't you join her in the shower?" I replied to him. My suggestion brought a big smile to his face.
"Now you're getting it," he said, and headed to the shower throwing the blanket off along the way.
It had now reached a point where I wanted to determine Jill's limits. Where was she going to say no or would she?
Liam stepped in and shortly after Jill pulled the curtain back and looked at me. I was propped on an elbow and just stared back. We held each other's gaze for several seconds before she let the curtain go leaving me just a slight view. I could see Liam's hands through the steam soaping her up spending lots of time on her breasts and pussy as she leaned back against him. Then he turned her and kissed her deeply. She didn't fight him and instead her arms went around his neck and she kissed back, and I knew his big cock had completely conquered her.
They rinsed and then Liam put his hands on her shoulders and pushed her onto her knees. Her body blocked the view of his cock but I could see her head moving back and forth slowly. This went on for a few minutes until he lifted her to her feet and turned off the water. They toweled dry quickly and Liam led her back to the bed. I got up, grabbed the blanket Liam had discarded and sat in the chair as Liam positioned Jill in the center of the bed.
Rather than pushing himself into her, Liam began kissing her belly and thighs as she spread her legs open for him. His tongue danced around and teased her causing her to squirm before centering and tongue lashing her with long strokes. He used his hands to push her thighs back and began licking from her anus to her clit.
Jill grabbed his head pulling him hard against her. As far as I know she had never had her ass played with but she was clearly enjoying it. Liam lifted up long enough to instruct her to play with her nipples which she did, and I caught her eye for a few moments but when Liam pushed a finger into her pussy she arched her back and I lost her again.
Liam assaulted her pussy with his tongue and fingers until he pushed her over the edge. As she came, her hands went back to his head and she cried out loudly while her legs jerked in the air. One wave passed through which was followed by a second after that she began pulling on Liam.
"Put it in me now! I need you!" she begged.
Her language continued to surprise me but it was a huge turn on too. Liam obliged and raised himself over her then fell heavily down driving a deep moan from her. Like before, she was buried beneath his large body and I watched his big ass rise and fall as she cried out in joy. His cock in her seemed to extend her orgasm.
"Oh it's so fucking good!" She suddenly exclaimed, again, her language being so out of character.
"You tell him baby." Liam encouraged her not missing a beat, "She likes this big cock, Mike."
"Don't stop. I might cum again," She panted.
He had worked her pussy over so well that I could now hear it slurping with each stroke.
"I'm not sure I can cum again right now Mike. You might need to take over," Liam announced after several more minutes.
He took a couple more strokes then rolled off her falling on his back breathing hard. I immediately took his place and picked up where he left off but not filling her like he had.
"I love you sweetie," she whispered into my ear.
"Are you having fun?" I whispered back.
"Yes, I feel so naughty but it's exciting," she answered quickly.
"You are naughty," I replied.
"Are you angry?" she answered, her body pulling back from me.
"No baby, I like you naughty. I'm going to let him fuck you all he wants," I told her.
"Okay if it's what you want." She gasped, "I'll do it."
Liam had been quiet. Whether he couldn't hear, or chose to stay silent, I wasn't sure. I had just about forgotten about him when I felt his arm snake between Jill and me. Rising higher on my arms, I let him play with her breasts while I continued fucking her. First he just rubbed them but when he started pinching her nipples I could feel her pelvis jerk against me and her muscles tighten.
"Nothing like sharing a beautiful woman," Liam announced.
Next, he turned her head to him, and began kissing her while still plundering her nipples.
"Let's change again," Liam suggested, with clear lust in his voice.
I'm not sure why, but I went along with his suggestion and rolled off Jill with Liam right behind me taking my place. Jill didn't say a word and accepted him back into her with a deep moan. Liam got into his rhythm quickly and this time seemed to have more of a purpose. Jill's legs wrapped around him and her hands gripped his shoulders.
"Pinch her nipples like I was doing. I want to feel her squeezing," he said to me.
I moved up into position and started pinching them lightly and then harder as her moans got louder.
"Oh yeah, good feeling isn't it Mike," he said, and I knew his big cock was getting squeezed.
Jill was letting out continuous gasps and whimpers as her pussy and nipples were assaulted, and looking closely I caught her looking at Liam with passion on her face.
"It feels so good!" she exclaimed.
"I'm going to cum soon," Liam grunted.
"Do you want his cum baby?" I asked Jill, so completely aroused that I couldn't help myself.
"Yes, yes, I want it," she answered, without hesitation.
Less than ten strokes later Liam came inside her with a roar, pounding so hard against her I thought he might break the bed.
"Take it, take it all," he forced from his mouth.
"Yes, I can feel it," Jill gasped, with her eyes closed tightly.
Liam's remained on top of her with his body rigid and his breathing labored. When he finally flopped to her side, I looked down to see her pussy completely wet and still gaping open from his big cock. It was frightening and arousing at the same time. Had he launched his semen directly into her cervix? Was she right now being impregnated?
Jill made no move to cover up until she saw me staring, and then pulled enough of the blanket from underneath Liam to hide from the waist down. Liam thrashed about the bed until he was partly covered too. I went to the chair and wrapped the blanket around me and digested what was happening some more while looking at the lovers as they rested.
Jill and Liam fucked four more times until we were finally dug out a day and a half later. Liam was insatiable; I suppose realizing that getting a woman as beautiful as Jill at his age was a rare gift. Although Jill became sore from the constant sex, she never denied him, and put on her own wanton display of lust urging him with her words, using her mouth aggressively and receiving his seed inside her each time. I stayed the voyeur which seemed fine to them as neither challenged it or encouraged my participation.
Within an hour of the door being cleared, Liam was gone, stopping only long enough to give Jill a deep kiss while he held her nude body against him. The following day the roads had been cleared enough for us to head south. It was a week before Jill's body recovered enough that she was ready for any sex.
Amazingly, Jill didn't get pregnant and six months later we were married. We never really talked about those few days. Each time we tried the conversation would get stilted and difficult quickly. Before long, we had moved on with our lives and it seemed to be forgotten although, sometimes when we make love and her eyes are closed I wonder what she is thinking.
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My wife Nancy and I are from the same small town in rural Texas. We grew up together but didn't interact much as she was part of the popular crowd and I was more of a social loner. We went to the same university and during our senior year we ended up in a class together. Because of that, we started spending time together and suddenly we were dating.
Unlike Nancy who was an honor role student throughout high school, I was a real slacker. Besides sports the rest of my time was spent hanging out with several close friends and drinking beer. I barely made it into college but once there something seemed to click and I buckled down hard. The result was becoming an honors grad in engineering and a healthy slate of offers for employment.
Nancy and I graduated together then were married over the summer. At the same time, we moved to a large city where I started work for an international oil & gas company while Nancy took a job working for a non-profit organization. Coming from the country, we were a bit wowed by city life but being dual incomes with no kids left us in pretty good financial shape and we were able to make friends enjoy the social scene. Nancy's job required lots of participation in receptions and fund raising activities. As a result, she quickly honed her fashion skills and social graces. Not to say they weren't already good since she had been in one of the leading sororities in college but the job polished them off nicely. She was also able to coach me and I became more confident and outgoing as well.
I was fortunate that my hard work did not go unnoticed and after two years I was given a very rare opportunity for an expat assignment in the Middle East. It was not a great location but it was one of those opportunities you don't turn down. So, at 24 years old Nancy and I left Texas for the first time and set up house on foreign soil. It was a bit daunting at first but the company treated us exceptionally well. We had a villa with a maid and a car and driver too. Nancy couldn't work due to visa restrictions but she soon connected with other expat women, both American and other nationalities, and stayed busy. The thing she liked best to do was to plan trips within the region and Europe. We would usually go during long weekends or when traveling back and forth to Texas on annual leave. During the last four months Nancy returned to Texas to give birth to Kyle, our son.
After two years in the assignment, we were transferred to Asia. It was further from home but in a much more foreign friendly location. Nancy joined me after I had the house set-up with our newborn. I worked hard and we lived the good life. Before long, she was pregnant again and gave birth to our daughter Hannah. She had more faith in the hospitals this time so she stayed with me to deliver.
We stayed almost three years in the assignment before I was transferred to a very nice management job back in Texas. We were sad in many ways to leave but both felt it was the right time too.
Now with some savings built up and a much higher salary we were able to buy a nice house in a great neighborhood. Kyle was now three and Hannah almost two. Nancy didn't want to return to work until Hannah was five so she settled in as a housewife. Of course, now she didn't have the maid or driver so all of the work fell on her. Still, she accepted it with a positive attitude and found a woman who would come in mornings on Tuesdays and Thursdays allowing her to get out a bit for personal time.
One of her joys is working out and staying in shape. She was religious, almost driven, after she had our daughter and was down to within five pounds of her high school weight within three months. I thought she looked fantastic but she was relentless in her determination to get back to what she called "normal". It took another two months but she finally got there. Since then, she would fluctuate up a couple pounds then work back down but was always very close to "normal".
As Christmas approached, we started getting a lot of pressure from our families to spend time with them in our hometown. We weren't adverse to visiting nut wondered if there was enough to do to keep from getting bored. With our travels and experiences the hometown life seemed a distant memory. However, when Nancy let slip that I had over a month of built up vacation the pressure got any stronger. Finally, we negotiated a deal where we would arrive on December 15th, which was my birthday, and stay until the 2nd of the following year. Word spread fast among Nancy's friends as she soon was receiving calls and emails about getting together.
Like I said previously, Nancy was part of the "in crowd" in high school. She was a cheerleader and was voted most attractive. She is 5'7" tall and weighs 125 pounds with long legs and very sensitive B-cup breasts with tiny nipples. Her hair is black and she has dark brown eyes that light up when she smiles. Topping it off is full luscious lips and cute dimples in her cheeks. While I love her breasts and the way she squirms when they are played with, I think her best feature is her long legs and tight butt.
As far my looks go, I'm 5'11" with an average build. A bit balding on top too. I know I married above my station and always figured that Nancy had selected me as much for my career prospects as my looks.
The departure day came quickly and we were headed west in our SUV loaded with baby stuff and Christmas presents. Halfway there, with the kids sleeping, I let Nancy drive while I poured myself a whiskey on ice.
"Is that necessary?" Nancy asked with a look of disapproval.
"Can't help it. I'm my father's son." I replied.
"Don't get hammered before we get there." She commanded. "It's your birthday after all."
"I won't. Besides I want to find your cheerleader outfit." I told her. I had been teasing her that I always wanted to make love to her while she was in her uniform and was determined to find it.
"If you're lucky." She said with a smile.
Sex with Nancy has always been incredible although kids have a way of making things difficult. I wasn't deeply experienced when we started dating having been with only three other women but I knew she was a rare find. The most important part was that she truly enjoyed sex herself. Also, she had an active and playful mind and didn't mind when I tried things like blindfolding her or tying her up.
I had queried Nancy often about her past experience and she said I was her second. Her first was a relationship in her sophomore and junior years in college. She wouldn't go into too many specifics but piecing things together it seemed like they had spent most of the two years in bed. As far as high school. She said that some boys had gotten into her bra and a maybe someone had put his hands in her panties but nothing further. She wouldn't give specifics on names however so I was left to guess based on my memories of that time.
We hit her parents place at 4:30 PM just as the light was fading. We were staying there because they had a larger place with a small guest room over a detached garage that would provide some privacy and keep her parents from being awakened by crying children. Of course there were hugs and kisses all around but the attention was quickly focused on the kids and I was more or less pushed to the background.
"Your folks are coming at 6:00 PM." Her mom announced.
At 5:00 PM her best friend Susie arrived. After cooing over the kids, Susie and Nancy retreated to a corner and started a lively discussion. Susie was a very cute blonde. She was a bit shorter and slightly heavier than Nancy with larger breasts. In my high school days I had masturbated many times thinking about her and was for some reason pleased that she had held up well. Susie was recently divorced with one child, a seven year old boy. Nancy and Susie had stayed in contact over the years using email and Skype when we were out of the country to stay connected.
Susie left just as my parents and Nancy's sister and husband arrived. Her sister was three years older and had three kids ranging from eleven to six. She had stayed in town and married her high school sweetheart who farmed. Again, there was the round of hugs and kisses then we sat down to a nice dinner. While my parents were drinkers, Nancy's parents were good Baptists so we had nothing with dinner. I found myself thinking it was fortunate that Nancy had not followed this strict rule.
With five kids the dinner was mostly a free-for-all. Still it was enjoyable getting caught up. We finished and had my birthday cake and then Nancy's sister left followed soon by my parents.
"We're supposed to go to Susie's at 10:00 PM." My wife said to me as she finished helping her mother clean.
"Why? What about the kids." I asked.
"To visit and mom is watching the kids." She explained.
"Oh, I see." I replied not wanting to go but not wanting to be a downer either.
Nancy spent 30 minutes primping and then we were on our way. The good thing about small towns is even though it can be long distances between places no traffic lights and little traffic makes it seem very short.
When we pulled up there were at least a dozen cars parked around Susie's house.
"I thought it was just Susie?" I said.
"Just a few others." She replied getting out of the car and practically running to the door.
As we stepped inside to something of a roar, I could see that it was more than just a few. There was a full party going on. Nancy was getting hugs from everyone, male and female. I have a thing about being too close to people so I stayed on the fringe selectively shaking hands and giving nods and waves to others.
Of course I knew almost everyone there after all I had lived there for 18 years. Still, in many ways they seemed distant to me. None of them were people I would consider myself close to. I had a beer shoved in my hand, which seemed like a very good idea, and I started a discussion with two old football teammates. Neither had left town and were working in agriculture like most. We were running out of things to talk about until we hit on the local football team. I can't say I was really that interested but it did keep things moving. Along the way, another beer found its way in my hand and I worked on it.
Looking over at Nancy she had a group of six girls around her talking their heads off. Susie and Kathleen had held up pretty well but the rest were showing some miles. I wondered if it was due to kids or just laziness.
In the rest of the room, besides the two guys trying to talk to me, were ten odd other people, all drinking, three who were paired up or trying to be. Suddenly, a thought hit my head that both puzzled and distressed me. I realized that after all I had accomplished since high school and how little this group had that the same old dynamics were playing out. I was the social misfit. I might be able to travel the globe and give senior level presentations to executives but here in my home town I was a fish out of water. At the same time, I realized that Nancy had stepped back in time or never left. She was still the social butterfly able to attract and hold people attention. My realization actually made me snicker to myself which brought odd looks from the two guys.
They say knowledge is power and my clarity also brought a feeling of acceptance and relaxation. After all, why did I care what these people thought? In a couple weeks I would be back in my world. I decided then to treat it all like a game and be an active player.
Forcing my attitude to change, I feigned a sincere interest in the lives of my conversation partners. Almost immediately, they perked up like someone for the first time was showing any interest in their situation. Our more lively conversation attracted several others to join including a petite brunette whose face I recognized but whose name I couldn't place.
I expected people to want to know about our travels but instead found that this was not the case. What they wanted to talk about was their own lives and since I was ten years out of touch I provided a great opportunity to do so. I learned about kids, marriages, deaths, divorces, scandals and triumphs. I also realized how much work it is to be a conversationalist when you don't have a sincere interest. Maybe I was being cynical but I wanted to get through this visit without going crazy and this approach provided an avenue. It helped too that I was being given beer every time the bottle got half empty.
Glancing towards Nancy, I saw that the crowd of girls had dispersed and she was now with Susie and Greg Carruthers. Greg was the male Nancy equivalent in high school. A sports star and lady's man in the high school days, he had gone off to college on a football scholarship but quit after a couple years and returned to work for his father. Although a bit heavier he had more or less stayed in shape. He was also one of the guys I suspected of having spent some time fondling Nancy. While I was too far away to hear them talk, the smiles on their faces let me know they were enjoying the conversation.
"Did you and Nancy like living overseas?" The slender brunette asked.
"Yes, very much." I replied a bit startled that she had asked and still wondering who she was.
"I wish I could do that." She offered.
"It's an interesting world out there; you just have to give things a try." I said cringing at the condescending sound of my own words.
"Greg would never leave." She replied while smiling.
"Well he is in a good situation with his dad's business why should he give that up?" One of the men in the group replied to her defensively.
I inferred from the conversation that she must be Greg Carruther's wife.
"Tell me about your family." I asked her intentionally trying to make it an open ended question.
"We have three little girls." She told me.
"Oh, that's very nice." I replied.
"All cute as hell." The Greg defender added.
"Nancy hasn't changed at all. She is still so pretty." Greg's wife said.
"Yes, she is. I'm very lucky." I answered realizing it was one of the few sincere statements I had made that night.
"Oh, I think she is lucky too! She has a family and gets to see the world too. Y'all are like legends." She said.
"Thanks I guess." I said with a laugh which made the others laugh and her to blush slightly.
As the effects of the beer settled in, I was happy to let others pick up the conversation while I listened and nodded appropriately. The group had moved so I could now look across and see Susie, Greg and Nancy talking. Occasionally others would join and then leave after a few minutes.
Susie left Greg and Nancy alone while she stepped into the kitchen to pour some wine and I saw her wink at Nancy. The wink could have been for a million reasons but in my mind it gave proof positive that Nancy and Greg had a past. I wondered how far it had gone? Kissing maybe? Did he fondle her breasts? Is he the one that had touched her between her legs? Was there even more she hadn't admitted?
The conversation in the group drifted into a distant background noise as I started and contemplated the various scenarios. My skin felt flushed not from jealousy but rather from a strange curiosity. A need to know but not knowing how I would ever truly know for certain. When Nancy used her hand to flick her hair off her shoulder in an obvious sign of flirtation I felt my cock stirring in my jeans.
I had a sudden need to get some fresh air so I went out into the back yard where there was a small group smoking in the 50 degree air. I joined them in their discussion while positioning myself to keep an eye on Nancy. Susie had left them alone and for the next fifteen minutes, they kept up a conversation with lots of smiling. Several times Greg leaned down to say something to her in way that seemed intended not to be heard by others. This only fueled my suspicions. Finally, a several others joined up which stopped their apparent intimate discussion.
It wasn't long after that the crowd began thinning and when I stepped back inside and made eye contact with Nancy she nodded letting me know she was ready to leave. We said our goodbyes agreeing to get together over the next couple weeks then headed out in the car.
"I'm horny." Nancy said reaching over and rubbing my leg. It wasn't unheard of for her to do this but still it was rare.
"If you want some tonight sweetie you'll have to find your cheerleader outfit." I replied suspecting what had made her horny but not wanting to force the issue.
"I'll find it." She replied with a half-drunken grin.
"Did you have fun?" I asked fishing.
"Yes, did you?" She replied.
"It was nice catching up with some of the people." I said giving a politically correct answer.
Soon, we were at her parent's house and checking on the kids who were staying in the main house.
"Go get in bed and I'll be there soon." Nancy commanded with a wicked grin.
I went to the guest house and got undressed but stayed at the window wanting to see her strut across the yard in the cold air wearing her outfit. It seemed to take forever and just when I was about to get in bed I saw the backdoor open and Nancy step outside. She looked awesome and exactly as I remembered her in the uniform, even wearing the shoes. As she started towards the stairs I saw her stop, take her phone out and then begin to type something. She stood in the cold air exchanging messages for several minutes before she put her phone away. Of course, in my state I knew it was Greg probably sending dirty messages.
I was lying on the bed with the sheet across my waist when she opened the door.
"Beautiful." Was all I said.
Nancy started to get in bed when I stopped her.
"Do some cheers for me first." I demanded.
"No baby, I need it." She whined.
"Cheers first." I replied holding fast.
With a smile and roll of her eyes she stepped back and in good form started yelling out a cheer. It was actually impressive and I let her finish the whole thing. Again, she tried to get in bed.
"Another." I said.
This time without arguing she started her cheer but this time I got out of bed causing her to stop.
"Keep going sweetie." I told her.
When she started again I got behind her and started licking her calf which again made her stop.
"Be still." I said.
She followed my command and stayed still her legs spread about two feet as I licked up each calf, then up her thighs before pulling her skirt up to kiss her ass through the bottoms.
"Oh baby." She moaned.
Then, I stood nude behind her and put my head in the crook of her neck while my hands fondled her legs, tummy and breasts through the outfit.
"How many boys jacked off thinking about fucking you while you were wearing this?" I asked intentionally being provocative.
"Probably none." She answered as she panted.
"All of them.' I corrected her.
"You too?" she asked.
"Especially me." I replied honestly.
I kept my left hand on her breasts but snaked my right under the skirt and into her bottoms. I thought to myself how many boys and men had seen these bottoms when she did her jumps and knew that thin fabric hid a beautiful treasure. Rubbing around but not touching her slit she was quickly writhing against me trying to push against my dick.
"How many boys had their hands in here?" I asked truly wanting to know.
"None." She answered between breaths.
"Don't lie." I scolded.
"Fuck me please." She whined using a word that she almost never used.
Her use of the f word made my dick grow an extra inch but I held myself back trying to use her vulnerability to get information.
"Not until you tell me." I demanded.
"Baby don't. You're being mean." She exclaimed.
"Tell me." I repeated my hand getting closer then backing away.
"Greg." She finally said after a long silence.



I slid my hand between her legs to find her shaved pussy to be completely soaked. Two of my fingers were quickly inside her sawing hard. She used her hands to push the bottoms down to her knees then bent forward to take them off. When she tried to fall on the bed I grabbed her hips and held her up.
"Put your hands on the bed." I commanded.
Doggy style is one of Nancy's favorite positions so she quickly fell forward on her hands. I used my hand to guide my dick up and down her slit several times before plunging it inside. I don't remember her ever being so wet and her pussy was hot too.
I stroked inside her quickly, causing her to grunt each time I hit bottom until I slowed to a sustainable pace. Her pussy was making slurping noises which further intensified my desire.
"Did he fuck you?" I blurted out.
"No, no." she quickly answered.
"He fingered you?" I forced out of my mouth between strokes.
"Yes." She answered quickly.
"What else?" I asked.
"Nothing." She replied but taking too long. Nancy is a horrible liar and I can usually tell when she is.
"What else?' I demanded gritting my teeth to hold back my climax.
"He licked me." Her voice coming out like a whimper.
I couldn't hold back any longer and my dick erupted pulling the energy from my body as I filled her pussy.
"OH FUCK, OH HELL." I grunted as I lost control of my movements and fell against her back causing her to fall forward on the bed.
We lay there in silence as we caught our breaths my dick still inside. The position was too awkward to stay long so when I had regained some strength I pulled away then helped her get up on the bed still in her uniform.
"Can I take it off?" She asked with an air of guilt.
"No, not yet." I said but removed her shoes and socks.
I assumed she thought I would be mad because she had a past that until now had been kept secret. But, on the contrary, strangely I found it non-threatening and arousing.
When she was on her back, I pulled the skirt up, spread her legs and re-entered her very wet pussy with my half-hard dick.
"Ummm..." She moaned as I pushed in.
First, I was still then I began a very slow rocking motion as my dick recovered and got hard. I leaned down to kiss her lips, then her neck and then pulled the top down as far as I could kissing the tops of her breasts.
"You're so damn beautiful." I said.
"You say that because you're in love with me." She replied.
"Yes, I am." I followed.
That sequence of phrases is something we have said to each other since we became intimate and it never gets old. Saying it, I could feel her body relax. We continued to rock together enjoying the intimacy.
"Did he make you cum?" I asked after a long period of silence.
"Yes." She answered with a whisper.
"Once or more?" I asked naively and after the question was met with silence I followed. "How many times then?"
"More than once." She answered finally.
"More than ten times?" I asked as my cock got harder.
"Maybe ten." She replied.
"With his fingers or tongue?" I asked now feeling her hips pushing against me.
"Both." She replied quickly this time.
"He never came?" I asked logic telling me otherwise.
"Yes he did. Oh baby harder." She answered I think getting turned on by the conversation like I was.
"How did he cum?" I grunted pushing hard into her.
"I jacked him off." She said almost yelling.
"Where, where did his cum go?" I gasped.
"On my body." She said her hand pulling on my ass.
"Where?" I demanded.
"Everywhere." She shot back. "Yes, baby. Oh don't stop. It feels so good. He got the outside you get the inside." She grunted now very excited.
"He's the only boy to do that?" I followed my curiosity wanting to know the complete story.
"Yes, the only boy." Her answer took a little too long and the way she said the word "boy" made me suspicious. Fortunately, my previous climax allowed me to keep some control but I wasn't sure how long she would last.
"Who else?" I said sternly into her ear while pushing down hard.
"No one." She answered softly without conviction.
"Did he fuck you?" I asked bluntly trying a different tact. When she didn't answer quickly I asked again. "Did the other boy fuck you?"
"No." She replied in a voice barely audible.
Since she had admitted to Greg, I sensed this must be something more personal. Something she was more reluctant or embarrassed to share.
"Did you suck him?" I asked nibbling on her ear. "I'm not mad just tell me."
"Yes." She whined out her body slapping against mine. "I'm going to cum sweetie."
"Not yet. Did he finger and lick you." I had to know.
"Yes, yes." She replied very close now.
"Did you let him cum in your mouth?" I asked needing every detail.
"Please shut up and fuck me." She exclaimed.
"Tell me." I practically yelled at her.
"No he came on my pussy." She forced out.
"Why?" I asked.
"He made me." She immediately answered.
"Why?" I asked again.
"He wanted to..." she started to answer but stopped.
"Wanted to what?" I asked and realized I had her arms spread out sideways in a strong grip.
"Rub it." She cried.
"Rub it over you?" I asked.
"Over and in." She replied her eyes locking on mine with her admission.
"He pushed his cum inside you?" I asked now shocked.
"Yes, now that's everything. Fuck your wife." She demanded.
While I was very surprised I was also very horny now. Her admission of her hometown experiences were exciting me for some odd reason. Being together for as long as we have I knew when she passes the point of high arousal to the countdown to orgasm. She was right on the edge now and her legs began to lift into the air. My balls were starting to boil too but I wanted to make sure she got through hers first.
Her legs lifted higher and her body and breath got still. She was only seconds away now.
"WHO WAS IT?" I said loudly suddenly wanting to know before she came.
"Baby...baby..." She cried out her nails digging into my back her orgasm not backing away.
"WHO?" I demanded again.
"COACH JOHNSON." She forced out in a yell and seconds later the orgasm hit her.
"OH YES, Take it! Take it! Oh don't stop, do it harder, ughhh...ohh. It feels so good." She announced and I could feel her pussy spasm on my cock as her body involuntarily slammed against mine.
Despite my shock, I kept going afraid that any judgment on my part would permanently stop any communications between us. I remembered Coach Johnson as the student coach in his early 20s who had come to our school in the spring of our senior year.
"I'm still cumming. Keep fucking me." Nancy announced now whimpering into my neck as I felt her juices flow over my tight balls.
I lasted as long as I could before finally, with a loud grunt, I emptied myself into Nancy visualizing Coach Johnson using his fingers to push his cum into the pretty cheerleader lying naked beneath him.
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Nancy and I woke the next morning to the sound of little feet scampering up the stairs followed by rapid knocks on the door.
"Are you guys up?" her mother called from behind the locked door.
"Just a second mom," my wife quickly replied.
We pulled on some clothes and threw the cheerleader outfit into the closet before opening the door and letting the kids bolt inside. They wore big smiles which were great to see, and Nancy's mother followed them in closing the door behind her.
"Did you guys sleep well?" my wife asked.
"Yes mom and we got to watch movies too," Kyle announced.
"Your father went out and bought every Disney movie," Nancy's mother explained with a laugh.
"How fun," she said picking Hannah up, and then asked, "How about breakfast? Have y'all eaten?"
"Grandpa said he would make pancakes if you'll come down," Kyle told her.
"Oh, yummy! Why don't you guys go back down with grandma while daddy and I dress," Nancy suggested.
After only a minor fuss, the kids, with grandma close behind, turned and tromped back down the stairs to the main house. Nancy and I cleaned up, put on fresh clothes then went down to join them, and I forced myself to put aside the erotic thoughts still running through my mind from Nancy's recent admissions. Soon, we were digging into large stacks of pancakes smothered with syrup and downing strong black coffee which helped with my mild hangover.
"Grandpa said we can ride horses today," my son stated.
"Kyle, I said we could if it was okay with your mom and dad," Nancy's father corrected.
"Oh, that sounds fun. Let's do it!" my wife replied bringing squeals of delight from the kids.
Nancy is an experienced rider and wanted the kids to learn too. When talking about things to do on the visit, this one was at the top of the list. We gave Kyle and Hannah a chance to let their breakfast settle while her dad got the horses in the pen and then spent about an hour riding through some nearby pastures with my son on his own horse and Hannah with me. After the ride, the kids wanted to watch a movie, and since I was still feeling a little tired from the hangover, I decided to stay with them while Nancy did some last-minute shopping with Susie.
Besides shopping, Nancy and Susie had lunch and then sat around chatting until mid-afternoon during which time the kids and I watched two movies, ate, and napped.
"Susie told me that there is a dance at the hall tomorrow. She thinks it will be good with lots of people home for the holidays. You want to go?" she asked with a look that showed keen interest.
"Sure, why not? I'm surprised that place is still open," I replied, wondering if Greg would be there.
Still buzzing from the things she told me during our lovemaking the previous night, I realized that after our years of marriage I still had things to discover. It created some nervousness in me as well as excitement as I certainly didn't want to go through life in a stale relationship but I was unsure what, if anything, to do with the new info.
We spent the rest of the day and most of Saturday entertaining the kids and visiting with family. Kyle and Hannah were having a ball which wasn't surprising given the attention from their grandparents and the never-ending treats they received. The TV den at Nancy's parent's house became their home base, and when we weren't doing something else, they would play with their toys or watch a movie. There was also a bedroom next door, so it turned out to be much less difficult than I expected to get them to stay somewhere else other than with their mom. That night, we had an early dinner at my parent's house then came back and settled the kids down with a movie before leaving to get ready. When we came back down at 8:30 PM the kids were already asleep on the couch so we waved goodbye to her parents and quietly slipped out the door.
Nancy looked good in a jean skirt and sweater top and the smile on her face signaled that she was looking forward to the evening. The dancehall sold wine and beer along with mixers if you wanted to bring in a bottle of liquor, and since my wife didn't care for beer or low-end wine, we stopped and bought a bottle of vodka. Arriving at the hall, we could see that the parking lot was about two-thirds filled.
"Susie is saving some seats at her table for us," my wife announced as we left the SUV, and as we approached the entrance, we could hear the beat of the country band playing inside.
Both of us had been to this place many times growing up but never as a married couple, so from that standpoint it was a first. In our small town, it had served as the primary social gathering spot during our high school years and it seems it still fulfilled that function.
We paid the cover then walked inside and searched the room looking for Susie. The hall had a bandstand centered on the back wall with a dance floor in front and surrounding the floor were rows of tables three deep with folding chairs. The place was set up for functionality rather than style, but we already knew what to expect, and it didn't seem that it had changed at all in the eight odd years since we visited.
We spotted Susie waving to us from a table near the back and headed her way. The table she had staked out seated eight and besides her, there were two men and a woman. One of the men I recognized and I thought I might recall the woman but the other male was a stranger. Nancy and Susie hugged and then we were introduced to Les who was her date for the evening. I introduced myself to the other couple and learned they were Jeff and Laura. As soon as I heard their names, I connected the dots and remembered who they were from our high school days. After the introductions, I headed towards the bar to get a beer for me and some ice and tonic water for Nancy.
Over the next hour, the place filled until it became quite crowded. Nancy loves to dance and is good at it so, even though I'm average to poor and don't enjoy it much, I did my duty and went out with her twice. She was downing the gin and tonics rapidly and I had to warn her to slow down which brought an admonishment from Susie to quit being so stiff. Susie dominated the time with my wife between dances gossiping about a thousand subjects which left plenty of time to chat with her date and the other couple who all turned out to be quite friendly. At about 10:30 PM, I looked up to see Greg and his wife approaching the table.
"The party can start now," he bellowed which drew laughter from everyone but me.
My feelings toward him were conflicted. He wasn't really a bad guy. More boisterous than I liked but generally friendly, and although I found his history with Nancy to be intriguing, it made me a little jealous which caused me to think I shouldn't like him.
"Who is Greg's wife? She looks so familiar but I can't place her," I said to Nancy and Susie.
"She's Julie Nelson. She was a freshman when we were seniors," my wife's friend explained.
"David Nelson's sister?" I asked.
"Yes, that's right," my wife confirmed.
Now, I remembered her and recalled that back in our school days I had considered her very cute. After time and three kids, she was now much more mature but the way her face lit up when she smiled caught my attention as did her lovely breasts.
"Come on. I like this song," my wife said grabbing my hand and pulling me out.
I took her into my arms when we joined the throng and quickly got into the song's rhythm. After a few bars, my hand began sneaking down from her waist to her butt.
"Easy boy. Not here," she scolded me lightly pulling my hand back to her waist.
"You're no fun," I teased.
"Are you having fun?" she asked leaning back to look me in the eye.
"Yes, I'm fine sweetie," I told her truthfully.
"Don't be jealous of Greg," she said as she lowered her head into my chest making me wonder how she had read my mind.
"I'm not sweetie. I'm just interested in knowing more about you," I replied with a smirk, happy that she couldn't see it.
Over the next hour, we drank, chatted, and danced. Greg danced with all the girls but more so with Nancy than any of the others, including his wife. I paired with Julie several times, perhaps as a subconscious defensive, although she was very sweet and a joy to be with. I especially liked feeling her full breasts, larger than Nancy's, pressed against my chest. I wondered to myself how Greg had ever connected with her since they seemed to be opposites, but then I remembered my situation.
During one of my trips to the bathroom, I saw one of the few people I would actually consider a friend from my high school days and immediately went over to say hello. Danny Flores was one of my best friends growing up, and it was exciting to see him and have the opportunity to catch up. I met his wife and learned they had two kids, just like us, and that he was a high school assistant coach and teacher in the local school system. Before I knew it, we had reminisced for almost forty-five minutes. He knew that I married Nancy and it was important to me to introduce her as my wife, so I excused myself to find her. When I got back to the table, Susie informed me that Nancy was dancing with Greg again, so I had to wait until the song ended, and as they approached, I could see they were arm-in-arm with more than a casual air in their demeanor.
"Hey I saw an old friend who wants to say hello," I said to her when she arrived at our table, ignoring for the moment the Greg situation.
"Who is it?" she asked with a slur in her voice from the vodka.
"Danny Flores," I replied, hoping she would sense my enthusiasm.
"Oh, I remember him," she responded.
We walked back to Danny and his wife and spent twenty minutes chatting, as my wife, despite her tipsy condition, showed her charm which made me very proud.
"Man, you scored the hottest chick in school," Danny said while Nancy and his wife talked.
"Yes, I've been very lucky," I replied, and after reminiscing for a few more minutes a thought crossed my mind, and I asked, "Hey, you remember Coach Johnson, the student coach our senior year?"
"Yeah sure," he replied.
"Whatever happened to him?" I asked.
"He's not coaching. He works in a bank now," my friend said and then went on to explain that he was living in a smaller town about fifteen miles away.
"Really?" I said showing some curiosity.
"Yeah, sometimes he shows up here," he replied which immediately piqued my attention.
"No way. With his wife?" I asked, trying to be coy with my fishing.
"Nah, he's divorced. He comes here to try and hook up," he laughed.
"Oh, okay," I replied, suddenly worried I was acting too interested.
Shortly after, Nancy came up to me and put her arm through mine, and kissed me on the cheek. We said goodbye to Danny and his wife and walked back to our table, and as we approached, I could see Greg, with his wife at his side, staring at Nancy.
"I'm going to grab a beer," I said after mixing her a thin drink.
By the time I got back, Greg had pulled my wife onto the dance floor once more, so I walked up to Susie and Julie and joined their discussion.
"Hey, we are thinking we should go to Greg and Julie's place and party," Susie announced.
"Have you discussed it with Nancy?" I asked.
"She said it was your decision. Come on don't be a turd," Susie whined before I had a chance to reply.
"If Nancy wants to go, I'm fine," I told them
"Good," she replied enthusiastically while Julie merely smiled at her side.
With my wife out with Greg again, I felt like I needed to flex my muscles, so I took Julie by the hand and led her to the dance floor. Maybe we were all more relaxed from the drinking, but it now seemed that she was intentionally rubbing her body against mine. Suddenly, I could feel my dick stiffening, and worried she could feel it through my jeans.
"You know I had a crush on you in high school," she blurted out while looking straight into my eyes.
"Excuse me?" I said, caught off guard and stunned by her statement.
"Yes, it's true. I thought you were the strong silent type," she explained.
"Well I'm usually pretty quiet," I replied trying to laugh it off.
"I didn't mean to embarrass you," she giggled.
"You're fine...you just surprised me," I answered.
We danced the rest of the song in silence as her words forced lots of thoughts to run through my head. Since I can count on one hand all the women who have ever come on to me, I was naturally a bit skeptical about her admission which made me consider whether it was part of some plot Greg had put together to seduce my wife.
Just past midnight, we left the dance hall and headed toward Greg and Julie's house. In reality, I was in no condition to drive nor were the others, so I forced myself to stay focused during the short trip, and had to thwart several attempts by my wife to get frisky on the way.
Greg's father was one of the more successful people in town. He had ranch and farm land as well as other commercial interests. Thus, I wasn't surprised to see that Greg and Julie's house was large, well-furnished, and positioned on a nice piece of property.
"Make yourselves at home. What's everybody drinking?" Greg asked as we entered the den.
It was a nice room with a bar, a fireplace, and a big screen TV on the wall tuned to a sports station with the sound off. There were two sofas set at a right angle to each other in the middle of the room and stools in front of the bar.
After giving our orders, the girls took off with Julie to look at the rest of the house and by the time they returned, Greg had the drinks sitting on the bar along with a tequila shot for everyone.
"Need to start right," he said handing out the shots.
Nancy had never been a shot drinker, but now she was acting like a party girl and forced the liquor down causing her face to contort as she swallowed. As I looked around, I could see the others were essentially doing the same thing, which made me think about the silliness of it all. I suspected that no one wanted to do them but they were reluctant to deal with the peer pressure.
"Y'all ready to get in the hot tub?" Greg asked when everyone finished.
"What hot tub?" Susie responded.
"We had one installed in November so it would be ready for the winter," he explained.
"You dog!" she fired back.
"We don't have swimsuits," Laura stated nervously.
"Swimsuits aren't allowed after dark," Greg replied in a tone that indicated he was quite serious, and following his statement, there were several seconds of stunned silence before anyone spoke.
"I'm game," Susie announced, and then quickly followed it with, "Come on Nancy don't be a downer."
Nancy immediately looked at me with a questioning expression. I knew it was a bad idea and was worried that, in the small-town, word would get back to our parents, but for some reason all I did was shrug. Susie quickly jumped on it as a solid yes and started herding the girls out of the room.
"Come on let's go change," she said.
Greg and Les were practically beaming as the girls left the room while Jeff had a worried look. I too was nervous and disappointed in myself for not saying no, as now I was going to have to make a scene to back out. I was also surprised at how easy Nancy had joined in. She is well known for being conservative and reserved, but something about this trip home had turned her back into a teenager.
The girls reappeared about fifteen minutes later after we had killed one round of drinks and had started on another. Nancy, Susie, and Julie were in robes, but Laura was still in her clothes and had a troubled look on her face.
"Jeff, I just can't do this," she said to her husband.
"That's okay honey. We'll just go on home," he replied.
I expected their reluctance would end things and that everyone would back off the hot tub idea so they wouldn't leave, however, I couldn't have been more wrong.
"Okay, well maybe some other time," Greg said guiding them toward the door in a way that seemed quite rude.
Quickly, they were gone and the six of us stood nervously in the den wondering what to do next when Greg suggested, "Let's freshen the drinks before we go out."
I watched as he made heavy pours and when the drinks were distributed, there was another awkward silence as no one knew exactly how to get from the den to the tub. Finally, Susie's voice broke the ice.
"Well, we're naked. Y'all need to get naked too," Susie finally stated.
"Well technically you aren't naked, but I like your suggestion," Greg laughed.
"We are underneath," she answered with a giggle.
Julie was wearing a thick terry cloth robe that extended below her knees. Susie's looked like an everyday house coat and was a snug fit on her larger frame. Nancy had ended up with the sexy robe, and it made me speculate whether it occurred as part of a deliberate plan. Made of silk and short, it only reached mid-thigh, and thru the thin material, we could see a hint of her small nipples.
Greg started taking off his clothes with Les following his lead. I was the last one to start and thought we would all end up in our underwear, so I was surprised when Greg pulled his jeans down and a thick 8" cock flopped free.
"Julie, you are a lucky girl," Susie said as she stared at it.
Looking at Nancy, I saw that she too had her eyes locked on the tool, and now the jealousy I felt about their prior relationship ratcheted up tenfold. Fortunately, I managed to control my state and unlike Greg, Les and I wore boxers that drew boos from Susie.
"Let's get in that water!" Greg said loudly.
"Let us go first and get comfortable then y'all can come out," Julie suggested to her husband.
He started to say something and then stopped as I think he realized it was for the benefit of Nancy and would thwart any last-minute loss of nerve.
"Okay, girls y'all have five minutes," he replied, and giggling, they disappeared out a set of French doors as we watched.
"You done this before?' Les asked our host.
"Just with Julie. This will be breaking it in with others," he responded with a gleam of excitement in his eyes.
We fidgeted for a few minutes, mostly in silence, with our minds on the girls, and then Greg commanded, "Time's up let's go...but let's go out naked."
Les and I stripped off our boxers and I was relieved to see that he had an average dick like mine. We went out the same French doors and I could see that they opened onto a large patio that gave way to a well-maintained yard with a pool which at one end had a tub partially surrounded by low shrubs. We walked out in the cold air on a stone path watching the vapor rise from the hot water as we approached. Only light from the house provided any illumination, and when we arrived, we could see the girls were neck deep in the churning water which hid their nudity. They looked at us with big grins as we stood naked before them.
"About time," Susie said as her eyes made the rounds.
Greg immediately jumped in between his wife and Nancy and Les followed between Susie and Nancy which left me across from my wife between Julie and Susie. The water was hot, I guessed at least 100 degrees but felt good in the cold air. Realizing that Nancy so far had not exposed herself to the other men was somewhat relieving, but I had to admit it also left me a bit disappointed. Of course, I also felt disappointed that I didn't get to see the other girls naked, especially Julie.
We sipped our drinks and tried to make idle chat about the town and its people. However, talking over the bubbling water was difficult and it wasn't long before we broke into smaller conversations. I split time between the women on each side of me but when Les and Susie started kissing, I turned all my attention to Julie. Likewise, Greg and Nancy were talking between themselves and although I was interested in the conversation it was impossible to make out.



"Where are your kids? I asked our hostess.
"Don't worry they're with my parents," she replied causing us both to laugh.
I kept glancing at Nancy as it seemed like she and Greg had eased closer together, and Julie, sensing my state offered, "You know they were an item growing up."
"Yes, she told me," I replied, feeling a bit resentful.
It was one thing when it was a confidence that Nancy and I shared. But hearing it from others, even a nice person like Julie, irritated me.
"It bothers you," she stated with a concerned look.
I was just about to respond when in the corner of my eye I saw movement, and as the shapes got closer, I could see it was several people walking toward us.
"Greg, there are two guys in your backyard," I warned him.
He turned around and stared for a second then waved to them as they walked toward the tub.
"Hey, Carlos how's it going," he said casually.
"Good, man. This is my friend Javier," he replied.
Carlos and Javier were Hispanic and appeared to be in their early twenties. Javier was short and overweight with close-cropped hair while Carlos was his opposite, tall with a thin frame and sporting long dark hair and a mustache.
"Who are these guys?" I asked Julie, but she just shrugged and shook her head.
Susie and Les had quit their make-out session, so all eyes were now on the new arrivals and all ears on their conversation with Greg. Quickly, they started speaking in hushed tones so that only Greg and Nancy could hear. I wasn't at all surprised when Carlos pulled a baggie from his jacket pocket.
"Greg and his fucking pot," Julie said startling me with her expletive.
I had smoked some pot in my past and Nancy had as well. In fact, in college, we had done it quite a bit, and I recalled that it often got her horny, but we hadn't been around any for years. Greg and Carlos spoke some more then Carlos sat on a nearby bench and began rolling a joint while his buddy stared into the tub trying to get a peek at the girls. He finished quickly and lit the joint, took a quick hit then brought it to Greg.
"Thanks, amigo," he said taking it and pulling on it hard.
Exhaling and driving the smoke across the tub he turned and offered it to Nancy. I thought that she had enough alcohol and didn't need anything else so I shook my head when she looked at me. However, with a silly grin, she took a quick puff and then passed it on. As the joint made its way around, I was the only one that abstained with even Julie took a little which surprised me after her admonishment. It was gone by the time it got back to Greg.
"Roll another then you guys get in," Greg said to Carlos.
The young Hispanic man was quick to prepare the second one and then he and Javier stripped without hesitation. Javier revealed a heavy belly with just a glimpse of his dick showing and had numerous tattoos on his chest and arms. Carlos' slender body showed no tattoos, but he did have a prominent uncircumcised dick. They slipped into the hot water with Carlos settling in between Nancy and Les and Javier between Greg and Julie, and now with eight, there wasn't much spacing anymore.
Nancy took a harder pull on the second joint and as it came around, I took a small hit feeling some pressure to not be the odd one out. When it got back to Greg, it was just a small nub, and he took a quick hit and then let Nancy have the rest. The effects of the pot hit everyone fast and the group got quiet except for Greg who seemed more energized and began babbling about all kinds of random things.
After a while, I felt myself drifting and let my head fall back on the edge of the tub, and started looking at the stars but I came back when I felt Julie's leg bumping against my mine.
"Don't," I heard her say softly and I looked over to see Javier grinning at her.
I couldn't see anything happening but surmised Javier had touched her under the bubbling water and she had moved against me to try and get away. Greg was oblivious and was still babbling to Carlos across Nancy who looked totally out of it while Les had his arm around Susie who was snuggled against his chest.
"Are you okay?" I asked Julie, feeling the need to show some chivalry.
"He keeps putting his hand on my leg," she said, confirming my thoughts.
"Hey come on," I said to Javier when I caught his eye and his nod indicated that the situation was under control.
"Thanks," the lovely woman whispered.
Her body had moved so close to mine that we were now touching from knee to shoulder. It felt erotic, making my dick swell, and I considered reaching over and touching her, but each time my hand lifted, I got cold feet and stopped. We did keep our conversation going and I wanted to believe from the look in her eyes that she wanted me to reach out, but my old shyness was still there to keep me from making the move.
In between my words with Julie, I would check on Nancy, and it appeared the pot had hit her hard. She would periodically let her head fall back onto the edge of the tub, much as I did, and close her eyes. Greg and Carlos seemed to be moving closer and initially I put it down to my imagination or the pot, but each time I looked, it became more apparent until I was certain that their legs must be touching beneath the water. I watched Nancy closely for any sign of discomfort that would indicate they were taking liberties, and for a time, I didn't notice anything out of the ordinary. Indeed, in between her brief rests, she would casually chat with the men which eased my mind. Then, I noticed a change when she suddenly leaned forward and stared into the water while biting her lower lip. I was just about to speak to her when Julie started a conversation and the tone in her voice made me think she was trying to distract my attention. At the same time, Javier and Carlos started talking to each other rapidly in Spanish but my skills were too rusty to understand the conversation.
Just as I was about to get Nancy's attention, Susie and Les announced that they were hot and ready to get out, and quickly, everyone else agreed it was time. Susie showed no compunction about climbing out and showing her body which unfortunately was disappointing. However, Julie and Nancy remained in the water waiting for everyone else to leave so they could emerge discreetly.
"Oh, hell no. Y'all have to show your stuff," Susie exclaimed when she realized their intentions.
"We can stay here warm until y'all get cold," Nancy laughed at her.
"Guy's pull them out. This is silly," Susie commanded now wearing her robe.
The rest of us had grabbed towels left out by Julie and following Susie's command, Carlos and Greg grabbed Nancy by her arms and lifted her naked from the water.
"Ayyeee...oh, no. It's cold," my wife exclaimed, unsuccessfully trying to cover her body with her arms while reaching for her robe, and the four other men present all stopped and watched with smiles as she showed her beautiful body.
"I knew she shaved," Javier laughed.
Javier and Carlos started toward Julie but before they could get to her, she waved them off and stepped out on her own as she said, "Never mind, it's not that big a deal
Now it was my turn to stare. Her hips and butt were a bit larger than Nancy's but looked very feminine and sexy. She also had larger breasts that were still quite firm, and just like Nancy, she had a smooth pussy. For a moment, I jealously imagined how wonderful her body must feel wrapped around Greg during sex.
As soon as Julie had her robe on, we all moved out of the cold air and into the den where Greg hit a switch making the gas fireplace come to life.
"You guys should stay here tonight. Don't try to drive home. There's plenty of room," Greg suggested.
"Well, if that's the case we're going to bed," Susie announced as she grabbed Les and headed down the hall.
"I'll show you the room," Julie said and followed.
Greg flopped down on one end of a coach and pulled a blanket around his shoulders that had been resting across the back. Julie returned quickly and sat down next to him, still in her heavy robe leaving the rest of us standing, the men with towels around their waist and Nancy in her silk robe. Now a little wet, her small nipples were visible through the fine material, and the men all stared but it seemed trivial to fight it since they had recently seen her naked.
"Let's have a joint as a nightcap," Greg suggested.
"Oh, Greg don't you think we've had enough? It's almost 1:30 PM." Julie replied.
"Just a quick one. Will help us sleep," he answered as Carlos handed him a joint.
"We like the idea of not driving, but Julie can you show us the room to use so I can change?' I said while looking at my wife.
"Hurry back," Greg yelled after us as we followed his wife down the hall.
She showed us to a nice room with a queen-sized bed and then left, and I put on my jeans and shirt while Nancy used the bathroom.
"Are you changing?" I asked.
"My clothes are at the other end of the house. I'll find them later," she replied.
"We'll just visit for a few minutes, okay?" I asked and received her confirming nod.
When we returned to the den, Greg, Julie, and Javier were on one couch so we sat on the other with Carlos, and with everyone now present, Greg lit the fat joint, took a puff, and passed it along. Not having to drive, I took a long hit and I watched Nancy do the same. As the renewed effects of the pot hit, we stared at the TV without really watching and slowly the conversation faded until it stopped altogether.
I woke sometime later initially confused at where I was and it took several seconds to gain my bearings. The fireplace and TV were still on but I was the only person left in the den. I wondered how long I had been asleep but noticed that the same movie was still playing so maybe it hadn't been too long. Getting up, I went down the hall to the room Julie had shown us and found my wife asleep in her robe on the top of the bed.
"Nancy, wake up and get under the covers," I said to her while shaking her gently.
Without speaking she rolled far enough that I could throw the covers off then gently pulled her back into place.
"Where are your clothes?" I asked, wanting to get everything set for an early departure in the morning.
"Down the hall in a bathroom," she mumbled.
I walked out the door toward the other end of the house hoping to quickly find her clothes and then see if she had enough strength left for some lovemaking. I found an open door and looking inside, I was able to tell it was a bathroom without turning on the lights. Hoping it was the right spot, I was just about to close the door and turn on the lights when I heard a sensual moan. Freezing, I tried to determine where it had originated, and when I heard it again, I could tell it was emanating from further down the hall.
I knew it was none of my business and I should just find Nancy's clothes and leave, but I pictured Julie on her back with her legs open and it sparked my curiosity. Taking small, quiet steps I inched down the corridor hearing the sexual sounds grow louder. At the end of the hall was a door that was open about a foot, and the room had enough light filtering through the windows that I could just make out a couple, in bed, having sex. The woman had pulled her legs back towards her chest and her arms were around the head of her lover whose face lay buried in her pussy.
"Damn Greg, so lucky," I thought to myself.
But something wasn't right and it took me several more seconds to realize it wasn't Greg going down on her. I thought I might be watching Les and Susie until out of the corner of my eye I caught movement and saw Greg sitting on a love seat watching and stroking his large cock. Startled, I stepped back further into the shadows.
"Oh, yes..." I heard the woman say in a voice that I recognized as Julie's.
When I saw Julie pull long strands of hair from the man's head, I realized it was Carlos' face in her pussy. They didn't seem to be in a hurry and I watched as he licked her slowly for several minutes with my cock getting hard as I thought about how wonderful she must taste. Finally, feeling guilty, I retreated to Nancy, forgetting about the clothes.
"Are you awake?" I whispered to my wife.
"Umm hmmm..." she replied sleepily.
You won't believe what I saw," I said.
"What?" she mumbled.
"Carlos is having sex with Julie while Greg watches," I blurted out.
"You're joking?" she replied, turning to look at me and waking up fast.
"I'm serious. He's licking her," I stated.
"I want to see," she said, starting to get up.
"No, it's too dangerous. We might get caught," I replied trying to stop her.
"Come on, show me," she demanded, now awake but still a bit unsteady.
I was surprised by her eagerness as I had expected her to challenge me on why I had watched rather than wanting to see herself, and although her interest was out of character, I didn't want to discourage it.
"Okay but you have to be very quiet," I warned her.
We made our way down the hall with me giving her the quiet sign every few steps, and the look on her face made it clear she was still under the influence of the alcohol and pot. I could feel it too, and in our condition, it would be easy to stumble or giggle and give ourselves away. As we neared the room, we began to hear Julie's whimpers.
"Be careful don't let Greg see us," I whispered into her ear.
Inching the last few steps, the room finally came into view but the situation had changed. Julie was now on her hands and knees sucking on Carlos' dick while Greg took her from behind with his large tool. Julie was moaning around the cock in her mouth in time with the hard fucking her husband provided.
"Oh my God," Nancy said too loudly, making me put my finger to my lips to warn her again.
As we watched, my wife became more and more mesmerized until she was staring at the action with her mouth partially open.
"Oh, fuck me good, baby," Julie suddenly said, pulling her mouth free from Carlos' dick and turning to look at her husband.
"Yeah, hurry and finish dude. I want some pussy too," Carlos demanded.
"When I'm finished, she's all yours," he grunted.
Julie turned back to Carlos' dick and in less than a minute, Greg was grabbing his wife by her hips and pushing deep inside her until he exploded in a loud wail. Just seconds later, he stepped back, pulling his cock from her well-fucked hole, and he immediately stumbled back to the love seat and pulled a blanket over his lower body. Shortly after, Carlos stopped Julie's oral efforts, flipped her over, and pushed inside her well-prepared pussy.
"Oh man, that's good...nice and wet, man. I'm going to fuck you all night," he declared as he started moving faster.
Julie said something in response that was too faint to make out but she seemed eager to receive the Hispanic man's thrusts. Soon, the room filled with their sensual moans and the wet slapping sounds as their bodies connected.
Nancy remained fixated on the scene with her breathing now noticeably labored. I took a step behind her, opened her robe, and rolled her tight nipples as I mauled her breasts. Then, I dropped my right hand down and found her pussy to be as wet as I have ever experienced. On top of that, her tiny clit was diamond hard, ready to cut something, a condition that only occurred when she became highly aroused. I slowly pushed a finger into her opening and began to stroke her slowly, and when I added another her body was no longer able to remain still.
"Let's go to bed," I whispered to her, ready to start our fun.
"Not yet," she replied, still focused on the bed.
I kept playing with her as we watched the mating and along the way, her robe fell to her feet.
"Do you want to see her cum?" I asked, wondering what was driving her.
"Hold on," she answered, acting annoyed that I was interrupting her concentration.
Fortunately, we didn't have to wait long. First, Julie reached her peak giving out cries and moans that warned of its approach. Carlos followed just as she was coming down and grunted loudly several times as his seed escaped and then let loose with a torrent of Spanish.
As the passionate sounds turned into heavy breathing, I was able to guide Nancy back to our room and push her naked body onto the bed.
"Hurry, put it in," she demanded when my clothes were off, and with urgency, I moved to her and slid easily inside.
"Oh, yes. Now, do it!" she cried out excitedly. Indeed, her state bordered on manic, and it didn't take her long to climax, "Ohhh...ohhh...yes...yes...do it! Oh, honey do it!"
Practically screaming as the wave hit, I could feel the muscles in her vagina spasm, acting like a milking machine on my sensitive shaft. I continued to ride her through her release until her body slowly relaxed beneath me.
"I love you," I whispered in her ear while I continued to rock slowly.
"Ummm...ohhh..." she replied as she tried to stretch.
"Are you okay?" I asked.
"Oh, yes..." she replied wrapping her arms around my shoulders, and then added, "I'm floating."
"That was something else," I said.
"I know. I've never seen people doing it," she replied, not realizing that I had been referring to our lovemaking.
"Yes, it was hot," I answered wanting to see if she would talk about it.
"Very, but shocking," she answered instantly.
"What made you hot?" I asked, nuzzling my head against hers and nibbling on her ear.
"I don't know...it was just so raw...so naughty...so..." she answered after a brief hesitation.
"Yes, it was that," I acknowledged.
"Were you thinking about it being you with Julie?" she pointedly asked.
It wasn't a question I expected so I was momentarily taken aback. I certainly had those thoughts as I watched the mating couple, but I was surprised my wife would recognize it and go there.
"No, that wasn't what I was thinking," I finally said.
"What then?" she asked, and her desire for specifics surprised me.
"Just stuff," I said trying to deflect the question.
"Tell me," she demanded, stroking her fingernails on my back while I continued the gentle motion, and after I was slow to respond, she said again, "Tell me."
"I was thinking it was you on the bed instead of Julie," I blurted out, cringing at her potential reaction.
"Really?" she answered with what I felt was some excitement in her voice, and her body momentarily stiffen.
Her eyes suddenly opened, seeking a response, and I forced out, "Yeah...".
"Both of them?" she asked.
"Yeah," I replied, deciding to be provocative even though my visions hadn't been that advanced.
"I couldn't do that," she said after a pause, but it was clear that for a moment she had thought about it.
"Why not?" I prodded, intrigued that she hadn't reacted badly and wanting to see where the conversation might go.
"I'm married in case you forgot and a mother. Plus, it's a small town. People might find out," she explained with more lucidity than I expected after all we had consumed.
"Julie is a wife and a mother and lives here full time," I countered.
"Are you being serious? You want me to have sex with them?" she replied, using her hands to push me up so we were looking into each other's eyes.
"I think the idea gets you hot," I said avoiding her question.
"An idea is not actually doing it," she answered and in doing so admitted it indeed was in her head.
"Did you enjoy being naked in the tub in front of everyone?" I asked.
"Well, it was fun being...I guess...different..." she replied providing another admission.
"Did you enjoy being touched in the tub?" I followed.
It was a complete fishing question on my part as other than the closeness of the two men to her in the tub, I had not seen anything that led me to believe anything untoward had occurred. Still, there was a strange feeling in my gut.



"Tell me," I demanded like she had when there was no reply.
"How did you know?" she finally said.
"It was the look in your eyes," I lied.
"I'm sorry," she answered with a worried voice.
"Tell me about it. I'm not mad," I answered not wanting her to be reluctant to share.
"We were just so close. Then, I felt a hand on my leg," she started.
"Greg's?" I asked.
"Yes," she replied in a soft voice.
"And?" I asked, prompting her to continue.
"He ran his hand up and down my leg," she answered but I could tell there was more she was holding back.
"Did he touch you? Be honest," I demanded, now pushing a bit faster into her.
"Just my leg. He tried for more but I stopped him," she replied.
"I'm not mad. Kiss me," I said and then pulled her face to mine.
I wanted to hear all the details and wanted to make her feel comfortable enough to tell me.
"Did Carlos know?" I wondered out loud and I felt her body shudder, indicating there was more to the story, so I demanded, "Tell me."
"He put his hand on my other leg," she replied meekly.
"That's all? He didn't try to do more?" I persisted, wanting to know everything.
"No, he just stroked my thigh," she explained.
"That's naughty. Two men touching you like that. You got them worked up for Julie. No wonder they were fucking her. I bet they wanted you in that bed," I babbled struggling to control my excitement and now moving faster.
"Are you mad?" she asked as she pushed her pelvis into mine.
"No, I'm not mad. You should have let them touch you. I wish you would have," I said to her as the erotic thoughts and her hot pussy consumed my senses.
"Is that what you want?" she replied, moving with me now and gasping for breath.
"Yes! I want you to cum like Julie. I want to see you being fucked! Fucked hard like Julie. Oh shit...Oh God...damn!" I spit out as my dick erupted.
For a moment, I thought I would lose consciousness but somehow, I stayed together until I finally dropped on top of my wife's body, struggling to breathe.
Nancy, having cum shortly before, had been very excited but couldn't quite get there, and she stroked my hair with one hand while taking deep breaths as I tried to recover. The lust that had been inside me from the vision of watching Julie and hearing Nancy's admission disappeared with my climax, and now, I hoped I hadn't pushed too hard.
We stayed silent for several minutes before Nancy spoke, "I couldn't do that."
The way she said it seemed to be inviting discussion, but I chose the safe path and just said, "I know honey."
"Sweetie, get up. We better get moving. The kids will be up soon," Nancy said as she prodded my shoulder awakening me from a less than deep sleep, "I need my clothes did you get them?"
"No, they're still in the bathroom," I answered with a bad case of cotton mouth, realizing in the excitement I had forgotten to retrieve them.
"I'll go get them," she said standing up and looking around the room, "Where is the robe?"
"Oh shit," I said catching her eye and seeing worry as we both realized at the same time that we had left it on the floor in front of Greg and Julie's bedroom door.
"Hurry, go get it," she demanded now in a bit of a panic.
I quickly pulled my things on and moved across the house, but, unfortunately, when I got close to the bedroom door, there was no sign of the robe. I knew that if Julie or Greg found it, it was going to be hard to explain how it got there, and it would also be hard to make them believe we hadn't seen anything. I went to the bathroom and gathered Nancy's clothes and took them to her.
"Where's the robe?" she asked.
"It wasn't there," I told her.
"Damn. Now they'll know I was looking! They'll think I'm a pervert," she exclaimed with a worried look, and then said, "We should leave now. Before anyone wakes up."
Nancy hurriedly dressed and quietly we left the house and drove to her parents. It was just after 8:00 AM when we arrived, and we barely had time to clean up before the kids came running up the stairs. Of course, Nancy's mom asked a bunch of questions about where we had been and she explained that we had stayed at Susie's because we had been drinking.
My wife had promised to go to church with her parents and even though I'm not usually a churchgoer I went along as well to help with the kids. In the afternoon, we went to my parents and visited so it wasn't until after dinner when the kids were watching movies that we were able to catch our breath and relax. Since both of us were exhausted, as soon as the kid fell asleep, we jumped in bed, too.
"Nancy, are you awake?" I asked softly.
"Yes," she mumbled.
"I think we should stay close to home now. It's the week before Christmas and we need to spend more time with the kids and family," I said.
"I know. There are too many crazy things happening," she replied.
"Yes," I answered and then we drifted off.
For the next couple of days, we spent all our time entertaining the kids, and, in the process, we entertained our parents. Outdoor activities, baking treats, family gatherings, and last-minute shopping trips filled the days and made them go by quickly. Of course, Susie was a constant pest demanding time from Nancy which made me wonder how she kept her job since she never seemed to be at work. Nancy avoided her explaining she was busy until after Christmas which hurt Susie's feelings, but the good news was that it didn't seem that word had gotten back to Susie about the shenanigans at the house after they had gone to bed. At least not anything that had to do with Nancy and me.
On Thursday, Susie called Nancy to tell her there was a dance again at the hall the following night and the group was going to go. I heard Nancy beg off telling her friend that we had family commitments before she looked at me.
"I'm making her angry," she said.
"I know. But after Christmas maybe y'all can get together," I replied, and received an odd look.
I had purposefully steered clear of any discussions about her admissions concerning her high school days or the events at Greg and Julie's. At first, it had been easy since so much had hit me in such a short time that I needed time to process it all. Commonsense was telling me to keep it as an interesting memory and to stay clear of similar situations, especially given my crazed thoughts from the night at Greg and Julie's house. However, my rational brain was in constant battle with demons in my head that I needed to constantly beat back. These bad thoughts consisted of the erotic sights and sounds of Julie and the two men, Nancy's surreptitious touching beneath the water, and her unexpected reaction when I admitted my decadent thoughts. They joined the other suspect visions that had taken root after Nancy told me about Greg and the coach and slowly, the demons began to make progress.
The next day Susie called several times to chat with Nancy and at least once she pressed her to reconsider going to the dance. At five in the afternoon, Nancy and I, the kids, and her parents loaded up in two cars and went to my folk's place for dinner. It was a nice evening but by nine we were headed back.
"Do you want to go to the dance hall for a little while?" I asked her in a low voice the kids couldn't hear over the road noise.
I knew Nancy felt guilty about not seeing Susie and I wanted to give her the opportunity. Also, the bad thoughts were spinning in my head, demanding more fodder.
"Are you sure?" she whispered back.
I nodded as we pulled the car up to the house. The kids were exhausted from all the food and excitement and were almost asleep as we got them out of the car. I got them ready for bed while Nancy spoke to her mom and then together, we tucked them in.
"I'll be ready in fifteen minutes," Nancy said.
Of course, the fifteen turned to thirty so we didn't get to the hall until almost ten. It was just as full as the previous time indicating that, in the small town, there weren't a whole lot of options for entertainment even this close to Christmas. When we got inside, Nancy started looking around for Susie and finally spotted her and Les. We surprised them when we walked up and the excitement on Susie's face made it worth the effort, and I knew it made Nancy very happy.
"I thought you weren't coming! But I'm glad you did!" Susie exclaimed.
"Where's the rest of your compadres?" I asked after the hugs and handshakes were complete.
"Well, Jeff and Laura couldn't make it. I think they're still freaked out about the hot tub. Greg and Julie are late. I'm not sure they are going to show, actually. They were kind of so-so on coming since you guys weren't showing," she explained.
I decided to get a beer for me and a cup of wine for Nancy from the bar since it had been too late to go to the liquor store. On the way back, I almost dropped the drinks when I saw Coach Johnson talking to a couple of guys off to one side, and he looked pretty much like I remembered. A tall man with the broad shoulders and the narrow hips of a linebacker, other than a bit of a receding hairline and maybe five extra pounds, he hadn't changed.
"Damn, this trip just gets stranger all the time," I thought to myself wondering whether I should let my wife know.
A part of me had hoped we would run into him after she shared her high school fling but now, with everything else swirling around, it felt like overload, so on the way back, I decided I wouldn't say anything to Nancy.
My wife grimaced as she sipped the cheap wine, and then said, "Dance with your wife."
The band was pretty good so we stayed out for a second song, and it had just started when I saw Coach Johnson staring in our direction, and from his expression, it was clear he had spotted Nancy.
"Greg and Julie aren't going to make it but they want us to come over later," Susie informed us when we got back to the table.
I was disappointed that they weren't coming since I had decided I wanted to see more of the Greg and Nancy interaction. Also, I wanted to see Julie as her kindness coupled with her passionate response to the threesome had intrigued me. Our Christian morality teaches us that a good girl doesn't have carnal desires like that but Julie was a nice person, a beautiful woman, and a caring mother who did. Besides making her more desirous to me, it also made me wonder if my wife might harbor similar desires. I had certainly never seen them on display, but recent events had my mind churning and I considered that maybe deep inside it existed as some hard-to-define thing in all women.
We danced occasionally but mostly chatted with Susie and Les as well as others that saw us and came by. It was good to catch up on their lives and families and at least for me, it proved to be a strong validation of our decision to leave the small town behind. I made frequent beer and wine runs and always glanced at Coach Johnson as I passed and noted that several women had joined his group and the group was paying little attention to the rest of the crowd.
I was listening to Les describe the call with Jeff about the hot tub incident when Nancy whispered that she was going to the bathroom. He explained that Jeff was all for getting in but Laura was concerned about her body and refused. Jeff told him it had made Laura go on a diet which made us both laugh. We continued to discuss their situation as well as other things but after a time I noticed Nancy hadn't returned. I told Les and Susie I was going to get a beer and set off looking for my wife. It didn't take long to spot her as she was talking to Coach Johnson pretty close to the spot where I had seen him before. His friends had backed away, providing them some space, and both of them were sporting big smiles. After watching for a minute, I realized how awkward I must look so I turned and took the long way to the bar before returning to the table, and it was another ten minutes before my wife showed.
"Are you okay? I was getting worried?" I said.
"My tummy was getting queasy but I'm okay now," she replied.
It was the first time in our marriage that I was aware of where she outright lied to me and I stood speechless for a moment as I considered the ramifications.
"Well, maybe you should stop drinking," I finally said.
"I'm fine now," she repeated and picked up her cup.
Her deceit put my mind into turmoil. She knew I would recognize the man if I spotted them together which could only mean she felt the deception was worth the risk and if that was the case, did it mean something sinister had occurred? Although anxious and confused, I forced myself to let it go rationalizing it wasn't the time or place to push it. I did keep an eye on her and I couldn't see any sign that she was looking in his direction or trying to sneak away from the group. Likewise, when I went to the bathroom Coach Johnson was back talking to his friends and showed no particular interest in the part of the hall where we were sitting.
It was just past midnight when Susie asked if we wanted to go by Greg and Julie's house. I wanted to go but didn't want to appear too eager, so I looked at my wife and shrugged. She shrugged back and I sensed she wanted to go as well but wanted me to be the one to make the decision. My demons were the winners in the quick debate successfully slamming the door on any good sense I had.
"Sure, let's go," I said.
As we left the dance, I watched Nancy to see if she would try to locate Coach Johnson but she left the building with not so much as a glance in his direction, which confused me even further.
"Let's don't stay long," my wife said as we got into the SUV.
"Okay, honey," I answered.
The four of us were standing at the door when Greg answered dressed in an old robe.
"About time," he said in his typical booming voice which hinted at how much he had already consumed.
When we got to the den, Julie was also in a robe curled up at one end of the couch with Carlos, in street clothes, next to her, and the wet ends of her hair indicated that she had already been in the tub. Next to him was a petite young girl with long dark hair and cute dimples that couldn't have been more than twenty. On the other couch was another Hispanic man about Carlos' age. In good shape, he looked about the same height as Carlos but had a more developed build.
"Carlos, Ruben, and Elsa stopped by for a drink," Greg explained, and then made introductions.
While he spoke, I noticed an open bag of pot sitting on the coffee table, and based on the past event, I wondered if we had interrupted plans they had for another sexual encounter. However, no one seemed upset that we were there, and soon Greg was doing his usual thing of making very strong drinks while everyone chatted.
"Carlos was just about to fire things up if you don't mind," Greg said and I glanced at Julie who caught my look and rolled her eyes.
While she didn't seem to be thrilled by Greg's use of the drug, I noticed that she hadn't turned it down either.
"Hey, Greg. Is the tub still on? Mind if we jump in?" I asked, suddenly wanting to get Nancy naked.
"Yeah, knock yourself out," he answered.
"You guys coming?" I asked Les and Susie.
"Sure, but I want a hit first." Susie giggled.
"Okay, see you out there," I said and took Nancy by the hand intentionally not allowing her time to react. After noticing the Hispanic man staring at my wife's ass as we departed, I directed us toward the hot water, and said, "Let's hurry."
Surprisingly, Nancy seemed fine with my lead and soon we were easing into the hot water. It was colder outside than the previous night and heavier vapor clouds were rising which, along with the almost complete darkness, created a surreal setting.
"I thought you wanted us to calm down?" Nancy asked with a look of feigned annoyance, finally commenting on my action.
"It's just us sweetie," I said, taking her in my arms and kissing her hard.
That kiss led to more which progressed to me caressing her breasts which made her moan into my mouth.
"You're being bad," she said through deep breaths when we finally broke.
"Playing with my wife is bad?" I smiled back, and just then we heard the door open.
"Damn, I thought they would take longer," I said dejectedly.
I expected to see Les and Susie appear from the darkness, so I was surprised when Julie came into view. She walked up to us smiling with an arm full of towels that she set down then dropped her robe and slid into the tub across from us. I openly stared at her lovely body until it disappeared beneath the bubbling water but Nancy's pinch let me know she had followed my eyes.
"Sorry about skipping the dance," she said to us once she had settled.
"Oh, it's okay. Not a big deal," my wife replied.
"We got all relaxed in the tub. Plus, Carlos was supposed to come over much earlier," she explained.
After that, there was some general chit chat but I sensed that Julie had something on her mind, and soon she broached the subject.
"I hope you guys don't think badly of us. I mean think badly of me," she stated and through the vapor, I could see a genuine look of concern on her face.
"What do you mean?" my wife finally asked after an awkward silence, but I was certain she understood the message.
"Well, when we found the robe, you know we assumed you must have seen...stuff," she replied while looking straight at my Nancy.
"Well, umm...uhhh... Oh God, I'm so embarrassed," she finally said, looking at me with a pained expression.
She had always struggled with conflict, so I wasn't surprised she had essentially admitted to watching Julie.
"Julie, actually it was both of us, and to answer your question, we don't think badly of you at all," I said hoping to smooth things.
"Are you sure? I mean...look...I know it had to be shocking," she replied, stumbling as she sought reassurance.
"Yes, we're completely sure. Don't worry at all," Nancy answered having regained her composure.
"Yes, that's right," I followed.
"Thank you for saying that," Julie replied.
After the brief exchange, everyone became quiet. I was searching for something to talk about to change the subject, but the vision of Julie in the throes of passion made it difficult to think. Nancy spoke before I could arrive at something and her statement was surprising.
"I think it took a lot of courage," she stated.
"Really?" Julie answered looking relieved.
"Yes, most women would be too scared," my wife said.
I was surprised by her statement but wasn't about to interfere, as I was hoping the girls would continue.
"You think so?" Julie asked.
"Yes, I do. Can I ask a question? I mean...don't answer if you don't want to," Nancy said, which had me completely focused.
"Go ahead, I guess," Julie replied with a short laugh.
"Was that the only time you guys did that?" she asked.
The directness of the question stunned me as this was not like my wife at all. Typically, she goes out of her way to avoid troubling situations.
"No, it was the second. We were too messed up from the drinking and pot," Julie answered trying to justify the act.
"Greg isn't jealous?" Nancy followed.
"No not at all, he likes it," Julie replied, and I think she was happy to offer the validation.
"Wow," Nancy responded.
"I know... Now, I have a question." Julie countered, and at that moment all I wanted was to remain a silent witness to their intimate conversation.
"Okay," Nancy said nervously.
"What were you doing watching? I mean how did you lose the robe?" she asked, making me cringe as I wondered how Nancy would deal with the question.
Once more, I was surprised when she answered quickly and honestly, "It fell off while we were... playing."
"Well, then I guess you really weren't offended," Julie laughed and Nancy and I quickly joined her.



The conversation had lasted less than five minutes but my heart was racing from the subject matter and the open discussion between the women. I was hard as stone and wanted very much for them to continue as there was still a great deal more to learn. Unfortunately, we heard the door open and the sound of voices which halted our talk.
In just a few seconds, Les and Susie were standing next to the tub.
"Girl, we're going to go. We're exhausted and have stuff to do tomorrow, so we can't play all night," Susie announced.
"Okay, we're not too far behind you," Nancy replied.
About the time they reached the house, we heard more voices and just a short time later Greg, Carlos, Ruben, and Elsa arrived. None had changed and Greg dropped his robe and stood boldly naked startling Elsa who took a step back while Carlos and Ruben laughed. Finally, he stepped into the tub but remained standing as he showed off his large cock to everyone.
"Y'all going to stand there and freeze or get in?" he challenged the others.
Carlos immediately started to undress and Ruben didn't take long to follow but Elsa stood awkwardly still. The conversation between Julie and Nancy had left me very horny and realizing that Carlos and Ruben would soon be joining I made a quick decision.
"I need to hit the restroom," I said mostly to my wife, but loud enough for the others to hear as I lifted myself from the water.
"Well, thanks for being a gentleman and not peeing in the tub," Greg said bringing laughter from the group.
I grabbed a towel and then moved quickly to the house in the frigid air. My plan was pretty simple. As long as I was next to Nancy, she would present no opportunity to Greg, Carlos, or Ruben so I decided to leave while everyone was taking a position. Hopefully, when I returned, she would have some combination of these guys next to her like the other night. Of course, she might warn them off and say the spot is reserved for me, but nothing ventured, nothing gained. Besides, between her hidden conversation with Coach Johnson and her open one with Julie, I was rapidly reaching the conclusion I didn't know my wife as well as I thought.
Reaching the warm haven of the house, I did go to the bathroom but took my time and piddled around for a while before returning about ten minutes later. As I hoped, my absence had allowed the seating to change. Greg and Carlos, like the night before, had taken up positions next to Nancy and Ruben sat next to Julie. Elsa was sitting on one of the benches, still in her clothes, with Julie's robe around her for warmth as it seemed she was too shy to get naked in front of others. I slid in next to Julie on the opposite side of Ruben, and as I lowered, I could see Nancy through the vapor in a conversation with the two men who were leaning close to her. Julie gave me a big smile when I settled in and we started a casual conversation leaving Ruben mostly to himself.
Carlos fired off some rapid Spanish to Elsa who seemed to argue back before searching through his clothes on the bench and producing a fat joint. She handed it to Carlos along with a lighter and he immediately lit it. After a deep drag, he turned to Nancy and while Carlos held the joint, she took a small hit and then another after he continued to hold it in front of her. Then he passed it to Greg who took a small puff before offering it once again to Nancy who refused several times before acquiescing. By the time it got to Ruben the joint was half gone and both he and Julie took small hits but I hit it hard when my turn came as I was feeling very edgy. When I passed it back to Carlos, he made a point of sharing it with my wife who offered no protest.
Greg and Carlos seemed to be more aggressive with Nancy this time, and I wondered if it was because they knew she had watched them with Julie. Although I tried to stay focused on her through the vapor, the effects of the pot were distracting and I would sometimes catch myself not paying attention for short periods. After one episode, I realized that Greg and Carlos were now so close to Nancy that their shoulders were touching hers.
Suddenly, between Carlos and me, I looked up to see Elsa lowering herself into the water. She was nude and her hands were trying unsuccessfully to keep her private parts covered. I could see she had a young taut body with medium-sized breasts with nipples that pointed upward. As soon as she got in, she pulled on Carlos' arm but he ignored her, as it seemed he was more intent on seducing my older wife than taking advantage of this pretty young girl.
Finally, after repeated attempts, she got him to turn to her and he immediately kissed her. While they connected, I could see his arm moving and it was obvious to me he was fondling her pert breasts, and by the look on everyone's face, it was clear to them, too. When Carlos started speaking to her in Spanish, Ruben began to snicker and Elsa shook her head rapidly, but Carlos pulled on her shoulders until she was facing him with her legs straddling his waist. Suddenly, everyone was silent except Elsa who seemed to be still trying to talk him out of it.
"Nooo..." Elsa let out.
At that moment, I guessed his uncut cock had found its target. Their bodies began churning despite Elsa's pleas and I guessed he was trying to work himself completely inside her. I thought her young pussy must be a tight fit, and in the water, it would be quite the effort to get it inside.
"Oh yeah..." Carlos let out in harmony with Elsa's deep moan which indicated he was now all the way there.
They began a rocking motion which caused the water in the tub to slosh exposing Elsa's beautiful breasts with each passing wave. Other than the night watching Julie, I had never seen others having sex and now this young couple were doing it within arm's reach. Despite the weed, I was breathing hard completely consumed by the animal passion I was watching.
Julie broke my concentration when her hand grasped my dick and turning to her, I saw her staring at me with lusty eyes and a partially opened mouth. I wanted to touch her beautiful pussy but when I put my hand between her legs, I found Ruben had already claimed the prize. I left him to explore her folds while I leaned down and kissed her on the mouth. The kiss seemed to last forever and when we finally broke, my wife immediately came rushing through the fog of my sexually excited brain. Looking across the water through the cloud, I saw that both Nancy and Greg were staring directly at us, and as I watched, Greg turned and kissed her, slowly at first, and then with more passion until her arms encircled his neck.
I could feel Julie moving away from me and looking over I saw Ruben pulling her to him. It looked like he wanted her riding him like Elsa was doing to Carlos.
When Julie realized what he had in mind she said to him, "No, Ruben."
"You gave Carlos some pussy and I want some too," he replied still working her onto his lap.
"Not now," she told him before finally breaking free.
"Okay, but I want some later," he demanded.
"Ohhh..." came the sound of a female voice I recognized.
Nancy's had her head tilted back with her eyes closed as if she had just finished a kiss and the movement of Greg's arm, in time with the sighs coming from her mouth, suggested he was finger fucking my wife.
"You like this dick bitch?" Carlos yelled at Elsa as they fucked, and when she didn't reply he demanded, "Fucking tell me."
"Yes, I like it," she finally replied, but it was clear she was embarrassed to say it.
Julie had returned to stroking my dick but when we weren't kissing her eyes, like mine, were on Carlos and Elsa. She was letting Ruben play with her pussy again, and I think she was touching him as well. Greg had Nancy across him and was kissing her and playing with her body, and based on her sounds, she was very excited and enjoying his attention. Occasionally a pang of jealousy would wash through my body, but the lust I felt for Julie proved more powerful.
Without warning, Carlos stopped fucking Elsa, and I thought he may have climaxed quietly or grown tired, but it didn't take long to learn he had more sordid ideas. He lifted Elsa off him and positioned her so that she was standing on the tub seat facing outward so that her forearms were resting on the stone apron. Carlos got behind her and quickly re-entered her pussy, and now positioned mostly out of the water we watched as steam started to waft off their bodies. The Hispanic man began fucking her hard and fast, likely with a desire to finish before he got too cold, and Elsa almost immediately began emitting high-pitched squeals as a wet slapping sound started from their bodies meeting.
It was like watching a porn movie in real life. Never had I expected anything like this to occur in my life. My wife was openly staring at the fucking, and while no longer kissing Greg, his hand continued to work her body. Likewise, with Julie, while she had ceased stroking me, by her movements it seemed Ruben was still working her.
We could tell Carlos was getting close. His rhythm was getting off and he began gasping for breath. But, instead of emptying himself in Elsa's pussy, at the last second, he pulled out and fired his cum all over her mound. Shot after shot erupted and landed on her hairless pussy then began dripping slowly down her leg, all in full view.
"Oh my God!" Nancy exclaimed.
Carlos fell back into the tub and Elsa first fell to her knees remaining half out before turning and submerging the rest of her body. She kept her eyes down not looking at us despite my desire for some reason to make contact. When they stopped, it seemed the rest of us stopped too and everything became very quiet. I think partly it was due to embarrassment in how out of control we had become and partly it was because no one knew what to do next.
Elsa started to cry however Carlos showed no consideration, remaining off to one side as he regained his breath. I reached out my hand to her shoulder to comfort her but she quickly pushed it away.
"Honey, I think it's time to go," my wife said.
"Uh, okay," I replied.
My heart was racing and my emotions were all over the place but I didn't have a clue about what to do, and when I looked at Julie, she gave me a disappointed look with her puppy dog eyes that made things worse. Nancy and I climbed out of the water, grabbed towels, and walked briskly towards the house. We found our clothes and headed to the bedroom we had used before to change.
"My God, that was the wildest thing I've ever seen," I said as soon as the door closed.
"Let's do it right now," she said, stunning me.
"Okay," I responded and Nancy immediately dropped onto the bed on her back and spread her legs in the most wanton display I had ever seen from her.
"Not that way. I want you like he had her," I demanded.
Without hesitating, Nancy turned over and put her feet on the floor, and lay forward on her elbows across the bed.
"Ughhh..." she grunted as I penetrated her soaked pussy.
"You like my dick bitch?" I asked mimicking Carlos.
"Yes, I like it," she answered instantly, and it felt like I grew another inch.
Within twenty strokes I was about to cum so I had to slow down to let the urge pass. I would push it in very deep then withdraw very slowly then plunge forward again.
"Did Greg touch you?" I blurted out.
"Yes," she moaned as I pushed deep.
"Did he finger you?" I asked.
"Yes," she admitted.
"How many fingers?" I pushed as for some reason this was important to me.
"Two," she moaned.
"Did you cum?" I demanded in a louder voice.
"Nooo...you have to...make me cum," she whined.
"But you wanted to," I continued still stroking her slowly to control my sensitivity.
"Yes...come on...go faster," she begged.
"Do you want to fuck him?" I asked putting the big question in front of her.
"I want to fuck you," she replied using the word she rarely spoke.
"That's not what I asked. Tell me," I demanded.
"Do you want me to?" she replied, again evading the question which spoke volumes.
"Answer the question," I demanded.
"Do you want Julie," she shot back.
"Yes, I do. Do you want to fuck Greg?" I replied.
"Yes..." Nancy replied in a voice barely above a whisper, and when I thrust in her hard, she repeated, "Yes..."
With that, I stopped my motion and held her ass when she tried to start pushing against me. Very slowly, I pulled out my dick from her juicy opening.
"What are you doing? Are you mad?" she asked looking over her shoulder.
"No, I'm not mad," I said to her then pulled her up and held her from behind, "Let's stay."
"Stay?" she asked with a shaky voice.
"Yes," I said without explanation.
I gave her the towel and she put it on quickly so we could go back outside but when we got to the den, we realized that Greg, Carlos, and Julie had come inside. Elsa and Ruben were nowhere in sight which meant they were either still outside or had left. Julie was well-covered in her robe and the men had towels slung around their waists like mine. However, Nancy's towel barely covered her from her nipples to her pussy, which made her antsy, but after what we had been through it didn't seem like a big deal to me.
"We thought we'd have a drink," I explained.
Julie was sitting between Greg and Carlos on one of the couches and when I said we were staying she smiled and rose from her spot saying she would make the drinks. Greg had a smile on his face and Carlos looked like a hungry dog about to devour a rabbit. I wondered how he could have any energy left after fucking Elsa but remembered he was still pretty young. Nancy was still standing and looked very sexy with her damp hair and long exposed legs.
Everyone had a pretty good idea of what staying for a drink meant and when Greg patted the couch between him and Carlos, Nancy only hesitated for a second before sitting. I took a spot on the other couch and waited for Julie to come back and after handing out the glasses, she curled up next to me.
The sexual tension was so heavy no one seemed able to speak. We sat in silence sipping our drinks and occasionally, I would make eye contact with Nancy or Julie. Julie had a faint smile and a twinkle in her eyes, however, Nancy looked anxious and I expected at any moment she would declare she was ready to go.
Finally, it was Carlos of all people that got things started. He half turned to Nancy and casually put his hand on her thigh right at the edge of the towel. Her back stiffened for a moment then she relaxed making no effort to stop him. Emboldened by this move, Greg took her hand in his and used his other hand to trace from her shoulder to her hand with his fingertips. They went slow, taking their time in getting her worked up and after a few minutes, Carlos began tickling the inside of her thigh, slowly rising higher until it disappeared under the towel. Greg started kissing her shoulder and neck, and between the two of them, they turned her into an excited, squirming mess. Along the way, Julie got closer to me and began running her hand first over my chest and then under the towel until she was tickling the head of my cock.
"Are you sure you can take it?" she whispered sensually into my ear.
"Take what?" I asked naively.
"Her response," she explained.
"I think so..." I replied suddenly catching her meaning.
"She will be begging for it," she stated, and her words made my dick jump as her fingernails tickled me.
"Ohhh..." I heard Nancy moan and looking over I saw that Greg had pulled the towel free so that it was no longer tucked in.
Seconds later he pulled the towel open exposing her completely. Greg's head dropped to her small nipples and began licking and sucking them while Carlos stroked along the sides of her pussy before finally slipping a finger into her wet slit.
"Oh my God," she said through clenched teeth and then looked over at me for a sign of rescue.
Our eyes locked and we stared at each other as time seemed to stop. Finally, I nodded to her and almost instantly she spread her legs to give Carlos complete access.
"This pussy is wet and ready," the Hispanic man declared seconds later as we watched his finger disappear.
"Use our room," Julie said to Greg.
Immediately, Greg stood and lifted Nancy to her feet leaving her cover behind. I sat and watched as she walked naked between Greg in his robe and Carlos still wearing his towel.
"Do you want to watch?" Julie asked as soon as they disappeared.
"Yeah," I replied in a forced voice.
"Let's give them a second," she suggested and then turned to kiss me.
Julie and I kissed and fondled each other and I finally got to feel her lovely breasts and slip my fingers into her soft pussy. It was all I could do to stop so that we could watch Nancy, and when we got to the room, we saw that Greg and Carlos had Nancy spread out across the bed. Our host was kissing her mouth, neck, and nipples and Carlos had his face buried between her legs using his hands to lift and separate her thighs. When Greg wasn't kissing her there was a constant stream of moans coming from her lips.
"Carlos loves to lick and he's very good at it," Julie whispered.
I would go down on Nancy on occasion but I couldn't say it was something that I enjoyed. We landed on the love seat Greg had collapsed in the previous night and watched the action on the bed from just a few feet away. Julie's hand quickly went to my dick and it wasn't long before I was so close to cumming that I had to stop her. I alternated between her breasts and pussy as I watched my wife, but distracted, I didn't provide the attention she deserved, and fortunately, the lovely woman understood the dynamic.
"Ahhh..." my wife let loose with a particular vocal response while her hands went to the back of Carlos' head.
It reminded me of watching Julie in the same position and I thought about how fortunate the Hispanic was to be able to explore the bodies of two beautiful married women. Greg moved so that he was on his knees next to Nancy's head and then placed his large cock on her lips until she opened her mouth and took the head between her lips. She turned to let more enter and Greg started rocking his hips gently so that he was essentially fucking her mouth. With it full, the predominant sound that emerged was the slurping of Carlos' tongue on her sloppy pussy.
From her movements, I sensed my wife was getting close, and Greg must have felt it too because he climbed from the bed. With her mouth now empty, the room was once more filled with the sounds of her arousal. I had never seen her so excited and then I realized I had felt the same way multiple times since our visit which made me stop and think. However, watching her writhing body as she rode Carlo's tongue and listening to her heavy moans and gasps soon returned me to the moment.
Greg tapped Carlos on the shoulder and after a few seconds, he backed away which brought a whining plea from Nancy and made her open her eyes to see what had stopped her pleasure. As we all watched, Greg climbed onto the bed, positioned himself between her legs, and then moved forward until the head of his large cock was at her entrance. I could see him reach between them and I knew he was positioning for penetration.
"Fuck her good man," Carlos spoke out in encouragement, and rather than make me angry I found it strangely appropriate.
"Ohhhh...Ohhhh..." Nancy spat out in rapid succession as his hips fell, and at the same time, she spread her legs wide. I watched his hips rise slowly and when they dropped again, he forced my wife to call out, "Oh God!"
"Once more and I'll be all the way in," he grunted in response.
"Ughhhh...ugghhhh...ohhh...ohhh...uhhh..." she gasped as he made the final journey into her.
Nancy's breathing started coming so fast I was afraid she might hyperventilate as Greg ground his hips exploring the depths of her pussy. It was an intense and bizarre feeling to watch my wife beneath another man and I realized I had tunnel vision as I took in their mating, oblivious to everything else. Part of my brain was screaming to stop the insanity but the demons were louder, whispering to me how wild and erotic it was and how much she really wanted it. I suspected that deep in her mind where she stored her secret fantasies, she had thought about sex with Greg. At least that's what the little voices told me.



Now fully inserted, Greg started moving and we watched his ass lift and then fall slowly back down. Nancy had collected herself and was no longer on the verge of panic. Instead, she now emitting soft pants and moans that became louder as their coupling progressed. For a moment, my concentration went to Carlos who was standing behind the bed watching Greg's cock slide into my wife while he played with his dick. I knew if I was able to see his face it would likely show anxiousness as he stood ready for his turn.
"She'll be okay," Julie whispered to me sensing I needed some reassurance.
My dick was still too sensitive to touch so Julie was stroking my leg. However, despite her luscious and willing body sitting right next to me, I couldn't pull my attention away from my wife.
Greg's large body hid most of Nancy, and only her legs from the knee down and her arms were visible. While her arms were wrapped tightly around her lover's shoulders, her legs were spread widely and hung in the air several feet off the bed. Suddenly, Greg started going faster, and now, with each thrust, he forced a loud grunt from my wife.
"Fuck her good man," Carlos offered in encouragement as he stroked his cock.
Just then, there was a shadow at the door, and looking over I saw Ruben coming in wearing a robe tied loosely around his waist. He was smiling and watching the bed as he drifted slowly to the loveseat where we sat on flopped down on the other side of Julie. I didn't want him there but didn't want to upset things by telling him to leave, and within seconds he started pawing at Julie.
"Not now," Julie scolded him in a low voice when he tried to kiss her.
He quit trying to kiss her but continued to explore her body with his hands, touching her breasts and trying to push his hand between her legs. The fidgeting she was doing to fend off his advances distracted me and I shot them an annoyed glance. The hurt expression on her face made me feel bad as I really liked Julie and wanted her badly, but at the moment, I felt mesmerized by the sight in front of me. Their movements stopped and I heard whispering that I couldn't make out but soon they stood and walked out of the bedroom together.
"Turn her over so she can suck me," Carlos said to Greg drawing my attention back to the bed.
Fortunately, Greg ignored his request and concentrated on fucking my wife who I sensed was getting close. She now had one hand on Greg's shoulder and the other on his lower back with her legs high in the typical position she moves to when she is about to experience an orgasm. I could hear Greg saying something to her that I couldn't make out but the effect was swift. Nancy moved her hands to his ass and started pulling him into her.
"Go...don't stop," I heard her say in a low voice between moans, and seconds later she repeated the plea even louder, "Don't stop."
Then, they began talking in whispers that soon ended when Nancy cried out, "Yes...oh yes...fuck me!"
"Get her off man," Carlos added.
Greg was pounding her hard and we could hear the wet slapping of their joining bodies when she exploded.
"Oh...oh God...now...do it...oh yes...oh please...please!" Nancy exclaimed with a wild passion. She writhed and struggled to catch her breath and then suddenly she started chanting, "It's so good...so good...so good..."
My dick started drooling cum which ran down my shaft and over my balls while Greg fucked her through her orgasm keeping a steady pace as she whined, moaned, and pulled on his ass to drive his cock deeper. Then, her climax started to ebb and as her sounds faded, Greg slowed his movements until he was still. There was more talk between the lovers that I couldn't hear but Carlos was antsy and broke their connection.
"Come on dude. Turn her over," he demanded again.
This time, Greg didn't ignore his request. He pulled out causing her to sigh from the loss and then gently prodded her to turn until she was lying face down on the bed. He crawled between her outstretched legs pushing them further apart and then pulled her by the hips until she was on her knees and elbows presenting her beautiful ass to him. When Carlos tried to move in, Greg put up a hand warning him back and took his large wet cock in his hand, and slowly fed it into her dilated hole.
"Oh, yes...yes..." Nancy sighed when she felt him return.
The large man started rocking into her and after he got going, he nodded to Carlos who slid onto the bed with his back against the headboard. Nancy was on her elbows with her head down moaning in time to Greg's thrusts, and Carlos lifted his right leg over her and settled into position. She seemed to be in such ecstasy from the fucking that she was oblivious to the Hispanic man's intent until he started rubbing his uncut cock against the top of her head.
"Greg?" she responded in a worried voice when she looked up and saw his cock and hairy balls in front of her.
However, when she lifted to speak, Carlos scooted down so that his groin was beneath her face and Greg shattered any illusions about the encounter being anything more than raw sex when he commanded, "Suck him."
Nancy is pretty good at oral sex although it was something she did more as a special treat than a matter of course. Thus, I was surprised when she accepted Greg's command, took Carlos' cock in her hand, and guided the shiny head into her mouth. It made me wonder if she was remembering my thoughts when we made love after watching Julie, Greg, and Carlos or if she was enjoying the submission.
"Oh, baby that's good. Suck my dick," he said to her as he pushed his hips forward. Seconds later, Carlos' eyes found mine and he declared, "Your wife is good."
I watched as her head bobbed up and down while Greg plowed her from behind. It was all crazy and I couldn't believe my wife was in the middle of a threesome while I sat close by with a hard dick. Greg leaned forward, not losing his rhythm, and started fondling her breasts before focusing his attention on her small nipples. Soon, he began pinching them hard making her back arch and forcing whines from her mouth despite the cock.
Somehow, they managed to settle into a decent rhythm and for the next few minutes, I watched as they moved in a synchronized fashion with each emitting sounds of pleasure. Carlos was the first to near a peak, and as his breathing became more labored, he moved both hands to her head to provide guidance. Then, the movement of his hips became more pronounced and he pulled her head closer as a series of loud grunts announced he had cum in her mouth. Nancy had no choice but to swallow his cum and when he finally pulled away, he left her gasping for air.
Watching Carlos' release must have excited Greg because I could see a new sense of urgency in his movements followed soon by the tell-tale sign of an impending climax. He started losing control of his motions and then, with a roar, he emptied his balls filling my wife with strange semen for the first time since we married.
"Goddamn...Goddamn!" he grunted, pushing his cock deep into her before finally releasing his grip and falling with her next to Carlos.
The room became silent except for their heavy breathing and I stared at their entwined bodies for several minutes before standing and walking out.
Now, I had a burning need to have Julie and went searching. Expecting her to be in the den, I made my way there only to find Elsa asleep on a couch with her clothes on. From there, I walked back down the hall to the bedroom that Susie and Les had used and tried to open the door quietly.
"Get the fuck out of here," I heard a male voice yell from the darkness.
I backed out and closed the door as a vision of Julie beneath Ruben as he rode her lovely body filled my head. I felt embarrassed for intruding but also deeply disappointed that Julie had given herself to him, and returning to the master bedroom where I had left my wife, I got another surprise. Carlos had already recovered and was fucking my wife hard while he held her hands behind her head and talked dirty to her. I had never done this before and wouldn't have known what to expect. Her response to Carlos' words indicated that it was turning her on.
"Bitch likes to fuck, don't you?" he spat out loudly making me flash in anger before accepting she had given herself to him.
"Yesss..." she answered softly as she drew out the word seductively.
"Squeeze my dick with your pussy," Carlos demanded and seconds later followed with, "Yeah like that. Do it more...don't stop."
Greg, laying on his side, watched them fuck while he stroked his half-hard cock, and I stood at the foot of the bed dumbfounded but also very aroused as she succumbed to her most basic animal passion.
"Ummm...ohhh..." she suddenly blurted out.
"Feel good baby?" he asked.
"Yesss..." she answered in the same lust-filled voice.
"Your husband's back. Tell him how much you like to fuck," he challenged her and I started to intervene but stopped, curious whether she would answer.
His words made her look around his body and we made eye contact. The sight of me standing there naked with a raging erection must have triggered something.
"I like it," she answered.
"Like it? Goddamn baby you love it," he forced out between his labored breaths.
Whether it was from Greg's cum in her or her excitement, we could hear how wet she was with each stoke from Carlos. He bent down and started kissing and licking her neck before moving to her breasts which brought a fresh wave of excited sounds from her. When he pulled back, he began talking again, this time even raunchier.
"Do you like it in the ass?" he asked.
"No!" she gave a quick and emphatic reply.
"Where do you want my cum?" he asked, and when she didn't answer he followed, "In your mouth or pussy? Somewhere else?"
"Just don't stop," she answered.
"You want my baby juice in your sweet pussy?" he prodded, obviously enjoying the discomfort he was causing with his pointed questions.
"Yes, cum in me," she replied in a husky, aroused voice that made my dick grow harder.
Carlos started moving with more purpose and I could see Greg too was getting excited. He was now stroking his erect cock faster as he took in the spectacle.
"Fucking slut wants more cum, don't you?" Carlos announced and my body stiffened with the intent to pull him off her and beat his ass, but Greg shook his head at me quickly which made me hesitate. Seconds later the Hispanic man added, "I knew we were going to fuck her when she let us play with her pussy last time."
His words sent me spinning, as I suddenly learned that she had let them touch her and then hid the truth.
"Yes, give it to me," Nancy replied almost instantly, which brought me back to the moment.
Carlos, still holding her hands above her head, leaned forward and pushed his lips against hers. Surprisingly, she accepted him and they kissed passionately like lovers for a long time before they finally broke.
"Ready for it?" he asked again trying to catch his breath after the kiss.
"Yes," she forced out through her groans as they built together.
"It's coming. I'm going to knock your pussy up," he told her on the verge of losing control.
"Don't stop!" she demanded as her breathing became erratic.
"You want my baby juice?" he asked again.
"Yes, don't fucking stop!" Nancy screamed as another orgasm hit and her body convulsed.
Carlos rode her like a bucking bronco as he released his seed into her now well-used pussy. I knew Nancy was on the pill and there was absolutely no way she could get pregnant. Still, it was incredible to hear her respond to talk of being impregnated. Somehow, I had made it through without ejaculating but looking at Greg I saw he had shot his load across the sheet with just a little splatter landing on my wife's side.
The Hispanic man continued to lay on top of her with his spent body molded to hers and his head in the crook of her neck. I wanted him off so that I could go to her but he showed no signs of disengaging. Finally, I walked to the side of the bed and tapped him on the shoulder. At first, he didn't move and I had to do it twice more before he lifted himself off, and rolled to her side. My wife's body was now on complete display and she looked a wreck. Sweat covered her entire body and dotting her body were hairs from her lovers. In addition, her entire pelvic area was frothy and her pussy was splayed open. Finally, there were marks on her breasts and neck no doubt placed intentionally by the two men.
"Nancy?" I called out, reaching over Carlos and taking her by the arm.
She opened her eyes and looked at me, then using my hand to steady, she climbed off the bed. With no words spoken, we left the master bedroom and I guided her down the hall to our room. At that moment, I had an incredible desire to be inside her and add my semen to the mixture, and as soon as we arrived, I closed the door, pushed her onto the bed, and mounted her.
"Oh, damn," I let out as the wetness and heat engulfed my dick.
It would have been nice to have pounded her to several orgasms before cumming myself but the reality was that I was so aroused that I lasted only a minute before I added my cum to the others. I stayed inside her and we held onto each other tightly with a million questions swirling about but both of us reluctant to start.
"I love you," I finally said.
"I love you too. Are you mad at me?" she asked.
"No honey. I could have stopped it," I told her sincerely, and in response, she turned and pushed her lips against mine.
"Did you get with Julie?" she asked me out of the blue as we cuddled.
"No," I told her.
"Oh," she said in a way that implied she was disappointed.
"Why?" I asked, now curious.
"Well I know you wanted to...don't deny it...and for some reason, I feel guilty that I was with... them and you didn't get with her," she explained.
"Well, I guess I could go find her," I said as a joke.
"Would you?" she asked.
"Are you serious?" I asked, truly confused.
"Yes...I can't explain it but it would make me feel better," she said after thinking about it for a moment.
The conversation continued for a few more minutes with her encouraging me to go to Julie without a good explanation. So, I was surprised when I found myself walking out the door to look for her in my boxers. Passing the den, I saw Ruben standing nude in front of the fire looking at the still sleeping Elsa. We nodded to each other as I passed and when I noticed his healthy 7" cock that I knew had recently been inside Julie, a wave of jealousy swept through me.
I found Julie in the bedroom she had shared with Ruben asleep under the covers and I shed my boxers and slid in next to her thinking it was crazy for my wife to send me out for sex. I spooned behind her and began running my hands over her naked form, and, although it took a while for her to come out of her sleep when she did and realized it was me, she turned and planted a wonderfully wet kiss on my lips.
"Finally," she said with a grin I could just make out in the darkness.
We didn't have sex. Instead, we made love. Slow at first and then faster in time with our passion. Her body felt so good against mine and everywhere I touched seemed to be an erogenous zone. When her orgasm hit, her body was completely entwined in mine and we were kissing passionately, and when we stopped, I could feel her heart beating through her chest.
"I'm always here for you," she told me as we separated and kissed one last time before I returned to my wife.
It was time to leave this place and get back on stable ground so I intended to get Nancy dressed and get to her parent's house. Even if we had been drinking and smoking, I didn't want to spend the night. However, when I got close to the door, I heard noises coming from the room, and drawing closer I could tell it was the sounds of sex.
"Ohhh...ohhh...ohhh..." I heard Nancy labored voice in time with the banging of the headboard against the wall.
"That's it," I heard a male voice grunt in exertion.
The sounds indicated that someone was fucking my wife rapidly, and I quickly tried the door but found it locked.
"Don't hurt me," I heard her whine, which was followed almost immediately by, "Oh fuck!"
I began knocking and called out, "Nancy?"
"Give us a minute man," a male voice replied that I recognized as Ruben's but the sounds of their coupling didn't stop.
"Open the damn door," I said in a louder voice.
"Almost there, man," the male voice responded.
Their mating continued and I had to beat on the door again, "Open the goddamn door."
"Fuck," I heard him say, but heard motion in the room.
The door flew open and I was standing face to face with Ruben who was sporting a large erection covered in my wife's juices. Nancy was on the bed but had curled up and turned on her side.
"Come on man...it won't take long," he pled.
"No, we need to go." I said pushing past him into the room, "Come on Nancy, let's go."
"Shit!" Ruben exclaimed and walked out of the room.
"I'm sorry honey," she said taking my hand as I pulled her to her feet.
"Not now. Let's talk when we get to your parent's house." I told her.
Minutes later we were in the cold SUV headed to her parents, and halfway there, Nancy burst into tears.
"Oh, God. I'm so sorry," she cried out.
"Nancy, it's okay. I let it happen. Let's get back and into bed," I said, trying to reassure her.
"You must hate me. I'm so embarrassed," she continued.
"Shhh...I love you. Don't be silly," I said taking her hand.
I was able to get her calm and soon we were climbing the stairs to the bedroom. Nancy headed towards the bathroom but I caught her and pulled her back
"Honey, I need to shower," she begged.
"Later," I said, guiding her to the bed.
"But I'm dirty," she whined.
Without replying, I started taking off her clothes and when I had her undressed, I quickly disrobed and then pulled her into bed with me. The sheets were cold and I snuggled close to build some warmth.
"I love you," I said to her.
"Do you? Please say it again," she said.
"I love you," I repeated pushing my head in her neck then turning her to me and kissing her.
"I've been so bad," she stated.
"Honey we did it together. I was there and could have stopped it," I explained.
"You're such a wonderful man," she replied, pulling me closer.
I rolled on top of her and slipped inside, and feeling her open, wet pussy was like hitting replay in my brain's memory and I had to fight to hold my lust back. Fortunately, the moment passed and soon she wrapped her legs and arms around me and we held each other tightly as only a husband and wife can do.
"Did you enjoy it?" I asked as I rocked in her gently inhaling the aromas of her lovers that still clung to her body.
"Yes," came the faint whisper from beneath me.
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August in south Texas is not a pleasant time of year, as the heat and humidity is stifling, driving everyone indoors. Thus, when we were offered the use of a small house in Aspen for a week, my wife Erin and I jumped at the opportunity. The primary issue with work calendars had been a case Erin had going in her job as a young associate at a law firm. Fortunately, just a few days later the matter settled which completely freed her, and also put her in a great, lighthearted mood.
In an effort to save some money and to make it something of an adventure, we decided to drive instead of fly. It was going to be a long drive, but I hadn't been on a road trip in years and Erin had never experienced one, so we were actually looking forward to it. Our plan was to leave very early Friday morning in Erin's X5, overnight along the way, then make it in to Aspen the next day.
Erin and I were both in our late twenties. As mentioned, she is a lawyer working for a mid-size firm and is on track for partner, while I am a regional leader in equipment sales in the oil & gas industry. We had met through friends almost five years ago just as she was coming out of law school and dated then married in less than a year. Too quickly, we fell into the routine of work and urban living so we viewed this vacation as a bit of a revolt from the mundane. In addition, Erin was starting to feel her "biological clock", and although when she brought it up she presented it in a humorous way, I knew there was some underlying seriousness too. Thus, I thought this might be our last childless vacation for a very long time.
I've never been that turned on by blondes, always preferring brunettes, and Erin fit my desires almost perfectly. She struck me so profoundly when we first met that it took half the evening for me to gather my composure and talk to her without sounding like some needy idiot. She is 5'7" tall with shoulder length raven hair and is slender, weighing 125 pounds. She is a 34 C on top, with dark eyes and has nice full juicy lips that I love to kiss.
On top of her natural good looks, she loves to workout, typically making it to the gym over lunch at least three times a week and running three miles at least twice a week. The result is a very well-toned body, especially her butt and legs, which are not only shapely but very firm too. I am six-feet tall and weigh 180 pounds with receding medium brown hair, and like my wife, I try to stay in shape as well, often running with her if schedules permit.
"I'm bored," Erin announced, while turning to smile at me not even thirty minutes into our trip.
"Well you better find something to keep you occupied. This is going to be a long road trip," I reminded her.
"How long again?" she asked, smiling and trying to be cute.
"Two days my love. We will make northwest Texas or New Mexico this evening and then drive into Colorado tomorrow," I explained, for at least the third time.
Erin poured me a cup of coffee from a thermos and we drank and idly chatted for the next few hours. Driving on freeways is fast but generally boring and it was certainly the case for us. We would drive for a couple hours, then stop to use the bathroom, get a snack and stretch. The miles slowly ticked by and by mid-afternoon we were heading into the Texas panhandle. The land was now very open and dry, and the traffic was much lighter.
My wife had taken some short spells at driving, although mostly had remained content reading magazines and listening to her IPod. I had expected some discussion on the "biological clock" thing, but so far it had not come up, which was fine for me as I wanted this vacation to be about fun.
When 5:00 PM hit I asked Erin if she wanted to stop to eat, but she declined saying she wasn't particularly hungry and would rather just get to the hotel.
"How much farther till we stop?" she asked.
"Couple hours. About the time it gets dark," I answered.
From nowhere, I felt her hand on my leg stroking lightly with a clear intent to arouse, and looking at her I saw she had an impish smile that indicated something was churning in her head.
"I'm horny," she whined.
"Well an odd time for that to come up," I laughed.
"A girl can't always control these things," she replied, smiling even more broadly.
Erin is pretty conservative and only gets in a playful mood like this on rare occasions. I love it when she does and wish it would happen more often, but my encouragement doesn't seem to have much effect. Rather, I just have to enjoy those special times when she does let go.
Erin had been intimate with two men before we met. One was a long-term boyfriend, but I still didn't consider her to be very experienced when we started dating. Although she was always responsive, she normally wanted me to lead in our love making and stick to standard things. Over time, I had progressed her some and she now eagerly accepted oral sex and occasionally would provide it, but still seemed to prefer the routine.
"We can be naughty when we stop," I told her, as if it was a promise.
"You better be naughty. It's been over a week. You haven't been taking care of business!" she said with feigned indignation.
I realized she was right, that it had been a long time. I was sure we were going to make love last night, but Erin fell asleep early, and I had put it down to the adrenaline drop from her case ending. However, with the way she was acting now, I was getting hopeful about the prospects of some playful sex during the vacation.
"Why do we have to wait until we stop?" she persisted, acting very out of character.
"Well this console and the bucket seats aren't very conducive to sex," I said, pointing to the mass between us.
Undeterred, she leaned over and put her hand on my crotch and squeezed gently. In doing so, she had to lift out of her seat and was now partially blocking my view of the road.
"Sweetie, you're going to cause a wreck," I scolded her.
"I just wanted to get your pants off," she said with a fake pout.
I laughed while she dropped back into her seat, and we drove on in silence for a few more miles when a thought struck me.
"Why don't you get naked?" I asked.
"Why? Alone?" she answered with some confusion.
"So I can see you. You know how much I enjoy seeing your naked body," I replied.
"What about you?" she asked, looking at me with her big brown eyes.
"No sweetie, just you," I responded, with a wry smile.
"That's no fun," she replied, using the fake pout again.
I gave her a hopeful stare wondering if she would give in. It would definitely be unique, but I thought maybe she would see it as a vacation adventure, especially since she was in a playful mood.
"No, someone might see," she finally responded.
"Okay, that's fine," I said, knowing from experience it was never wise to push her.
"You really want me to get naked?" she asked after a minute of silence.
"Yes," I replied flatly, while trying to hold back my smile.
Erin looked around us at the four lane road and I think took some comfort seeing that the traffic was light, as at that moment, no other cars were within a half mile.
She reached down and unlaced her tennis shoes, and I instantly felt my cock getting hard thinking it might actually happen. These came off along with her sockettes, which she placed beneath her legs. Next she undid her khaki walking shorts and pushed them down revealing a red thong, and followed by unbuttoning her sleeveless blouse, slipping it off when she was finished leaving her sitting there in just her underwear. Up until then, neither of us has spoken as she performed her striptease, and she looked around again confirming that no cars were close.
"I can't believe I'm doing this. I must really love you," she said, and shot me the impish grin again.
"You're making me hard," I told her, offering it as encouragement.
"Let me see," she demanded.
"No, not until you're naked," I replied, now thinking I could bargain.
The impish grin was replaced with a fake scowl but she reached behind her and unclasped the bra. She let it fall forward in her lap revealing the breasts I love so much - firm, with small nipples that turn up slightly at the end of her breasts.
"Damn I love those," I told her sincerely.
Obviously pleased with the compliment and smiling, she wiggled the thong over her hips then pushed it down her legs and used her feet to kick it the rest of the way off. Now I got to see Erin's lovely smooth pussy, which she had only started shaving about three months ago when she found out during a girl's night out that all her friends did. I remember her asking me if I wanted her to shave and how I had to pretend indifference at first, when in fact I wanted to scream "YES."
She looked beautiful sitting there, but I could see she was also quite nervous.
"Give me your clothes," I demanded, putting my hand out.
She handed everything to me without arguing, and I reached behind me and put them on the back seat.
"You're acting a little dominant," she responded, giving me an odd look.
"Am I?" I answered, smiling back.
For the next fifteen minutes, I drove so that the car was never passed by another vehicle going in the same direction. In the light traffic it wasn't that difficult, and it allowed Erin to settle in and relax. We chatted and listened to the radio, but I had to adjust the A/C so she didn't get cold. After a while, I think she almost forgot she was naked as she was now idly flipping through magazines like she had been doing before.
In my mirror, still at some distance, I could see a car coming up fast. It was approaching too swiftly to stay in front of without running up on some cars that were ahead, so I pulled into the right lane and slowed so it would go by quickly. I knew that there was no way anyone in the car could see Erin since we were so much higher, still I was worried about her freaking out and I decided to be extra cautious.
The car, a beat up ten-year-old red sedan went rushing by and Erin's head quickly looked up. She shot me a look of concern, but I immediately explained that there was no way they could see inside, and she seemed to relax and accept the explanation. In fact, I felt I had built up some credibility with her by my efforts in moving over. A few seconds later, I reached over and patted her naked thigh, and Erin moved her hips as if encouraging more contact but I drew back.
"Later sweetie," I said, stifling a laugh.
"Ass," she said, reaching to the A/C controls to make it warmer.
We drove on and the occasional car would go by which no longer seemed to concern her. In fact, she was now showing almost no reaction and kept her attention focused on the magazines and music. On several occasions, I asked her how she liked being naked, and each time she replied that is was for me, although I was pretty sure she was enjoying too.
The sun was low and the car had become quite warm inside since she had adjusted the A/C. I noticed that she had grown quiet, and looking over I saw that her head was tilted back and her eyes were closed. The way her mouth hung partly open I surmised she was dozing, which I felt was probably a good thing. After all, vacation is about rest and this part of the trip was the toughest, with little of interest to see.
After a few minutes, I looked back to see an eighteen wheeler quickly catching up, and I decided to increase speed to keep the distance between us. I went to five miles over the limit and then ten, but still the truck was overtaking us although now more slowly. With a sigh, I decided I would rather him pass then risk a ticket, so I moved to the right lane and slowed. The truck bore down from behind, directly behind me in the right lane, and was about to move to the left lane to pass, when some evil impulse within me acted.
With a jerk of the wheel, I pulled back into the left lane and sped up intending to let the truck pass on Erin's side at a slow rate, and get a cheap thrill from putting her on display while she was sleeping. Since the inside of the BMW is very quiet, I hoped that the truck would pass without her realizing.
My nervousness made me speed up several times before I finally let the truck approach our car. It closed the distance until it was on the back bumper, now edging forward very slowly, and as his window came alongside, I worried that maybe he wouldn't look and if he did he might not be able to see because of the glare of the low sun.
Looking over, I could see it was a Peterbilt truck pulling an apparently empty livestock trailer, and with my peripheral vision I watched the front wheels slowly inch forward until they became even with the passenger door. Slowly, with the seconds feeling like minutes, they continued to overtake us as my foot on the accelerator became the dynamic that subconsciously controlled the pace of closure. Realizing I was hindering the last step, I let off the pedal slightly and the truck moved forward quickly with the cab passing Erin's window.
I'm not sure whether the next move was me or the truck driver's, but within seconds the truck's window was right next to Erin's keeping perfect pace. Even though I couldn't see him, I knew he was feasting on my beautiful wife, viewing her completely nude below his elevated seat. Thankfully, there was only a background whine of his tires that gave away his presence, and so far, it had not been enough to attract my wife's attention.
After driving together for a short distance, I started watching the odometer, as a mile went by, and then two, and we remained in synch. We were driving fast enough that no one was approaching from behind, and the unseen driver was able to maintain his voyeuristic treat.
I was concentrating on the road when I heard Erin gasp, and looking over I saw her hands trying to cover her breasts and pussy.
"What are you doing?" she hissed more than yelled, but her anger was clear.
I immediately dropped back and the truck began to slow too, but I wouldn't allow him alongside. Erin unsurprisingly was giving me a very harsh stare.
"What the hell! I mean what the hell!" she exclaimed, with her voice rising.
"Okay, sorry," was all I could think of to say.
"You're not sorry at all. You did it on purpose and you liked it!" she accused me, as she saw me fighting to hold back a smirk.
I was now going about 50 mph and the truck, realizing the show was over, was rapidly moving away.
"You let him see your wife naked you pervert!" she exclaimed, and when I didn't say anything she went on becoming very agitated, "Hell, pull up again and I'll play with myself for him."
And, when I didn't respond, she challenged me harshly, "You're actually thinking about it aren't you?"
"Erin, he has no idea who we are," I said to her, partially playing, but somewhat serious too.
Erin reached for her clothes in the back seat, but I caught her arm and stopped her.
"No, not yet." I commanded.
I had never done anything remotely that bold before, and the look she gave me was part confusion, part anger, along with something else too that I took to be a bit of curiosity.
"Do you want him to see me again?" she asked, as if reading my mind.
The question was asked in a tone that had lost much of the previous anger, and I think her curiosity had a great deal to do with it.
"Yeah," I replied, after a long pause.
"Why?" she asked, and I never realized a simple one-word question could be so hard to answer.
It took me a bit to gather my thoughts, and several times I considered just stopping and forgetting the whole thing. After all, we had already had an experience way outside the norm and maybe it was best to just be happy with that.
"Well I guess it's different and wild...you know. And fun. And we are on vacation," I finally answered, thinking it was a feeble attempt at putting into words why the whole thing aroused me.
The truck was now a half mile in front of our car and continuing to move away.
"You didn't even discuss it with me. You were just sneaky," she scolded, and she was right of course.
"I was just playing," I answered, unable to think of what else to say.
"At my expense!" she exclaimed.
"You're right. I'm sorry," I responded, realizing it was best to tactically retreat.
"You're just sorry you got caught! What you really want is to do it again," she challenged me.
"No, never mind. I was wrong," I said.
There was a long silence, and the truck continued to disappear until it was barely visible. I was worried I had been too bold and would have to deal with the consequences, especially so early in our vacation. But, for some odd reason, I also wondered what was going through the mind of the truck driver.
"You shouldn't be sneaky," she finally said, scolding me not for my desire, but for not discussing it with her.
"Would you have let me?" I asked, as my eyes locked onto hers.
There was a silence that lasted several seconds before she spoke, "I'll do what you want."
There was a strange look in her eyes, one that I couldn't recall ever seeing before. Had it actually excited her too? It must have some I thought to myself as I continued to stare. At least, I rationalized it that way when I pushed the accelerator down.
It took a couple minutes to catch back up, and I wanted so badly to break the silence and say something funny or witty, but my mouth was dry and Erin seemed to be struggling with the same issue. So, we closed the gap in silence.
The trucker clearly saw us coming back because he suddenly slowed the rig. Drawing near, I slowed to match his speed and once more the last few yards to draw even with his cab seemed to take forever. I could see that Erin was looking straight ahead, expressionless, but her nipples were very erect and her breathing a bit ragged.
"Relax, sweetie," I said, trying to ease things, but all I got was a nervous look.
We finally got alongside, and after several seconds of Erin looking straight ahead, I saw her glance up at the driver and a few seconds later she did it again.
"What does he look like?" I asked.
"Older guy, in his forties with short hair and a beard. He's wearing a cap too," she described with short forced breaths.
I thought that this could describe about fifty percent of the males in the country, but it wasn't time to get picky.
"Is he looking at you?" I asked.
"Yes," she responded quickly.
"What's he doing?" I queried, forcing myself to concentrate on the driving.
"Just looking...staring," she replied.
"Does he want you?" I asked.
"I don't know," she whispered, with a hint of exasperation.
"Spread your legs wider," I said to her, expecting a bad reaction, but unable to control myself.
Instead of showing anger, she settled into the seat more and opened her legs, which allowed me to see her pussy, and I could tell she was very wet.
"You're soaked," I said, unable to hide my surprise.
"Please stop this now," she implored me.
I realized that I had pushed pretty hard and it was time to back off, so I slowed down and let the truck move away.
"Thank you," I said to her, before she could speak.
"Did that turn you on?" Erin asked me, while looking hard into my eyes.
"Yeah, it did," I admitted.
I wanted to ask her the same thing, but held my tongue knowing the answer already and deciding it was the wrong time to press.
"I'm putting my clothes on now," she announced a few seconds later.
"Not yet," I replied.
"Why?" she followed with a nervous look, no doubt wondering what I would attempt next.
"You have to kiss me first," I told her with a big smile.
She looked down then smiled and leaned over to kiss me. It started as a deep kiss and got only more passionate before I finally had to break away or risk crashing.
"You're special," I said to her.




"Why?" she asked, fishing for more.
"A gorgeous, sophisticated and educated woman who will let her guard down and play like you did is every man's perfect fantasy," I explained.
"You won't hate me in the morning?" she asked, giving me a vulnerable look.
"You might not be able to walk in the morning?" I replied, giving her a huge smile.
Erin started to put her clothes on, but I wasn't ready to go all the way back to normal.
"No bra or panties, okay? I asked.
"Okay" she answered, with a small grin.
Forth-five minutes later we crossed the border into New Mexico, and thirty minutes after that we came to the first significant town.
"I think it's time to stop," I told her.
"Yes. It's been a long, strange day," she answered.
We pulled into the cleanest looking motel on the highway, and I went into the reception and five minutes later we had a room.
"Room 234. Second floor near the back. Supposed to be very quiet," I explained.
We parked, grabbed our travel bags and climbed the stairs to the outside walkway that lead to the room. Inside was that standard motel room, which consisted of a king size bed, a small round table with two chairs, a TV and a window A/C unit that rumbled.
"Are you hungry? I asked.
"Not too much. I'd rather get a big breakfast in the morning," she suggested.
Using the remote, I flipped on the TV and found some mindless sitcom and we watched it for a while, then Erin announced she was going to get a soda from the vending machine at the end of the building. She was gone less than five minutes, but when she returned I could tell something had happened.
"What's wrong?" I asked, grabbing her arm to get her to look at me.
"Nothing," she replied.
"Well something happened. Tell me," I demanded.
"He's here," she responded, with a nervous look.
"Who?" I asked.
"The truck driver," she answered, looking even more nervous.
"Are you sure? That would be an odd coincidence," I followed, thinking it would indeed be a strange occurrence.
"I'm sure," she responded.
"Did he see you? Did y'all talk?" I asked, getting agitated that I was being forced to pull every detail from her.
"Yes, when I turned from getting the soda he was just standing there. Leaning against the rail. He asked how I was doing, but I just walked away," she explained.
"Well fine then don't worry about it. He can't do anything. Just lay down here and drink your Coke and relax," I said to her.
Erin gave me an annoyed look then sat down, and I moved next to her while we watched TV. It wasn't long before I pulled her closer and put her head on my chest where I stroked her hair and told her softly not to worry.
We had been watching TV for about ten minutes when we heard noise on the walkway outside our room. At first, I thought it was someone just passing by and paid little attention, but the sound would approach, then stop for a few seconds and then start again, and it gave me the impression that someone was loitering, maybe pacing, just outside.
The noisy A/C unit started cycling and the sound outside was lost, and I went back to concentrating on the TV, but after a little while, my curiosity got the better me. I tried to be nonchalant, and went to the bathroom first so not to worry Erin, then ambled towards the window.
Pulling the curtain slightly aside with my fingertips and looking out, I could see the walkway was empty. Whoever was out there, if anyone really had been, had left, and I was just about to go back to bed when I saw a movement at the far end of my vision.
Slowly the form of an older man came into view. He was tall, over six feet and thin, wearing jeans and a western style long sleeve shirt that was untucked with the sleeves rolled up. He had cowboy boots on as well, and my first thought was that maybe these boots were what was making the noise I had heard. As he got closer I could see he had short light brown hair coming from beneath a well-worn cap, acne scars on his cheeks and a tight beard.
When he neared the front of our room he slowed and looked towards the window, and I involuntarily shrunk back even though I was sure I was hidden.
"What did that truck driver look like?" I asked Erin.
"Why, is he out there?" she responded, turning towards me with a frightened expression.
I described the guy to Erin and from the look in her eyes I could tell it was him.
"You have an odd taste in men," I stated, hoping to lighten things up, and her response was an obscene gesture with the fingers on her right hand.
The A/C stopped with a shudder as I moved back to the bed to sit with Erin.
"What should we do?" she asked, looking a bit worried.
"Nothing, he can't really do anything. He'll eventually go away," I explained.
"He makes me nervous," she replied, grabbing my arm.
"Well it seems you made him horny so I guess y'all are even," I laughed, still hoping to calm her.
"You made me do it. It was your idea," she quickly countered.
"You enjoyed yourself," I replied, a little too brusquely, which brought from her an annoyed look.
"It was different." she replied and ever so slowly a grin came to her face. Before I could think of something to say, she jumped up and declared, "I'm going to take a bath."
"Get me a Diet Coke first," I told her, thinking I was being clever.
"No way, you're crazy. You want me to get raped?" Erin blurted out, losing her smile.
"He's not going to hurt you. He just saw the most beautiful woman in the world naked and just can't believe his luck." I replied while laughing, still trying to reduce things.
I really didn't think the man was a threat, and in reality the whole situation had left me very excited. In addition, I was interested to see if I could continue to prod my wife, as we were on new but very interesting ground.
"You really want me to go out there?" she asked with a confused look, that also had some hurt it in.
"No sweetie. I'm just playing," I answered, backing off instantly.
"You better be," she replied, hitting my arm.
We continued to sit on the bed with our back against the headboard watching TV, but I could tell Erin was nervous from her fidgeting. So, I was completely caught off guard and stunned when she finally spoke.
"You want me to get you a Coke?" she asked, staring straight at the TV.
"Actually get me a Dr. Pepper," I said to her in the best "matter of fact" voice I could muster.
Erin sat for a bit longer then slid off the bed and got some change from her purse. I realized when she was almost to the door that she was still without her bra and panties, as I could see a hint of her nipples poking through the shirt. I was learning very quickly that my beautiful wife, who all this time I thought was quite conservative, had a playful streak.
"I'll watch from the window," I said to her in support, as she opened the door.
"Okay," she replied in a nervous voice, but her eyes had a strange, almost excited look too.
As soon as she left, I jumped to the window and pulled the curtain back. I could see about three-fourth of the way to the vending machine, and Erin's lovely rear quickly disappeared from my view.
It felt like several minutes went by with her out of sight, and I started to get worried conjuring up thoughts of axe murderers, and although I really didn't think the trucker was a threat, you never know. I was just about to step outside, hoping I hadn't pushed things too far, when I saw her coming back towards the room.
She was about half way back when suddenly I heard something else, and I realized it was the sound I had heard before that I had attributed to the trucker's boots, and it was coming from the opposite direction. As Erin got closer, I could see her eyes looking past the door towards the direction of the sound, and I prepared myself to act if needed.
The trucker suddenly passed my place by the window now putting himself between Erin and the door, and as they met, I could see him talking, but could not hear what was being said. Erin, although looking nervous, was speaking too, but far less than the man as if she was merely responding to his questions. Her nipples were poking straight through her shirt and if I could see them, then obviously the trucker could as well, and amazingly they kept talking for several more minutes before he stepped aside and let her by.
"Took you a while," I said while standing next to the bed, having rushed there when she came to the door.
"I saw you at the curtain," she announced.
"Well it was quite the conversation. But I couldn't hear it," I said, expecting her to describe it.
"Too bad," she replied, realizing she now had the upper hand.
"Well?" I asked, prodding again.
"You know he's actually very nice," she said, while fighting back a grin.
"Well what did I miss?" I asked with my own smile, annoyed at her evasiveness, but knowing I couldn't show it.
"Oh he just asked if he could see me naked again," she said, before going into the bathroom and closing the door behind her.
"Well what did you say?" I asked when she came out several minutes later.
Erin gave me an odd look, then answered with some annoyance, "What do you think I said? I can't believe you. I think you really want me to do it again."
"Did he really ask to see you naked again? How did he ask? I mean what did he say?" I probed, mangling the question in my haste.
"He said he would love another show," she explained, as her eyes questioned me.
She was acting vulnerable, but knowing that her nipples got hard gave me the courage to press.
"Would you consider it?" I asked, suddenly getting very excited by the idea.
"You know I didn't realize I was married to a damn pervert," she replied while shaking her head.
"Yes, but I'm your pervert," I grinned.
"You truly want this? Because this is freaky weird. I know we are on vacation and I admit it was interesting in the car but why do you want to do this? I don't understand?" my wife asked, looking straight into my eyes.
"Never mind. I'm sorry," I replied, looking down at the ground like a whipped puppy.
"You're crazy. I'm taking a bath," she told me, grabbing some things and closing the door behind her.
Despite the scolding, my head was completely consumed with the idea of getting her naked in front of the truck driver again, and I ran a hundred scenarios through my brain while she was gone, almost working myself into a frenzy. I knew she was right as it was freaky, truly freaky and not something a husband and wife were supposed to do, but something inside me found it monstrously exciting. The fact that I knew she had become at least somewhat excited made it even more interesting, as I had never seen a hint of behavior from her before that would indicate that she had these leanings. In fact, since I had known her, she had always been the consummate professional woman and respectable wife while always demonstrating proper decorum. A part of me wondered if it was because the opportunity had never come up before or perhaps I had been too timid with her. Was there even more beneath the surface that I hadn't yet found?
Erin was only in the bathroom for twenty minutes, but it felt like hours. Finally, she came out with a towel around her body and sat down next to me while working on her nails. I didn't say anything hoping she would be the one to re-engage in the discussion, but finally growing tired of waiting, and with my own reticence growing about bringing it up again, I decided to call it a night.
"Okay, I'm going to sleep," I informed her.
"Lost interest in showing me to strangers?" she replied, after a short pause.
"Well you didn't say anything so I thought you weren't interested," I countered.
"Good," she answered, seemingly bringing it to an end.
More silence filled the room as we seemed to be caught in this verbal jousting. Suddenly, on an impulse, my hand grabbed the towel at her shoulders and pulled it from her body.
"But it would be interesting," I said, placing my hand on her leg and stroking the inside of her thigh.
I can't this is just too weird. I'm not like this and it's already gone too far today. I can't even believe we are having this conversation," she answered, her eyes pleading with mine.
"We're on vacation sweetie. Anything goes. We'll never see this guy again and no one will know but us," I responded, trying to sound convincing, and now feeling empowered since the subject was back in the open.
My hand which had been slowly working its way up her leg now came in contact with her pussy, and I discovered it was slick with her juices, even after her bath. Despite her talk I knew she was turned on too, so I pushed one finger inside her, then two as small moans came from her while she shifted position to give me better access.
"Let's make love," she begged through her moans.
"After," I said, knowing she knew what I meant.
There was more silence from her, and since I didn't know how to read it, I stayed quiet too. For a moment, I wondered if it meant she was considering it or it was an indication of her anger brewing, but that question was soon clarified.
"Are you sure? I mean really sure? It seems so wrong," she finally spoke.
"I'm sure," I replied instantly, with a mind that was fueled more by lust than sense.
It was a strange lust too, and abnormal. I mean what husband wants to have his wife displayed to a stranger? Especially, some random truck driver.
"You'll have to get him," she finally said after a long period of silence, as my fingers played with her pussy.
"Why, what do you mean?" I asked.
"He's in his truck," she said.
"Truck? Where?" I continued.
"In the lot behind the hotel. He's sleeping in the truck camper," she informed me, and I realized part of the conversation they must have had.
"Truck sleeper," I corrected.
"Yes," she replied.
I remained still for a moment, letting my thoughts race through my brain one final time, then got up, put on my shoes, and without looking back headed towards the lot. There were nine trucks parked there but only one cattle trailer so it was easy to spot. Slapping the side of the door brought no response, and I had reluctantly given up and was walking away back to the room when I saw him climb from the cab of another truck. Immediately, he saw me and started walking over.
"Interested in coming up for a bit?" I asked, with my voice shaking.
He stood there and looked me up and down for a moment then said with a grin, "Yeah, let me grab something first."
He went to his truck and came back quickly carrying a twelve pack of beer under his arm.
"My name is David by the way, what's yours?" I asked, extending my hand.
"Merle," he replied with a slow, deep drawl while shaking my hand.
As we walked towards the motel, a truck behind us blasted its horn twice, making me wonder how much he had said to the others in the lot.
I knocked lightly on the door then used my card key to enter. Erin had put on the same shorts and polo shirt she had worn during the drive, and tuned the TV to a music channel playing country. She was biting her lower lip which was a telltale sign that she was very nervous, and she looked first at me before her eyes moved to Merle. We all stood there awkwardly for a few seconds before I finally spoke.
"Why don't you sit down Merle?" I said, pointing to one of the two chairs next to the small table.
Merle put the beer on the table, took one and offered us one too which we both declined, then sat in a chair while I took the other leaving my wife to sit by herself on the edge of the bed. Close up, in the light of the room, I could see that Merle was more lean and rangy than thin, and there seemed to be a certain natural strength in his body evident by the way he carried himself. I could see the beginnings of a tattoo protruding from his rolled-up shirt sleeve, and from the dusty look on his clothes and the musky scent from his body it seems that he hadn't bathed recently.
The conversation was slow and forced, and I sensed that Erin was getting cold feet. So, getting desperate to save the opportunity and to try and improve the vibe in the room, I turned off the lights leaving the TV as the only source of illumination, then quickly grabbed a beer.
"I'll take one too, please," Erin said in a shaky voice.
My wife is basically a wine drinker, occasionally mixed drinks, but never beer. In fact, I'm not sure I could recall ever having seen her drink a beer.
"I want you to know I really enjoyed this afternoon. You know driving is boring as hell but you made it a good day. Hell, you made it the best day I ever had," Merle suddenly spoke, in a way that made me think these were more words than he usually said in a week.
Even though Merle was a relatively uneducated country guy, the words had an immediate and positive effect on Erin. A smile lit up her face and I could see there was also some pride there too.
"Thank you that's very kind. It was the first time I ever did something like that and it feels very strange," she replied, quite sincerely.
"Would be a much better world if beautiful women did things like that more often," he said to her, with a raspy chuckle.
Erin laughed with him, then the room fell silent once more. "Honey?" I said, catching her eyes hoping to move past the awkward silence.
"Are you sure?" she asked, with pleading eyes.
"Yes, honey. Merle won't mind," I encouraged her.
"My husband wants me to take off my clothes," Erin blurted out, I think to test both our reactions.
"Well that seems like a good idea to me. Be like winning the lottery twice in the same day," he responded, while reaching for another beer at the same time.
His words brought another smile to Erin and she fidgeted on the bed acting several times like she was going to pull her shirt off but each time stopping.
"Why don't you stand up?" I said, trying to help.
Her eyes locked on mine for several seconds then she stood and began pulling the shirt over her head. When she finished she threw it on the floor next to her feet, and I was surprised to see she had put on a bra, although she still looked fantastic.
Next, she unbuttoned her shorts and pushed them over her hips revealing a black thong, and she looked at us nervously, shifting her weight from one foot to the other while we looked on in silence.
There was another pause, although this time I felt that it wasn't modesty, but rather some teasing on her part. With a final look at both of us, she reached behind her back and undid the clasp on the bra and let it fall off her arms revealing her perfect breasts. Merle gave a sigh and nod of approval while I sat there with my mouth too dry to make a sound. Next, she pushed down on the strings of the thong, rolling it over her hips and down her legs, until she stood there sleek and beautiful letting Merle's eyes feast on her nude body. This time though, she wasn't separated by moving vehicles going over 60 mph, this time, she was only a few feet away.
Amazingly, Merle didn't say anything. No crude comments. No corny hick sayings that I feared would be forthcoming and insult her. Instead, he just sat quietly and looked on, seemingly content, although I started to suspect that his silence was purposeful as part of his attempt to increase the sexual tension.
The first he spoke was when Erin tried to sit on the bed, "Don't sit down. I like the view this way."
She seemed to take it as both a compliment and a sexual tweak like someone had pinched her nipple. Her body shuddered for a moment, but she stayed standing and actually straightened her back some to show herself better. However, after several minutes, I could see she was getting tired, so I offered her my chair and told her I would sit on the bed. In doing so, I moved it to the middle of the room and turned it so it was mostly facing Merle.



I didn't understand what drove me, but I was deeply aroused by the situation. It felt almost like an out of body experience watching Erin undress and seeing Merle's eyes on her. My mouth was bone dry and I had to force my breathing, and my dick was completely hard in my jeans, painful from the awkward angle it was being held. The best part was that every action, every word was new and unscripted, and this unknown element was like gasoline on the fire of the sexual tension.
Erin sat in the chair and fidgeted while trying to find a modest position, and when she realized there wasn't one, she became still with her legs straight and both feet on the floor. Her arms were at her side, and with her back straight against the chair, her breasts projected forward almost like an offering to our guest. In addition, her small nipples pointed out fully erect and the significance wasn't lost on anyone. Merle stared at her without expression which seemed to make Erin nervous and caused her to fidget even more.
"Mind if I take my clothes off?" Merle asked, in his slow drawl.
I sat up straight at the edge of the bed, bracing for the reaction I was expecting from Erin. Surprisingly, she took it well, and instead of showing shock or anger like I had expected, she was quiet at first, then smiled and responded.
"Why do you want to take your clothes off?" she asked in an even voice.
"Well just seems ungentlemanly to let you be naked by yourself," he replied in the same slow cadence.
Merle had the ability to speak without giving any non-verbal expressions to go with it. It made things a bit disconcerting when trying to get the full understanding of his intent, but I think it also intrigued Erin. It was almost like I could see the wheels turning in her head which made me reconsider whether we were dealing with a one-dimensional bumpkin or someone who was capable of seducing her at a more complex level.
There was silence in the room after his answer, and I realized that Erin was actually considering his request. This was way beyond my expectations, but I certainly wanted to see where it was going to go so I kept my mouth shut.
"I think that's a very gentlemanly view. But I don't think that's a good idea," she finally said.
"I don't think it would hurt anything," I suddenly blurted out, no longer able to contain myself.
Both sets of eyes quickly turned to me, and my wife had a surprised look, but Merle had a hint of a smile. I knew he realized where I was going and that it was going to be us against Erin in this game.
"Looks like my husband has spoken," Erin said, placing an emphasis on the word "husband".
There was some annoyance in her voice, but she can be very competitive at times and I realized that she was throwing the control to me.
Merle looked at her for a moment then stood up straight and began undressing. He was very deliberate in taking off each article, folding it and placing it in an organized stack on the floor next to his chair. It seemed odd given the general dirtiness of his outfit, which added further to the surreal situation, and when his shirt came off, we could see that he had a tattoo on his arm of a naked woman and a large one on his back shoulder of a skull.
He left his jeans for last, and when he started pushing them down, I glanced at Erin to see that her eyes were glued to his crotch in anticipation. He seemed to sense this and slowed down to build anticipation, and when the jeans finally passed his hips Merle showed us his nice, healthy seven-inch partially erect and circumcised cock. It projected out from a sparse thatch of pubic hair and tapered from a fat base and middle to a pointed head.
Merle stood there naked, still wearing his cap, with his lean body and pock marked face, but somehow managed with his eclectic manner to come across as interesting. I watched as Erin looked him over and her eyes and breathing gave her away, as there was no question she was aroused. It only remained to be seen how much and where it might lead. I wondered how much of her arousal was driven by the situation and how much was from Merle the man, but seconds later, when his eyes fixed on hers and her nipples appeared to become even harder while she inhaled deeply, I knew that a good part of it was the man.
"Well now what?" I laughed, trying to break the silence.
"I don't know. Good question," my wife replied with a nervous laugh, fidgeting again in the chair.
"Well this old guy is in hog heaven. I don't need nothing else. I'm looking at an angel," Merle answered, with his healthy cock now almost completely hard.
I found his words to be corny, but glancing at Erin they had a much different effect. The look on her face showed that she was extremely flattered, and given Erin's upbringing and education I thought it amazing that he would have this impact, but nonetheless it was there.
"Thank you," Erin replied.
Merle took his cock in his hand and began slowly stroking it showing no shame. I was surprised he had taken this bold step, but had to hold back a smile when I saw Erin trying hard not to look and failing.
"Do you have a family?" Erin asked, to take the focus from his action.
Merle used that question to describe to us his life. He told us about his divorce from a few years ago and his son who was now eighteen and a senior in high school. In the process he knocked off his beer and opened another. He offered one to Erin, but she declined although she took a large swig of the one she already had while doing so, and all the time he never stopped playing with himself.
"Why don't you move that chair over here?" Merle asked, tapping the side of his chair, "David doesn't mind do ya?"
Erin looked at me and when I didn't reply she moved the chair towards him, but not all the way, as there was still about a two-foot gap between them. Still, she was now within reach and it was no surprise when he placed his hand on her leg just above the knee. Erin had to know it was coming, but her body shuddered nonetheless and she looked at me again. When I didn't intervene, she quickly downed her beer and took another offered by Merle with the hand that had been on his cock.
As soon as she took it, his hand went back to work and even in the dim light we could see he had pre-cum leaking from his opening. Seconds later, using the hand that had been on her leg, Merle grabbed the bottom of the chair and slid it another foot towards him. His hand immediately went back to her leg, but now was much higher.
"Okay Merle what are we doing here?" Erin said, startled from the move.
She started to rise from the chair, and at first I thought he had gone too far and it was all over, but when he spoke his words had a calming effect.
"I'm really sorry. I just couldn't help it," he replied with a grin.
"That's not very gentlemanly." Erin responded to him, and while her words came out shaky, she surprisingly settled back onto the chair.
"I know I was bold but you're just so goddamn pretty," he told her, and his compliment further defused the situation.
For the moment, Merle was content to stroke himself and Erin's thigh halfway between her knee and pussy. He made small up and down movement with his fingertips while we sat in silence with the minutes ticking by. Then something happened I wasn't expecting, when with a soft tug from his hand, he pulled her leg open just a bit. It was barely noticeable, but it had occurred which seemed to imply that she was acceptable to his attention. Merle face lit up with a pleased look, although he remained silent, while Erin made a quick look towards me, although I pretended I hadn't noticed. However, now I had a perfect view of her labia which in the low light appeared to be glistening.
Merle's hand slowly started straying higher and when it had come within an inch of her pussy Erin caught me staring.
"David?' she said in a questioning, almost pleading voice.
I could feel my heart pounding in my chest and my mouth was still very dry. I continued staring knowing I should intervene and stop this craziness, but I had to just see a little more, and when I didn't speak, Merle took it as a continued signal of permission.
"Oh my God," Erin's breath sucked in, when Merle's fingertips softly contacted her pussy.
Quickly, Merle began slowly stroking the full length of her slit, and Erin without prodding opened her legs even more. She too must have taken my silence as acceptance, but in any event she was now clearly responding to his touch.
"I knew this pussy would feel good when I saw it from the truck," Merle said, in a hoarse whisper.
"Ohhh...David this is too crazy," my wife said through her gasps, when Merle's fingertips partially disappeared inside her.
Our eyes locked when she had regained some control and I gave her a tiny smile, and when she saw it, her look changed rapidly from concern to confusion to acceptance. It looked like she had decided she wasn't going to be the one to stop it if I wouldn't.
"There ya go," Merle said, when she opened her legs even more.
Merle's hand was now alternating between stroking her slit, penetrating her with a finger and tickling her clit, and her breathing was coming in short pants and gasps as he got her more and more aroused. Soon, Merle had my wife squirming in the chair, when he suddenly dropped to his knees, pushed his hands under her ass and buried his bearded face between her legs.
"Ugghhh...ugghhh...ohhh..." she grunted out loudly, when his tongue found its prize.
First, her hands seemed to be pushing on his shoulders in an attempt to force him away, but within seconds they were on the back of his head, holding then pulling him into her.
When Merle had her in the right position he took one hand and started massaging her breasts and pinching her nipples. Erin's small nipples are very sensitive and his attention almost immediately brought high pitched squeals from her. It was like watching my own personal porn show except this one was with someone I knew and loved - whose life I shared and it made it much more personal, yet I was incapable of stopping it. In fact, I didn't want to stop it. I had never been so turned on, and it was a type of excitement I had never felt before. I was completely sucked in and consumed by the spectacle like a moth to a flame.
Merle's hands went back beneath Erin and with a smooth motion he lifted her from the chair, turned and took her to the bed. I stepped out of the way as he lay her down before he dropped on his knees on the floor and pulled her pussy back to his mouth. Her squeals and the wet lapping sound of his tongue on her flushed opening filled the room, while I stood to one side pulling hard on my cock through my pants. It wasn't long before I undressed and sat in a chair to watch the incredible show.
"No...not there...ughhh..." I heard Erin grunt.
At first I didn't know what caused the response, then I realized that the hand he had between her legs wasn't there to play with her pussy, instead it was to finger her ass. Erin had never allowed me to touch her ass and anal sex was completely out of the question. She whined for a while in response to the intrusion, but before long his mouth and finger seemed to be in rhythm and her sounds turned to cries of pure passion.
Merle brought her close to release then stopped. This brought a pitiful wailing sound from my wife as she tried to force her pussy into contact with his face.
"Don't stop. PLEASE!" she implored him.
The truck driver lifted himself over her and started licking her breasts and sucking on her nipples, and although she was enjoying the attention, she kept moving her hips seeking some contact.
"Merle you can't fuck her," I told him when his cock got close to her pussy, but I got no response.
Instead, he moved away from her breasts and started kissing and licking her feet then worked his way up licking every spot on her until he was concentrating on her neck and ears. I had never heard of this being done but it had an incredible effect on Erin. Her whole body was now shaking and her hands were running all over his body. He had positioned himself so that one leg was between hers, and as he moved up his cock dragged over her leg leaving a wet trail with his juices to mark its path.
Merle moved his other leg between hers and she opened hers to allow him room without protest. His cock was now lined up, but still several inches above her, and I nervously wondered whether he would try to fuck her or if he would honor my demand. When I saw him dip his hips, I had the answer and I saw the tip of his cock touch her between her labia and leg. The next move was Erin's as she shifted her body clearly seeking his cock. Merle kept dipping his hips and now his cock was running up and down her wet slit, so I knew I had only seconds if I wanted to stop their mating.
"Erin?" I said softly.
"Ohh...ohh...my God!" my wife moaned loudly.
I had been too slow. In that brief moment, Merle's cock had found its target and her soaking pussy had accepted him fully inside. My beautiful wife and the truck driver were now fucking. The scene was too bizarre and powerful to stop, and I found myself standing at the edge of the bed squeezing my cock knowing that with one stroke I would shoot across the room.
Sounds can be just as erotic as sights and the combination of her moans, his grunts and the wet slapping sounds of their bodies meeting filled the room and made my knees weak.
"I knew this pussy would be good," he stated as his ass rose and fell, "You like this cock?"
Erin had never been vocal during sex so I was surprised when she answered, "Yes, oh yes, don't stop."
"I was jacking off in the rig watching you and thinking about fucking you," Merle told her speeding up his movements.
"Were you? Oh... God do it," she cried out.
Erin's legs were now wrapped around his waist and her hands were on his strong shoulders while Merle's head was buried in the side of her neck, as he used all his energy to plow into her.
"You're going to get it all. All my juice," he grunted.
"I want it ... don't stop," she gasped back.
Merle lifted himself on his elbows and started a rapid thrusting into Erin. I thought he would tire, but he kept up the relentless rhythm which was driving Erin rapidly towards an orgasm. I saw him look down into her beautiful face and kiss her, and their tongues worked each other's mouth as they fucked, which for some strange reason I found to be the hardest thing to accept.
"Give it up. Give it up to me," he demanded of her, as they broke the kiss.
"I'm almost there...don't stop," she whined.
"I ain't stopping I'm going to fuck you all night!" he shouted.
"OHHH...OHHH...I'M THERE...SHIT...FUCK ME!" she suddenly wailed, as her legs began a spasm like motion kicking the air, and I watched her go through the most powerful orgasm I had ever seen.
"Oh Merle, keep going, don't stop. Please..." she whined, wanting and needing it to continue.
It was too much for him though and six thrusts later Merle started shooting his load into my beautiful wife, "THERE...yeah...take it all...take it!"
His thrusting became erratic and then slowed until it finally stopped altogether, and all that was left in the room was the sound of the lovers trying to catch their breath. The skull tattoo on his back seemed to be looking at me and smiling as the full realization of what had just occurred hit me.
"Get off her," I said in a stern voice.
Merle reluctantly rolled off with his fat cock flopping across his hip as he rolled away. Erin remained splayed open and when she caught my eyes she had a look of panic. She didn't realize I wasn't angry until I climbed between her open legs and pushed my own cock into her now thoroughly fucked pussy. She was very hot and unbelievably wet, and the sensation was not like anything I could imagine. I could smell his scent on her when I got close, but I needed to cum too badly to worry about anything else.
"Get your stuff in there too man," Merle urged from beside me.
I lasted less than a minute before I came hard inside my wife almost losing consciousness from the power of my climax, and when I was done, Erin wrapped her arms around me and rocked me as I softened inside her. Finally, to get some air, I fell to her side away from Merle, and pulled Erin's back to me, cupping her breast with my left hand while kissing her neck and ear.
"Mmmm..." she moaned in a satisfied voice.
My climax had drained me and I closed my eyes for just a second and before I knew it I had fallen asleep. I woke some time later, at first disoriented, before gaining my bearings and remembering the events. Except for me, the bed was empty, but I could hear soft groans coming from somewhere in the room, and it took me a moment to realize they were coming from the floor on the side of the bed. Staying quiet and raising my head, slowly Erin came into view. She was leaning forward, her head close to Merle's while she rode his cock as he lay on his back. They were whispering so I couldn't catch all the words, but it was clear Erin was enjoying the sex.
"Erin you have a damn good pussy," Merle said in a voice loud enough to make out.
"Shhh... don't wake him," she whispered.
They said some things to each other I couldn't make out as they continued to mate, and I tried to inch closer to them on the bed without making a sound.
"You're going to make me cum again," I heard her tell him.
"Does this old dick feel good?" he asked her.
"Oh yes, it's so thick," she moaned in reply.
"Come on out and let me fuck you in my truck," Merle said to her, talking in a manner that would have normally been offensive to her, but which now seemed only to excite her.
"You want me in your truck?" she asked.
"Yeah, let's go," he pushed.
"Have you had many women there?" Erin panted, still riding him.
"Some, but you'd be the best," he replied.
"Would I? Okay, but just for a little bit," she said to him before changing her mind, "Wait I can't leave him."
"Come on. He wants you well fucked," Merle said, now grunting from the sex.
"No, I can't. Just fuck me here," she answered, as her breathing becoming ragged.
In response, Merle flipped her onto her back and started fucking her fast and deep.
"Ohhh...yes, fuck me Merle," my beautiful wife begged.
Merle amazingly started moving even faster and leaned down kissing on her neck before moving to her mouth. Erin accepted his lips and they started a long, deep embrace. In the middle of it, her legs left the floor and opened wide. She was giving herself to him completely and willingly taking everything he wanted to give.
Like before, her climax started first and it sped through her quickly.
"Ohhh...God yes...ohhhhh..." she moaned trying to keep quiet, but failing while her legs kicked and her body shook underneath him.
"Yeah...its good isn't it," Merle grunted, and it looked like he was close too.
"Oh, Merle don't stop I'm still cumming," she gasped as her body shook even more, then it really hit her, "OH FUCK...OH MY GOD...OH YES...FUCK ME GOOD...PLEASE!"
I realized I had watched my wife have the two most powerful orgasm she had ever experienced with both coming from a complete stranger, but at that moment, it didn't matter to her as she was simply connected to a cock that was giving her complete fulfillment.
Her response must have pushed Merle over the edge because he started grunting and thrusting hard, "Oh yeah...take it in that hot pussy. Take it. Damn, I'm cumming a gallon."
I watched his ass clench and release repeatedly as he pumped his semen into Erin's pussy. Finally, they slowed and then stopped completely. I gave them a few minutes before getting off the bed and finding that he was still buried inside my wife with his head resting in the crook of her neck.



"Think it's time for you to go Merle," I said.
Merle remained motionless for a while and I was just about to tell him to leave again when he slowly started disengaging from my wife. As soon as he was on his knees at her side, Erin seemed to get a sudden dose of modesty because she took her shirt that had been on the floor and used it to cover her well used body.
Merle quietly started dressing while Erin rose and put on her shirt and shorts, while only I stayed naked. When he was done, he nodded at me and leaned down and kissed Erin on the cheek.
"Best I ever had," he said, then moved to the door.
"Goodnight Merle," Erin said as he left the room.
"Do we need to talk?" Erin asked, looking very sheepish.
"Not now. Get in bed," I demanded.
As soon as she was on her back, I slid into her and started humping fast.
"I love you." Erin whispered.
"I love you too honey," I replied snuggling into her neck, letting her know not to worry.
Seconds later I erupted into her gasping and grunting as my cum left me, feeling like it took part of my life power with it. I collapsed to her side and pulled her close to me kissing her and smelling the scent of Merle heavy on her body.
"Honey?" Erin spoke with concern in her voice.
"Not tonight sweetie. Go to sleep," I said, rolling her enough to get the bedspread and sheet over us.
Amazingly, I slept very deeply and only awoke when the sunlight was filtering through the curtain. Erin was still out no doubt from exhaustion and I hoped she had slept well.
"Honey, we need to get going," I said, gently pushing her shoulder.
Erin took a shower then I followed and we were soon packed and on our way. We stopped on the edge of town, had a good breakfast then got on the road, and proceeded with little talk which I think was bothering Erin.
"Are you mad at me?" she suddenly asked, about twenty minutes later.
"No honey I'm not angry. I was there with you and let it happen," I replied sincerely.
"Yes, why did you?" she asked.
It was a question to which I currently had no answer. At least not one that wouldn't take hours to explain.
"I'm not sure. I'm still figuring that out," I replied as best I could.
"Okay," she responded, seemingly accepting my answer.
"Did you enjoy it?" I asked, now putting her on the spot.
There was a long pause and she started to speak several times before finally saying, "Well you were there. You know I would be lying if I said no."
"You'll have to explain that to me over a bottle of wine some time," I replied in a way that I hoped she found non-threatening, and when she smiled I knew it was accepted well.
"Honey there's just one thing," she said.
"What's that?" I asked.
"We need to find a pharmacy. I went off birth control last month," my wife announced.



            The Aspen Vacation Ch. 02

            Husband and wife's continued adventures while on vacation.

            
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/the-aspen-vacation-ch-02

Title: The Aspen Vacation Ch. 02

Author: j267

Category: Loving Wives

Description: Husband and wife's continued adventures while on vacation.

Tags: sharing, voyeur, exhibitionist, threesome, wife

Series: The Aspen Vacation


We drove for almost two hours before we found a town large enough to have a pharmacy that carried the morning after pill, and as we stood there to pay, the clerk asked if we planned to use Medicaid. I guess this was a common way of paying in this part of the country, but I could see Erin bristle at the question before politely explaining should we be using her credit card.
Along the way, we sporadically talked about the night before repeatedly coming back to the subject from different directions, and each attempt at the conversation was awkward as if we were probing each other to understand our feelings.
"You can't be mad at me. You made me do it," Erin said defensively from out of the blue, starting one of these discussions.
"I know," I replied without elaboration.
"I'm serious," she implored.
"I know. I agree with you," I answered more emphatically.
"So you're not mad?" she asked, looking at me with those big eyes that always got their way.
"I'm not mad," I said.
We drove in silence for several minutes.
"You said last night you were surprised," she stated.
"I guess some," I told her.
"What does that mean?" she asked nervously.
"Well I guess I didn't think it would go so far," I said, laughing to try and lighten the moment.
I had thought about how to answer this question knowing it would come up but it was still awkward.
"I know," Erin responded, sounding a little confused but also happy that my response was light hearted.
"Much more than I expected," I said stupidly continuing.
"Meaning?" she demanded quickly.
"Meaning that you are usually so conservative that I thought it was out of character for you to go so far. It's okay though. Hell I was pushing you so I have nothing really to complain about," I explained, after a pause.
"Yes, you did push," she replied, attempting to get the upper hand.
"We can do it again sometime," I said in jest, again trying to keep things from getting heavy.
"Oh you think so, huh?" she replied with a sound of annoyance, that I couldn't gauge if feigned.
We drove through New Mexico and into Colorado leaving the freeway in Pueblo. The countryside was beautiful, but the road was demanding requiring my full attention leaving little time for casual conversation. By early afternoon we made it to Aspen and found the house without trouble. It was on the outskirts of town on about two acres, and had a secluded feeling as it was set back on a secondary road in a stand of trees. The house had two bedrooms, a master with a king size bed and a smaller one with twin beds, a very nice kitchen and a combination dining and living room. In addition, there was a deck that ran along the backside of the house that overlooked a small stream.
We rested that afternoon before going into town for dinner then spent the next two days exploring the town and going on several hikes on trails close by. In the evenings, we would sit on the deck as the sun set sipping wine and chatting before going to bed and making love. I thought the encounter with the truck driver had been left behind and I was happy to have it that way. However, on the third night, after the majority of a bottle of wine, Erin returned to the topic.
"I'm struggling with what happened and I know despite what you have said you must be disappointed in me," my wife blurted out, in a slightly slurred voice.
The way she said it though made me think that she was fishing and wanting my validation.
"I'm not disappointed in you at all. If anything you should be disappointed in me. But, sweetheart I'm not interested in judging what happened. I love you totally and always will so please don't be upset," I said while reaching for her, and pulled her close to me.
"Please answer something for me and don't hold back," she requested, pushing me away gently and looking into my eyes.
"Okay," I replied, trying to clear my mind quickly to be able to answer what I knew would be a difficult question.
"What were you thinking and feeling when uh...you know...when we were doing it," she asked.
"Well let me see," I said, buying time to develop a good answer before continuing and trying not to sound judgmental, "Truthfully there was some surprise and we have talked about that. I remember I was very nervous because I was shaking and trying to catch my breath. It was erotic too though, I have to admit, to see you get so aroused."
"It didn't bother you to have another man with your wife?" she asked, now looking down towards the floor.
"I don't think bother is the right word. It's like my mind was not completely connected. Part of me was very excited with what occurred but there was also a part that needed some time to think it through," I explained, happy with my answer.
"And now, after thinking it through. Any regrets?" Erin asked.
"No, I don't think so. We did it together," I replied.
"You're a wonderful man," Erin replied, seemingly happy now, and she crawled onto my lap, wrapped her arms around my neck, and kissed me.
"Nothing wrong with a wife that's a naughty girl from time to time," I said, to break the tension.
"You liked me being naughty?" Erin asked, resting her hand on the bulge in my shorts and looking at me with a grin.
"I'll admit I did to some degree," I replied to her sincerely.
We cuddled and kissed while continuing to discuss the truck driver. In a strange way, the episode had brought us closer together as we were communicating in ways we had never done before. Fantasies and sexual interests had always been difficult for us to talk about with each other, but now it was like the ice had been broken. We weren't there completely, but we had made a good start.
"Are you hungry?" I asked after a lull in the conversation, since it was now 7:00 PM.
"A bit. Maybe just something quick and simple though," she replied.
"Agreed. Let's go to that café at the end of the road. It seems casual and not too crowded," I suggested.
Twenty minutes later we were seated in the café, although once entering it seemed more like a bar that an eating establishment. The friendly waiter who doubled as the bartender brought over some worn menus and took our drink orders. We stuck to wine and amazingly the obscure brand was not too bad. Unfortunately, the menu was lacking so we decided to split a burger as the safe alternative.
"What interesting things are there to do that tourists don't know about?" I asked the waiter when he brought the check.
"Well there is a pretty good live band Thursday night at the Broken Yoke. Usually gets lots of locals," he explained.
"Anything tonight," Erin asked.
"Pretty quiet tonight but you can always hit the hot springs," he said.
"Hot springs?" Erin and I asked, almost in unison.
"Yeah, Templeton Springs. Very nice and quiet spot a bit off the beaten track. Course you have to hike in about a mile and a half," he explained.
"It's open at night?" Erin asked.
"It's always open. I'm not sure who controls it, but I've never heard it to be closed," he laughed.
We got him to write down the directions to the trail head not sure what we were going to do but wanting to be prepared, then paid the check and left.
"Let's check it out," I suggested when we got in the SUV.
"Okay, but if the trail is too rough I may want to stop," Erin said.
"Fair enough," I replied.
We went back to the house and got our hiking gear, a backpack with more wine, and our swim suits then headed out following the map directions. The trail head was only about five miles away but to get there required several turns before we ended up on a dirt road that passed the landmark we had been given for the trail head. Parking the SUV in a small area barely off the road, we found the trail and headed out using flashlights to illuminate the way. The trail was narrow but not too difficult and after thirty minutes and numerous ascents and descents we came into a more open area with less vegetation and large boulders along the path. After the last turn, our flashlights illuminated several pools with vapor rising from the water.
There were in fact three pools. One fairly large perhaps thirty feet by twenty feet that fed into a smaller pool that was round and about twenty feet in diameter. The third pool was to the side of the large pool and was only ten feet in diameter and was separated by a barrier wall of only a few inches.
"Wow this looks nice!" I exclaimed, finding a dry spot to drop the gear.
Erin made her way to the large pool and tested the water then did the same at the other pools.
"This one is a little less hot that the other two," Erin explained, pointing to the round pool fed by the large one.
I opened the backpack, pulled out our swimsuits and we quickly changed then entered slowly from the side of the large pool into the hot water.
"Whoa that will loosen your muscles," I said with a sigh, as I dropped shoulder deep into the water.
"Ahhh.." I heard, and turned to see Erin right behind me with a big grin on her face.
We found the bottom of the pool then nudged up on the side until we found a good sitting spot next to each other. The outside temperature had dropped significantly and it was now around forty degrees, which was certainly cold enough to keep us in the hot water.
"Now this is why we came to Colorado!" Erin laughed.
We sat next to each other, chatting and relaxing in the therapeutic waters for several minutes.
"Get the wine. I'm going to check out the rest of the place," Erin said as she moved towards the smaller pool.
I crawled up to the backpack and pulled out a bottle, opened it and poured some of the liquid into the plastic cups we had brought.
"Erin, come get your wine," I said to her.
"Bring it here. This one is not as hot," she proposed.
Erin was in the lower pool and I made my way to her holding the cups in front. I had to work my way over a natural wall of rock that separated the pools but when I got to her I realized that the water now was indeed less hot and more manageable. It made a nice contrast to the larger pool.
I went back twice to refill our cups as we continued to enjoy the water illuminated only by the natural star light, and midway through the third cup I started working Erin's one- piece suit from her body, getting no resistance.
"Make love to me," she whispered to me, as I pulled the suit off her legs.
"I'm going to," I told her, pushing her back against the rock wall and kissing her.
Anyone who has ever tried to have sex in water knows that it takes away a woman's natural lubrication. Also, being partly buoyant makes it difficult to find a stable position to connect. After several minutes of trying and frustration on both our parts I finally worked myself inside. Even then, I could only make small movements or risk separating.
"Up here," I said, indicating a flat ledge that was covered in a few inches of water.
I helped her climb onto the flat rock surface and then followed her up. The air was cold but pushing her onto her back allowed the water to cover half her prone body. I on the other hand was exposed to the night air, but by now I was so horny I barely noticed. I moved between her legs and mounted her as she sighed into my ear.
We had never made love in the open and even thought it was a secluded spot it would still be considered a public place. I know it excited me and I sensed it did Erin as well based on her sounds and responses.
Erin usually gets very quiet and still before she orgasms so I knew she was close when her legs rose and stiffened and her moaning stopped. Seconds later, her climax washed over her.
"Ohhhhhh yes, oh honey yes, yes...." she gasped and exhaled rapidly, while her body jerked beneath me.
Watching her cum is a huge turn on for me, so it was only seconds later that I emptied myself into her as my groans and body spasms took over from hers.
I pulled her off the ledge and into the water next to me where we cuddled in the sexual afterglow. However, the heat of the springs, the sex and the wine were taking their toll and we both quickly agreed it was time to head back. It seemed like slow motion putting on our clothes and gathering our stuff before hitting the trail back, and thirty-five minutes later we were back at the SUV.
When we arrived at the house, we went straight to bed. Too tired to make love again, we wrapped ourselves in each other's arms.
"That was fun," I said, describing the visit to the springs.
"Yes it was. This has been a good vacation," she replied, and then started giggling.
"Why are you laughing?" I asked, thinking I knew the answer.
"A lot of firsts," she replied.
"Anymore coming?" I teased.
"You never know," she said with a yawn.
We slept in the next morning and didn't get out of the house until almost ten. We started out with a three-and-a-half-hour hike then went to town for lunch followed with her shopping and me trailing along trying not to appear bored. By the time we returned to the house, it was after five.
"What's the plans for the evening?" Erin asked, as she flopped onto the sofa.
"How about let's go to the fancy restaurant in the centre?" I asked.
Now Erin loves good food and upscale places, so I was not surprised at all when she enthusiastically endorsed the idea. I called ahead and got a reservation for seven which gave us just enough time to clean up before heading back to town.
Erin had brought a simple but elegant black cocktail dress which she wore with heels and I wore flannel pants with a navy blazer. The dinner was very good and the wine we selected was nice as well so when we left we were satiated with a nice buzz going.
"Where are we going to make love tonight?" she asked, putting her hand on my thigh as I drove.
"City park?" I answered, smiling at her.
"You know where it is?" she deadpanned.
"No, guess we're out of luck,' I laughed.
"Let's go back to the springs," she suggested after a brief silence.
"Seriously? It's late sweetie," I replied to her, which brought a pout.
"It's not that late. Don't act like an old man," she countered.
"Okay, whatever you want," I acquiesced, as even though I was worn out from the day I was also very happy to see Erin letting go.
We went by the house, changed quickly and loaded the backpack before driving to the trail head. Like before, we parked the SUV in the empty space next to the road and headed towards the springs. Having a feel for the trail made the going easier, even after the wine over dinner, and a short time later we arrived. This time we didn't bother with suits and just stripped and eased into the water.
We started off in the hottest pool and leaned back against the wall admiring the stars overhead that were unencumbered by clouds, and provided some illumination for the springs. After about fifteen minutes, we switched to the cooler pool and that's when we heard the noise.
It was difficult to make out at first, but soon it became clear it was coming from the direction of the trail. Moments later the sound turned into voices and we knew that someone was approaching.
We had only made it as far as the hot pool when beams of lights broke into the area causing us to go neck deep into the water. There were four flashlights being carried, and one suddenly swept across us moving past then returning quickly.
"Oh, sorry," a husky male voice said from a face that was hidden behind the glare of the flashlight.
"Well I guess that explains the car," another male voice offered.
"Can you kill the light," I asked, annoyed by its glare and the beam was turned off.
From the other lights moving on the edge of the pool we could see there were four people that had arrived -- three men and a woman. Without saying anything to us, they began disrobing and then one by one entered the pool we were in completely nude. In the semi-darkness, two of the men looked to be of average height and build but the third was taller but thick with a barrel chest and large thighs. The woman had short hair and a slender torso but her hips flared out to a full butt.
Even though the pool was large enough to accommodate all of us with some privacy, the large guy made his way to the center followed by the others so that we were forced to acknowledge their presence.
"Nice night," the large man said, in a slightly sarcastic way.
"Yes, it is," I answered, trying not to show my displeasure at their arrival.
My name's Dan, this is Carl and Wayne and she's Penny," he said as a form of introduction.
"I'm David and this is my wife Erin," I replied.
"You're not from around here are you?" he said rhetorically.
"No we're not. Is that a problem?" I said, too defensively.
"Oh hell no. Just haven't seen you two before. Not many tourists find this spring. We come up here every week. Usually more come. This is a quiet night," he explained.
Erin was neck deep in the water being very still and staying close to my side. I could see the men's eyes looking at her trying to gauge her looks, and whether she was nude I suspected.
"Wayne, get us some beers," he commanded then asked, "You two want beers?"
"No thanks," I quickly replied.
Wayne came back with the beers and they started talking amongst themselves, drifting to one end of the pool, which gave us a bit more privacy.
"Should we go?' I asked Erin.
"Wait till they go to the other pool and then it will be easier," she suggested.
After Dan finished his beer, he moved back towards us until he was only a few feet away, and now that he was closer, we could see better what he looked like. He had short sandy colored hair and his full face was covered by a closely cropped beard. His upper chest and shoulders were developed but from work rather that the gym I suspected. He had an odd way of curling his lip when he spoke which made it look like he was sneering.
"Do you guys smoke weed?" he asked bluntly.
Both Erin and I had smoked a few times with close friends but I really didn't want to cross some social bridge with this guy.
"No, we don't," I told him.
"Mind if we do?" he asked.
"Not at all," I answered.
I caught him staring at Erin again and his gaze was only broken when Wayne came up from behind and handed him another beer.
"Go get us a joint," he told Wayne, who seemed to be his servant.
Wayne returned quickly with a joint and a lighter, and the marijuana attracted Carl and Penny to come over as well. Dan lit the joint then offered it to me and when I turned him down with a shake of my head he made the offer to Erin who did the same thing. Shrugging his shoulders, he passed it to Penny who in turn passed it to Carl. Wayne got it last, took a slow hit then handed it back to Dan. They continued the circuit until it was gone.
"I'm getting hot," Penny said.
It looked like this would be our opportunity to depart once they moved to the smaller pool. But, instead of moving to the cooler water, Penny hoisted herself up on the ledge right next to us where Erin and I had made love the previous night. The move left her exposed to the rest of us and I got an eyeful of her naked form before I redirected my gaze.
Up close now, I could see she had light brown hair on her head and a darker full bush between her legs. Her breasts were on the smallish side and her flared hips looked more feminine now. She had nice juicy looking lips that seemed to be made for kissing. She wasn't bad looking, but had that back country look of a woman that spent little time on her appearance. Perhaps in her mid to late thirties, by the look of her body I concluded she must be a mother.
Next Carl and Wayne lifted themselves onto the ledge, one on each side of her. Carl was balding, had a weak chest and a pudgy middle with a penis that seemed shriveled from the water. Wayne had dark curly hair, a more developed physique and several tattoos on his right arm. His cock was not impressively long but was quite thick. Neither of the exposed men seemed concerned about showing themselves to Erin.



Dan was the last to get up and before he did he motioned to Carl to move to one side so he could sit next to Penny. With a grunt, he heaved himself up with his arms and sat down. It was impossible not to notice his large cock which now was on display. It was thick and long enough that the head actually was under water. There was a mass of hair around the base of his cock and some extended up the shaft. The head was plump and much darker colored than the shaft giving him a two toned appearance. Dan and Carl looked like they were around forty, and Wayne was clearly the youngest of the four and I guessed he was our age.
When he first got up on the ledge, I thought I heard a faint gasp from Erin, and now as my wits returned and I averted my gaze I turned to see her looking down at the water in what appeared to be a forced effort to not look in their direction.
"Let's move to the other pool," I said to her softly.
I took her hand and moved towards it hoping we could drift away without a conversation but it wasn't to be.
"Where ya going?" I heard Dan ask behind me.
"Going to this other pool," I said, not looking back.
We arrived at the ledge separating the two pools, and unfortunately, there was no way to cross over without coming out of the water. The others were now twenty odd feet away and it was dark, still I wondered if Erin would want to expose herself. To my surprise, she moved across the ledge without hesitation while exposing her beautiful ass.
"Nice," I heard the voice behind me, as I followed her over.
"Let's wait a few minutes then we can circle to our clothes and leave," I suggested.
"Just ignore them. It's not that big a deal. Don't let them ruin our time," she replied, surprising me with her attitude.
"Okay, I'm fine if you are," I replied, still a bit concerned.
"I'm fine," she said, then leaned back and closed her eyes.
I pulled her around so she was floating prone across my waist while I sat on a submerged rock outcropping. I rocked her back and forth and the tips of her breasts, just penetrating the water's surface, left a wake as they moved.
"Go get us some wine," Erin requested after a few minutes, with her eyes still closed.
Without responding, I let her float away from me then got out of the pool into the cold night air and took the long way to the backpack. There, I got the cups and plastic container filled with wine and returned to my wife. Glancing over, I could see the group watching me. They had returned to the water and were formed in a tight group talking.
Erin and I were finishing our first cup when the others crossed over like a herd of cattle into our quiet spot.
"Thought we would cool off here too," Penny said with a smile, as she lowered into the water up to her waist leaving her breasts on display.
Erin had tried to sink into the water on their arrival, but had to keep her arm raised because of the cup which left the top of her breasts visible. It was no worse than how she would look in a bikini I rationalized even though she was getting stares from the men.
Dan had come up with another joint from somewhere and lit it with his lighter. He passed it around once and as it was going by the second time something in my said "what the hell" and I reached out. I took a long hit on it then turned and offered it to Erin who took it with a half-smile and did the same. The joint was quickly gone and Dan sent Wayne back to get another, and we passed it around until it was gone too. It seemed that Dan and Co.'s pushy attempt to socialize had finally succeeded.
It had been so long since we smoked that it hit us fast and hard. My head was spinning and looking at Erin she seemed to be in the same way. The disorientation was also making her forget about her position in the water, as she was now standing in a way that left her breasts exposed to just above her nipples. Glancing around I could see the all of them looking at her mounds no doubt hoping they would get a chance to see the rest.
Erin suddenly realized how exposed she was and dropped further beneath the surface of the water. But, less than a minute later she bobbed up and this time her nipples momentarily were revealed.
"Those are some damn nice tits," I heard Dan say through my buzzing brain, and Erin's only response to the comment was a silly grin.
We chatted aimlessly with the group interspersed with what felt like long periods of silence as each person dealt with the drug's effect. During one of the quiet periods, I caught myself with my eyes closed drifting away and had to force my way back to the moment. Looking up, I was shocked to see Wayne had moved to one side of Penny and was openly fondling her breasts while Carl had positioned on her other side and had her head turned to him and was kissing her. Even more surprising was catching Erin staring intently at the scene, and off to one side, not participating in the foreplay, was Dan who was watching Erin.
I had to admit that the erotic nature of it all made it difficult not to watch and as much as I tried to look elsewhere my eyes kept returning to the threesome. The two men traded tasks and now Carl was playing with her breasts while Wayne kissed her neck and lips, while Penny emitted soft purring sounds of pleasure.
My weed influenced concentration had been so intent on the show before me that I hadn't noticed that Dan had worked himself closer to Erin.
"You like what you see?" I heard Dan ask Erin softly before he laughed, "Penny likes attention."
She didn't respond but a few seconds later I felt her fidgeting in the water and again just for a moment her breasts rose from the water providing us a view of her small nipples pointing upward.
I was now feeling the same way I had with the truck driver. A deep feeling of concern existed in my gut that was being overpowered by an intensely erotic act playing out before me that was clouding my judgment. Penny had become very aroused and was squirming which made it even more difficult to turn away.
I looked at Erin again and her eyes were half closed and her breathing was coming in short irregular gasps, and I realized that she must be getting effected by the scene too. I moved my hand over until I found the side of her leg which startled her and she turned and looked into my eyes.
"Are you okay? Should we go?" I whispered to her.
Erin turned briefly and looked at Penny between the two men then looked back at me and nodded her head yes.
"We're going to call it a night," I announced, as I took Erin by the arm.
"Night's young man," Dan replied, as we turned.
Ignoring him, we climbed into the cold night air with Erin in the lead and as she stepped onto the rock ledge her legs spread giving everyone in the pool a perfect view of her small shaved pussy. I knew Dan was feasting on Erin's beautiful body and rather than making me angry it actually excited me. I felt my cock stiffen and I had to hurry to hide it from view. Because of the pot, we took longer than normal getting dressed, but finally we were done and started towards the trail.
"Nice meeting y'all. Especially you sweetheart!" Dan shouted, as we left them behind.
We made our way down the trail talking about the surreal experience and occasionally breaking out in giggles. I was happy Erin hadn't gotten upset and in fact I suspected she had been a bit turned on. We reached the car and went straight to the house going to bed almost immediately feeling the impact of the wine and pot.
Despite my drowsiness, as soon as Erin's naked butt was snuggled against me I knew that I needed to make love to her. My hands began running over her legs and then over her tummy before arriving at her breasts where I lingered, massaging them gently and softly rolling her nipples between my fingers.
"Umm...that feels good," she moaned.
"I need you," I whispered to her, letting my hand run down between her legs and finding her very wet.
"I know honey...me too," she sighed, turning to kiss me.
Foregoing preliminaries, I rolled on top of her as she spread her legs and found her opening. Her hand took me and rubbed my dick over her cleft getting the head wet before bringing me to her opening where with a gentle push I slid easily inside.
"Damn you feel good," I gasped.
"Mmm....I forgot what sex was like while high," Erin giggled.
We began a slow, gentle motion. My dick which was completely inside her was sliding in and out just a little as I rode her, but the feeling of us coupled and moving in unison was still very exciting. We kissed and fondled each other as we writhed slowly, but our passion started to rise and before long I was pushing into her faster and her legs started to open.
"You are so damn beautiful," I said to her sincerely, feeling the need to speak.
"You just say that because you're in love with me," she giggled in reply.
"Well I am in love with you, but you're beautiful too," I answered, not wanting my words to be diminished.
"Oh baby...make love to me," she sighed, letting her nails trace their way down my back and over my ass which made my back arch and my cock to go deeper.
I started moving faster pulling almost all the way out then dropping hard into her. I could tell she was getting close, as was I, and I hoped she would get there soon as it was feeling to good to slow down.
"Oh David. It's all yours. Don't stop," she begged.
I knew she was right on the edge. Erin likes it very hard when she starts to climax, so I began moving with deep forced strokes making her grunt but also taking her over the top.
"Oh yes...oh yes darling.do it!" she called out, as her body tensed then released and she started jerking and thrusting against me.
In the process, my dick came out of her and with a squeal she found it and brought it quickly back to her swollen pussy. Leaving her, even for just that moment, had allowed me to gain control and when I was back inside I was able to ride her through her orgasm and then continue for a minute with a furious pace before letting loose.
"OH SHIT ERIN! Damn! Damn!" I forced out of my mouth between deep breaths, as I felt my balls being drained.
I closed my eyes and threw my head back and reveled in the wonderfully feeling of my wife. Finally, with a final last push and wiggle of my hips to force the remaining semen from my dick I collapsed on top of her letting my head fall into the crook of her neck.
"I love you," I said, and her arm came up and wrapped around me.
We stayed that way until we had both caught our breaths. As I lay there cuddling and gently kissing her neck and ear, the thought of our time at the hot spring came back and I snickered to myself remembering her nude in front of the strangers. I had to admit, in retrospect, it was a turn on to see how much attention she had received.
"I wonder what happened to Penny?" I said, laughing a bit.
"I think she did just fine," Erin answered, laughing too.
"All three?" I asked.
"I don't know. Probably," she replied.
"And you've only had two." I said in sarcastic way, referring to our time with the truck driver.
As soon as I said it, I regretted it and braced for a bad reaction. Instead, I got an equally smartass reply.
"Yes, too bad you made us leave," she countered, and since I couldn't think of a good answer, after several seconds of silence she started giggling then said, "I win."
"Funny," I said, pretending to be annoyed but she just kept giggling.
"I doubt that was Penny's first time," she said when her giggling ended.
"But they wanted you," I whispered into her ear softly, then kissed her neck making her squirm.
"Why do you say that?" she asked.
I suspected she knew I was right and was just fishing for my response but I played along, "The way they looked at you. How they looked when they saw your breasts. Didn't you see how the big guy, Dan, kept trying to get closer?"
"Yes he did move close," she agreed.
"Close enough to touch you," I replied, and I felt Erin flinch ever so slightly, almost imperceptibly, and she got quiet.
I sensed there was something she was holding back and not saying.
"Did you want him to touch you?" I finally asked, fishing for the secret, and my dick, still inside her, started to tingle anticipating her answer.
"Mmm...well he did touch me some honey," she responded slowly stroking my hair nonchalantly.
"WHAT?" I replied, lifting myself up on my elbows and looking down at her smiling face.
"Just for a few seconds," she said in a way that let me know she was in control.
"Where? How?" I asked, stumbling to ask a coherent question, "Are you serious?"
"On my leg under the water," she answered in a soft voice.
"Where on your leg?" I asked, frustrated that she was making me pull every piece of information out.
"Right here," she said, taking my hand and placing it on the top of her thigh only inches from her pussy.
"You let him? How long? Did he get closer?" I shot back.
"Maybe ten seconds...maybe a bit longer. It was just there and then you said we were going so it didn't make sense to make a scene," she explained.
I realized my cock had become completely hard again and had journeyed deeply into her tunnel. In addition, my hips were twitching and beginning to move. I was a bit stunned and at a loss for words, and my mind went back to the pool and the three hungry men who would have eagerly taken her one after the other if they had the chance. And the large man, Dan, who had the nerve to reach out and touch her. Did he know that she wouldn't push him away or cry out for help?
When my mind returned to Erin, I realized I had her hands clasped above her head and was holding them with one hand balancing myself with the other. My dick was now moving faster into her our combined juices making the going easy.
"You were naughty again," I said.
"I'm sorry honey," Erin said, staring into my eyes as her breathing became labored.
I lost control of myself and began wildly thrusting into Erin driven by the vision of Dan's hand on her leg. There was something else too. I had felt it after the truck driver fucked her. Something in my brain, likely primordial, demanded that I take her back --- that I reestablish my position. What I was doing was about power and not about making love. I could see Erin beneath me with her mouth open emitting cries that sounded like a mixture of pleasure and pain, but instead of being caring and responsive to her needs, I was on a race to deposit my seed.
"UGGGHHH...UGGGHHH...FUCK!" I bellowed as my balls tightened again, and the small amount of semen I had left me and entered Erin.
Drenched in sweat, I immediately fell onto her, but unable to catch my breath I broke free and rolled to her side.
"Are you okay?" she asked, turning to me and stoking the side of my face.
"Yeah," I answered, unable to say more.
Erin shifted closer to me and we silently began to drift to sleep. During that peaceful time of exhaustion right before sleep I thought about my reaction and what Erin must think. She had to realize that my uncontrolled taking of her had been provoked by her admission of being touched by Dan. How would she reconcile all of it in her head I wondered?
I was up before Erin the next morning feeling quite rested and was showered and ready with fresh coffee by the time she stirred. We drank a mug together, talking about what was in store for the day, before she got up and had a light breakfast of granola and yogurt. Afterwards, she went to the bathroom to shower and get ready while I cleaned up the house.
We spent the morning hiking then drove to a nearby town for lunch followed by Erin browsing the quaint shops in the downtown area for several hours while I had coffee and read a newspaper. That evening, I made dinner for her at the house. Erin didn't seem to be interested in talking about the night before, and I didn't want to either as there were still some things I was trying to get straight in my head. That night, we went to bed early and fell asleep quickly, forgoing any love making.
Thursday morning came and after breakfast we sipped on coffee and tried to make a plan for the day. We had already done all the hikes we had researched before coming up and Erin was tired of shopping, so we piddled around the house and read some before walking into town for lunch. Later, we read some more and then took a nap that lasted into the late afternoon.
"It's been a relaxing day but I'm getting bored," I announced.
"What do you want to do honey?" Erin answered.
"I don't know. Got any ideas?" I asked.
"We can go to the Sushi place in town in a bit. You can have some Sake," she said, grinning at me.
It was an inside joke between us that Sake had no effect on me. Of course it did quite a bit, but I would always comment while I was downing it that she shouldn't worry. After one monumental hangover, she started the joke and it stuck.
"That's a great idea!" I said, not willing to acknowledge her dig.
We got to the restaurant at seven but there was a wait so we didn't get seated until seven-thirty. Of course, while waiting, I started in on a small bottle of sake, so by the time we ordered I was very relaxed.
"I'm going to take you to bed tonight," I whispered, leaning over the table.
"Well I hope so. You kinda failed last night," she replied with a big smile and a sparkle in her eyes, letting me know she was in a good mood.
I leaned back in my chair accepting my rebuke which caused her to start giggling.
"This has been a bizarre vacation," I said, looking at her with a grin.
"Very bizarre," she replied with her expression changing for a moment before her smile returned and she asked, "Are you having fun?"
"Of course. I always have fun with you," I said in a sincere but matter-of-fact way, and the effortless way it came out actually was received by Erin as a huge compliment.
"I love you," she announced to me, and the tables nearby.
We ate slowly savoring the good food and enjoying each other's company so it was almost nine when we got up to leave. I had a nice buzz going and Erin seemed to as well so I asked her if she wanted to go somewhere.
"Do you want to grab a drink before we head back?" I asked.
"Sure, where do you want to go?" she replied.
"How about the bar in the old hotel on the corner?" I suggested.
We walked to the end of the block and entered the hotel but the bar was completely dead. In fact, there was no sign of the bartender.
"This is not very inspiring," she commented.
"No kidding. Any other ideas?" I asked.
There was silence for a moment while we thought and then Erin spoke, "What about that live music place that guy told us about the other night? Didn't he say Thursday was the big night?"
"Right. The Broken something, I think," I replied.
"Broken Yoke," she corrected.
Fifteen minutes later, after stopping for directions, we were standing at the door paying the $5 cover. The place was basically just one big room with a long bar covering about half of the wall opposite the stage. Definitely not a place for the Aspen glitterati, rough finished unpainted wood panels formed the walls and these were covered with old partially rusted metal signs and lighted beer signs. The tables and chairs were made from cheap metal resembling what you might find in a 50s diner and the stage was a wood platform raised about a foot off the main floor. Each of the bartenders and waitresses were dressed as they liked with most of them in jeans and t-shirts. It was warm and smoky inside as apparently this place didn't cater to the smoke free crowd.
The band had just started at nine and the place was only partly filled, so we were able to pick from several tables. Selecting an out of the way one on the far wall, we sat down and ordered drinks.




The band was decent, mostly playing old country standards with an occasional progressive country song or folk song thrown in for variety. Slowly the place began filling up predominately with couples and small groups, so that by the time the band took their first break all the tables were taken and the bar was crowded too.
Preparations on the stage were just starting for the second set and the waitress had just delivered us a fresh set of drinks when across the room I spotted Dan standing and surveying the crowd. Behind him stood Wayne and just a few seconds later Penny came into my view as well. Great I thought to myself, just what we need.
They moved in a group to the bar as the band started playing and I watched Dan get the attention of the bartender. Erin was watching the stage and hadn't spotted them yet nor had they seen us, as I watched them get their drinks then turn and watch the band.
I was discreetly keeping an eye on them when I saw Wayne elbow Dan and together they looked in our direction. Almost immediately, they headed towards us stopping in an open spot along the wall just behind our table.
"Well looky here," I heard Dan call out from behind me, and his words made Erin turn and look followed by her shooting me a startled glance.
I tried to ignore them but I felt a nudge on my shoulder, and was forced to turn and acknowledge their presence.
"Hey there," I said to Dan, trying my best to look undisturbed.
"Good to see you," he said then nodded behind him, "You remember Wayne and Penny."
I nodded to them and as I was doing so I saw Dan looking past me no doubt to Erin. For about the hundredths time since that night at the springs, I thought about his hand on her leg inches away from her pussy.
"How did your evening end up?" I asked Dan over the music, not wanting to appear intimidated.
"Real good. Course the next morning sucked," he replied, laughing a little.
I just nodded my head in reply and there followed an awkward silence. I turned back to Erin and for the next ten or fifteen minutes we tried to focus on the band. Suddenly, the waitress appeared and she set another beer and glass of wine on our table to go with the ones we had still half full. When I looked at her she just nodded towards Dan, Wayne and Penny.
"Your boyfriend," I said sarcastically to Erin.
"You're complaining about free drinks?" she replied trying to be funny, while I turned and raised the beer towards the group and they smiled and raised their drinks to us.
A few minutes later, I had to hit the restroom. Of course, I was worried about leaving Erin alone, but when I returned and saw that they had let her be I relaxed some and allowed myself to be brought into a conversation with Wayne and Dan. After a few minutes I realized they weren't really bad guys just rough around the edges. Somehow, Penny slipped by me because when I looked to check on Erin I saw that she had settled at the table in my chair.
"You mind if I dance with Erin?" Dan asked, when Wayne had left for the bathroom.
"I don't think that a good idea," I said to him, as my body stiffened, as despite my softening in my appraisal of him, I still didn't want him touching Erin.
"Look man I know we were a bit strong at the springs but that place has a reputation for partying. I thought you and her knew that. We didn't mean nothing," he tried to explain.
"No, we didn't know that," I replied, and with this knowledge, there actions made much more sense.
"Yeah we figured that after you left," Dan continued, "Sorry about that."
Of course he neglected to mention that he had put his hand on Erin's leg. I didn't want to bring it up though so to change the subject I said to him, "We aren't really dancers."
"Hey if its going to bother you I understand. No worries man," he came back.
Wayne returned and brought Dan another beer. We chatted for a bit longer and I found out that both of them were carpenters mostly working on the homes of the wealthy residents of the area. It was the busy time for them as they had to make most of their money during the summer. The rest of the year that would just try to stay busy doing small odd jobs. They explained that Penny was a secretary at the local hospital, and that all three of them had grown up in the area.
"You can ask her if you want," I said quietly to Dan, when Wayne had stepped away.
Dan just nodded and stood there for several minutes until the band finished their song then stepped over the table and leaned down to Erin. She looked at him as he spoke then looked towards me, and when I shrugged, I watched her speak to him some more. At first, I thought she was politely declining, but suddenly she stood and allowed him to lead her to the dance floor.
It really wasn't a dance floor, as the place people were using was just a small empty area between the stage and the front row of tables. Although the place had become crowded, there was just three or four couples dancing. It seemed the bar was more about drinking and listening to the music rather than dancing, so it was easy to watch them and I was pleased to see that Dan was holding her respectfully.
Not planning on going out, Erin had dressed down wearing everyday jeans and a simple blouse, but she still looked very good. In fact, with her natural good looks she was easily the best looking woman in the bar.
Wayne engaged me in a conversation on what Erin and I did and Penny stood and joined in too. Before long, I realized that several songs had been played and Erin and Dan were still dancing. Finally, they came back to the table and I could see that Erin had a light sheen of perspiration on her neck.
"Let's go smoke a joint," Dan suggested, when the conversation had slowed.
"I'm ready," Wayne replied.
I looked at Erin and she shrugged and I was about to decline when Penny spoke, "Come on out with us. I need someone else to talk to besides these two."
Her comments made everyone laugh and I replied, "Okay, what the hell."
Dan called the waitress over and said we would be right back and as we moved towards the door I heard her say to him, "Don't get caught again."
We walked to the back of the parking lot where Dan's old partially rusted pickup was parked, and when we got there he opened the door and pulled out a baggie with several joints already rolled. He lit one and passed it around and when it was gone started another that was also quickly gone. After the effects from the other night, I had intentionally gone easy on it, but I noticed that Erin had not held back and I made a note to myself to keep an eye on her.
Going back inside, while I ordered a round of drinks Wayne found a couple chairs so everyone could sit at the table. The table was positioned against the back wall, so there were three open sides. I was sitting with my back closest to the stage, to my right was Penny and then Wayne, Dan and Erin in a half circle, with Dan having made a point of positioning himself so he could sit next to Erin. We continued chatting although with the effects of the pot kicking in the conversation was becoming more stilted. Also, the place had become packed, and between the band and the crowd noise we had to raise our voices to be heard.
"I wish we were at the springs," Penny blurted out, while the rest of us were discussing local celebrities, and it caught everyone off guard and stopped the conversation.
"Why is that girl?" Wayne asked her, with a snicker.
"I want to get naked and wet," she announced loudly, also laughing.
"You don't have to go to the springs to get naked and wet," he replied, with a suggestive implication.
"You ass," Penny replied, hitting him on the arm as she got his meaning.
I started a conversation with Wayne about their current work project, and soon Dan had joined in and together they were describing it in detail.
"This guy is from New York and only comes out a couple times a year but his place is huge. It's up a secluded road and overlooks a nice valley. He's got six bedrooms, an infinity pool, and big living areas. He's never satisfied with the place though. Wayne and I have been doing projects out there since it was first built. We're doing another big remodeling now that is taking most of the summer. I wish I had money to just play with like he does," Dan told us.
"Does he have a family? Erin asked.
"Don't really know for sure but I've never seen anyone but him. And we rarely see him. Mostly we deal with his architect. I tell you though there's not pictures of anyone, wife or kids, like you normally see in houses," he responded.
"It would be nice to see," Erin replied in a casual way, showing signs of being quite high.
"Well hell, why not?" Dan responded immediately.
I don't think Erin had intended for her comment to be a request. Rather, it was said in a way that I took to just be part of the back and forth of the conversation. However, Dan had taken it as a formal request from Erin.
"I don't think Erin meant that we should really go see it," I stepped in.
"Nah, it's no big deal. We work there late all the time. No one's going to notice. Anyway, there's not another house for half a mile," he answered quickly, with enthusiasm.
"Let's go. I'd like to see it and I'm bored here," Penny stated.
"You guys go ahead. We're going to stay," I told them, as it just didn't feel right to go traipsing through a stranger's house.
"Oh, come on. It's not a big deal and you'll be impressed. Trust me. Plus, it has the best view of the stars in Colorado," Dan said, turning to Erin as he spoke.
"I wouldn't mind having a look," Erin said, looking at me to gauge my reaction.
"Well there you go!" Dan said, attempting to close the debate.
He turned towards the bar and waved at the waitress, signaling to get the bill. As he was doing this I took the opportunity to confirm things with Wayne.
"You sure it's okay?" I asked him.
"Yeah it's fine. We've been working there for two months and seen no one but the architect and the pool man and they only come mornings," he laughed.
Erin's interest had caught me by surprise so now, feeling outnumbered, I just shrugged and decided to go along. We paid our bills and headed out stopping in the parking lot to get rough directions from Dan and Wayne.
"It's off of Terrell Road on the other side of town. Wayne why don't you ride with them so they don't get lost," Dan said.
Wayne got in the front seat and Erin climbed into the back and we followed Dan in his beat up pickup out of the parking lot. I had the odd feeling that something was amiss and that maybe we were being set-up, but had no tangible basis for it. With Wayne in the car, Erin and I couldn't talk about it so we settled for idle chat.
We drove for about fifteen minutes, leaving town and traveling up a canyon road, then turned onto a small lane before pulling into a drive with an expensive gate. Dan must have had the automatic opener because the gate started swinging slowly open and we followed him up the drive to a large two-story home. The outdoor lights were on, illuminating the beautiful property well, and I cringed at the cost it must take to keep a place like this up.
"You sure this is okay?" I asked Wayne again, and he just gave me a firm nod.
There was a long parking apron and we pulled into it and got out of the vehicles looking up at the large edifice rising before us.
"Glad to see someone is doing something right," Penny exclaimed, as she walked up.
Away from town, the temperature seemed even colder, and we quickly followed Dan through a locked gate to the back of the house where we saw the infinity pool that he had mentioned. Around it was a large entertainment area that included an outdoor cooking pavilion and a spa that was attached to the pool. The whole area overlooked a tree covered valley and beyond that we could make out several snowcapped mountains. There was no furniture and I assumed it was all in storage. While we stood there, Dan opened a door to the house, worked the security code and disappeared returning a minute later with five beers.
"Hey this pool is warm!" Penny cried out, after having put her toes in.
"Yeah. No idea why they keep the heater on but they do," Wayne said, shaking his head.
We sipped on our beers and looked at the night sky, which I had to admit, lived up to Dan's comments. The stars were brilliant, stretching across the entire sky, and I had to agree that it was the best night views I had ever seen.
"Ready to look inside?" Dan asked after a few minutes, and we all nodded our assents and followed Dan into the home.
He began by taking us down to the basement where there was a living area, a bar, a pool table and card table along with a utility room that had the washer and dryer. Then back to the level we started on we found a formal dining room with a twenty seat table a gourmet kitchen, a large informal living area with a huge stone fireplace on one end and a bar, a study/library, another less formal dining room and two well appointed bedrooms. The whole back side of the house was sheathed in glass to maximize the view, and going up a floating stair case which provided an outside view, we came to the second floor with three large bedrooms and then a stunning master suite with the largest bed I had ever seen. In addition, the glass in the master bedroom extended partly up the roof line allowing someone to lie in bed and see the stars. Of course, there were amazing bathrooms everywhere too.
Dan and Wayne's project was to rebuild the bookcases in the library using a different type of wood, and as we walked through they described the process and explained that they were about seventy-five percent complete. When we finished the tour, we settled in the couches in the informal living area while Wayne went to grab more beers.
"It's breathtaking," Erin said, sincerely.
"Dude's loaded for sure," Penny added.
Dan reached in his pocket and pulled out another joint and lit it just as Wayne returned, and although Erin declined the beer, she took her turn with the weed as it made the round.
"This is the most I have ever had," Erin said, referring to the weed.
"How is it making you feel?" Wayne asked her.
"Relaxed." she answered, with a silly grin.
"It's making me horny," Penny stated, which made us all laugh.
"Penny do you have children?" Erin asked her, and immediately I sensed it was a bad subject.
"I have three. The live with their dad in Denver. I'm not much of a mom," she replied, tensing for a moment before letting out a forced chuckle to which we joined in.
After that, things got quiet for a spell and with the silence came a certain sexual tension. I knew it would be wise to thank them for the tour and leave, but the tension had a certain narcotic feeling to it that made me want to let it continue. My mind went to the encounter with the truck driver and how incredibly excited that had made me. Then too was my feelings and reactions when I learned that Dan had touched Erin's leg in the hot springs. I had almost assaulted Erin with my lust after she told me. I didn't know where it was all going but I wanted to continue with the feeling for a while.
"Can we get in the pool?" Penny asked Dan and Wayne, breaking the silence.
"Hell, why not?" Dan replied.
"Good now I can get naked and wet like I wanted," Penny said, looking at Wayne.
I stood with Penny having made a snap decision that I wanted to see Erin naked with Dan and Wayne again, and we walked outside with Penny leading the way as everyone started to strip down. Penny and Wayne were the first in the water and I was right behind them. Dan had gone to a cabinet and come back with a stack of towels so he was a bit behind, but was shucking them fast.
Erin was bringing up the rear and was going noticeably slower which at first I thought was reluctance. But, when she was down to her sheer red bra and matching panties she stopped, looked towards me and said. "Honey, I need to lie down for a minute. My head is spinning."
"Do you need some help?" I asked, moving towards the steps.
"No, I'm just going to back to one of the couches," she said, and then put her top back on.
Dan was standing naked next to her and took her arm and started with her towards the door, but she said something to him that I couldn't hear and he slowly let go. As she left, carrying her jeans over her arm, I saw her glance down at his large cock hanging flaccid between his legs.
The narcotic euphoria that I had been feeling quickly evaporated and for a few seconds I felt sorry for myself that it was all over for the evening. Then, my better sense hit me and I became concerned for Erin and hoped it would pass quickly. I decided to stay in the pool for just a few minutes then say my goodbyes, collect Erin and leave.
Dan got in the pool and seemed to have lost energy just like me with Erin's departure. Wayne did some too and only Penny maintained her buoyant attitude. The water was pleasantly warm and we rested our arms on the edge of the pool and looked out over the valley while we chatted about random things. Penny was just to my left and her leg kept coming in contact with mine, a few too many times to be considered accidental.
"How often do you and your wife have sex?" Penny fired the question at me, from out of the blue.
"Excuse me?" I answered her, laughing at the way she had asked.
"Come on. Tell us. Wayne and Dan want to know and I do too," she tried.
"Why do you want to know?" I asked.
I wasn't upset. In fact, for some reason I kind of liked the subject. Whether it was the pot and alcohol or the remnants of the sexual euphoria I had been feeling I didn't know. Still, it would be weird to just answer a question like that so I played dumb.
It was Penny who answered again as Dan and Wayne seemed happy to let her do the heavy lifting. "These two think your wife is hot and they saw her naked the other night and in her undies just now. They're probably going to jackoff later thinking about her. You need to throw them a bone."
All of us got a laugh from her choice of words, and I decided there was no harm in answering the question so I told them, "Three or four times a week."
"Does she like sex?" she asked quickly.
"Yes," I replied.
"She cum every time," the question came as soon as I answered the previous.
"Usually. Not every time," I said.
"She like oral?" and like before, the question came immediately upon my reply.
"Penny, you're out of control," I said, chuckling to ease the tension.
"Does she?" she repeated.
"Enough of the questions Penny," I said, ending the exchange, and as I floated in the warm water wondering what was coming next, I realized I was completely hard.
Minutes later, Wayne moved towards the steps and grabbed a towel.
"Where ya going?" Penny asked.
"Take a leak," he laughed as he gave the crude reply.
"Well check on our beauty queen while your in there," Penny directed him, and a second later her leg once again brushed alongside mine.
I thought about telling him not to bother, and that I would go in and check on her, but I stayed quiet as the narcotic feeling started to build in me again. My body started feeling numb, like I was on a good high, my breathing quickened and it was hard to focus my thoughts, as the visions of her with Merle and naked at the springs came firing back rapidly through my brain.
I think everyone was surprised when I didn't say anything and Wayne no doubt took this as my concurrence with Penny's directive. I heard the door to the house open and close while I continued to look at the stars.
The minutes ticked by in silence while we waited for Wayne to return. Everyone knew what the other was thinking and everyone knew the meaning of time, and it's funny how in times of stress time will play games with your mind. It seemed liked ages since Wayne had left, but when I forced myself to really focus and think it had only been a few minutes. I figured that eight to ten minutes would not be an unreasonable period to hit the bathroom and stop and check on Erin. I had come to that figure by analyzing every step and turn in the process and now was gauging how much time had elapsed.



When I thought it had hit six minutes, Dan suddenly spoke, "I'm going to grab a beer. Who wants one?"
"I'll take one," Penny answered.
"Uh, no thanks," I finally stammered out, after Penny nudged me.
Over my shoulder, I saw Dan pick up a towel and walk towards the door before he left my sight. The sound of the door let me know that he too was now inside the large house with Erin, and although I knew that beer was the last thing on his mind, I couldn't move.
"Mmmm..." came the sound from Penny when her hand found my erection.
"What are you doing?" I asked in shock, her action catching me completely by surprise, and I tried to move my hips away but her hand held me firmly.
"Stop," she commanded, and for some reason I did.
Her hand began a slow massaging of my shaft, and despite the turmoil in my head I had to admit that it felt very good.
"I better go check on Erin," I said to her once again, attempting to break free.
She held me firmly by the base of my dick with her strong hand and pulled me closer to her the said, "You don't want to do that."
"I need to to. She might be ill," I replied.
"Let her have her fun. You have yours. It's what you wanted," Penny countered.
"I don't know what you mean. I need to check on her," I restated.
"Honey, you just let two horny men who want to fuck your pretty wife go in with her alone. Don't tell me you didn't know where it was headed," she said, laying it all out on the table.
"Erin doesn't want them," I said, trying to find some firm footing.
My words brought a big laugh from Penny who finally stopped and replied, "I've seen her looking at their cocks. I think she's a firecracker looking to go off."
I finally had enough and used my hand to wrest Penny's hand off my dick. Getting out of the pool, I grabbed a towel and wrapped it around me quickly.
"Wait!" Penny implored, catching up behind me, "Go in quiet and see for yourself."
She took the last towel and wrapped it around her wide hips, and for some reason I stood and waited for her then together we went to the door. Penny took the knob and twisted it slowly, trying to be quiet as we stepped inside and then with equal care she closed it.
We made the short journey down the corridor to the room where Erin had gone to rest. It was illuminated by the outside natural light and a light on somewhere deeper in the house. The room was in shadows, but across the way we could see the top of three heads close together visible over the back of a leather sofa.
I was about to tell Penny "I told you so" when the head on the left leaned in close to the one in the middle in what looked like a kiss, and at almost the same time Penny's hand found my dick again and she whispered to me, "Let's go find a bedroom."
I shook my head mesmerized by the thought of what might be happening, or beginning to happen with Erin. I stepped into the room ignoring Penny's hand and moved so that I could see them on the couch from the side. Sure enough, Erin was sitting between Wayne and Dan and it was Dan who evidently had just kissed her. The men's towels were bunched around their waist's and Erin looked to still have her blouse on and I assumed her panties were still in place too, but I was too far away to be certain.
Just then, Wayne leaned down to kiss her, but she fended off his advance turning her head to one side, and it made me wonder if she had done the same when Dan tried. I moved into a large leather chair that allowed me to sink in low and watch Erin. So far, I hadn't been spotted by any of them, but when Penny walked up and dropped to her knees between my legs I thought for sure we would be seen. Surprisingly, none of them looked over and I put my finger to my lips trying to indicate to Penny to be quiet. While she did stay quiet, she also pulled my towel loose and with a quick motion sucked my dick into her soft mouth. I gasped in surprise, but let her continue thinking it would keep her occupied while I spied on Erin.
For the next few minutes, I watched intently as Erin fidgeted on the couch sometimes accepting the kisses from Dan and Wayne and other times rejecting them. Their hands were also busy trying to touch her sensitive spots and remove her blouse but she refused these efforts using her hands in defense.
It was becoming harder to ignore Penny's attentions as she was very good with her mouth. She had inhaled me and was moving her head with a nice pace while keeping me well lubricated with her incredibly warm and soft mouth. She had me squirming and I was now splitting my time between Erin and watching Penny's head bob on me.
"Ugh..." I let out too loudly, when from nowhere Penny slid a finger into my ass.
Looking over I could see that all three heads were now lifted and looking towards us while Penny continued unaware. Erin stood to get a better look and I could now see she was still in her panties. The look on her face was one of confusion and she continued to watch while Dan and Wayne rose to stand beside her. Just like that, the tables had been turned.
Penny's mouth on my dick and finger massaging my prostate had become too much and I realized I was now breathing heavily and struggling to keep my eyes open as my balls began to boil. I knew I wasn't going to last much longer.
"Ugh...ugh...umm...shit!" I let out in poorly muted grunts as my balls suddenly contracted and the juice shot out through the small opening and into Penny's warm, waiting mouth.
Penny kept a vacuum suction on me until the sensitivity became so high I had to push her mouth off me. After a bit, like coming out of the fog, I came back to the moment and realized I was sunk down in the chair taking deep breaths with my hands on Penny's head which had settled on my thigh. She was looking at my face and when our eyes met I couldn't help but give her a smile which was immediately returned. My mind then went to Erin, but when I looked in her direction all three had disappeared.
"I need to find my wife," I said to Penny, nervous that she wasn't in sight.
"Why? Let her have some fun," she replied, still convinced that Erin was a ready participant.
"Let me up," I replied, and used my arms to move her so I could stand then pulled her to her feet and handed her a towel while I wrapped the other around my waist.
"Let's get to a bedroom and fuck. I need some cock," Penny announced, no doubt feeling she had done her job and now it was her turn.
Without responding, I looked around the room trying to determine the most likely direction the three had taken. My instinct said to go to the first floor bedrooms but after looking and finding them empty I headed towards the stairs with Penny still close behind.
Taking the stairs two at a time, I made it up quickly and went straight to the master suite. When I got to the open door, I could see from the natural light filtering through the vast windows, that Erin was in the middle of the bed in just her bra and panties. Her blouse lay discarded on the floor next to several pillows that had been tossed off the bed. Dan was on her right, naked, and was alternating kisses between the top of her breasts and lips while Wayne, naked as well, was on his knees between her open legs, and was licking her panty covered pussy. Erin was responding to their attention with slow movements and moans of pleasure.
Penny arrived behind me and pushed her breasts into my back and used her hand to try and remove my towel. I put my hand on hers to stop her and held it in place while my mind processed what I was seeing.
"Leave her alone. You're just in the way," Penny whispered at me in frustration.
Standing there, my mind vacillated rapidly between jealousy and the desire to see how far Erin might go. Several times, my brain told my feet to go to her and take her from this place, but each time that thought was immediately countered by one telling me to let it go just a little further. It was almost like I was experiencing an erotic high and it seemed to be based on not knowing what to expect. Like with the truck driver, I was seeing her in a different and unexpected way, although a part or me wondered if she was truly turned on by Dan and Wayne or if she was responding in anger to what she had just seen with me and Penny.
Penny had finally got the towel loose and when it dropped her hand went to my dick which was once again fully erect. She tried to pull me away by it, but I grabbed her elbow and held her in place.
While we had our short struggle, I saw Wayne try to pull Erin's panties off, but she used her hands to hold them in place. Her efforts made me think she wasn't completely in to this and again I started thinking about intervening. Seconds later though, I heard a deep sigh followed by a series of whimpering sounds and at the same time her legs spread wider. With Wayne's head covering her pussy, it was difficult to make out exactly what had happened but he had clearly managed to touch something sensitive.
Her sounds and body movements became more pronounced and it was just a minute later that Wayne tried again to take her panties off. This time, she lifted her hips and let him slide them down her beautiful, slender legs, and as soon as they were off, Dan went for her bra and she let him take it as well. Wayne's mouth went quickly back to her pussy and Dan's to her nipples, and my wife's movements started to become so animated that the men had to use their hands to hold her in place.
"She's going to fuck them both," Penny stated crudely, causing me to cringe although I suspected she was right if I didn't intervene.
Wayne's hands were on the inside of her thighs pushing her legs wide apart and his tongue was buried in her smoothly shaved pussy while Dan was alternating his attention between her breasts sucking and licking on her very sensitive nipples. I could tell the attention she was receiving, coupled with the effects of the alcohol and pot, was causing her to build towards a sexual crescendo. However, just when I thought she was about to hit the point of no return, Wayne stopped, rose on his knees and crawled forward lining his cock up with her now soaked pussy. Because of the angle, as he moved forward, we couldn't see his cock but it had to be very close to her entrance.
"No don't! Where's my husband? Where's David." Erin cried out and we watched her hands move to her pussy, then she cried out again, "David?"
"I'm here Erin," I replied immediately, not wanting her to get upset.
Dan and Wayne turned to look at me and I could now look directly into Erin's face which even in the dim light looked to have equal parts lust and worry.
"Is this what you want?" She asked, seeking my validation.
I knew it was important to her to feel she had permission yet it seemed very strange to verbally announce to another man that he could have my wife. I tried to clear my voice to speak, but nothing would come out.
"Let her, she needs it," Penny prodded.
"David, is it what you want?" Erin asked again, after several seconds.
I watched as Dan's hands slowly kneaded her right breast and I saw between her spread legs her wet pussy shimmering in the reflected light. I had to clear my voice again before I could answer. "Yes, honey."
Erin's face took on a strange look that seemed part relief and part surprise while Dan and Wayne broke out in big smiles. Penny's hand gripped me tighter no doubt feeling she would now get what she wanted.
"Stay with me." Erin pleaded as Wayne moved back into position. She held his hips in her hands until I had moved to the side of the bed where we could see each other then she softened her grip. Wayne moved closer between her legs and leaned forward.
"Ohhh..." Came the telltale gasp from my beautiful wife announcing that Wayne had penetrated.
"Oh fuck yeah. Fuck yeah," Wayne grunted in pleasure, throwing his head back.
I knew exactly what he was feeling and again, for an instant, the jealousy shot through me. He started a slow in and out savoring the feeling of my wife's wet pussy. Erin's hand reached out to me and since there was a lot of extra space on the bed I crawled on to it and lay on my side holding her hand in mine. We looked into each other's eyes but before long I could tell she was starting to drift away. Her eyes lost focus and her mouth became slack, and the thrusts from Wayne caused her body to move with his rhythm and as he picked up the tempo her breasts started jiggling in a circular motion. Dan turned her head towards him and placed the tip of his cock against her lips and I watched as her tongue slowly came out and began sliding over his fat head. At that moment, I wondered if she even realized what she was doing or whether it was just her body responding to the sexual stimulation.
Penny had had enough and rolled me onto my back and then spryly climbed on to the bed and on top of me using her hand to guide me inside.
"God, finally," she exclaimed, and started rocking her hips with some urgency.
Her feeling was very different from Erin but still very good. Her wide hips and plump belly seemed to engulf my groin and her hairy pussy was surprisingly quite snug. While Erin and I were still holding hands, she was concentrating her attention on Dan and Wayne and I was finding it difficult to ignore Penny.
"Dan this is damn good pussy. You're going to love it," Wayne spit out between labored breaths.
"Stretch her some for me," Dan replied.
Erin was a making low whining sound now and only occasionally licking Dan's cock. She seemed to be thoroughly into the fucking she was getting from Wayne and I doubted whether she even realized we were still holding hands.
Wayne started moving even faster and had his arms under Erin's legs giving him the ability to go deep. It was not a position that she had enjoyed in the past but now, with Wayne, she was responding well. There was a constant stream of pleasurable sighs and groans coming from her as Wayne pounded her and her hand suddenly broke from mine and grasped his tattoo covered bicep.
It wasn't long before Wayne announced through gritted teeth, "I can't hold it. Damn!"
He started moving very fast and seconds later with a series of deep grunts he thrust hard against Erin's pelvis and held himself there crying out, "Fuck yes...oh fuck yes!"
Even though he wasn't in the best of shape, I could see the muscles in his thighs and ass clench then release and then clench again as he pushed his cum into her unprotected womb. I realized that we would be making another trip to a pharmacy in the morning, and after a final grunt, Wayne collapsed on top of my wife. He had left her on the edge and she tried to wiggle her hips and seek contact to reach a release but he was too much dead weight. After a brief bit of trying, she slowed then stopped. Dan tapped Wayne on the shoulder then when there was no movement he took his arm in his hand and started pulling him off.
"Get off. It's my turn," he demanded.
Wayne sluggishly began to move and finally rolled off Erin giving us a view of her pussy partially open and wet with a mixture of their secretions coating her opening. She turned and looked at me vacantly at first then with surprise when she saw Penny on top of me. When Dan started moving on the bed, her eyes went to him and then to his large cock.
"You ready for it?" Dan asked her crudely, while holding his cock at the base so that a good four inches extended past his hand.
Erin nodded her head once then spread her open legs even further giving him a clear invitation. Dan crawled into position and used his hand to guide his cock up and down her wet slit while she looked down and watched. He seemed to be in no hurry and I was amazed to see her move her hips to try to capture him. Finally, he stopped and put the large head at her entrance.
"UGGGHHH...!" she cried out and arched her back as his hips suddenly flexed. He was still for a moment, but then he pushed again eliciting another similar response, "UGGGHHH...OH...OH!"
"Is he in you?" I asked, stupidly.
"Not all the way," Dan gasped, in a way that made it clear he was enjoying the feeling.
All this time, Penny had been riding me, but the scene beside us was having an effect on everyone. She started moving faster with more forceful thrusts against me as we watched Dan continue to feed his cock into my wife and listened to her cries.
"You've got it all baby. How does it feel?" Dan announced, smirking above her.
Because of the size of his body, I couldn't see much, but my mind envisioned his thick hairy cock grossly stretching my wife's heretofore small opening.
"Go slow," Erin gasped with her hands on his hips in defense.
To his credit, he did go slow and soon her body relaxed and her sounds changed from cries of discomfort to long sighs and moans of pleasure. Watching it all had made me horny as hell and I needed to fuck Penny harder so I flipped her over and reentered. This was fine with her and she spread her thick thighs as I started to set a fast pace. Immediately, she started reacting to my movements with return thrusts and her own sounds of enjoyment.
"I told you she'd fuck them both. She's no angel," Penny whispered, which made my dick even harder.
Looking next to us, I could see Dan had started moving faster too and had his head bent down to lick and suck on Erin's breasts. First, he licked over both her breasts, lapping them like a dog might, then he sucked each one almost completely in his mouth in turn. Erin's arms were now wrapped around his shoulders and her legs were spread wide to give him complete access. Her groans, sighs, moans and gasps left no doubt how she was feeling.
It wasn't long before I saw her feet rising higher until they were pointing straight up in the air. This was the normal position that Erin would move to when she was heading towards an orgasm, so I knew it wouldn't be long. In addition, her sounds now had a tone of urgency and her hands were gripping his shoulders hard. When she started emitting continuous whines of "ohh...ohh...ohh" I knew she was almost there.
"OHHH YES, OHHH YES...DON'T STOP DAN!" Erin cried out, as she sucked in air and kicked her feet into the air.
In addition, I swear I saw in the dim light her body changed color for a moment flushing a red hue before just as quickly reverting to its normal tone. For some reason though, it was use of his first name more than anything else that brought another pang of jealousy.
Dan fucked her through her orgasm not slowing at all. Her climax ebbed and her body relaxed momentarily but her legs and arms soon wound around his large body and her passionate sounds returned although now they were slightly more muted. He wasn't done and it seemed neither was she.
Erin's orgasm had had a positive effect on Penny too as she was now making her own passionate cries. She pulled my head down close to hers and whispered in my ear, "I'm almost there baby."
After all that had transpired she was certainly deserving of a release so I concentrated on giving her full, firm strokes and before long I could feel her body start to tense. She was more vocal that Erin and also nastier.
"I'm almost there baby...keep fucking me hard. Fuck this pussy...fuck it! FUCK ME!" she practically screamed, then seconds later followed with, "Your husband's going to make me cum."
I shot a look at Erin hoping it hadn't pissed her off but I needn't have worried because she was locked in a deep passionate kiss with Dan. Her hands had left his shoulders and were now on the back of his head.
As Penny climaxed, she began slamming back against me which made it hard to maintain the rhythm. Finally, her body first got very tense then she slammed her pelvis hard into mine and held me firmly against her then with a grunt she repeated it twice more. Amazingly, at the end she was very quiet as she let go apparently lost in her own thoughts. However, her pussy, which was already wet, got even wetter and I could feel her juices running over my balls.



"Finally," she stated simply, and I slowed before coming to a stop, and although I stayed inside her, I turned all my attention to my wife.
Wayne, apparently rejuvenated, tried to do like Dan had and put his cock to her lips but Dan used his hand to shove him away. Dan, who had been using a steady rhythm, since her orgasm, started pushing harder and as he did we could hear the wet slapping sound coming from their union. The increase in intensity also came with more vocal interaction between them.
"You like this?" he demanded.
"Yesss..." she answered instantly.
"Ever had one this big?" he demanded again.
"No...," she whined in reply, between her moans.
Dan started moving fast like he had on her first climax which brought a fresh round of sighs from Erin before he spoke again. "You want me to fuck you till you cum again?"
"Yesss...yesss...I want to cum...I'm almost there..." she answered in a high pitched voice, that sounded like a plea.
Dan kissed her again and when they broke Erin was struggling to catch her breath. Her legs left his waist and started to rise in the air again and her head started rolling from side to side with her eyes closed.
"Ohhh...ohhh God do it....do it. Fuck me!" She begged in a soft voice in rhythm to his motions.
In all our time together I had rarely heard Erin use the word but now in less than a week she had twice urged her new lovers on by invoking it. I wondered if I had truly lost my mind and where it was going to all end, and I also realized I was once more moving in and out of Penny.
Her chanting definitely urged Dan on and he put one hand under her ass pulling her tight against him with each stroke. Erin opened her eyes and she had the same look of abandon I had seen when the trucker was taking her over the edge. Dan was holding himself up with one arm extended above her using the position to go deep. Erin looped her arms around his neck and her face turned into a grimace - tensed and focused. Her entire body became rigid and I could see the muscles in her neck get taut. For several seconds it looked like she couldn't breath until with what looked like a superhuman effort she screamed loudly as the wave hit her and her body spasmed.
"AHHHHHHHHH! UNNNGGGGG! OHHHHHHH GOD HELP ME!" her face contorted with what looked like excruciating pain.
After her wail, her body got rigid once again and like before it suddenly released, but this time the scream was replaced by her sobbing.
"Her pussy is milking my cock," Dan announced then after several labored thrusts told her, "Shit here it comes baby."
His body too got rigid and he plunged deeply once, then again and then on third thrust he held himself inside her, "Take it...take it all baby!"
Erin's hands were covering her face as she wept. Dan's body continued to twitch on top of her letting every drop of seed leave his large shaft. When he was finally done, Dan moved her hands and then leaned down and kissed her on the mouth. Erin returned the kiss - slowly at first but it turned more passionate and once again she wrapped her arms around his neck.
I had been watching Erin while fucking Penny, but when she took her finger and began rubbing between my balls and anus I lasted less than a minute before I emptied into her accompanied by several deep grunts. I immediately rolled off of her hoping Erin hadn't noticed. I needn't have worried because she was still embracing Dan and after several minutes I could see him start to move his hips again.
"Dan, I can't take anymore," Erin sighed, placing a hand on his hip.
With a smile at her and then towards me, he lifted his body and slid his large cock out of her now very well used pussy.
"Ummm...." Erin sighed as it left her leaving a wet trail over her thigh.
"Erin we need to go," I said.
With my climax, I was now devoid of any erotic feeling and just wanted to get out of there.
She turned to me and scooted closer taking my hand in hers and I could see tear streaks across her cheeks. With a faint smile she said, "I'm not sure I can move. Let me rest for a bit."
"Okay honey. I'll go get the clothes," I said, hoping to speed up our departure.
A few minutes later, climbing the stairs with an arm full of clothes, I could hear groaning coming from the bedroom. Fearing the worst, I burst into the room grateful to see Wayne taking Penny from behind. Erin was on her side watching them and Dan was sitting on the edge of the bed, behind her, softly massaging her breasts.
"Are you ready?" I asked, ignoring Dan's fondling.
"Are you sure you don't want a little more, baby?" Dan asked, before she could answer.
"I can't take anymore," Erin said, turning and looking at him with a smile, and the look she gave him left no doubt that she had enjoyed their coupling.
She climbed off the bed as Penny and Wayne continued, collected her blouse from the floor, took her jeans and shoes from me and went into the bathroom closing the door behind her. I threw my things on and waited for her to come out, as time dragged by as I recalled the events of the evening while watching and listening to the mating couple.
Dan, who was now standing on the side of the bed naked watching too turned when Erin appeared and took her in his arms without resistance, kissing her again fully on the lips while holding her in a long embrace. When they finally broke I took her arm and we muttered goodbyes to Wayne and Penny, which were not acknowledged, then left. Twenty minutes later we were at the house. We both decided quick showers were in order and stripped from our clothes leaving them in a pile on the bathroom floor. I was stunned to see Erin's panties. As she pulled them down her legs, I could see they were coated with thick deposits left by Wayne and Dan.
"My God Erin. We're going to have to get another pill," I said, with a bit of shock.
"Please David. Let's just shower and go to bed," she sighed.
I washed her lovingly then toweled her dry before taking her to bed naked and pulling her body close to mine.
"Do you want to talk?" I whispered in her ear, as I nuzzled her neck.
There was a long silence and I thought she was ignoring the question and just wanted to sleep but finally she spoke. "I'm worried about what's happened. A week ago I would never in my wildest imagination thought something like this would occur. Now it's happened not once but twice! Do you realize I've been with more men in the last week than before we were married! What's next? How do we return to a normal life?"
"It's my fault Erin. Don't get upset," I replied, trying to be gallant.
"It's not your fault David. I'm a grown woman. Yes, you are pushy, but I could always say no," she answered then continued after a pause, "But, I'm still not sure I understand why you want your wife to be having sex with other men. Aren't you afraid I might like it too much?"
"I know. I'm not sure I understand either. It's there but hard to explain. You looked so beautifully erotic." I told her truthfully, as my free hand having found her naked breasts and was now massaging them softly and gently rolling her nipples between my fingers.
"You do know a woman will usually have some feelings?" she replied, placing her hand on my arm.
"What do you mean by that?" I asked, truly confused by her statement.
"Never mind honey," Erin said, then moved closer snuggling against me in a leading way.
Almost instantly, my dick got hard and from behind her laying on our sides I lifted her top leg up and she guided me to her opening. Unbelievably, even after the shower she was still wet. She worked my dick up and down her slit a few times then let me enter. She felt different, more open than normal and warmer as well.
"Easy," she gasped as she reached behind and grabbed my leg, "I'm sore."
For some odd reason, knowing that two strangers, one being well endowed, had brought my normally conservative wife to multiple orgasms and left her pussy raw was more exciting than revolting. The memories of the past several hours came rushing back and just like with the truck driver it was an odd mixture of fear and erotic intrigue. Maybe I was getting used to it though, because I found myself wanting to be provocative.
"You liked that big cock didn't you?" I pushed her when I was fully inside, and when Erin didn't reply I pushed even harder, "Tell me baby, tell me the truth."
"I thought it was what you wanted," Erin answered, sounding nervous.
I stayed still with my dick buried inside her hurting pussy driven by the desire for her to admit her carnal desires. Usually, I treated her like a princess never wanting for her to feel upset and always giving her a way out of any discussion. But this time, something in me wanted to hear her admit her lust and the pleasure she had received.
"It's what you wanted," I declared.
"I didn't like you with Penny," she stated, taking her hand and putting it on the side of my head and making me look straight into her eyes.
"But you..." I started.
"No David. Don't go there. If this is about you getting with other women, then never again. You put us in these spots and I'm going along with it for you even though it seems crazy but if its so you can be with other women forget it," Erin explained.
"So you can but not me?" I foolishly asked, realizing that I was now on the defensive.
"I don't want you with another woman ever again. You decide whether it's worth it," Erin said.
"Okay." I answered sheepishly and not knowing what else to do continued moving slowly in and out of her. I could see her wincing occasionally as I moved so I slowed and then stopped.
"What's wrong?" she asked.
"You're hurting," I replied, then kissed her softly on the neck.
"It's all very confusing isn't it?" Erin said after we had stopped, and been silent for almost a minute.
"Very," I agreed.
"What are you thinking?" she asked.
"Like you said. Lot's of confusing thoughts running through my head," I answered.
"Are you mad at me?" Erin asked.
"You keep asking that. No I'm not mad at you. It's my fault. I'm trying to understand my own actions," I explained to her in an exasperated voice.
"You're supposed to be jealous," she said softly, pulling my arm more tightly around her.
"I know," I whispered back, then after a pause asked, "Did you like it?"
"You know the answer," she replied, and as she spoke I felt her push back against me ever so slightly.
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We slept in the next morning tired from the actions of the previous night. As I lay there quietly, feeling a bit guilty about the events of the last week, I wondered how my weird lust to see Erin with other men could be so powerful and consuming in one moment but so absent the next. I hoped that she would be forgiving and we could return to our normal life and routine.
Around nine, I sensed she was awake and soon she was stirring, finally getting up and going to the bathroom where through the partially closed door I could hear her peeing. After she finished she remained in the bathroom for several minutes and I wondered if she was inspecting her body for signs of last night's sex.
"Do you want some breakfast?" She asked when she returned and saw that I was awake. She was standing before me nude and although I felt a rush of desire I held back.
"Maybe just some cereal and coffee. I'm not really that hungry." I replied.
With a nod she headed towards the kitchen making no effort to cover herself which I found very odd. I waited a few minutes then followed her finding that she had made two bowls of cereal, cut some fruit and was waiting for the coffee to finish. Naked like her, I moved so that our bodies were touching which brought a smile to her face.
"I thought you wanted to eat?" She asked.
"Oh I do." I answered but pushed my body more firmly against her at the same time.
"Go sit down." Erin giggled guiding me gently away from her towards the table.
I did as I was told and soon my wife was placing the bowls on the table followed by two mugs of coffee. Just as she was about to take a seat in the chair to my left, I took her by the arm and spun her so she was facing me then pulled her leg over mine and sat her onto my lap so that we were facing each other with her legs straddling me. I pulled her head to mine and started kissing her softly at first before my passion overwhelmed me and I pushed forcefully against her mouth reveling in the feeling of her full juicy lips. Keeping her mouth locked to mine, Erin lifted up, grabbed my now hard dick and brought it to her slit.
"Mmmmm..." We exhaled in unison into each other's mouth when I slipped easily into her wet opening.
Erin tried to start rocking but I placed my hand on her hip and stopped her movement.
"Sit still and let me feed you." I said to her.
For the next ten minutes, I spooned the cereal to her mouth and broke off small pieces of fruit that I fed to her occasionally rubbing them over her taut nipples first. I could tell she was getting a big kick out of it by the smile on her face and the playful way she ate the food.
"Do you love me?" She asked suddenly.
"Of course I do. More than anything." I replied immediately. Erin looked at me without responding and after an awkward silence I followed. "Why are you asking that?"
"Well I like to hear you say it." She finally spoke.
"I love you." I quickly said.
"I know you do. That's why it's so strange that you want me to have sex with other men." She replied.
I knew we needed to talk about it but wasn't expecting it would be so soon. I felt a sense of shame wash over me and I looked down towards the floor. Erin used her hand to lift my chin until I was looking at her again.
"Talk to me." She demanded.
"What do you want me to say?" I asked.
"The truth. Why you want it. What's going on in your head." She pushed.
"I've told you it's very hard to explain." I answered.
"Yes you have but I want you to try." She countered still holding my chin.
"Okay." I answered then stopped to collect my thoughts before continuing. "It's like at times something gets in my head and there's this burning desire to see you...you know doing it. But, then it passes and I feel guilty and stupid."
"That's really not an answer. You haven't explained why." She said continuing to press.
"It's very exciting to see you having sex. To watch you get hot and let go. And I guess maybe because it's taboo and naughty too." I answered trying to be truthful and find the rights words to explain. I knew I was not really explaining it right but it was the best I could do.
Erin let go of my chin and leaned down so that her mouth was next to my ear and asked. "Why would a husband want his wife to be naughty with other men?"
"You're just so beautiful and hot...it's very exciting." I blurted out not knowing what else to say.
"What made you most excited?" She asked seemingly wanting to know every detail but making me uncomfortable in the process.
"I guess when you climaxed." I replied after a moment of thought.
"You guess? So there were other things?" She probed. When I didn't answer she pushed harder straightening up so she was looking into my eyes again. "Tell me."
"When they first put it in and you give a sexy groan." I told her.
"Without breaking her gaze she asked. "What else?"
"Nothing." I replied but my eyes went to the floor once more and she knew I was lying. Again, she took me by the chin and made me look at her. Her eyes were demanding an answer and I finally spoke. "When they were cumming in you."
I felt her body shudder and I waited for a scolding that I knew was deserved but she continued to stare at me without speaking. It seemed like hours before she finally spoke.
"Are you going to want to do it anymore?" She asked in a flat calm voice.
"No honey. I promise to control myself." I replied.
"I'm not sure you can." She answered almost instantly. The inflection in her voice indicated to me that there was something else there too.
"You haven't described how you felt." I stated emboldened by her previous comment.
Now it was her turn to pause in silence. I stayed quiet too hoping she would share her thoughts and feelings in detail.
"I never in my wildest dreams expected anything like this to occur in my life. It just seems all so crazy." She started.
"I'm sorry." I interrupted.
"Let me finish." She replied putting a finger to my lips.
"I mean I've been with more men in the last week than in the rest of my life. I thought you had gone insane at first. But, there was something about it...letting go...as you put it that was so exciting. With Merle and you there watching and then with Dan and Wayne in the house when they were sitting next to me kissing and touching me while you were outside. I knew it was what you wanted and I was so excited I thought I would explode." She spoke the words rapidly then stopped and continued more slowly. "It was exciting but also frightening."
"Yes." I agreed.
"Now I find myself thinking of sex all the time. I wasn't like that before." She said.
"Is that a bad thing?" I asked with a smirk which brought a visual rebuke from her.
"It's scary." She stated.
I felt Erin start to rock her hips gently and this time I didn't stop her. Instead, I savored the soft wet feeling of her pussy and the look of need on her face. I leaned forward and took one of her hard nipples in my mouth and sucked.
"Ohhh..." She gasped.
I managed to stand with her still on me and with a sweep of my arm knocked the dishes from the table and dropped her onto her back. Erin spread her legs wide while I pushed her arms over her head and started fucking her hard.
"God I love you." I yelled out between grunts.
"Fuck me good baby." She encouraged while arching her back sexily. Her new use of the word was still a huge turn-on for me and I started moving even faster.
I could already feel my balls tingling and despite all my efforts to fend off my climax it wasn't long before I was half grunting/half whining while I ejaculated into my wife. With all the recent sex it wasn't much but the orgasm drained me of strength and I fell out of her and back into the chair. Erin remained on the table naked and breathing deeply. I felt guilty for leaving her unfulfilled and vowed that next time I would make it all about her. While feasting on her beautiful naked body I noticed to the side of her mound a dime sized hickey that Wayne must have put on her last night. It brought back a new wave of carnal thoughts that I had to force out of my head.
We were scheduled to leave early the next day and drive non-stop home giving us most of Sunday to get settled before work on Monday. We spent the rest of the day alternating between resting and packing before deciding to walk into town for an early dinner.
There had been no more talk about the sexual escapades and I thought it was a closed subject so I was surprised when Erin returned to the subject after the waiter had brought our drinks.
"I was serious about you not touching other women." She stated.
"I know." I answered almost as reflex but followed on with. "Where did that come from?"
"I just want it clear." She explained.
"It's clear but I wasn't planning any more activities. Let's just put it all behind us." I said.
"I'm not sure you can control yourself." She said for the second time that day while looking at me with a serious expression.
I tried to think of the right response but after struggling for a few seconds I just decided to let it go and sip on my drink. We sat there silently waiting on the food each of us lost in our own thoughts. The waiter brought our food and still we remained quiet. We were almost done before I finally spoke.
"Are you saying I have permission?" I asked knowing she would know what I meant.
"You will eventually be unable to control yourself and like I said I just want certain things clear." She replied slowly.
"What other rules do you have?" I laughed intentionally trying to lighten the mood.
Erin gave me a quiet stare but in her eyes I saw a hint of playfulness too. Still, she elected to remain quiet making me feel awkward. Several minutes went by before she spoke again.
"Nothing close to home either." She said.
I nodded my head knowing what she meant. It was an amazing discussion to be having even if the conversation was stilted. I wondered if she was right though. Would I be unable to control myself again at some point?
We had walked to the restaurant and now leaving, with the sun down, it was chilly so Erin snuggled close against me. She undid one of the buttons on my shirt and slipped her hand inside and began rubbing my chest.
"Are you thinking about sex again?" I asked with a laugh which brought a pinch to my nipple from her fingers.
"It's your damn fault." She exclaimed laughing too.
"Hope I can keep up." I replied.
"You better keep up this time." She said making me cringe from what I took as a shot for leaving her unsatisfied earlier.
"Too bad we can't let Merle know we're coming through tomorrow. He could help." I gave a smartass reply.
Without missing a beat, Erin countered. "Oh we can."
"What do you mean?" I asked stopping on the sidewalk and turning her to face me.
"He's been texting me." She explained with a grin.
"Oh really? I want to see them." I demanded a bit put out that she hadn't shared this information.
"Okay but wait till we get home. I'm getting cold." She said.
Erin did her best to dawdle but I wanted to see the texts so I hurried us along until we finally got inside the house.
"Hand it over." I said putting my hand out.
Erin put the phone in my hand and since I was familiar with the model I was able to swiftly find the message icon and Merle's long string of texts. Surprising was the fact that Erin had responded to the vast majority of them.
"You've had quite the conversation going." I said without looking up. The messages had started benign but had become progressively more suggestive and there were even several pics of Merle's cock in the long string.
When I finally got through them I looked over to see Erin curled up on the couch with an impish grin on her face.
"You've been quite the naughty wife." I said unsure whether or not I should be upset.
"Just a little." She replied breaking out in a bigger smile.
I wasn't surprised that the trucker had been provocative. It was normal male behavior and to be expected. What surprised me was that there were several times in the exchange where Erin engaged in more than a causal way. One was when she responded to the picture of his cock telling him how good it looked and felt. Another conversation discussed him taking her in the sleeper of his truck and I recalled he had almost convinced her to go out with him while I slept. In the texts, she had asked him lots of questions such as the size of the bed and how many women he had there. It certainly seemed like she had more than a passing interest.
"Have you texted with Dan?" I asked wanting to know the entire landscape.
"No, he doesn't have my number." She replied.
"How did Merle get yours?" I asked.
"He asked for it." She replied looking impish again and maybe a bit concerned how I would react.
"Is that all it took?" I responded which brought a faux look of scorn.
"It was just some flirting and teasing. It's not that bad." She spoke and I decided not to point to the parts I thought were concerning.
"Please just tell me you didn't send him any pics." I said.
"Of course not. I'm not crazy." She quickly answered.
I didn't want the conversation to escalate so rather than respond I got up and went to the kitchen and poured a drink for each of us taking my time to collect my thoughts. When I returned, Erin was still curled up where I left her but was looking at me with anxious eyes. I forced a smile to lighten the mood and we sat and chatted about aimless things while we sipped our drinks. However, the Merle situation stayed in my head and despite trying to sweep it away it remained just beneath the surface of my thoughts.
We went to bed early and made slow love and I made sure to let her peak first before I followed then fell exhausted by her side. We cuddled and kissed and talked in whispers about the vacation avoiding any words about the sex. The thoughts I had held about Merle disappeared as soon as the semen left my balls but as Erin's hands caressed me I got excited again and I found them returning. My mind returned to the scene in the cheap hotel room and step by step recalled the response of Erin to Merle's seduction. Adding to it was the amazement I had at the smooth way he handled himself - so different than my expectations for a country truck driver.
I opened my mouth to speak numerous times but stopped myself each time before finally in a croaking voice forced out. "Do you want to?"
"Want to what?" She replied but I felt she knew what I was asking.
"You know...a... meet up with a... Merle?" I said fumbling the words.
"Baby, you said you were going to control yourself and you didn't even make it a day." Erin said giggling.
"Well that was before I knew you were sexting." I answered trying to think of a way to defend myself.
"This is your thing honey. You have to make the decision. Is it what YOU want?" She challenged.
I was quiet for a long time. Despite what we had done so far on this vacation it still seemed very strange and awkward to be discussing my wife meeting another man for sex. My rational mind told me that enough had taken place already and it was time to stop this craziness. But there was another feeling emanating from my groin that wanted to see the incredibly erotic scene again. I told myself that it was a vacation thing and when we returned home it would be over so I should enjoy this last opportunity.
"Maybe." I answered her question.
"Does maybe mean yes?" Erin asked in a tone that seemed to indicate eagerness.
"Yes." I said softly after another period of silence.
"Okay honey. If you're sure although he may not have time or be interested." She said but I knew that if she reached out he would find a way.
"Okay but you can try." I answered.
"You're absolutely sure?" She asked again.
"Yes honey." I said more firmly this time.
"Hand me my phone then." She replied pointing to it on the night stand.
I handed her the phone thinking that she would call him but instead she began typing out a text message. It took her over a minute and when she hit send she put the phone down and we lay next to each other in silence letting the minutes tick by as we waited for a response.
"What did you say?" I finally asked breaking the silence after what seemed to be fifteen or more minutes.
"I told him we were coming back through tomorrow and asked if he wanted to get together." She said.
"Okay." I answered thinking it sure had taken a long time to type that simple message. It seemed silly to sit still and quiet in anticipation of his reply so I pulled Erin closer and took one of her breasts in my hand and started rolling her nipple between my fingers. Nuzzling into the crook of her neck I planted soft kisses on her and was rewarded with sighs of pleasure.
More time went by and our play, coupled with the conversation about Merle had me aroused once again. My dick was hard, pushing against the back of Erin's thigh and with no prodding from me, she lifted her leg letting the head come in contact with her saturated opening. With only a little effort, I got lined up and pushed into her continuing to enjoy her breasts while we connected in a spoon position.
"Oh yes my love." She gasped after a particularly strong push from me.
I turned her head so I could kiss her on the mouth and her tongue wrapped quickly around mine. I could tell Erin was very excited and I hoped that I could get her to orgasm for me again. My hand dropped to her thigh and tummy and began stroking there but she grabbed my hand with hers and returned it to her breasts without speaking.
"Rrrriiiinnnggggg..." The quiet in the room only disturbed by our sighs and moans was suddenly shattered by her phone.
I immediately stopped my movement and handed her the phone without looking but her response as she glanced at the screen let me know it was Merle calling.
"Hello." She said in a soft, sexy voice that made me instantly jealous.
Of course, I could only hear one side of the conversation but she kept the same sexy voice as she talked to him and explained we would be passing back through the same area the following day. I couldn't keep still and started moving in and out of her again which made it difficult for her to talk.
"He wants to know where we should meet." Erin said looking over her shoulder with the phone pressed against her breast.
I gave her the name of a small town in New Mexico about eighty miles from the Texas border and told him to meet us there at 3:00 PM. I knew we wouldn't be driving all the way home tomorrow so there was no need to rush the driving. Merle must have accepted the arrangements because the rest of the conversation was mostly short answers and giggles from Erin. I knew they were talking like lovers and the thought made my dick even harder.
"Mmmm..." She said turning back to me when she finally hung up.
"Is that a sigh for me or him?" I asked. Her answer was to loop her hand behind my head and pull me close for a long, wet kiss.
"Do you want Merle to have your wife?" Erin asked me in a low husky voice as soon as the kiss ended.
"Yes." I said pushing harder into her.
"What do you want him to do?" She followed.
"Whatever he wants. You're his. He can have anything." I immediately spat out surprising myself with the words.
"Anything?" She asked sucking in a deep breath.
"Yes, anything." I replied somehow feeling stronger.
My words clearly had an effect on her because she began pushing back against me and her moans became more pronounced.
"I'm going to cum." She announced soon thereafter.
"Cum for me sweetheart." I tried to whisper into her ear but it came out more as a grunt.
"Mmmm...Mmmm...ohhh...ohhh baby..." She let out as I felt her body stiffen then relaxed and stiffen again. It wasn't a large orgasm but I felt very connected to her as she achieved her release.



I wasn't far behind and like hers mine was small since my balls had already been drained but it was satisfying and when I finished we stayed connected and my arm held her tight.
"Honey I'm afraid." Erin said after several minutes of silence when I thought she might be asleep.
"Why sweetheart?" I asked.
"I like it too and it scares me." She answered pulling my arm closer around her.
"It's only on vacations. When we get home it's over." I said.
Her revelation amplified my thoughts both positive and negative. Once again, now that my balls were spent, rationale thought was gaining ground.
"Promise?' She asked.
"Promise." I told her.
We left the next morning at a time that allowed us to rendezvous with Merle. Erin chose to wear shorts, sandals and a loose fitting top and I wondered if she had selected the outfit with her own disrobing in mind. We stopped for coffee then headed out enjoying each other's company and the scenery with no mention of our intermediate destination. However, as we got closer, the silences between conversations got longer and I knew we were each thinking about the same thing.
Merle had told Erin that there was a large gas station in the town we had selected with a lot for trucks and when we got there a little before the designated time we could see his truck already parked. The plan was for Erin to ride in Merle's truck until we came to a small town in Texas where we would spend the night. It was about a three hour drive and I had already made reservations at a motel.
I pulled up close to the truck and before I could turn off the ignition Merle was already hopping down from the cab. He was dressed almost identically to the last time we saw him - jeans and a western style shirt with boot on his tall, lean frame.
"Howdy." He said with a big grin when we got out looking past me to Erin.
We said our hellos in unison and seconds later, with no fanfare, Merle had opened the passenger door and was helping my wife into the cab of the big rig. Feeling suddenly awkward, I glanced around and was relieved to see that no one appeared to be watching. It was several minutes before I heard the air brakes release and the rig slowly moved out of the lot with me following. His truck slowly got up to speed on the highway and for the next hour and a half we drove through the New Mexico countryside with me following about a half mile behind. Just as we crossed into Texas, I heard the sound of a text being received on my phone.
"I told him you said I had to do everything he wanted" the message read.
I wondered why she would have told him about our conversation. His knowledge of his power definitely created a different dynamic than if Erin just appeared submissive to his desires. And, why did she feel the need to tell me now? After thinking about it for several miles, I decided to not reply to her text.
Thirty minutes later I received another text.
"pull alongside" was all it said.
There was little traffic and the truck had moved to the inside of the 4-lane highway so I accelerated until I was next to the passenger window of the cab. As soon as I got there I saw that Erin was turned towards the window with her lovely breasts on display. She had a strange look on her face - it appeared to be part smile and part concern. I smiled back at her partly because I liked what she was doing and partly to not make her feel nervous about my thoughts. Just as I was doing this, she held up her thong with her right hand letting me know she was completely naked. I blew her a kiss which seemed to calm her immensely and after looking at her a bit longer I dropped back. I sensed this was Merle's first test of his powers and I wondered what more might come to his mind.
I didn't have to wait long to find out. My phone beeped again and this time when I looked there was a pic from Erin of her pussy with her legs spread wide. Shit! I thought to myself. I wish I hadn't told her to do what he said and why in the world did she share this message? I was now getting worried about where he might try to take things.
Another forty miles ticked by without incident when I saw a blue sign indicating a rest stop two miles ahead. As we approached I could tell the rig was slowing and then the turn indicator came on signaling its intent. I followed it into the large parking lot expecting to see him or Erin drop down to run to the restroom but when ten minutes went by with no one emerging I realized what was actually happening. I found myself actually watching the cab to see if I could see it moving imagining Erin on her back with her feet against the roof as Merle pounded into her. Several times, I came close to texting her but I fought the urge not wanting to appear "needy". Finally, after we had been stopped for almost an hour, I saw the tail lights illuminate and seconds later the large truck slowly started to roll back towards the highway.
In my head I was still rationalizing that there could be another explanation for the long stop other that Merle fucking my wife but all this was answered when minutes later I received another text. It was much like the previous one with a clear picture of Erin's pussy with her legs spread wide. However, in this picture her labia was still open and swollen from Merle's large member and her entire pelvis was glistening with wetness. There was no question she had just been thoroughly fucked and also no doubt that Merle was reveling in his power over her.
I tried to think of some sensible response to the text but failed and so I followed the truck without acknowledging the sordid picture. The rest of the trip was uneventful and I was left only to my thoughts about what Erin might be doing in the cab of the big rig. Like the motel on the way up, this one had a place in back for trucks to park although it was much smaller. While Merle was jockeying the truck into position, I pulled up the motel's office, registered and got the room key. I asked for a room in the back near the truck lot explaining I wanted to be away from the noise of the highway and the clerk obliged selecting one on the first floor.
I pulled into a space in front of the door and unloaded our travel bags expecting at any moment to see Erin walking up but when I was finished there was still no sign of her. The unplanned time at the rest stop had delayed our arrival and now dusk was setting on the sleepy, dusty north Texas town. After waiting another fifteen minutes with no sign of my wife, I decided to walk the fifty yards to the lot and check on her.
Halfway to the rig, the doors on each side suddenly opened and Erin and Merle climbed down. Erin was dressed and had fixed herself up so there was no sign of their activities during the drive. Both were sporting silly smiles like they were kids sharing a secret.
"Honey, Merle says the grill across the highway makes good burgers. Let's walk over I'm starving." Erin said as soon as we were face to face.
I had to admit I was a bit hungry too so with a quick nod we began walking across the lot. It was a simple one story pre-fabbed metal building painted white with a neon sign on a pole announcing the name as Ike's Place. Opening the door, we were met with a blast of cold air and I guessed that the thermostat must have been set no higher than 68 degrees which was a big change from the evening heat. There were about a dozen patrons in the place and at first no one paid us any mind but one by one I saw them notice Erin and soon we were being watched by everyone. We picked a small table in the back made of metal and Formica and waited for the waitress to come over.
Donna was a large framed woman wearing jeans and a t-shirt and had an amazingly bubbly personality. We ordered three burgers and beer for Merle and I and wine for Erin.
"I want to thank you for letting me spend some more time with Erin." Merle said in his slow drawl as soon as Donna departed. I didn't really know how to respond so I just nodded while Erin looked on with a silly smile.
Erin, sensing correctly it was going to be up to her to carry the conversation, started asking him about how his week had gone, his likes and dislikes and family. I stayed quiet but maintained a smile so as not to upset the mood however I realized as they chatted that I had no interest in his story. For me, he was just a tool to excite and pleasure my wife. Hopefully, he hadn't worn himself out during the drive and still would be capable of performing while I watched.
We were on our second round of drinks when the burgers arrived and while Merle's recommendation proved correct, they were in fact quite tasty, both Merle and I only ate half and Erin only about a third. When she had had enough, Erin excused herself to find the restroom leaving Merle and I alone.
"She said you told her she had to do what I said. Is that true?" Merle asked without warning.
"Well...uh...it was just us teasing." I stammered.
"Yeah, I got ya. I won't go there then. Thought it best to make sure." He replied.
"Did you have sex with her at the rest stop?" I asked stupidly.
"Yes sir. Sure did." He answered in a matter-of-fact way.
"Did she...uh...did she climax?" I asked somehow needing to know some details.
"Oh yeah. Dug her nails into my ass and wet my mattress." He said chuckling.
The waitress stopped by halting the conversation and Merle ordered another round. Just as Donna left, Erin came back from the rest room and we returned to her talking to Merle about his life.
"Damn Merle where have you been." A booming voice filled the room making us all look up. Walking towards our table was a short, heavy set man in his forties dressed in jeans and a simple white undershirt. His belly was quite pronounced and the thin material left little hidden including a thatch of chest hair climbing out around the shirt's neck. He also seemed flushed with a rosy hue on his large face and mostly bald head covered only by a few wisps of stringy hair.
"Hi there CT. What are you doing here." Merle said starting to stand before his friend motioned for him to stay seated.
"Got a load headed north but lost two tires today so I'm stuck until tomorrow." He explained.
"I got ya. Pull up a chair and have a cold one." Merle replied.
CT did just that and Donna came over and took his order. Merle and his friend began talking and Erin and I stayed silent listening to them and from her look, just like me, she was hoping he would leave soon.
"Who you're friends?" CT finally asked acknowledging us.
"This is Erin and David. I've known them for a few weeks." He replied thankfully being discrete.
CT gave us a quizzical look but held off on any follow up questions. Over the next several minutes I saw him stealing looks at Erin although I couldn't blame him. Her legs looked outstanding and the cold air was effecting her nipples giving us just a hint of their hardness through her bra and top.
When our drinks were gone, Merle and I gave a slight nod to each other and we let CT know we were leaving. By the look on his face, I knew he suspected there was more to the story but he gave a pleasant good bye as we left. Walking back to the room, Merle's hand found Erin's ass sending a signal to anyone that might be watching.
"I'm going to take a quick shower." Erin said as soon as were in the room. She went immediately to the small bathroom closing the door behind her and once again leaving Merle and I together in an awkward situation.
I wanted to speak to Erin alone and make sure she was okay so after only a short while I lightly knocked on the door then entered. The shower was running but Erin had not yet entered. She was in front of the mirror in just her thong but as soon as I entered she reached for her top to cover her breasts. However, her movement was too slow and I got a good look at the numerous hickeys that were on each orb.
"Looks like things got wild." I said.
"Are you mad?" She asked looking at me with pleading eyes.
"No sweetie. Can't say that I blame him really." I answered.
"Okay." She said dropping the top back on the vanity.
"I just wanted to make sure you're okay." I said pulling her to me and giving her a hug.
"I'm fine David. Are you?" She asked with the same pleading look.
"Yes. I'm okay. We'll have lots to talk about tomorrow." I said. I thought about letting her know that I had warned Merle off on the "do what he says" subject but decided to keep it to myself thinking it might make things more edgy for her.
"Okay. Well hurry up." I said with a soft laugh and gave her a light spank on her bottom.
"I will." She replied giving me a very sexy look.
Just as I was about to leave, Erin pushed her thong over her hips and looking down I saw that there was a wad of toilet paper or Kleenex in the crotch that was visibly sodden.
"I didn't want it to look like I wet my pants." Erin said seeing my look.
"Did he cum that much?" The words came out more like a reaction than a thought out question.
Erin didn't speak but shook her head up and down then pulled the thong all the way off and stepped into the shower. I looked at the wad of paper for a few seconds then left the bathroom.
"She okay?" Merle asked. He had pulled his boots, socks and shirt off and was sitting in a chair in just his jeans.
"She's fine. Be out in a minute." I told him.
It was a forced conversation speaking with Merle while we both waited on Erin. The conversation went to random subjects but always avoided the obvious thing before us. Finally, after what seemed like hours but in reality was no more than fifteen minutes the door opened and Erin walked out completely naked.
"Girl you know how to get a man's attention." Merle laughed. There was still a light sheen of water on her body from the shower that made her skin glisten in the light.
She walked to me, kissed me softly on the lips and whispered a thank you then turned to Merle and sat on his lap. Without hesitation, he pulled her mouth to his and they started a deep, passionate kiss that went on for minutes. He started out softly fondling her marked breasts but as the embrace lingered he started pinching her nipples which brought audible moans even through her engaged mouth.
"Get these off." Erin cried pulling at the button of his jeans when they finally broke the kiss.
Merle laughed as Erin struggled with them before finally releasing the catch, lowering the zipper and working them off his legs. Merle's half erect cock sprung free and bounced back and forth before settling on his thigh. I could see clearly in his pubic hair a crusty residue no doubt left over from their afternoon escapades. Erin didn't care and when her hands were free, she grabbed the heavy phallus and brought it to her mouth while kneeling between his legs.
"Oh baby that's good. Do it like I told you." Merle said to her with a groan.
Erin seemed possessed as she worked on his cock with a fervor I had never experienced. Merle's hands found her head and gently guided her while he provided a stream of verbal encouragement. I realized I was still standing in the middle of the room and suddenly felt very self-conscious so I grabbed a chair and placing it several feet to one side, sat and watched.
"Did you keep my seed in you like I said." Merle asked. He had been talking to her provocatively since they started but these words immediately registered with me. I saw her eyes dart towards me for an instant before she nodded her head to her lover letting him know she had complied. I knew now that the wad of paper in her panties was there, not for the reason she had given, but to maximize the time his semen would be in her womb. I knew it was likely only symbolic but it still showed how completely turned on she was by the raw sex. I thought about her Junior League friends and co-workers at the law firm. If they knew she had carried a trucker's semen all afternoon and was now between his legs sucking him with abandon they would think she needed to be committed.
There was movement between them and Merle began trying to lift her to her feet.
"I want to suck you until you cum." Erin said with a guttural whine.
"Not now baby. I want some of your pussy." Merle told her. Finally, getting her to her feet he guided her to the king sized bed.
He pushed her onto her back and immediately she opened her legs inviting him to invade her lovely shaved pussy. Merle wasted no time knee walking into position then massaging her opening with the head of his cock until he had it lubricated. All the time, Erin was whimpering and thrusting her hips at him hoping to impale herself. When he was finally ready, he leaned forward onto one hand and using the other found her opening.
"OH FUCK YES!" Erin practically screamed when she was penetrated.
It took him half a dozen more thrusts before he was completely inside her and the whole time she was wailed like a possessed woman. When he hit bottom, he stopped for a moment letting her work against him then began a slow deep rhythm that soon had her arms and legs completely wrapped around him.
The room was illuminated by the light from the bathroom through its completely open door. It gave the room a harsh look so I stood and closed it until just a half inch opening remained. Now the subdued lighting created a surreal effect and helped heighten their erotic movements and sounds.
I could feel my heart pounding in my chest and my dick straining to be set free. This time was different from the others because Erin was no longer the reluctant participant being cajoled and seduced into the sex. Now she was an equal participant communicating her need. I had never been so excited in my life.
"Merle. Remember she's yours to do anything you want." I said suddenly wanting him to own her. He seemed to flinch just for an instant as if registering my words but kept the relentless pounding going.
He was taking her towards the point of no return with each stroke getting her a little closer. Just when I thought she was at the launching point, he slowed which brought cries of frustration from her and an attempt to use her hands on his hips to speed him up. Merle ignored her attempts and soon moved so that he could suck on her breasts. I knew he was likely leaving more marks on her sensitive flesh that would remind me of this encounter for weeks.
"Go get CT. He's probably still in the bar." Merle suddenly called out.
"Why?" I asked.
"You said she was mine. That's what I want." He replied with a tone of irritation.
I stood out of reflex then stopped and thought about the request. It was crazy. That guy had no business being part of this even if was just to watch. Just I was about to tell him to forget it, Erin started speaking.
"Come on Merle do it. Go faster baby." She whined in an incredibly needy voice. If she had even heard the conversation about CT she made no reference to it. I got up and headed towards the door.
As expected, CT was still in the bar sitting on a stool alone. I went up to him, tapped him on the shoulder and let him know Merle was looking for him. He asked a few questions that I fended off but I think he suspected what might be happening because it didn't take much prodding to get him to leave.
"Well goddamn." CT exclaimed as soon as we stepped into the room.
Merle was on his back now and Erin was in the reverse cowgirl position riding him with her breasts bouncing in circles. She looked like a woman possessed and I knew she was working hard to reach an orgasm.
"CT get over here and lick this pussy." Merle called out to his friend.
"Get her turned up Merle I can't do it like that." He replied with a hoarse chuckle.
Merle scooted down the bed until his knees were on the edge and lifted Erin's legs so they were in front of her. He pulled her back against his body until she lay flat and we now had a perfect view of his large cock stuffed inside her pussy. CT didn't need any further encouragement. He moved to the end of the bed, dropped to his knees and planted his mouth on my wife's clit.



"OHHH...SHIT...OHHH...OHHH MY GOD!" Erin cried out as soon as contact was made.
"CT loves to lick pussy." Merle informed me. He was certainly showing enthusiasm as he now had the back of her thighs in each hand and was spreading her open while his mouth worked her over.
CT didn't seem to care at all that Merle's large cock was only an inch away from his mouth. It made me think that this was not the first time that they had been together in this kind of situation. While CT had her legs spread wide, Merle held her arms above her head making her spread wide and giving her no leverage. She was at the mercy of the large cock stuffed inside her and the rapidly moving tongue that was now lashing at her relentlessly. Her sounds grew louder still but were mostly incomprehensible as each attempt to speak was quickly lost in a passion driven wail.
"Come hard now baby. Let it all out for us." Merle instructed her while she writhed on top of him like an overturned bug.
"Okay..." She forced out in a grunt. It was the first clear word I had heard from her since CT had started licking.
I stared dumfounded as she climaxed. Her body flushed then faded and then flushed again while her eyes rolled back in their sockets and spasms rippled through her tummy as she remained held in place by Merle and CT. A pleading whine came from somewhere inside her that then turned into deep, almost animalistic grunts. I had never heard about nor seen anyone orgasm like she did. It seemed to go on for several minutes and the total loss of control from her shocked me and left me wondering about her health.
"Might as well pull it out." Merle said to me when he saw my hand working furiously on my dick through my pants. They had stopped moving except for CT who was now slowly licking along the sides of Erin's pussy. His words broke me from the mesmerized state I was in and made me feel embarrassed. Rather than follow his recommendation, I flopped into one of the chairs suddenly feeling exhausted.
Erin still with on her back draped over Merle's with his cock inside her had become still with her eyes closed tightly. CT had released her thighs and her legs were now draped over his shoulders.
"Erin are you okay?" I said forcing the words from my mouth in a dry voice. Her head which was resting against his shoulder tried to rise when she heard my words but it fell back and she stayed quiet seemingly too exhausted to respond.
I looked from her to Merle and saw that he was looking at me with a big smile. There was no doubt he was enjoying the control he had and the debauchery he was bringing to Erin.
"Erin?' I asked again.
"I'm okay." Came her faint voice, almost in a whisper.
Merle released her arms and began using his hands to knead her breasts. I could see that he was whispering to her too but his voice was so low I could not hear what he was saying. At first there was no response but as he continued to talk I saw her eyes try to look at his face followed by a slight shaking of her head that I took to be a negative response to something he had said. There followed a whispered discussion between them that finally ended with Erin glancing at me with an odd look while biting her lip.
"Move back CT." Merle said as he helped Erin to her feet at the end of the bed.
CT dutifully moved out of the way but his eyes never left my wife's body. He had a hungry look and he seemed to be almost in a trance no doubt thinking about what he wanted to do.
Merle stood too then directed Erin back onto the bed on her knees. When he lined up behind her, a sick feeling washed through me as I suspected what he might have in mind. Sure enough, without ceremony, he used his hands to get her in position then moved his large cock to her tight anal opening. His right hand pushed her right cheek to one side and he used his left hand to guide him until the cockhead was teasing her opening. It wasn't long before I saw his ass muscles clench and he pushed forward which brought a loud grunt followed by a high pitched squeal from my wife.
"Pop that tight ass Merle." CT encouraged.
Erin and I had attempted anal sex twice. Both times after lots to drink and in both cases it didn't progress far because she found it very uncomfortable. For all practical purposes, her ass was still cherry.
"How far you in Merle?" CT asked struggling to be still his voice almost giddy.
"Barely any." He answered through clenched teeth.
For the next ten minutes, CT and I watched Merle slowly feed his wet cock into my wife's virgin ass. The clenching of the muscles in his ass and thighs would signal that he was penetrating deeper followed by cries and whines from Erin. Merle would give her time to adjust then push in more repeating the cycle until finally his pelvis was snug against her lovely ass.
"That's all baby." He announced.
Erin's head was between her outstretched arms with her eyes closed almost as if she was praying. After his last push, she had become quiet while Merle let her get comfortable with the invasion. However, when he withdrew several inches then pushed back a new wave of cries came from her and we watched as each hand grabbed the bed linen squeezing the fabric tightly while the grimace on her face showed the pain she was feeling.
"Merle I'm not sure this is a good idea." I said feeling I needed to intervene.
"I thought you wanted her to do what she was told?" He shot back as he pushed into her forcing more painful sounds from her mouth.
"I don't want her hurt." I responded.
"Give it a minute." He replied then moved once more.
Between each thrust, he would stop and give Erin some recovery time. It took another five minutes or so but slowly her cries began to fade and the pauses between thrusts grew shorter. In addition, her face lost its contorted look and the death grip she had on the linen abated.
"How you feeling Erin?" Merle asked.
"Keep going slow." Erin answered but her voice now had a hint of excitement.
He did as she asked for a while before slowly increasing the pace until he was sliding back and forth easily with a steady, firm pace. When Merle suddenly stopped we all watched as Erin began moving, pushing back eagerly against Merle. Merle looked over at me and winked letting me know he had conquered my wife's ass.
After making his point, Merle grasped her hips and began thoroughly fucking her ass. Gone were her painful sounds now replaced by whimpers of pleasure. It wasn't long before his hands began wandering her body alternating between her pussy and breasts. We watched her especially respond when Merle would roll her nipples between his fingers by pushing her ass back hard against his large cock.
Suddenly and without warning, Merle pulled his cock from my wife's ass. From my place in the room, I had a good view of Erin anus which remained gaping open after Merle's departure.
"Goddamn!" I heard CT exclaim and I knew he had seen the same thing.
"Get up darling." Merle demanded. He helped her to her feet then sat back on the bed, spun her and pulled her back into his crotch.
They fumbled for a few seconds before they were able to position themselves so that Merle could push his cock back into her ass once again. It went in easily this time and once he hit bottom he lay down on the bed pulling her back against his chest. In that position, we had an unobstructed view of his shank working its way in and out of Erin stretched ass. The ring on her opening was so snug around him that it stretched inward and outward clinging to his shaft with each thrust before finally letting go.
"CT get your damn clothes off and get in this pussy." Merle called out.
The heavyset man moved faster than I thought possible. In almost no time, he had shed his t-shirt and pants revealing a hairy body and a large belly with the head of his average sized dick protruding beneath the folds. He moved between my wife's legs using his hands to wrap them around his thick waist blocking my view. CT was not a good looking man and I expected Erin to reject his advances. Surprisingly though, he moved his hands between them clearly preparing to enter her which received no objection.
"Ohhh..." Erin moan at the same time I saw CT push his hips forward.
Once fully penetrated, the threesome remained still for almost a minute as if each was wondering what to do next. Finally, they started to move in a slow rolling motion although it was unclear who had initiated it. It was bizarre to witness Erin's double penetration and even stranger to realize that she was accepting it without protest.
Their movements became more pronounced along with the sounds of the slapping of their flesh. Waves of fat rolled across CT's ass each time he pushed into Erin. It was a scene of complete debauchery with my wife at the center. My eyes moved from their joining to Erin's face and I saw that she was looking at me with a strange expression that seemed equal parts lust, pain and concern. For a moment, we held the gaze. Then she seemed to drift until her eyes lost focused and she descended into a state of sexual oblivion.
"Man this is weird. I can feel your cock Merle." The fat man grunted out.
"Keep fucking her. She likes it." Merle replied while roughly kneading her breasts.
His encouragement elicited a wave of energy from CT and he started thrusting harder into my wife which resulted in new whines and louder cries of pleasure from her. CT maintained the pace and it wasn't long before I could see Erin's body move in a way that told me she was getting close to cumming. Slowly, her legs, which had been around CT's waist came free and stayed suspended in the air before lifting and opening. Her sounds became more pronounced before she finally spoke.
"I'm so close please don't stop." She begged.
"This cunt is ready to cum." CT announced.
Several seconds passed before his insulting words registered with me. In a normal situation, I would have beat him to a pulp for using this language with Erin. Now though, I found it hard to get angry since she was riding strange cocks in her ass and pussy.
"Ohhh...ohhh...ohhh...please don't stop...please..." Erin wailed.
Then it hit her. She began thrashing and groaning and Merle and CT took hold of her body to keep her in place and continue fucking her while she climaxed. Her body was being rocked by hard spasms like she was being shocked with electricity and a guttural, continuous wail was coming from her only interrupted by loud grunts that she emitted when a spasm hit. Her actions must have pushed CT over the edge because he put his hands on the inside of her thighs, spread her legs and gave several fast thrusts finally ending with a hard push into her that he held while he gave out a loud bellow.
"OH FUCK. FUCK YEAH. Good pussy." He grunted while releasing his seed.
CT's orgasm had stopped the movement and it wasn't until he pulled his dick out and stepped away that Merle was able to begin moving again. Erin was limp and lifeless on top of him having giving up all she had with her own release. Merle kept trying to fuck her ass from below until suddenly he rolled her off him pushing her onto her stomach and then repositioned and reentered her ass while she lay face down on the bed. Now it was his turn and he started thrusting urgently into her with his large cock until he tensed, grunted, made two more rapid thrusts then pushed all the way inside her while he exhaled forcefully. Erin was so gone that she barely even responded to his moves.
Except for the sound of Merle's deep breaths it was quiet in the room. CT who had been standing while Merle finished sat at the edge of the bed staring at the joined couple and I remained in my chair.
"Please let me up." Erin finally spoke. There was no lust in her voice now and I sensed some irritation in her tone.
Merle backed out of her and CT got an up close view of his cock snaking its way out of her ass. As soon as he was out, Erin moved to the side of the bed, stood and went swiftly to the bathroom closing and locking the door behind her. Almost immediately, we heard the shower being turned on but other than that there was no other indication of what she was doing. Merle and CT remained naked for a few minutes but slowly they grew self-conscious and started putting on their clothes.
The shower ran for about twenty minutes and it was another fifteen before we heard the door knob turn and then saw Erin head with wet hair poke out the door.
"David, would you get my robe from the suitcase please?" She said in a soft voice.
Worried about her, I jumped and after rummaging through her large suitcase for a bit I was able to find it.
"Anything else?" I asked with a questioning look on my face. Erin just shook her head while biting her lower lip and closed the door once more.
"Maybe y'all should go." I said to the men and Merle gave a brief nod and directed CT with him out the door.
"Are you okay?" I asked jumping from my chair when Erin finally emerged some minutes later.
"I think so. Are you?" She said looking straight into my eyes.
"I'm fine. I thought you must have got upset though." I said as statement but it was really a question.
"No I'm not upset. I needed a uhhh, ummm...a break I guess you would say." She answered.
"I understand. That was pretty intense." I replied.
"Yes. It was." She said with a pause between the two phrases.
"I'm sorry it went too far. I should have protected you and stopped it." I said feeling guilty.
Erin took me by the arm and led me to the bed where we sat down next to each other. She squeezed my hand tightly then kissed me softly on the cheek. I turned to kiss her and we touched for a brief moment before she turned away. It was clear she had more on her mind.
"David. It's okay you didn't need to stop it. I'm fine." She said in a soothing voice.
"But you seemed...I, I mean acted upset. You went to the bathroom and locked yourself in." I stammered.
"I needed some time to collect myself. Plus, I felt like I needed to clean up after all that." She explained.
"I'm lost. I don't know what you're telling me." I blurted out still unclear about what she was trying to say.
"I liked it David. A lot. That was one of the biggest orgasms I've ever had." Erin said to me and suddenly I understood. I was thinking that she was upset about being put in the position to have sex with these men but in reality she was concerned about me. How I would react to her carnal enjoyment.
"Well I'm happy you liked it. I never wanted you to not like it." I replied.
"I know that David but you need to understand..." Erin was in the middle of her sentence when she was cut-off by knocking on our door.
With a sigh, I stepped over, turned the knob and opened it a few inches. Merle was standing there trying to look past me into the room.
"Everything okay? I came to say goodnight to Erin." He announced.
"Well we're in the middle..." I started to say but Erin appeared at my side peering out the door.
"Come in Merle." She said.
I closed the door behind him and turned to see them standing close together. Erin was barefoot in her robe looking up at him.
"Erin darling, I was worried about you. You okay?" He asked.
"I'm fine Merle. Just needed to clean up." She explained.
"I got ya baby." He said and at the same time his hands snaked inside her robe opening it as he pulled her against him. Her naked body was now against him and he kissed her on the mouth.
"Merle!" She replied in feigned surprise when they broke the kiss.
"I was hoping you'd be feeling better. Let's go next door and get a beer." He suggested.
"Oh Merle my hair is all wet and I don't have any make up on. I'm not ready to go out." She replied but I could tell she wanted to go.
"Nonsense woman. It's early. Take your time and get ready. I'll come back and get you in a while." He said to which she just nodded.
When I turned after closing the door behind him, I saw that Erin was already headed towards the bathroom. She re-tied her robe and got out her hair dryer and began using it on her damp mane.
"You were in the middle of telling me something." I said after she had turned off the blower.
"Let's discuss it tomorrow during the drive." She replied while primping at the mirror.
It felt strange to have a special moment between a husband and wife usurped by the demands of her lover but I didn't want to make a scene. Especially, after what had taken place so far. I went back into the room, sat on the edge of the bed and turned on the TV.
Erin had dried her hair and put on jeans and a sleeveless blouse when Merle returned some twenty minutes later. When I let him in he gave Erin an admiring once over before offering something he was holding in his hand.
"You look great baby but would you mind wearing this?" He asked.
Erin took the garments and looked at them and I could see they were a pair of small shorts and what looked like a tank top.
"Merle?!" She let out when she had inspected the outfit.
"Come on darling. I only get this one night and I want it to be special." He answered. I had not heard him plead with her before but he was infinitely doing so now. Without a response, Erin turned and went into the bathroom closing the door behind her.
It was only a few minutes later that she emerged and I was stunned to see her in the clothes Merle had selected. The shorts were very tight cream colored short shorts that showed off her firm butt and left a tiny piece of her cheeks sneaking out the bottom. The fact they had a fly on the front likely hid the outline of her labia. The top was in fact a rust colored tank that barely reached her waist. If she had not been wearing a bra, it would have revealed almost everything about her breasts.
"Damn that looks good. But can you go without the bra?" Merle said.
"I don't know Merle. I might get arrested." My wife giggled.
"Try it and let's see." he told her.
With a shrug, Erin lifted the top over her head, unclasped her bra and threw it on the bed revealing herself to us then pulled the top back over her head. The first thing I saw were her nipples, hard and pointed, clearly showing along with a good amount of cleavage. Also, if she didn't hold her arms still, the sides of her breasts could be seen through the arm holes. All in all, from head to toe, it was a very slutty look.
"What do you think honey?" She said turning to me with a wicked smile.
"I don't know Erin that seems a bit too much." I counseled.
"What do you think Merle? Is it too much or is David being a party pooper." She said in a voice that I found very irritating.
"I think it looks damn good." He replied.
"Looks like a difference of opinion. What should we do?" She smiled enjoying herself too much I thought.
"Well if you're going to wear it, add some heels." I said sarcastically.
Erin shot me a challenging look then went to her suitcase and dug out some two inch white heels. They weren't over the top and in fact they were the most subdued part of the ensemble but they did have the effect of lifting her butt up as she stood and walked.
"Are you coming?" Erin asked when she was ready and Merle had his arm around her waist.
"No, think I'll watch some TV." I replied which brought a momentary look of concern to her face.
"It's right next door if you want to wander by later." Merle said and opened the door pulling Erin out quickly.
I was left somewhat confused staring at the motel room door and wondering if my wife had lost her mind. I contemplated going over, finding her and dragging her back but I decided I would rather just pretend I didn't care. I tried to watch TV flipping aimlessly through the channel set over and over occasionally finding something to watch. Unfortunately, this lasted only about forty-five minutes before I couldn't take it any longer and headed for the door.



The beer joint was actually about a hundred yards down the road from the motel across a used car lot in a cinder block building painted gray with a dirt parking lot. This bar was called "The Other Place" that was spelled out in a blue neon sign on a sign in curtain covered window. In addition, there were multi-colored Christmas lights that ran along the length of the eves that gave it an odd look. A half dozen pickups, three cars and several work trucks were parked around the front and side of the building with most being older models with various signs of damage and decay in their bodies. The door was made of metal painted in a dark gray color and had signs with age and firearm warnings placed at eye level.
The door creaked as I opened it and several of the patrons turned to look as I entered and ambled self-consciously to a seat at the bar. Along with me, there were two others at the counter with the rest of the customers sitting at the cheap tables that filled the room. Like Ike's Place, it was freezing inside and I wondered if there was some town ordinance requiring thermostats be set at frigid levels.
"Miller Lite, please." I said to the bartender who was a thin fiftyish woman with straight gray hair and a face which showed she had experienced too many hard miles and cigarettes.
While I was waiting for the beer my eyes were already scanning the room and I found Erin sitting at a table with Merle and CT in the far corner. Their table had multiple beer bottles sitting on top and knowing that Erin wasn't a beer drinker I surmised that the two men were drinking hard. Even though that corner was relatively dark, it was easy to spot her because almost all the eyes in the bar were directed towards their table.
"Three dollars." She said returning with the beer. When I laid out five dollars and nodded letting her know to keep the change she smiled and then spoke.
"I get so damn tired of those trucker sluts." The bartender said noticing the direction of my stare.
I acknowledged her comment by smiling at her and rolling my eyes before my gaze returned to my wife. I had to admit she looked the part of a cheap slut in her tiny shorts and top, especially with Merle's hand on her ass, and I wondered what I had missed.
Over the next hour I drank three beers and watched both Merle and Carl consume at least that many while my wife sipped on cheap wine from a plastic cup. Twice she got up to play pool, once with Merle and once with CT and each time every person in the joint, both men and woman, stared at the show. After the second game, Erin made a trip to the bathroom which required that she walk by me. Her eyes opened wide when she saw me sitting at the bar and she stopped and spoke to me with a drunken slur.
"I love you." She whispered while grabbing my arm and leaning in close. Since there were several empty seats near me, no one could hear our conversation and she looked like the cheap floozy everyone assumed her to be. The fact that her nipples were plainly visible through the tank top she was sporting did nothing to dissuade this view.
"Are you okay? Do you want to leave?" I asked quickly.
"I'm fine." She replied while pushing her tongue in my ear which let me know she was completely hammered.
She walked on towards the bathroom giving everyone at the bar a good view of her swaying ass.
"See what she wants for a blowjob." I heard over my shoulder and realized the man on my right had moved from his stool so that he was next to me.
"Not much I bet." I responded after failing to think of anything else to say.
Erin spent a long time in the bathroom and I was beginning to wonder whether she had passed out when I finally noticed her emerging through the doorway. She passed me a bit wobbly and gave me a smile and wink on her way back to Merle and CT. As she passed the man on my right I heard him to speak to her in a low voice but either she didn't hear or ignored him because she continued on.
"Damn whore." I heard him exclaim to himself. Rather than bristle at his words, I found myself almost sympathizing with his view.
As soon as Erin joined the two men, they started acting like they were ready to leave and minutes later this proved true. I watched quietly as they walked to the door and left with Erin arm-in-arm with Merle and CT was a half step behind following like a devoted puppy.
"Show's over." The gray haired bartender announced to us at the bar as soon as the door closed.
"Hottest piece of ass I've seen around here in years." The man on my right replied with a sigh while he shook his head.
Not wanting to make it seem like I was chasing them out the door, I forced myself to patiently finish my almost full beer before I left. Fifteen minutes later, I left the beer joint and headed across the lot towards our motel.
When I opened the door, I found the room to be in total darkness with only the light from the opening allowing me to see that Erin was beneath Merle on the bed. As soon as I shut it, the room was thrown back into darkness and it took my eyes a few minutes to adjust. While I waited, the sounds of their coupling continued seemingly unaffected by my presence.
CT was not in the room and I suspected that Merle had sent him on his way so he could have my wife to himself. Merle was rocking into her in a slow but deliberate way that brought soft cries of satisfaction from her. Sitting down to watch, it wasn't long before I realized that they were in fact making love. They whispered to each other so that I couldn't hear and Erin arms were wrapped around his neck occasionally pulling him to her to kiss. Feeling suddenly very tired, I fell over onto my side on the small couch and before I knew it was asleep.
Awaking some time later, I stood to find the room empty and I instinctively knew that Erin had gone with Merle to sleep in his truck. Undressing and going to the bed, I found a huge wet spot and after trying several positions to stay out of it and failing I finally gave up. The rest of the night was a restless sleep until I finally was brought to full consciousness by light streaming through a crack in the dingy curtains.
I puttered around the room for almost an hour until I heard a knock on the door and opening it found Erin and Merle. Erin looked at me then accepted Merle's arms who pulled her close to him and gave her a long, deep kiss. When they finally broke, she stepped inside with a final look over her shoulder and I shut the door quickly.
Erin was still dressed in the slutty outfit and reeked of sex. Her beautiful hair was disheveled and her lipstick was long gone. For some reason, I found her utterly desirable.
"What are you doing?" She asked with concern in her voice as I began pulling at her skimpy clothes.
"I want you in bed." I demanded.
"Baby, I'm all dirty." She replied trying to avoid my advances.
"Shhh..." I answered finally unbuttoning her shorts and pulling them off her legs finding her without panties. I tossed the shorts on top of her tank top then directed her forcefully to the bed.
As soon as she was on her back, I ripped my own clothes off and with an aching erection, pushed her legs open and penetrated her easily. Her normally snug pussy was now wide open and there was a hot creamy wetness inside her.
"Did you just fuck him?" I demanded to know.
"Yes." Erin answered looking at me but making none of the sensual sounds I had heard coming from her last night.
"Did he cum in you?" I asked.
"Yes." She replied without elaboration.
I fucked Erin very fast and within seconds I knew I wasn't going to make it very long. Less than a minute later, with me crying out and Erin silent, I released my semen to join her lovers in her loosened pussy.
Erin slept in the back seat for most of the way home finally awaking when we were about three hours out. When I pulled over to get gas, I got her a large bottle of water and she got in the front seat next to me.
"Remember, this was a vacation thing. I don't want any talk about it when we get home." She said in a stern voice.
"Yes, I agree." I replied. There would be a time to talk about everything that had occurred but it wasn't now so I chose the path of least resistance.
"How do you feel?" I asked truly concerned.
"Tired. With a headache. And sore." She answered.
We drove on mostly in silence and although I could hear text messages coming through on her phone occasionally she ignored them. Fortunately, three days after getting home her period started which was a huge relief for me and although she didn't say anything I think it was for her too. Amazingly, we fell back into the routine of our daily lives and it was several weeks, about the same time the hickeys finally faded, before we finally talked.
We had just finished making love and were cuddling and holding each other close. I was the one that broached the subject with words that seemed to just appear on my lips.
"You were amazing on our trip." I whispered to her while nuzzling her neck.
"I guess you're ready to talk about it." She replied twisting in my arms until we were face to face.
"Yes, I guess so. I mean we should." I answered.
"You don't think your wife's a tramp?" She asked.
"Hell no! We did it together." I blurted out quickly not wanting that thought to linger.
"I'm not sure I understand your thinking sweetie. It doesn't bother you that other men are having sex with me and getting me excited and...and...making me have orgasms? Doesn't it bother you?" She asked looking straight into my eyes.
I looked directly back at her then kissed her softly on the mouth before responding. "I told you before it's hard to explain. There are moments when it's so intense that I want to watch you more than anything. Then sometimes those thoughts leave and I feel strange and guilty."
"It seems the excitement always wins." She said stating the obvious.
"I have to say I like watching you. I like knowing there is a part of you that can...uhhh...let go like you did. Besides, these men aren't threats to me or us. It's something we did together. Shared together. I mean I wouldn't want to be doing this all the time but it definitely made the vacation spicy!"
We continued talking and I steered well clear of any judgment of her. Erin became more comfortable as we went and made some admissions of her own. She told me about some thoughts and fantasies she had held since childhood that were so frightening to her that she locked them away and never told anyone. They involved submissive behavior with forceful men which our adventures played right into. This was what she had wanted to tell me in the motel room before Merle knocked. She also admitted that Merle had touched her more than just sexually and that he had been trying to communicate with her but she had ignored his attempts.
"What were you whispering to him about when you were together after the bar?" I asked. That unknown conversation had been bugging me since.
"He asked for something." Erin answered after a silence. The way she spoke let me know she was reluctant to say.
"What?" I asked now definitely wanting to know.
"He asked me to say something." I knew she was going to tell me but she was nervous.
"What did he ask for?" I pushed trying not to sound irritated.
With a sigh she said. "He wanted me to ask him to make me pregnant."
"Did you? I mean ... did you? What did you say?" I stammered out while moving so she couldn't feel my cock stiffen.
I said. "Merle please knock me up."
"Did you really want him to?" I blurted out.
"No honey. It was just sex talk." She replied and pulled my arm tighter around her.
"You know it wouldn't hurt to text him." I whispered into her ear.
"Calm down big boy." Erin giggled and I could tell she was sleepy.
We grew silent and with the silence we began drifting off towards some much needed sleep both content that we were honest and forthcoming in our communication.
"I'll just let you be in charge of vacations." Were her final words spoken in that hazy place right before sleep which I chose not to argue about.
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This is a very sad story about how a person's indiscretions can result in a horrible outcome to others they love. It's about me and a mistake I made several years ago that I will never be able to overcome.
My name is Kurt and I'm a thirty-year-old junior executive type at a global manufacturing company. My wife Kristen and I met in college and dated for two years until we graduated, then got married shortly after. We were fortunate enough to find good jobs in a nice southern city. I run the engineering department for one of the manufacturing facility while Kristen is a commercial loan officer for a local bank.
My problems began when we hired several temporary workers to assist us with an expansion project at the plant. One was a twenty-year-old girl named Ruth Ann who was helping with miscellaneous administrative activities. She wasn't particularly bright, in fact, she was barely capable of doing the simple tasks we needed her to do for the project, but she tried hard and had a pleasant demeanor so we let her stay.
Ruth Ann was not a beautiful woman by any means, although she did have a certain simple charm that I found strangely alluring. She was of medium height and slightly overweight with her sandy hair cut short, however two features of Ruth Ann stood out. The first was a set of very cute dimples on her peaches and cream cheeks, and the other was a set of very large and firm breasts.
The thing I found most strange about my draw towards Ruth Ann was that my wife Kristen is a stunning beauty. During the first couple weeks of working with her, I would often lay awake at night and question myself as to why I was having these feelings. Kristen, at that time, was 5'7" tall and weighed 126 pounds with shoulder length black hair and perfect C cup breasts that were set high on her slender frame. Overall, she was amazingly attractive with her best feature being her long legs that transitioned into a nicely toned butt.
While Kristen was perfect in most ways, in one important area she frustrated me. She was somewhat conservative sexually, despite my attempts to get her to loosen up, and I was always the one that had to initiate things. Even then, our lovemaking was mostly limited to traditional missionary sex, although on rare occasions she would get inspired to be a little more adventurous. While I enjoyed these encounters, they fell well short of fulfilling my cravings, and I wondered whether my interest in Ruth Ann was a result of my wife's limitations.
It was three weeks into Ruth Ann's assignment when we first stayed late together to finish up a report. Everyone else had left the building and over the next couple hours we worked, chatted and learned about each other's life and background. Ruth Ann opened up some as we talked and our friendship continued to develop further over the next month. I learned that she had grown up in a rural environment with an uneducated family, that both her parents had died when she was young, and that she had been raised by an older brother. She had only finished the sixth grade and was indeed quite simple to the point I often found it difficult to maintain a conversation with her. She told me she lived alone in a trailer house with two cats that belonged to a family friend who was currently working in another state.
It was a fateful Thursday evening in early August, when we were once again working late to meet a deadline, that we crossed the line. All day long it had been storming, and it was still bad weather when the time came to leave. Rather than face the weather, I convinced Ruth Ann to go with me for a drink at a bar about a half a mile away to give the storms time to die down, then I would drive her home. Since she usually used a combination of the bus and rides from neighbors to get to work, I assured her this method would be far better in this weather. We pulled into the parking lot together and ran inside, then spent the next two hours drinking and talking. Mostly, it was me doing the drinking and the talking and her responding to my questions. It was in the dark corner of the bar that I first put my hand on her jean covered leg and began to try and seduce Ruth Ann, and although I felt a bit guilty going after this simple girl, I did it anyway.
While I knew she was interested, she pushed my hand away and reminded me that I was married. Of course, this just made the challenge that much more interesting, and I whispered how much I was attracted to her and how my wife didn't understand me. The evening ended with a long kiss in the parking lot before I took her home, dropping her off at a beat up old trailer, in a rural area past the edge of town. Although she turned down my offer to go inside, I was confident that Ruth Ann could be had with a little more effort.
It took two more evenings like this one over the next couple weeks before Ruth Ann finally surrendered. That evening, I ended up taking her to her trailer and making out with her on the couch before getting her back to the bedroom. It took a lot of sweet talk, and even a little force to get the clothes off her plump body. I sucked on and played with her large breasts before spreading her thick thighs and fucking her until I emptied my balls inside her surprisingly tight pussy. After resting for a while, I fucked her again then gathered my clothes and left after a quick peck on her lips.
The following couple days at work were a bit awkward before things seemed to get back to normal. Having experienced Ruth Ann sexually, I lost interest in her for a while and it was almost two weeks later before I tried her again. Like before, it was a night we were working late, and when it came time to leave I more or less invited myself to her place. It took an hour to get her to bed, and even as I pulled her clothes off she was protesting. I ignored her words and took her from behind while I pulled on her thick nipples before flipping her over and finishing in the missionary position with her fat thighs pushed back so that her knees touched her breasts.
After that night, I had her one more time during lunch, but by now she was becoming clingy and indiscreet during work, so I cooked up a performance issue and went to HR and had her terminated. I was gone when they walked her out the door and although I felt bad for her for a couple of days, I rationalized that she could find another administrative job pretty quickly. By the following week, I had mostly forgotten about Ruth Ann and was back to a normal routine. The dalliance with her seemed to add something to my sexual ego, and sex with Kristen improved a bit although it was still mostly vanilla.
Kristen and I are both avid skiers and we had an early season trip planned for two weeks before Christmas. It was an opportunity to use up some built up vacation and to spend some time alone before the family things started. We were going to Vail for a week from Saturday to Saturday staying at a condo right on the slopes. Friday evening, we finished packing then went to bed early so we could be rested for the trip and be prepared for our mid-morning flight.
It was still dark outside when we woke and dressed for the trip. I was wearing jeans and a turtle neck shirt under my ski parka, while Kristen, always the stylish one, had on jeans tucked into Italian made leather boots and a sweater that highlighted her lovely breasts. I put several pieces of luggage into Kristen's SUV and was coming back to get the rest when from the shadows I saw movement and was suddenly hit by the weight of two men. Being caught off guard, I was quickly on the ground and before I knew it my hands had been secured behind me in what felt like handcuffs and tape had been placed over my mouth and eyes. I was dragged back towards the SUV and thrown unceremoniously down onto my side. Soon, I heard a thump and then whimpers and thrashing and I assumed Kristen must be nearby in a similar state. A car engine roared to life and I realized that we must be in a vehicle, maybe even Kristen's SUV, and were being kidnapped.
There was no sound from our captors as we drove for a long time before finally stopping. Hands grabbed me under my arms and pulled me along before forcing me back down on my side. It seemed like hours that I lay there on the cold floor, unable to see or speak, and wondering what this was about and where we had been taken. Occasionally, I could hear shuffling or other sounds, but there was no speaking.
Suddenly, and without warning, the tape was ripped from my eyes and mouth taking skin with it and causing a burning pain. I heard Kristen yell out close by, likely from the same treatment, and I tried to roll my body to find her before I was kicked in the ribs.
"Just keep your ass still," I heard a voice say in a thick country accent from behind me.
"What's going on?" I asked, gasping from the kick and receiving another for my effort.
"Don't talk asshole. Keep your goddamn mouth shut," the voice replied.
We sat there in silence for a few more minutes before I heard a door open and close and saw another man enter the room. This one was tall, a little over six feet, and thin with short hair, and I guessed he was about forty. He was wearing jeans, boots and a long sleeve blue work shirt, and on his belt at his hip was a large knife in a scabbard.
"Kyle, set them up on the couch," he said to the man behind me.
As Kyle came around I could see he was about the same height as the other man, but much heavier. He too was wearing jeans, although his were filthy, and had on a sweatshirt that did little to hide a large belly. This one had a balding head and a thick beard that extended down his neck. He grabbed me under the arms and pulled me onto a dirty and worn sofa. Then, I watched as he lifted Kristen and placed her beside me.
"What is this? What do you want?" Kristen cried, tears of fear welling in her eyes.
"Quiet miss. You'll learn soon enough," the thin one told her.
"Kyle, did you lock their house up and fix the lights like I told you?" he asked.
"Yeah Drew. Looks like they left on vacation," he answered quickly.
"Good, why don't you go take their car and put in the barn," he suggested to Kyle.
Kyle nodded then left the room. As we sat there, I looked around and saw we were in a dingy old house. The floors were made of torn and stained linoleum, the wallpaper was dirty and peeling, and the only light came from a hall lamp and through small cracks in the heavily draped windows.
When Kyle returned, the men sat down in metal chairs opposite us and Drew began to speak.
"Your name is Kristen, right?" he asked, looking at my wife.
"Yes," she croaked out softly.
"Do you realize you are married to an asshole?" he asked, with his eyes never leaving her.
Kristen gave him a questioning look but did not reply.
"You know he has been having sex with another girl?" he said to her, nodding towards me.
I kept looking straight at him, but I felt Kristen's eyes glare at me and I felt my stomach turn as I feared where this was going.
"That's right ma'am. He has been seeing another young lady. Now normally we wouldn't give a shit about some rich boy getting some on the side. But in this case, the other lady happens to be our sister," he informed my wife.
I had to focus to keep from shaking, now scared about this predicament and remembering the less than gentlemanly way I had treated Ruth Ann. I expected Kristen to begin screaming at me, but she stayed quiet which caused me even more distress.
"Ruth Ann," Kyle called out, and from down the hall I could see her emerge wearing a plain dress and looking nervously at me.
"Now I have to be honest and say that our sister here is not near as pretty and sexy as you, so I don't know why your man decided to do what he did, but he didn't treat her right. You see, Ruth Ann is not a smart girl. She is what they call challenged," he said, never changing the tone in his voice.
I almost passed out when he said that, and I could hear Kristen take a deep breath and exhale, although I still didn't have the guts to look at her.
"I...I don't think he would do that," Kristen said, choking on her tears.
"Oh, trust me. He did. Then had her fired when she was just trying to make some money to get by. What kind of sorry man screws over a slow girl like Ruth Ann?" Drew went on as his words burned into my consciousness.
My eyes were now looking at the floor and I knew that all the others in the room were staring at me. I felt like the lowest form of life on the planet, and I knew my marriage would struggle to survive. Also, there was the fear as to what Ruth Ann's brothers intended to do to me for my punishment.
"Kurt, is this true?" Kristen said, speaking very softly.
I was too ashamed to answer, but in the silence she got her answer.
"Now let me tell you the rest. Kurt here knocked up my sister," he announced bluntly.
My head spun is dizziness, and I heard Kristen burst into tears.
"It's bad he knocked her up no doubt. But let me tell you what else. This family has a retarded gene that runs through it. So, we don't know if this baby is going to end up retarded or not," he explained.
"I'm sorry," I managed to choke out, as I looked at the floor.
"No, you ain't sorry. You're too much of a fucking asshole," Drew stated with anger.
"Ruth Ann, go back to the back and listen to the radio and send Wayne in here," Kyle instructed her.
"What are you planning to do with us?" Kristen asked, with her senses now returning.
She had stopped crying, and was trying valiantly to stay in control, but in her eyes I could see she was very scared.
"Well let me tell you something. This family has had to live with this illness for a long time. Drew and I had to watch a sister and brother die from it. Now Ruth Ann didn't have it bad and we thought we were okay with her, but now we have to watch our little sister have a baby and wonder what's going to happen. I don't think that's right, do you?" he explained.
"Can't you...I mean...have you thought about doing something about it with her?" Kristen asked, stumbling with how to say it.
"We don't play God here lady," Drew answered, with his eyes blazing in anger.
About that time a large man walked into the room, and as he came closer the first thing I noticed were his exaggerated features. His ears, nose and even his lips seemed too large for his head. He had an odd look in his eyes, and his pants were wet in the crotch like he had peed in them. He stood over six-foot-tall, and looked more thick than fat. His skin was mottled and rough from a life of outdoor labor, I suspected.
"Wayne, stand over there for a minute will you?" Kyle told him.
Wayne started rocking slightly back and forth on his feet as he stood, and an odd grin came onto his face.
"You see miss, we been planning this for a while. Ever since we found out our sister was pregnant. She didn't want to tell us, but she finally did and we know she doesn't know how to lie. So, we did some checking...got into your house and looked around. Kyle here dressed up like a utility repairman and no one paid attention, and we kept going back till we learned what we needed. We found out you don't use birth control pills...that you like that plastic diaphragm. We found out when your time came, and we found out about your vacation where no one expects to see you for a week. And, we found out that your time ended eight days ago. That's the good thing about being farm boys. We know about these things." Drew said, as his face grew into a smirk.
"What the hell does all that mean?" I challenged him.
Drew's eyes flashed in anger once more, and I initially thought he was going to attack me, but he calmed down and then looked at me and then Kristen.
"What that means folks is that Wayne here is going to spend some time with this lady and see if he can give her a baby," he said while looking straight at her.
"You can't be serious! I'm not going to sleep with anybody!' she protested loudly.
"It's me that fucked up not her. Leave her alone," I added.
"You don't have a choice," he said to Kristen, ignoring me.
"That's rape! You'll go to prison," she exclaimed.
"Hell, we've been to prison before," Kyle said, laughing as Drew joined in.
"No, you can't do this. Make me pay not her," I begged.
"It's a tad late to be the hero," Drew said, as he looked at me with contempt.
I turned to Kristen and saw that her face was streaked with tears and that her body was shaking in fear.
"What's the point of bringing another child into his world?" she asked between gasps.
"It just seems fair to me and Kyle. You see, Ruth Ann was a virgin when he gave her a baby. Wayne is a virgin so it kinda works out," he answered.
Drew nodded to Kyle who came and took Kristen by the arms and pushed her towards a door to my right. When he kicked it open, from what I could see in the unlit room, it was empty except for an uncovered mattress on the floor in the middle. He forced her inside and to a corner where I could no longer see her while Drew walked to where Wayne was standing.
"Wayne? You know what to do?" he asked.
"Yeah, yeah," he answered, with a heavy throaty voice.
"What are you going to do?" Drew asked?
"Get some pussy...get some pussy...get some pussy," he repeated, until Drew stopped him.
"Now do it like we told you but be careful and don't hurt her. You can do it all you want," he explained.
Wayne began to get a wild look and rock faster. Also, I could see his pants begin to tent out in front.
"This is crazy! You can't do this," I screamed, but was ignored.
"Take your clothes off Wayne," Drew told him.
Wayne fumbled with his clothes, shaking as he tried to remove them. It took him several minutes, but when he was finished he stood there naked, and I could see that his body was thick, strong and covered completely with a dense matting of hair. When he turned towards me, I got a full view of his large, uncircumcised cock which was already becoming erect. It looked to be about eight inches long with rough callous spots along the sides and hair growing part ways up the shaft. The last few inches turned upwards slightly in an odd way which helped give it an overall grotesque appearance.
"You have to stop this. Please!" I begged again, and was again ignored.
Drew led Wayne to the door and directed him inside at the same time Kyle emerged and left the room. Without ceremony, Drew closed the door leaving Kristen alone with this retarded man bent on taking her. Whether he knew it was wrong or not was meaningless as this point, and barring a miracle, he was going to have his way.
"Let's see if he remembers what to do," Kyle said to Drew, as they sat back in the chairs, and for some reason, my mind wondered how they had taught this simple man.
Within seconds we could hear Kristen's cries.
"Leave me alone. Stop it. Don't. HELP! HELP!!" she screamed.
I tried to get up with my arms still cuffed, but Drew kicked me back on to the couch.
It was all so completely bizarre that for a moment I thought it all must be a bad dream. How could we be sitting in this dirty house and how could my lovely wife be put into such a sordid, evil situation? It just had to be a dream, an illusion, but when I heard the large man's voice I was quickly returned to the desperate reality.
"Huh, huh...huh, huh...huh, huh," we could hear the grunting laughter coming from Wayne.
"No Wayne! Stop. This is not right. Oh my God! HELP!" Kristen cried out once more.
I started crying as I watched Drew and Kyle look at each other and smile. Then, there was a crashing sound from the room, followed by a brief silence, and then another loud noise.
"Aww..." Wayne's deep voice, sounding like he was in pain, came through the walls.
"She's fighting him," Kyle said, smiling at me.



"I'll give you anything. Any amount of money. I'll take care of Ruth Ann and the baby just please stop this," I begged, as I started to cry even harder.
"Too late. Couldn't stop Wayne now anyways," Drew replied.
"NO...NO Wayne!" my wife forced out as she started to cry, but her plea was followed by a loud snap.
"Ohhh...ohhh...," we heard Wayne grunt excitedly.
"Let's see where he is," Kyle said, getting up with Drew following.
They cracked the door and peered inside quietly before closing it and sitting back down.
"Your wife is letting him play with her titties," Drew laughed.
"They are nice titties too. I'm jealous of Wayne," Kyle added.
"Don't worry she kept her honor. Wayne's all scratched up and bleeding," Drew informed me with a mocking smile.
"He'll have to work to get those tight jeans off," Kyle laughed with Drew joining in.
"Wayne, please you have to stop. Please stop. No Wayne, STOP!" Kristen tried again, with her voice registering even more desperation.
The sound of a struggle started again behind the closed door. There were several loud thumps and grunts from sources that could not be indentified. Then, we could hear a pleading female voice talking rapidly, but we could not make out the words through the wall.
"Huh...huh...huh...huh...huh...huh," Wayne's grunting repetitive laughter suddenly returned.
"Well, I wonder what made him all happy?" Kyle asked rhetorically.
"Tell me Kurt. Has your wife had many dicks in her life?" Drew asked, with a stupid grin.
"Fuck you." I answered, which only made them break out in laughter.
Kristen, in fact, had been a virgin when we met, and as far as I knew I was the only man she had been with. However, now she was faced with a sexual situation that was every woman's worst nightmare. She was going to be raped and there was nothing I could do about it, and in fact I was the cause. I felt ashamed and humiliated to know that I had brought this upon such a wonderful person.
"Please...please stop this. It's my fault not Kristen's. Please don't let him hurt her," I said, trying again to find some opening in their mindset to find a way out.
"We ain't going to stop Wayne. He's going to fuck that sweet pussy all week long. You just shut your mouth and get used to it," Kyle responded with no hint of compassion, while his fingers ran through his thick beard.
The noises in the room started getting louder, and Kyle and Drew looked at each other and moved towards the door. When they opened the it, I could see between them that Kristen was on her hands and knees on the mattress. Her sweater and bra were missing and her jeans were halfway off her butt, and Wayne was standing behind her trying to pull the jeans further down.
"Wayne boy, you got to take the boots off first and you got to unbutton those jeans," Kyle said, as he snickered.
"Okay, okay." Wayne mumbled, as slobber drooled from his mouth.
His dick was now fully engorged, and lifted upward. He kept one hand on the small of her back, holding her in place, while he started pulling on her right boot with the other.
"Wayne, unzip the boot. There's a zipper on the side," Drew said to him.
I could see that Kristen was panting heavily like she was out of breath, but as Wayne found the zipper, she shot her foot back and hit him hard in the shin.
"Owwwww..." he roared, letting go of her and clutching his leg.
Kristen started crawling towards the corner, still gasping for air, and I could see her breasts swinging beneath her as she moved. They were wet and glistening and I wondered if it was from her sweat or Wayne's saliva. Wayne recovered quickly and grabbed her by the leg, and easily dragged her back to the middle of the mattress while avoiding her kicks. She was in an awkward position to strike, and he was able to unzip the right boot and pull it free and then did the same with the other.
Wayne used his strength to put her back on her hands and knees and using his left hand to hold her in place he reached for her jeans button with his right. When his hand reached the front of her jeans, Kristen started trying to twist and turn to keep him away. Unfortunately, her strength was fading and was no match for Wayne's. The retarded gave a grunt of joy as he popped the catch, and in seconds he had her jeans to her knees pulling her panties along with them.
I sat there transfixed as he removed first one leg of the jeans and then the other, then removed the panties from around her ankles. Kristen was now naked, with this large challenged man, and there was nothing to protect her fertile opening from his hideous tool.
"Remember what I told you. You got to get it wet," Kyle said to Wayne.
"Okay Kyle," Wayne replied, and then spit a large offering into his hand and reached between Kristen's legs.
Kristen was now sobbing heavily, and seemed to have resigned herself to the inevitable.
"Kristen, I love you," I yelled at her, not knowing what else to do.
"Kurt, help me please!" she screamed back, as Kyle and Drew closed the door and returned to the chairs.
"Let's give them some privacy," Kyle stated with a laugh.
"Guys, I'll give you anything...do anything but please stop this. I beg you please don't let this happen," I tried once more, as I visualized Wayne's large cock approaching its prize.
"Just shut the fuck up," Drew responded with annoyance, as his attention was clearly focused on the sounds from the room.
There was quiet for over a minute, but just when I thought maybe she had been able to convince him to stop, the house was suddenly shattered by loud screams.
"He's putting it in," Drew stated.
"Oh my God, take it out! Get it out!" Kristen cried, validating Drew's words.
Her screams turned into a continuous wail that went on for some time, before a second sound started.
"Uhhh...uhhh...uhhh..." we could hear Wayne's voice steadily becoming louder.
Wayne's grunts lasted for less than a minute and were suddenly replaced by a roar as if a bear had been caught in a trap.
"ARRRRRRRR..." Wayne suddenly screamed, and we all knew what had occurred.
"I knew that boy wouldn't last long his first time," Drew laughed, as Kyle joined in.
"No, but I bet by the end of the week he's riding it hard," Kyle answered.
Kyle and Drew went over and opened the door. Wayne was standing right behind it holding his still hard cock in his hand with a long string of his cum extending from the head towards the ground. I could see Kristen kneeling at the far end of the mattress reaching into her pussy with her fingers apparently trying to fish out Wayne's seed.
"Sweetheart, don't worry about that. You'll be getting a lot more before the week is over," Kyle laughed.
"Wayne, you want some more pussy or do you want to rest," Kyle asked.
"More pussy," he answered immediately.
"Okay, Wayne. Take your time. There is no rush," he said to him with a slap on the shoulder.
As Kyle and Drew withdrew and started to close the door, I could see Kristen staring at Wayne with a look of total defeat. It was probably twenty minutes later when sounds from within the room indicated that something was happening, and five minutes after that Kristen's wails let us know that Wayne was inside her again. Wayne lasted longer this time, but again finished with a roar when he came.
Kyle and Drew only disturbed Wayne once to give Kristen a chance to use the bathroom and drink some water. She was able to slip on her sweater and used her hands to stretch it over her butt to provide some modesty, but her relief was short lived and by sundown Wayne had taken her two more times. By now, Kristen was no longer screaming, and it was only Wayne's grunts and his climatic roars that let us know what was happening.
The men had moved my cuffs to the front to save my arms, allow me to drink and use the bathroom as well. Later that evening, we ate a small meal that Ruth Ann had prepared, and Kristen was given an old dirty t-shirt to wear that came to mid-thigh and was told to sit next to Wayne. Kyle and Drew began referring to Kristen as Wayne's wife, and made her stay still as his hands roamed her body. After dinner, Ruth Ann took some blankets into the room and supervised Kristen while she went to the bathroom and showered before returning to the "Bridal Suite".
By now, Kyle and Drew seemed to be losing interest in listening to the sex. However, they made it clear that I was going to be forced to experience all of it. They bound my feet and pushed me over on the couch then drifted off out of sight. Kristen had barely returned from her shower when Wayne took her again, and during the night I counted at least two more couplings.
I woke Sunday to the sound of footstep close by, and looking up I could see Wayne leaving the room wandering down the hall with his large cock flopping from side to side as he moved.
"Kristen, are you awake?" I said in a hoarse whisper.
My wife appeared at the door in the t-shirt looking completely shattered.
"Are you okay?" I asked, immediately realizing the stupidity of my question.
"What have you done to me?" she answered, distraught and shaking her head.
"I'm so sorry," I replied, feeling like a pitiful, useless fool.
"He's going to kill me. I'm so sore I can barely move," she told me, and I could see the stiffness in her movements.
With that, she turned and closed the door behind her leaving me alone, but soon Wayne came back down the hall with Drew beside him.
"It hurts," I heard Wayne say.
"That's cause your doing it too much Wayne. Give your pecker a chance to rest some," Drew told him.
"Okay Drew. Maybe I should go feed the goats," he answered.
"Why don't you do that. Make sure to put on your overalls and shoes," Drew replied.
Their conversation implied we were on a farm. Probably, away from other houses which would make escape even more difficult. Wayne wandered away again leaving Drew standing in front of me, and since he was shirtless, I could see his torso was covered in bad tattoos.
"Looks like Wayne fucked himself raw. I bet your wife must be pretty sore too," he stated, but when I didn't reply, he continued talking, "Did you ever get that pussy to sing for you?"
Again, I made no effort to reply.
"I bet you don't know how. I'm thinking a piece of ass like Ms. Kristen would fuck like a $5 slut if a man new what he was doing. Too bad you don't. Hell I might take a crack at her myself before this is over," he threatened.
With that, he left the room and I was once again left alone. Most of Sunday morning was that way with people occasionally wandering through, but it was mostly just Kristen and I. She came out of the bedroom and we tried several times to talk, although nothing seemed to come out right. Shortly after noon, Drew came in with Kristen's bag from the SUV, which included her toiletry items, and he let her go to the bathroom and spend time cleaning and fixing herself up. When she came out, she looked fresher physically as well as mentally, and she took a seat in the room with me and Drew wearing a long sleeved ski undershirt that he had picked out. It covered her vagina, but she wasn't allowed to wear a bra or panties, and her nipples were clearly outlined through the tight fabric. Any hope that our situation was improving was short lived.
"Let me see your pussy," Drew demanded.
Kristen looked at him and opened her mouth to begin speaking, but stopped herself and pulled the garment up until she was exposed. Her vagina is covered by a thin wisp of hair that she refuses to shave and through it we could see that her lips were swollen and distended.
"I figured you would be sore. So is Wayne. How has he been fucking you?" he asked bluntly.
"What do you mean?" she replied, while he looked at her sternly.
"How? From behind? Doggie?" he clarified.
"Yes," Kristen responded, looking down at the floor.
"Well, when he gets the urge, I want you to teach him a new position," Drew instructed.
"You're crazy. I'm not going to teach him anything," she instantly countered.
"Well if you don't want that pussy hanging to your knees you might want to think about it," Drew laughed as he got up to leave.
"You took advantage of that poor girl. What kind of person are you?" she said, looking at me with contempt as soon as he was gone
"I'm sorry. I don't know what to say. You can hate me, but first we need to get out of this," I answered, trying to change the subject.
"Look what you caused to happen. I'm the one being raped by that retarded man. It's sick and humiliating, and I will probably get pregnant," she replied, choking back tears.
"Have you...I mean...can you get his stuff...his semen out?" I asked, struggling to ask the very disgusting question.
Kristin looked at me for a long time before answering, "I'm trying but there's so much."
At that moment, Kyle and Drew appeared at the end of the hall struggling to carry something between them, and as they got closer, I could see it was a hunk of concrete that they placed on the floor about ten feet away. Drew turned and left and then returned shortly with a long length of chain in his hands.
"We made this up to weigh 200 lbs. and we're going to chain you up and take off the cuffs so you can move around some. You can sit here or even go into the room and watch your wife if you got that desire. If you try to move it, we'll kill you," he explained.
Drew fastened the chain through a metal loop coming out of the concrete and secured it with a pad lock then approached me with the other end. In addition to the chain, I could see he had a wide collar that he placed around my neck and adjusted before securing it in place with another padlock that was also connected to the chain. He then took off the cuffs on my hands and the bindings that had been used to secure my feet.
Even though I was still firmly secured, the added movement this setup allowed was a welcome relief. Kyle had me move around to check the length and I found that I could reach the bathroom but not the front door. Also, it allowed me to enter the "Bridal Suite", but not make it so far as the mattress. It seemed they had put some thought into the configuration.
"Well you better enjoy your rest while you can. I think Wayne will be ready for some more baby making after he finishes his chores," Drew said looking at Kristen.
Kristen's reprieve actually lasted all afternoon. It wasn't until the light through the curtains was dimming that we saw Wayne in the house, and it was another hour before he came for her. Wayne stood by the open door in his dirty overalls waiting for her without saying a word, and I could also see that in his hand he held a bottle of lubricant that one of his brothers must have provided. However, Kristen remained still in her seat not acknowledging the large retarded man. Wayne took a step closer and reached for her, but she slapped his hand away and when he tried again they had a brief struggle that resulted in a chair falling over. The commotion brought Drew and Kyle from down the hall.
"What's going on Wayne?" Kyle asked.
"She won't come," he said, acting disturbed.
Kyle reached down and grabbed my wife by her black hair as Drew stood next to me.
"Bitch, you better do what Wayne wants anytime he wants or I'll beat your ass till you beg for it. Now get in there and fuck him like you were told," he said harshly to her, with his lips an inch from her ear as she twisted in pain.
He let her go and as she stumbled towards the door Wayne grabbed her and pulled her quickly inside then closed it behind them. The men left the way they had come leaving me alone, and I sat expecting to hear the sounds of a struggle begin like the previous day but it never came. Instead, after a few minutes, I could begin to hear Wayne grunting as he started fucking my wife, and like the first time, he only lasted a short while before his telling roar let me know he had reached his climax.
Afterwards, it was quiet in both rooms for a bit before the grunts started again indicating he had recovered. I tried hard not to look, but something drew me towards the door. Several times I got up and took a step only to return to my seat knowing it was best not to and realizing it was what the sick bastards wanted me to do. Finally, I took the one extra step that brought me within arms reach of the handle and I didn't turn back.
Slowly and quietly, I turned the knob and cracked open the door trying to avoid any squeaking sound that would give me away, and when it was cracked a couple inches, I could see the mattress clearly. Kristen had done what Kyle had instructed her and now had Wayne between her legs as she lay on her back. Wayne's ass was rising and falling, and his large frame left only her legs and arms visible. Next to the mattress, his overalls and her shirt were in a heap and the bottle of lubricant with some of the liquid missing lay on its side. Kristen's arms were laying flat on the mattress, while her legs were widely spread from the width of his hips, with her feet barely touching the mattress. Wayne's head was next to Kristen's, and he was emitting his standard grunting sounds as he fucked her with a steady pace.
Kristin was making sounds too in time with his thrusts, but hers seemed to be more the result of the physical force of Wayne's movements than any arousal or pleasure. As I watched, I noticed Kristen's feet were rolling back and forth and occasionally they would rise a few inches then fall back to the mattress. Also, I could see her fingers clutching and releasing the dirty fabric of the mattress. I put this down to her attempts to alleviate the pain that Wayne's large cock was inflicting.
It wasn't long before Wayne's thrusts started to speed, and he began to add moans to his grunting noises. Clearly, he was on his was towards another climax that would result in more seed being planted into my wife. The pace and sounds continued to grow until Wayne reached a point where he lost all his rhythm, and he threw his head back and let out his signature roar. I used the opportunity to close the door and go back to the couch.
"Like what you saw?" Drew asked, smirking as I turned.
"Hell no," I replied, turning red with embarrassment at having been caught.
"Not many men get to see their wife being knocked up by another man," he said, now laughing.
I was about to tell him to fuck off when the door opened and Wayne stepped out with his half-hard cock glistening with wetness.
"I'm hungry, Drew," he said, leaving the door open as he headed for the kitchen.
"Well, Ruth Ann will get you something. You need to keep your strength up," he laughed, mocking me once more.
Inside we could see Kristen sitting up on her knees with two fingers buried inside her trying to get Wayne's cum out. She spooned out several finger fulls and wiped them on the mattress before Drew interrupted her.
"You know Ms. Kristen those are the best titties I have ever seen. Have you shown Wayne how to suck on them?" Drew snickered, startling her and causing her to grab her top and try to pull it on, seemingly very pleased with the humiliation he was causing both of us.
Kristen, apparently empowered by his sordid comment, stood and walked by us without talking and went to the bathroom where we heard the water running. When she came out, we were summoned to the table to eat some food Ruth Ann had prepared, then went back and sat on the couch.
It was evident from the routine what our time there was going to entail. Basically, my wife was there just to service Wayne whenever he felt the need, while I was there to be humiliated along with her as the fear of pregnancy stayed over our heads.
Wayne didn't come for Kristen again that day until it was time for bed. When he finally appeared, he took her and led her into the room and all remained quiet until I finally drifted to sleep. I woke to the light peeking through the window the next morning having never been stirred from the sounds of sex, and Kristen later confirmed that she had made it through the night unmolested.



The next day Wayne only came for her once. It was mid-afternoon after he had been working and he was filthy, and he spent less than twenty minutes with her before going back outside. Kristen was able to spend time in the bathroom cleaning and fixing herself a bit and was looking pretty good considering. Like the previous day, we didn't see Wayne again till he was ready for bed, when he took Kristen into the room, but just like before she slept through the night untouched.
Wayne's interest seemed to truly be fading some, probably from a combination of soreness, exhaustion and familiarity. The result was a welcome increase in the interval between his visits. I also surmised that, even for a mentally handicapped man like Wayne, sex needs to be more than just the physical act of ejaculation to fuel desire and passion, and all he was getting from Kristen was her pussy.
Because of this, we had long periods of time alone to talk, although Kyle and Drew were always close enough that Kristen couldn't sneak away. At first, she viewed me with complete disgust, but as we continued I felt that I was making some progress in getting back in her graces, as at least she was talking.
Ruth Ann seemed to be holding no interest in me or our situation. She was mostly out of sight, and the few times she was around she avoided eye contact with me. The thought had crossed my mind to try and use her to help make our escape, but without some indication of compassion it didn't seem worth the risk.
Tuesday was even better for us than the day before as Wayne never appeared during the day, and although he took her to bed that night he, according to Kristin, immediately went to sleep and again left her alone.
It was now Wednesday morning and after three good nights we were hopeful that the interest of Wayne had evaporated, and that Kristen might get out of this with no more attention. Things started out that way, but unfortunately our hope ended up being shattered.
We had sat around the whole day talking and trying to pass the boredom. The men had been busy working until late afternoon, when a cold front must have come through because the temperature dropped dramatically. In the rundown and drafty house, we could feel the cold quickly. Kyle and Drew had come in complaining of it and before long had started drinking whiskey. I knew immediately this was not going to be a good thing, and the fact that Ruth Ann and Wayne were nowhere to be seen only fueled my fears. They had been doing their boozing for over an hour and a half, keeping mostly to the kitchen, when they decided to join us.
Kyle carried a half gallon of cheap bourbon which they simply poured over ice in plastic cups. They flopped down onto chairs in the room with us, with Kyle looking much worse for wear than Drew.
"We thought we'd join you kids. I'm tired of his lousy bullshit anyway," Drew said with a slight slur.
"Fuck you," was all that his brother could offer in response, as his head lolled from side to side.
"Looks like Wayne's done lost interest in you," Drew said as a taunt.
Neither Kristen nor I responded and I hoped that they would find something else to occupy their drunken state.
"Goddamn Kyle, look at what shitty hosts we are. We haven't given Kurt or Ms. Kristen a drink," Drew stated, kicking the side of his brother's leg.
"We don't want anything," I said, trying to head them off.
"Bullshit. Kyle, go get us some more cups," his brother commanded.
Kyle staggered off down the hall and came back with two cups half filled with ice. He put them on the table and Drew poured a good portion into each and then handed them to us.
"We don't want any," I said.
"Drink," he shot back, with a fiery look.
I took a slow sip of my whiskey and saw his stare turn to Kristen who then followed me and did the same. She is not much of a drinker, limiting herself mostly to wine at special dinner occasions, so when the strong liquid hit her throat she began coughing.
"Take it slow at first. You'll get used to it," he counseled.
Drew launched off on a long monologue describing a variety of topics including his work, his girlfriends, hunting and the politics of gun control. The only interruptions were his directions to us to keep up with the drinking and friendly insults directed towards his brother Kyle. Despite my attempts to drink slowly, I could feel the warm feeling from inside my body that comes from whiskey, and when he demanded that our cups be refilled, I realized that Kristen had almost finished hers.
"Wayne getting any better?" Kyle asked through half closed eyes, catching Kristen off guard.
"Uh, what do you mean?" she replied.
"He fucking you better?" he clarified.
"Now Kyle, Ms. Kristen is a lady and she ain't got to tell you about her new husband," Drew answered, saving Kristen from responding.
Drew tried to engage us in conversation, but we only gave terse one or two word replies, so after several attempts he launched off on his own tales again which seemed to make him happy. Another thirty minutes went by, then he demanded that we finish up and get a refill. By now, Kyle was slumped in his chair with his chin resting on his chest, one step away from passing out.
Looking at Kristen, I could see that she was feeling the effects of the whiskey as well. She had a slight smile on her face and her eyes were glazed. Because of the cold, she had been allowed to put a thin shawl across her legs, but she was still without her bra or panties, and I could see that her nipples were rigid beneath her tight shirt.
"We don't want anymore," I said, putting my cup down.
"Pick the cup up. You'll keep drinking till I say stop," he announced, with the same fiery look.
By the end of the third cup I knew I was quite drunk and could only guess where Kristen was given her smaller size. Because of our state, he had gotten us to engage a bit more into the conversation, particularly Kristen, which gave me another reason to think she was drunk. Her nipples were still poking noticeably through the material, and though nothing was said, I could see Kyle staring at them, utilizing his last bit of energy.
"WAYNE!" Drew yelled down the hall, which made Kristen and I bolt upright.
Soon, Wayne came padding down the hall looking very meek and concerned.
"Yes Drew?" he asked in a childlike voice, and I sensed he had some bad experiences with his drunken brothers before.
"Don't you want your wife?" Drew asked.
"I'm scared," he answered.
"Scared? She ain't going to hurt you," he said to him sounding annoyed.
"Not her. You and Kyle," the large man replied, confirming my suspicions.
"Oh hell Wayne. You're fine. Take your woman to bed before I do," he told him.
Wayne got a look of relief on his face and shuffled towards the door looking at Kristen expectantly. Kristen looked at me and then Drew then, without a word, rose and joined him in the room with the door closing behind them.
"You asshole. He doesn't want her you're just doing this to humiliate us," I said to him as the whiskey inflamed my temper.
"You're the goddamn asshole. You chase after my sister and make her feel special then drop her flat," he replied, rising from his chair before regaining his composure and sitting back down.
I was angry and breathing heavily, but knew I had no hope in a fight. We sat there staring at each other both of us loathing the other. This went on until our attention was diverted to the bedroom when Wayne's familiar grunts started coming through the door. Like the other first times with him, he lasted only a few minutes before he roared out during his ejaculation.
"Your wife must have a hell of a pussy to milk a cock that fast," Drew said, baiting me.
But, rather than take it, I leaned back into the couch and pretended to be falling asleep.
I could hear him sipping his whiskey for several minutes before I actually did doze off. I awoke with a start sometime later and could see that Drew had left and Kyle had fallen onto the floor passed out. Getting up, I turned off the light and went back to the couch and stretched out. Just as I was about to drift off, I heard noises in the bedroom followed by Wayne's telltale grunts.
I listened for several minutes knowing he would last longer this time. Once again, I tried to stay put and not look, but eventually I lost my willpower. I moved quietly to the door checking Kyle over my shoulder as I put my hand on the knob. Turning it slowly and pushing the door gently, I stood in the small opening letting my eyes focus on the sight in front of me trying to take in the details with only the outside ambient light peeking through the curtains providing any illumination.
They were coupled in the missionary position like the last time I watched and Wayne was fucking her very slowly. Like before, her body, except for her arms and legs, were covered by his large frame. Although they were in the same basic position, something was different and in my drunken state it took me a while to realize that the sounds from Kristin were not the same. These were not the result of the physical force of his body against her, but were in fact soft moans of arousal.
For a moment, I thought my mind was playing tricks on me and I shook my head to clear it. I rationalize that I must be confused, as it must be coming from discomfort and pain, but the more I listened the clearer it became that my wife was being pleasured.
Kristen's hands were by her side and like before her legs were spread, but her feet were now hovering off the mattress. One minute turned to two and then three as Wayne kept up his slow, but relentless pace. His head had been resting next to Kristen's, but suddenly he raised himself on his arms and arched his back as if stretching. At first, I thought Kristen would be able to see me and I shrunk back, but her eyes remained blocked by Wayne's large body. Whatever the reason for Wayne's movement, it had an immediate effect on Kristen. Her legs lifted further so that her knees pulled back towards her body, her hands grabbed Wayne's arms at the elbows and she let out a long sexy moan.
Wayne only stayed in this position for a short period before dropping back down, and when he did I could hear Kristen whimper in frustration and her legs moved as if trying to find the right position for contact with his cock. Eventually, she seemed to find it as her knees pulled up even closer to her chest.
"Ohhh...mmm...mmm..." she whined, with her sounds growing in intensity.
Wayne seemed oblivious to the arousal he was causing and kept his slow, steady pace. However, even in the cold, I could see sweat beads start to form on his back then run across his sides. Kristen's hands traveled up his arms and rested on his shoulders, as her sounds became more distinct and deliberate.
"Ohhh, ohhh, ohhh..." she gasped softly, now in rhythm to his strokes.
I thought about screaming for them to stop, but something held me back and kept me riveted to my spot, as I couldn't believe this backwoods, challenged man was exciting my wife. As I stood there thinking about how this was occurring, it dawned on me that in their current position, the upturned shape of his cock was likely causing his head to rub across her g-spot with each stroke, which evidently when combined with his wide girth and steady movement acted to take her over the edge. I noticed that while Kristen's left hand was still on his shoulder, her right hand had wandered to his lower back as if to guide his motions.
"Don't stop," I heard her say as a soft plea when Wayne's movements halted for a second.
Amazingly, he did resume and her knees raised further until her feet were touching his ass. Soon, her soft sighs and moans returned too.
This was Kristen's normal position to orgasm and she seemed to be getting very close, although it was clear she was wary of making any sound. Suddenly, with no warning, her body stiffened once, then twice and sharp spasms quickly followed wracking through her as she kicked her legs into the air like some cowboy spurring a bucking bronco. Both her hands went to Wayne's ass, and I could see the muscles in her arms stand out as she pulled herself hard against him.
"Oh God, don't stop Wayne," she panted in a heavy whisper, that was clearly audible to me.
Wayne's pace never faltered and even as she began to catch her breath and come down he stayed in rhythm and continued his grunting noises. Kristen's hands had fallen back to his elbows and her legs were down so that her feet were wrapped behind his ass. Wayne had just fucked my beautiful wife to a powerful orgasm and yet seemed completely unaware.
As the sounds of her breathing faded, the room once again was turned over to the relentless grunting of Wayne as he moved into my wife. He was like a marathoner in stride having found that perfect pace that allowed him to continue. In my mind, this was as long as he had ever lasted, and I wondered what was now propelling his body and what was keeping him from releasing.
Whatever the cause, Kristen seemed to be the beneficiary, as I stood silently and watched her accept his curved cock. Then, without warning, Kristen put her hands on his shoulders and spoke.
"Wayne, stop. Please stop," she said in a soft whisper, but after several seconds of no response, she tried again, "Please stop. Just for a second."
"Not done yet," he answered in a confused voice, but kept moving
"Just for a second Wayne," she said, now almost begging.
Wayne slowed and then stopped and Kristen guided his hips to the side so his cock left her pussy. I thought that she had had enough and was going to ease from under him, but instead she reached for the bottle of lubricant and poured a healthy portion in her hand then brought it between them and out of my line of sight. I had eased the door closed as Wayne moved to shield myself from her view, but I was still able to see her use the lotion then guide Wayne back inside her to continue their mating.
Wayne quickly regained his pace, although now I could hear a squishing sound as his cock plunged into her well lubricated pussy. Wayne did his stretch again and lifted himself onto his hands and off her body, but this time though he stayed in the position as they continued to fuck.
"Ohhh...mmm...ohhh..." Kristen whined, as her legs began to move once more to find the right angle.
Wayne was now soaked with his own sweat and when he lifted from Kristen I could see that her body was wet as well. From my vantage point, I couldn't see Wayne's face well but he seemed to have a distant, slack jawed look and saliva was dripping from his open mouth onto Kristen's neck. Even in this new position, somehow he kept up his same never ending motion and soon I could see Kristen's body giving off signs of her renewed excitement.
Her legs started going into the air again and her hips freed from his weight were now rocking in time with his pace. My God I thought to myself, this retarded bastard is going to make her cum again. And, in less than a minute he did just that.
"Oh...oh God...oh my God...oh Wayne..." she cried to her simple lover, as her spasms signaled her second climax.
I watched her body release then come down from her orgasm and still Wayne kept going. Again she stopped him, but this time Kristen turned over into a doggie position and offered her ass to him. Wayne seemed reenergized by this and it was only a short time before I could sense that he was building towards his own climax. Wayne's hands were on her hips and Kristen's head was on the mattress with her black hair spilled around her. I could still hear a slurping sound from her wet pussy and then watched in amazement as she reached and took his hand and brought it to her breast.
"Oh!" Wayne said, momentarily stopping his staccato grunts then quickly starting again.
After that, his thrusts rapidly lost their natural pace and became more urgent. Seconds later, he threw his head back and his roar filled the room and the house as he emptied himself again in my wife. I sensed that she may have experienced a small orgasm too, as I watched her hands squeeze the mattress and her ass grind into Wayne's crotch as he came. Whether or not, I had just watched Wayne take my wife and bring her to at least two sexual peaks. With them still coupled, I eased the door closed and went to the couch and masturbated until I spilled my own seed across my belly. Afterwards, as I was drifting to sleep, I convinced myself that it was the liquor that had made Kristen lose control and give in to Wayne's large cock.
Thursday was a very quiet day. Wayne disappeared early and we only saw Drew and Kyle twice and then for just short periods. Of course, they made a point of trying to humiliate us each time, but that was becoming harder to do.
Several times, I thought about telling Kristen I had witnessed her orgasms. But, I couldn't see how that conversation would end well, so I held myself back. I rationalized that if we were able to patch up our marriage there would be a time to discuss it, but it wasn't now. Kristen was scared about what would happen to us at the end of the week, and although I wasn't convinced myself, I calmed her buy saying that if they had wanted to kill us they could have done that long ago.
Exhausted from the boredom, Kristen had gone into the bedroom to sleep when Ruth Ann appeared before me.
"I'm sorry Kurt. I didn't want to tell them but they made me," she said sounding very sincere.
"It's not your fault Ruth Ann. I'm sorry how I treated you," I replied.
"If the baby is a boy, I'm going to name him Kurt," she announced after an awkward silence.
"Oh, that's nice Ruth Ann," I answered, as the reality hit me again with fresh force.
There was another long silence with Ruth Ann looking at me with a soft smile on her face. It was the smile that finally led me to ask her to help.
"Ruth Ann. You have to help my wife and I get away. Your brothers are going to kill us," I said, hoping my declaration would frighten her into helping.
"No they won't. I...I...mean they won't if your wife has the baby. If she doesn't though..." she answered.
"What are you saying?" I asked, as my thoughts on escaping suddenly were set aside to learn about her brother's sick intent.
"They are going to tell you that she has to have the baby. If they find out she uh...y'all did anything then they said they will kill both of you," Ruth Ann explained, although it clearly pained her to say it as her eyes left my face and went to the floor.
"Ruth Ann, you've got to help us get..." I started.
"Goddamnit Ruth Ann. We told you to stay away from this asshole. What's he been saying?" Kyle demanded.
He had entered the room swiftly and now had his hand on his sister's arm pulling her to face him.
"Nothing Kyle. We were just talking. I was telling him the baby's name," she was able to get out even though she was very frightened.
"Well get back to cleaning the kitchen," he said thrusting her towards the door, and afterwards he glared at me without speaking for several seconds then disappeared down the hallway.
"What happened?" Kristen asked a minute later, emerging from the bedroom still looking sleepy.
"I tried to talk Ruth Ann into helping us escape but Kyle caught me," I told her in a low voice, intentionally leaving out the information Ruth Ann had provided.
"This is a nightmare," she replied, and looked like she might start crying.
"Kristen...honey. Let's make love...please," I said to her, and watched as a shocked look came to her face.
Hearing Ruth Ann explain that we would be killed if we aborted a pregnancy made me feel that I needed some hope, however small, that any baby might be mine.
"Are you insane?" Kristen answered.
"Please. I can't explain...just please," I begged her.



She stared at me and the seconds seemed like hours before she finally answered, "Where? How?"
"Let's go into the room," I said, jumping up.
I pushed my wife ahead of me and closed the door as far as it would go until it stuck on the chain. Then, as fast as I could, I dropped my pants and directed Kristen onto her hands and knees on the wood floor. Her slit was quite wet and lacked the snug feel I was use to.
"Ummm..." we sounded in unison as I penetrated her.
Knowing what we were doing was dangerous, I set a fierce pace trying to reach a climax as quickly as possible. Kristen seemed to sense the urgency too and was panting hard and pushing back against me. It wasn't long before I felt the tell tale tingling in my groin warning of a soon to be ejaculation.
"WHAT THE FUCK IS THIS!" I heard a voice scream directly behind me then felt a strong hand on my neck that pulled me from my wife and threw me against the wall.
Disoriented, I fell to the ground and lay there for a second before realizing that Drew had his fingers inside Kristen's pussy and was yelling at her.
"Did he cum in you? Did that asshole cum in you?" he demanded to know.
"NO...NO!" She cried out, while crawling to the mattress with him following her with his fingers still probing.
Drew stood and turned towards me and before I could react he kicked me in the balls with his heavy work boot.
"AYYYEEEAHHHHH!" I cried out in excruciating pain, and instinctively rolled to the side clutching my groin to avoid a second blow.
I saw stars and almost instantly a wave of nausea hit me, induced by the deep pain.
"The only seed that's going into your wife's pussy is Wayne's," Drew stated with seething anger, while lifting me by the collar, "Now get your ass out of here."
It was impossible to stand so Drew half drug me to the other room and dropped me in the middle.
"Where the fuck is Wayne," I heard him yell out above me.
"He's out fixing some fence. What the hell happened?" I heard Kyle's voice and his footsteps as he approached.
"I caught this asshole fucking his wife. Luckily, I don't think he got any cum in her," he explained.
"Do we need to move him?" Kyle asked.
"Nah, I don't think he will be using those balls on anything for a while," he responded with a chuckle.
Still in abject pain, I tried to work my pants up over my hips but another wave of nausea hit and I had to lie still.
"Fuck both of you," I said to them in anger and frustration.
"Don't even think about getting that little dick of yours in your wife. If you try again, so help me I'll cut it off and feed it to the hogs," Drew declared.
With that, the two men walked away and several minutes later I heard the bedroom door open and Kristen appeared. Back in her shirt, she helped me get my pants up then moved to the couch where I found a somewhat comfortable position resting partially on my left side.
We were left alone until dinner which we spent mostly in silence. Occasionally, I would catch her looking down at her tummy and I wondered if she was thinking about already being pregnant.
Not long after dinner was over, Wayne took Kristen to the bedroom. I was left alone as neither Kyle nor Drew came by, and I suspected they needed a good night's sleep after hitting the bottle so hard the previous evening. There was an occasional rustling sound from the bedroom but none of Wayne's normal grunts. I hoped that he was asleep, but after watching Kristen respond to him I wasn't completely sure.
The next morning, Kristen confirmed that Wayne had quickly fallen asleep and so had she. Now that it was Friday, I thought that just one more day and it all might be over, and if we were lucky we might escape without Kristin being impregnated. Other than the occasional check from Kyle or Drew, we were left alone. Ruth Ann only seemed to appear around meal times and I was sure that her brother's had given her a strong warning to stay away from me.
During the night, my balls had swollen to the size of small oranges and I had to leave my pants undone to provide some room. They ached deeply to the point that I worried that permanent damage may have been done. Kristen spent most of the day with me on the couch, but we actually did very little talking as by then everything to talk about had already been discussed.
That evening Drew and Kyle appeared with the whiskey again, and if anything, they were in a more aggressive mood then they had been the night before last. Like before, both Wayne and Ruth Ann seemed to be intentionally avoiding coming in contact with them. Kristen too, sensing trouble, had tried to retire to the bedroom, but was told she had to stay and have a drink.
"Take it," Kyle instructed my wife, as he extended his arm.
Reluctantly, Kristen accepted the whiskey, but at first held it in her hand without drinking. However, when Drew poured another glass for me and I took some, I saw her start to take small sips.
Unlike the previous night, Drew and Kyle were just beginning to drink, so I realized that they had a long way to go before they were finished. At first, they mostly drank in silence, but as the liquor hit they became more vocal and animated, freely telling stories and trying to be funny. It was a bizarre situation, since we were captives, to hear then regale us with stories like we were old friends.
Kyle was rougher and more course than his brother and I had been watching him for a while stare at my wife. Something seemed to building in him, and he finally blurted out, "Lift up that shirt and let me look at your pussy."
His words startled Kristen and even Drew seemed to be caught off guard, but he quickly recovered, "Now Kyle you can't be going after Wayne's wife."
The way he said it indicated to me that he was trying to defuse the situation. Kyle seemed deterred for a few minutes, but continued his stares and soon repeated his demand. Kristen looked at me with concern and even glanced towards Drew as if seeking support however, there was none given.
"Give Kyle a look between your legs honey," Drew said with a shrug.
I could tell Kristen was humiliated, but she had learned that there was no way out in this situation, so we all watched as she took the shirt in her hands and pulled it up until it was level with her belly button. Her closed legs revealed little and it wasn't long before another demand was made.
"Spread your legs and give us a look," Drew said, now supporting his brother's demands.
Kristen, with a quick glance towards me, opened her legs until her mound came into view. There were still bruises on the inside of her thighs, but the swelling around her pussy had gone down considerably.
"Goddamn let's fuck her Drew. Why should Wayne get all the fun?" Kyle exclaimed as he fidgeted in his chair.
"No Kyle. This is about Wayne and Ruth Ann. You need to just calm the fuck down," he said to his brother.
Wayne was bad enough, but Kyle's actions scared me and I worried that Kristen might get shared by all three. However, Drew's admonishment of Kyle seemed to work and he slumped back in his chair and took another long pull on the whiskey.
Drew tried to lighten the mood by returning to his story telling and it seemed to work, although occasionally I saw Kyle look at my wife hungrily. Two cups later, Kristen and I were where we had been the other night, but Drew and Kyle, with much better tolerance, didn't seem to be fazed.
"I need to lie down," Kristen announced, and she started to get up, surprisingly with no admonishment from the brothers.
"Wayne? Where the hell are you boy?" Drew yelled down the hall.
Wayne appeared at the opening to the room and looked meekly in. He was dressed in his standard overalls and shirt but seemed more dirty than normal, and his pants had what looked like a half dried pee stain in the crotch. He glanced between his brothers with fear on his face before Drew spoke.
"Wayne, your wife is ready for bed. You got one more night to make a baby so get after it," he told him.
Wayne moved swiftly across the room and arrived at the bedroom before Kristen who followed him and closed the door behind them. Amazingly, it all seemed natural now and there weren't even any rude comments from Drew or Kyle. Instead, they returned to their drinking and began talking about the things they needed to get done over the next few days.
Drew poured another round and we drank with me listening intently for any sound that gave guidance on what was going on. I assumed with Drew's encouragement that Wayne would be going after Kristen aggressively, but the silence made me wonder whether he once again was happier just to fall asleep. After about thirty minutes, I noticed that Drew had an odd look and was speaking less. When he stood and walked close to the door, I knew he too was curious about what was going on.
"Drew you think that boy knows to get after it?" Kyle asked, watching his brother.
"I did a couple days ago but looks like he lost interest," Drew replied, but at that precise moment we all heard a soft but unmistakable grunt from Wayne.
Drew smiled and returned to his chair, but was clearly fidgeting and after just a few minutes he rose and went to the door.
"Turn out the lights," Drew said to his brother.
Our room was lit only by a table lamp and when Kyle clicked it off the room was plunged into complete darkness. It took us all a minute for our eyes to adjust and in that time there were several more sounds from Wayne. Kyle joined his brother by the door, and Drew opened it slowly and quietly. I could see them staring which piqued my curiosity and caused me to join them, and when I arrived they both looked at me with big smiles. As soon as I looked inside, I knew why.
Wayne was between my wife's spread legs slowly fucking her while she clutched his ass with her right hand and stroked the back of his head with the other. There was little sound coming from them, although my senses told me both were enjoying the coupling immensely. They seemed oblivious to our presence which allowed us to watch their mating in its natural state.
"Ugghhhnnn..." Wayne suddenly grunted.
"Ssshhh Wayne," my wife said to him quickly, which made it clear she was hoping to keep their encounter undiscovered.
"Wayne's cock done whipped your pretty wife," Drew whispered to me with a smirk, "Look at her. She sure is liking it. She'll take that baby just fine."
His words were impossible to argue and I found myself wondering if in fact Wayne had merely fallen asleep these previous nights or if Kristen had been manipulating him to have quiet and secret sex. The orgasms I had seen her have before made me believe that this was very likely the case.
Kristen was mostly blocked from our view but her whimpers of passion could be heard from beneath Wayne's large frame. Soon, joining Wayne's grunts and Kristen's mews was the wet, slurping sound of his large cock working its way in and out of my wife's well used opening.
"Fuck her good Wayne. She sure does like it," Kyle called out, no longer able to stay quiet.
There was little response from Wayne, but we immediately saw my wife's feet drop to the mattress and her hands move so that they were now pushing on his shoulders as if to get him off.
"Don't get all goddamn shy now girl. We done saw Wayne getting you off. Your husband too. So get back to it," Drew spoke with a taunting voice.
Kristen was completely quiet now, but Wayne continued to grunt with each stroke and his cock maintained its domination over her pussy by making it squish and slurp.
"Get your legs back in the air and your hands on his ass. Quit pretending you don't like it. I ain't going to tell you again," Drew commanded my wife, but despite his threat, Kristen remained still and silent beneath her lover.
"Wayne, raise up on your arms," Kyle told his brother. His words must have confused the simple man because he stopped moving and looked at us. Kyle tried again this time with more instruction, "Push up on your arms, but keep your dick in her."
The large man lifted his torso up with his strong arms and Kristen's sweat covered body came into view. After a quick glance in our direction, she turned her head away and squeezed her eyes tightly shut. Kyle moved to the mattress behind my wife's head and reached out with his hands until his fingers found her small nipples.
"AYYYEEEEE...STOP!" she cried out in pain as he pinched and twisted the tender flesh.
Instinctively, I tried to move to help her, momentarily forgetting about the chain which jerked my neck backwards after taking a further step into the room. Drew grabbed the links in his hand and pulled me back threatening me with his fist.
"You going to fuck Wayne and quit pretending?" Drew yelled, while his brother maintained his hold.
Kristen was trying hard to move so she could free his grip, but Wayne's body was too heavy to throw.
"I can't," she cried out, in what clearly was intense pain.
Kyle released her nipples just for a second then twisted them the opposite way while shouting, "Yes, you can. We watched you getting off. Now we ain't going to ask again. I'll pull these nipples clean off you!"
"Okay, okay...just stop! Please!" she implored him.
"I won't be so nice next time," Kyle said as a final warning then released her, "Fuck her hard Wayne."
Wayne dropped back on my wife, hiding her once again, and started thrusting into her more deliberately.
"Uggghhh..." we heard Kristen cry out with his first full thrust.
"Girl, what did I tell you?" Kyle asked, but his words were clearly a threat.
Kristen's legs slowly began to lift until her feet were resting on the back of his thighs and her hands moved to his ass. However, there wasn't the sense of passion coming from her, and other than the grunts caused by his large body, she was quiet.
Drew and Kyle became quiet too, and for the next few minutes we watched the coupling in silence. It gave me time to think about my wife's reaction. I knew that arousal is a natural state and that being only human she couldn't be held responsible for her reaction. Still, it hurt, and although I knew that it was my own doing that brought us to this situation for the thousandth time since we were kidnapped, I wondered if my marriage had any future.
The first signs were slight, but we all noticed and Drew and Kyle turned to me smiling. Kristen's hands, which had been resting on Wayne's ass, started to clench and then squeeze him as he moved. Before long, she was back to openly squeezing him and pulling his ass into her. Occasionally, as if she caught herself, she would stop but always within just a few seconds her actions would start again.
"Mmmm..." came a soft but clear sound from my wife when Wayne changed his motion. He was now lifting up his hips at the end of each thrust, and again, Kyle and Drew looked at each other and then me with big grins.
I doubt Wayne had any idea about the scene he was creating as he pistoned relentlessly into my wife. Sweat was dripping off his body and I wondered how long he would be able to continue, although he showed no sign of flagging. I was like a moth to a flame, watching something so fundamentally wrong, but unable to merely turn and walk away. Both Drew and Kyle were clearly excited and both were now rubbing themselves through their pants. So far, they had left Kristen to Wayne, but I was worried that when he finished they would want her too.
"Ohhh...unnggghhh...ohhh..." My wife suddenly whined when Wayne changed his motion. He must have hit something just right as her hands were now guiding him. I tried to remind myself that it wasn't her fault, but still wondered how she could abandon herself to sexual gratification when she was being fucked by a challenged man while his two brothers and her husband watched. It had become a completely depraved, carnal act and compounding the sordid scene was the fact that Kristen was moving rapidly towards a climax.
"Uggghhh...uggghhh...uggghhh..." Wayne began bellowing and it now looked like it was going to be a race to see who finished first.
"MMMM...OHHH...OHHH...OHHH...HHHNNN...HHHHNNN...UMMM..." she cried out in a wail, as her nails dug deep into Wayne's ass and her legs rose and thrashed in the air.
The orgasm hit her hard and we could see her hair flailing around as her head tossed back and forth. Wayne was only seconds behind and with a roar followed by a series of grunts his body flexed then jerked, and my mind went to the semen that was pouring out of the end of his large cock into Kristen's fertile body.
"That's it Wayne. Fill her cunt," Kyle encouraged his brother.
"If she wasn't before, she damn sure is knocked up now," Drew proclaimed, while he continued to fondle himself.
We watched Wayne stop and then collapse on my wife in utter exhaustion. Soon, the sound of Kristen crying could be heard beneath his body.
"I'm sorry Kurt...I'm so sorry," she called out.
I felt unbelievably low. Not only had I got my poor wife into this but now she was apologizing to me for something she couldn't help. At least I told myself she couldn't help it. I knew that she needed to hear from me some words that she could take comfort in, but my mouth was too dry, so in silence I turned to leave.
Ruth Ann was standing right behind me, having witnessed the mating, and stepped aside to let me by. She followed me to the couch and sat at the opposite end.
"I'm sorry Kurt," she said with a look of pity.
"Let's fuck her too," Kyle said to his brother from the doorway, before I could speak.
My fears came rushing back, as somehow, in my mind, this would actually be worse than the sex with Wayne. Wayne couldn't help himself and was being forced like Kristen, but these two had no excuse.
"No Kyle. We need to make sure it's Wayne's baby," Drew replied to his brother, in a manner that said it wasn't open for discussion.
Kyle seemed to flash for a moment then with a big exhale of breath he backed away from the door and returned to his chair. Drew followed soon thereafter closing the door behind him as he left.
It was misting when we stepped outside to find Kristen's SUV, still loaded with our vacation gear, in front of an old ramshackle frame house that had been our prison for a week. Kyle, Drew and Ruth Ann stood in the doorway as we left with Wayne barely visible behind them.
Prior to our departure, Drew had explained to us that if we made any attempt to halt a pregnancy they would know and would kill us both. If Kristen had somehow managed to come through the ordeal without being impregnated, that was fine, it was God's will, but if Wayne had given her a child she was bound to deliver it. Surprisingly, they made no effort to threaten us about involving the police, I guess instinctively knowing that it was too sordid a situation to want in the public record.
Kristen did in fact become pregnant and nine months to the day of our release gave birth to a large baby boy. Although we talked about an abortion numerous times, the fear of Kyle and Drew, as well as Kristen's own reluctance kept us from acting until it was too late.
As far as my wife and I, there was lots of talking and tears along the way with Kristen more upset about my betrayal of her with Ruth Ann than the fact it had resulted in her rape and impregnation. It was three months before we finally made love which, although satisfying, was also surreal knowing that Wayne's baby was steadily growing inside her.
Then there was the concern, fear really, over the health of the child. We did lots of research on the subject which in the end provided little relief. We just had to wait and see, which kept a constant strain on our lives. Fortunately, by the time the child turned two, we were fairly certain that it didn't suffer from the genetic malady. Little Kevin, was rambunctious and precocious, scoring well above kids his age in both motor skill and intelligence tests.



With that, I hoped that it was all behind us and miraculously our marriage was going to survive. I began thinking of Kristen and I having our own child which surprisingly wasn't met with the enthusiasm from my wife I had expected. In fact, she made sure to remind me that I was already a father.
It was about a week later, on a Saturday, that I arrived home early from playing golf to find a quiet house. The baby was asleep in its crib, and although I called out to Kristen there was no response. Going to our bedroom, I found the bathroom door closed and the sound of the tub running. Just as I was about to knock, I heard a sensual moan coming from behind the door. I knew that Kristen's favorite way to masturbate was to let the jets from the Jacuzzi massage her clit and I imagined her in there with her legs spread. With a smile, I stayed quiet so I could be an auditory voyeur and from the sounds, I could tell her arousal was increasing quickly until I heard her call out as her orgasm hit.
"Fuck me Wayne, fuck me...ohhh fuck me!"
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We are a twenty-nine year old couple that has been married for just five years. We met during our studies in the MBA program of a major university in the south and got married shortly after graduation.
Sarah is a beautiful brunette 5'6" in height and weighing 122 pounds with perfect C cup breasts that sit high on her chest. Her hair is coal black and has a deep luster that accents perfectly her dark brown eyes and creamy complexion. Because she works out religiously, her body is extremely toned with hardly an ounce of fat. In addition to her looks, she is also very intelligent having graduated near the top of our class and now works in the finance department of a large multi-national corporation.
How I landed her has always been a pleasant mystery to me. My name is Chris and I certainly don't equal her looks. I view myself as average with a build of 5"11" and 180 pounds. I work in sales for a nicely growing regional company and between our two incomes and our decision to put off children we are able to enjoy a pretty nice life with a home in a good neighborhood and the ability to dine and travel without a huge need to watch costs.
Another good thing about our relationship is an active and fulfilling sex life that is highly communicative. In addition, we both enjoy talking about our fantasies and seeking out ways to expand our sexual horizons. What makes it even more fulfilling is the fact that Sarah and I only had limited sexual involvement before we started dating. Sarah had been with one man prior to me which was a long term relationship during her undergraduate college days and I had been with five women starting with a girlfriend in high school. Thus, most of our explorations are first time experiences for both of us.
Like I said, we enjoy seeking out ways to expand our horizons and the situation I'm about to describe started out as one of these events. Sarah and I had recently been to one of those erotic stores and purchased some clothing for her that I had her wear around the house for fun. Her outfit included a 12" fake leather miniskirt and a sheer pullover top that I had her wear without a bra so that her small nipples showed through the fabric. To finish off the look, she had 4" pink platform shoes that raised her and accented her taut butt.
For the next several weeks, on at least one day I would have her wear the outfit in the evening around the house. She would parade around and tease me finding reasons to walk back and forth and bend over until I couldn't take it anymore. As I undressed her and ravished her body I always found that she was turned on and very excited too.
One Friday night in early May when Sarah was wearing the outfit we were in an especially playful and antsy mood and I convinced her, with little effort, that we should drive around the city and see what was going on. While the idea excited her she quickly informed me not to get any ideas about going in anywhere because she was not about to be seen in public in the slutty clothing. I assured her she was safe and so at around 10:00 PM we poured ourselves two glasses of wine in plastic tumblers and set out in her Lexus SUV.
Of course, I had to play some games like driving next to trucks and turning on the interior lights at stoplights pretending to be looking for something. She took it in good spirits and we were thoroughly enjoying our little game when an idea flashed through me head. I guided the car towards the south end of downtown where the flash of the city gave way to a more industrial and seedier feel. There, I knew, were several streets that were notorious for dive bars, run down motels and streetwalking prostitutes.
Sarah and I were bantering back and forth so much that she didn't catch on to my intent until we were already in the area. When she understood where we were, she just gave me one of her withering stares then rolled her eyes without saying anything. We cruised back and forth with the windows down just getting the feel of the street and talking about the sights and characters we came across. After several circuits, we got a sense of the flow of things, such as spotting men on the prowl and how the street corners used by the prostitutes were determined by the proximity to the sleazy motels. There were also the run down bars but these seemed to operate separately from the sexual aspect of the area.
During one long red light, we watched a young and attractive prostitute at close distance talk to a man in a late model Explorer. It was apparent that they had successfully concluded negotiations when she opened the door and climbed into the vehicle. Sarah was very quiet watching this scene unfold and when the young lady entered I saw her chest rise with an intake of breath and I swear her nipples also hardened.
"Did watching that excite you?" I asked bluntly.
"It hit me when she got in his car that she is going to have sex with a complete stranger." Sarah replied while looking at me with a confused expression.
We drove around for several more minutes in silence watching more of the erotic scene play out around us. My thoughts were racing and I was about to explode from sexual tension.
"Sarah, I want to pick you up." I blurted out as quickly as possible to overcome my nervousness.
"What do you mean?" She replied. By her look, I knew she understood full well what I meant but wanted me to describe it to her.
"I want to drive up to you on the street corner and pick you up like that man picked up that girl." I explained.
"Chris, we can't do that. What if someone sees me like this that knows us?" She asked. But, knowing her as I did, I knew she really wanted to be convinced it was okay.
"It will go quickly. No one will see us. I'll drop you off on the side street and you can walk to the corner and I will be there when you get there." I spat out quickly.
Sarah never responded and just leaned back into the seat back and stared straight ahead. I turned off the main street sharply and took several side streets to get into a position where Sarah had only to walk about fifty yards to reach a street corner that was currently deserted.
Without saying a word she opened the door and stepped out. I watched her incredible ass in the tiny mini move down the sidewalk towards the corner before doing a U-turn and taking the street I knew would lead me down the street where she would be standing. I wanted to pull-up so that she could lean in the passenger window while we negotiated like the young woman we watched had done.
It could not have been two minutes from the time I dropped her off until I was approaching the corner where she would be standing. As I drove up, I was stunned to see a car stopped at the curb next to her with another car waiting twenty yards behind hoping, I assumed, that a deal would not be made and he would have a chance.
My wife was standing far back from the car but I could see that a conversation was taking place. It was easily two or three minutes before that car finally moved away and the car in front of me pulled up next to her. This car was fairly run down and from what I could tell was driven by an older man with a beard. This conversation went on even longer and I noticed that Sarah was not standing as far back as she had with the first car. Finally, the car in front eased forward and I pulled up quickly next to Sarah and rolled down the passenger window.
"Hey baby, are you available?" I asked with my cock almost bursting in my pants.
"What are you looking for?" she replied in a manner that belied her innocence.
"How about a suck and a fuck?" I answered crudely.
Sarah was now leaning into the window when she responded, "I can do that sweetie but its going to cost you $300."
"Okay." I answered. I thought about more verbal jousting but I wanted her so badly at that point I cut it off.
Sarah climbed into the car with a half smile staying in character as I gunned the engine and drove swiftly to the closest motel I could find. It was pretty run down with a cashiers window instead of a lobby and, with my hands shaking, I used my credit card to get a room. Sarah was quiet as I pulled the SUV in front of the first floor room and together we exited the vehicle and went inside. She had to notice my hands trembling as I inserted the key and opened the door.
Once inside any pretense of character disappeared and our hands flew trying to take each other clothes off before collapsing naked on the bed in a deep kiss.
"Don't say a word, just do it." Sarah demanded as we broke the kiss.
My cock felt two inches longer than normal as I drove it deeply inside her soaking wet opening. On about the tenth stroke her body got rigid and she screamed in passion in full orgasm while I felt her pussy spasm around my cock. I lasted only moments longer before I exploded inside her and felt my entire life energy exit my body through my cock and enter her.
We lay there entwined for ten minutes panting, fondling and kissing before I felt her hips move and we began a slower lover's coupling. I was kissing her, sucking her nipples, ear lobes and neck as we moved together. Our passions were rising when suddenly there were voices on the walkway outside the room.
"Can I have one of those cigarettes honey?" A female voice said.
There was no response but a male voice said. "How much more if we add anal to the hour?"
"Fifty dollars more sweetie. You want to do that?" The female voice questioned.
"Yeah, I do." The unseen man replied.
The bed in our small room was only a couple feet from the window and we realized that the prostitute and her customer must be standing right outside smoking before they began their time.
"Oh, baby. How much more do I have to pay to get your ass?" I asked Sarah dropping back into character.
"Its one hundred dollars honey." Sarah said trying to use a street sound similar to the woman outside.
We never got to the anal sex. I started fucking her harder, aroused by the talk outside and the situation, and I soon started cumming but was able to hold on just long enough for Sarah to join as well.
We dressed quickly after that and got in the car and headed towards home but at every traffic light along the way we would kiss and fondle each other preparing for a long night of love making. Once home we rushed to bed and attacked each other all over again until we both fell asleep completely exhausted.
We talked about that evening the next day and agreed it had been intensely arousing for both of us. I asked Sarah what the men in the cars in front of me had asked and she said that were very bold and direct asking her the price for blow jobs and intercourse. After some prodding, she admitted that it had been something of a turn on to be looked at as a sex object and to be blatantly and openly desired by men in that situation.
Unfortunately, shortly thereafter, the summer became a busy time for both of us and our sex life definitely took a hit especially, the time we used to have to explore our sexual fantasies and boundaries. The sex outfit disappeared from sight as we barely had time for normal love making once a week.
Finally, at the beginning of September, work began to ease up for both of us and we had more time to devote to each other. We were like newlyweds again spending every free moment in bed. It was also at that time that I ran across the slutty outfit in one of the dresser drawers. That was on a Wednesday and I didn't say a word but on the following Friday, I had it laid out on the bed where Sarah would find it when she got home from work.
God how I love my wife. She never said a word, just walked out to the living room dressed in the outfit with just a bit too much make up and lipstick on. We started drinking wine and soon we were feeling no pain having downed a bottle and a half.
I had her in my arms and was nibbling on her ear when I said "Sarah, I want you to be a hooker for me again."
Her body shivered momentarily and she replied "You want to pick me up off the street and take me to a cheap motel?"
I took her hand and put it on my hard cock straining through my pants and asked her, "What does this say?"
Thirty minutes later we were driving in the same part of town checking out the same scene that we had fours months before. Nothing really had changed that we could tell. There were the same corners being worked, the same motels and the same seedy feel to the streets. This time, we picked one of the more sleazy motels and got a room beforehand. I gave the key card to Sarah telling her with a smile that it was her business address for the evening.
The corner we picked was about two hundred yards diagonal to the motel across a four lane road. We pulled down a side street from the corner and started making out. It almost got so carried away that we were ready to just return to the motel but with a last gasp effort I forced us break our embrace to allow Sarah to go to her spot. Before she got out of the car, I reached under her skirt and pulled her tiny thong down her perfect legs which she accepted without protest. My luscious wife was now about to go out onto a public street in a short mini with no panties, a sheer pull over blouse with no bra and 4" shoes for the second time. She looked like the definition of sex with her long slender legs emerging from the brief skirt and her nipples straining at the thin material of her top. She didn't say a word, just gave me one last deep kiss before opening the door and stepping out.
I watched her walk towards the corner and when she was in good light I started the car and began moving towards the road to pick her up. Several turns later I was sitting on a narrow and dark side street where a right turn and about one hundred yards separated me from my wife. I was about to make the turn when I noticed that there was already a car pulling up next to her on the corner. It was like flies to honey. The horny men, looking for women on the street, must have been able to sense her beauty and freshness from the others and moved quickly to the opportunity.
For some reason that I can't explain, I decided to watch her for a while. I knew I would pay dearly for this later but there was something so erotic about watching her as the focus of other men's desire that I couldn't help myself. It wasn't like she didn't attract attention in real life. But, in those cases which were frequent, she was treated with the respect and dignity.
The car that had pulled up stayed there for a minute with her maintaining ten foot separation before it finally moved away. I noticed her looking up and down the street searching for signs of our car but another car quickly pulled over. This car eventually moved on as well and I saw this same scene play out multiple times as I watched for fifteen minutes.
Sarah continued to stay back from the curb hesitant without sight of our vehicle. As another car got frustrated and left, I saw two hookers walking down the street from the other direction. Rather than risk any kind of confrontation, I decided that it was time to collect Sarah and take her to the motel. I moved out onto the larger street and reached Sarah at the same time the two hookers arrived.
Sarah had seen me approaching and was near the curb when I pulled up. Despite my lateness and the hookers now only several yards away, she stayed in character and we had a negotiation through the open passenger window. In the background, I could hear the hookers, one white blonde and one black, making scathing comments about Sarah.
"Who the fuck is this bitch?" One said. By the sound of her voice I sensed it was the black woman.
"She standing there with her pussy hanging out on our street." The other quickly replied.
Sarah was getting tense from the discussion but I purposely made her continue the negotiation before we finally settled on $200 for an hour. The hookers continued to talk as Sarah opened the door to get inside.
"Bitch, what the fuck are you doing here? You gonna get your ass kicked for selling that pussy on this street." The black woman yelled in a threatening manner.
Sarah slammed the door behind her and we drove the short way to the sleazy motel. We pulled up in front of the room at the far end of the building and went inside. My cock was aching inside my pants while Sarah stayed in character and moved around the room acting like she was getting her bearings. I actually positioned myself to try and steal glimpses of her pussy from beneath the short skirt.
Sarah saw what I was trying to do and would move away to thwart my looks. With some frustration, I said to her "Baby, I want you to do a striptease for me."
"It's your money." she replied nonchalantly.
I sat on the end of the bed and Sarah stood several feet in front of me and started moving her body to a rhythm only she could hear. She began running her hands over her breasts and abdomen and down her thighs causing her nipples to visibly harden through the thin top. Sarah stepped forward and ran her hands over my head and neck and then unbuttoned my shirt half-way down before stepping back again. She then lifted her top up causing her beautiful breasts to spill out with her small nipples clearly aroused.
At that moment the door suddenly crashed open and there in the opening stood three black men. As I leapt up Sarah screamed, pulled her top down and stepped quickly towards the bathroom. Unfortunately, neither of us moved fast enough. One of the men hit me on the side of the head causing me to fall over the bed and into the small area next to the wall. When I got back to my knees one of the other men had an arm around Sarah's waist and had her hair in his other hand causing her head to tilt backwards.
The black man that had struck me acted as the leader. He appeared younger than us possibly in his mid-20s and was around 6 feet tall lean but with a certain raw power. His head was shaved and he had a scraggly goatee and tattoos appearing from beneath his shirt sleeves and running down his arms to his wrists. When he spoke you could see his mouth was full of dingy and crooked teeth with one of the front badly chipped. The most striking thing about his appearance was a scar that ran from high on his check to near his ear and looked like the remnant of some old battle. He stepped towards Sarah with a knife in his hand and yelled at her. "Who the fuck you think you are working my street? You think you can bring that pussy here and take my money? "
Sarah's eyes grew large looking at the knife and I said quickly, "She is my wife. We are just playing a game."
"Bullshit asshole my girls saw her selling that pussy on the street." He immediately shot back.
"No it's true. We can prove it. Let us show you our ID." Sarah countered. Thinking fast despite the situation.
With that, the leader's demeanor calmed somewhat. I think he could tell that Sarah did not have the roughness of a streetwalker and that something strange indeed was happening.
"Show me the ID motherfucker." He shot out quickly.
I pulled my billfold from my back pocket and got my drivers license out while the man holding Sarah allowed her to pick up her small handbag from the table and do the same. We handed the cards to the leader and he took them and looked them over for several seconds before turning back. Sarah was very nervous and was using her hands to pull down the edges of her skirt, which only seemed to attract their stares.
"You two are some sick motherfuckers." He said with a strange smile.
"We are just playing a game." Sarah replied meekly incorrectly assuming that he was seeking any kind of reply.
"Well baby here's the problem. This how I make my money. The way I see it you cost me some fucking money. My girls tell me you were turning away all these cars wanting your pussy. Course now I know why but it don't matter. Those are my customers and if they can't get what they want they go somewhere else." He said with a thick accent while staring straight at her.



I wanted this over as quickly as possible so I said. "How much do you want?"
He stopped and looked at me for a moment then smiling he replied. "Well money is important but it ain't just money. It's about customers. I need them to be happy - to be satisfied."
I was becoming very concerned with the direction of the conversation although I don't think Sarah had yet grasped the significance of his words.
"Here's the deal. My bitches bring in about $600 a night. Now I have to give them some of that and since your new I'll let you off with $400." He said with any hint of a smile now gone.
"I have over $200 in my billfold and if you follow us to an ATM we can get the rest right now. This will be over and we will be gone and out of the way." I spoke quickly trying to gain some control.
"You see that may solve the money thing but it doesn't help my customers. My customers need to be taken care of. Your pretty wife is going to go back out there on the street and make me some money and make my customers happy." He said flatly.
It dawned on Sarah what he was saying and she stood there stunned and I could see a shiver run through her. Her eyes looked straight at me pleading for me to get her out of this mess. I was quiet for a moment trying to think before saying "We'll give you $1,000 to let us go."
"Fuck your money asshole. Fuck you! Your wife is going to make some money for me and I'll like that a lot more. First thing though I'm going to try some of this pussy myself. I never send a new girl out with out seeing first hand how she fucks." He said looking towards Sarah.
A panic swept over me and I leapt from my position on the side of the bed towards the leader. One of his men was able to shove me in the shoulder before I got there causing me to lose my balance and hit the floor where all three kicked me in the head and stomach until I was only semi-conscious. In the background I could hear Sarah screaming and pleading with the men to stop.
Sarah bent down to check on me and as we made eye contact I could see she was deeply frightened. Before she could speak, one of the men grabbed her and made her stand.
"Give her some of that shit to help her relax." I heard the leader order.
I was able to see one of his men reach into his pocket and pull out a small vial. He grabbed Sarah by the neck and as she struggled, he forced her mouth open and emptied its contents inside. The man forced her mouth closed and massaged her throat making her swallow the liquid. Sarah was now whimpering and shaking in total terror. I had to try and protect her so I used all my strength to try and get up. The last thing I remember was a sneaker covered foot coming straight for my head.
I don't know how long I was out but when I awoke I was laying in the room at the foot of the bed in a fetal position. One of the men had left and the other was standing near the damaged door with his attention drawn to the bed. He was well over 6 foot tall and heavy, probably pushing 270 pounds.
From my position on the floor, all I could see on the bed was the naked calves and feet of a black man as they hung partially off the end. All the sound in the room centered on the part of the bed I couldn't see and filled in any missing information.
"Uh, uh, uh, uh...that's good pussy" came out in a steady rhythm from the black leader as the bed shook.
I could hear Sarah in low whisper saying "Stop. Please stop"
My beautiful darling Sarah was being raped before me and I didn't have the strength to do anything about it.
The black man continued his incessant jackhammer assault on my wife. I was able to roll slightly to one side so that my view now included seeing his ass raising and falling into Sarah and his arms under her knees pushing her legs up almost to her chest.
He raised up on his knees and grabbed Sarah around her waist and started pulling her into his cock. In this position, I could see his entire back which, like his arms, was covered in tattoos. He took her like this for several minutes before falling back on top of her so that I no longer could see his torso.
His sexual assault never slowed. He was like a marathon runner who had set a pace and was going to keep it during the entire event. It was a deliberate and relentless motion that continued on longer than I would have expected. I could hear him whispering to her in almost a chant like voice that matched the rhythm of the noise of the bedsprings but could not make out what was being said.
Another sound began to emerge from the coupling as I lay there listening. It was the sound a pussy makes during sex when it is very wet. I wondered whether her body was betraying her or whether the drug they had given her was causing her to lose control. I could also hear her breathing getting deeper and her pleadings slowed and then stopped altogether.
"Damn this pussy is getting hot!" The leader blurted out to no one. He followed it up by telling her. "You like this big cock don't you bitch? Squeeze your pussy around my cock. Yeah that's it, milk it good"
"Fuck her good, Will." The man at the door said encouraging his boss as he squeezed his cock through his pants.
My god I thought. What is she doing? What did they give her to make her so far gone?
And then very faintly, over the other sounds came an "Uhhh..."
Soon her soft pants were matching pace with his own louder grunts. I noticed his hands were no longer under her knees but she kept her legs raised giving him deep and full access to her body. Will continued to whisper to her and whatever was being said caused her moans and sighs to increase in frequency and volume.
We all knew before her orgasm hit her what was going to happen. Sarah's legs were pointed straight at the ceilings and her sounds took on an urgent tone. When she did cum it was deep and long. I could see her feet kicking in the air and over and over she pleaded "Don't stop, don't stop" as she sobbed oblivious to the others in the room witnessing the spectacle. I found myself completely numb on the floor knowing that our relationship would never be the same.
Will fucked her through her orgasm and kept hammering into her without slowing. It was only a short while before he had flamed her arousal again and she was fucking him back.
"Damn baby you are a good fuck. These nipples are so hard they are going to cut my chest." He told her then added. "You are going to be a good whore for me and make me some good money"
Soon Will's thrusting became more urgent and as I lay there I saw his ass clench and a roar come from him as he emptied himself into my wife. Hearing Sarah's moans and grunts it was clear she had climaxed as well.
For several minutes after, the room was quiet save for the deep breathing coming from the bed. Suddenly, Will spoke and said "Dante go get Natalie and have her come here."
Moments later, he rose from the bed and I could see his now flaccid cock hanging between his legs. It was maybe an inch or so longer than mine but much fatter and a string of fluid dripped from the tip before finally separating and falling to the floor. He reached down and grabbed Sarah by the arm and pulled her to a standing position. I could see her eyes were glazed, which I assumed was from the drug, and there were love bites all over her breasts and neck. Her pussy was red and swollen and very wet with a small trickle of their juices running down the inside of her thigh. She glanced at me then quickly looked away. Was is disgust at me for not protecting her or was it her own shame for cumming at the hands of this black man I wondered?
"Bitch gets your ass in the bathroom and clean yourself up. Its time to make some money.' He told her coldly. Any of the feelings that seemed to be there during the coupling were now gone.
Sarah tried to talk her way out saying "Please. I don't want to do this. Haven't we done enough already?"
His response surprised me. I had expected him to get angry and maybe even hit her. Instead, he grabbed her by the arm and pulled her to him, put his hand on her naked ass and gave her a deep soulful kiss. Sarah didn't actively return the kiss but nor did she fight it. When they broke, he said "Baby you know what you promised me now don't make me angry. Do what you said."
Sarah walked quietly to the bathroom and closed the door behind her.
Will saw me looking up from the floor and bent down and taunted "How you doing there? You see your wife cum on my cock? She's a good fuck."
He could see the anger in my eyes but showed no care as he continued laughing. "You know she told me if I let her cum she would do the whoring and make me some money. I think she wants to be a whore. Maybe this ain't no game after all"
The door opened and Dante stood there with the black hooker from the street corner we had seen earlier. She was wearing a minidress that looked out of place on her plump body which was thirty pounds overweight. Natalie looked down at me without any particular concern and then looked at Will who spoke "Baby, that slut that was on your corner is going to work for me. She's in the bathroom cleaning up from the fucking I gave her. I want you to take her on the street and break her out. Get her the room next door. We'll stay here and hang out for a while to make sure it goes okay.'
Sarah came out of the bathroom dressed and walked to Will who said "You owe me money. I don't care how you get it. You can do it in one trick or fifty but you ain't leaving till I get it if it takes a month. Go with Natalie here and do what she say."
Sarah looked like she would burst into tears as she stepped around me and left with Natalie. Will turned on the old beat up TV and sat down flipping channels. After a moment he said to Dante "Get him up and in a chair in front of the window. I want him to see who his wife is spreadin for. Turn out the lights and open the curtains so we can see out but they can't see in."
Dante helped me into a chair and then moved it in front of the window, turned out the lights and opened the curtain. I could see the parking lot and part of the street where the girls worked but not the corner.
"Let me tell you this won't take long. Your wife is going to get lots of attention." He laughed.
Sure enough, it was only fifteen minutes later that we saw a beat up old dodge trailing smoke pull into the parking lot and stop in front of the next room. Sarah stepped out of the passenger side and a forty something overweight bald man got out of the drivers side. He was wearing a t-shirt shirt and dirty jeans with his belly rolling over the top. I cringed at the though of my beautiful Sarah beneath this dirty older man.
The black men had peeked out to see as well and Will spoke as if reading my mind. "Bet your wife never thought she would have an dick like that in her sweet pussy."
They entered the room and we couldn't hear any sounds for a long time. Again, as if reading my mind Will spoke. "She's probably sucking him. We'll hear it soon."
Five minutes later came the unmistakable sound of a headboard slapping the intervening wall. These motel walls must have been paper thin because we could hear the man's grunts as he fucked Sarah. He didn't last long and I never heard a sound from Sarah during the sex. Five minutes after the sounds ended, the door to the room opened and the man stepped out got into his car and drove away. Shortly after that, Sarah exited and then knocked on our door.
As soon as she entered Will said. "Give me the money bitch."
She looked ragged with her makeup partly smeared and her hair somewhat disheveled. Also, there looked to be a sheen of sweat on her arms, neck and legs. Sarah handed over $150 to which Will said. "Bitch you're selling your pussy too cheap. What the fuck is this?"
Sarah replied. "It's all he had and Natalie said I had to."
That seemed to satisfy him and he called Natalie to come get Sarah and walk her back to the corner. In addition, he warned her that I would be "fucked up" if she tried to run or do anything stupid. We made eye contact as she waited and I could see that the drug was having an effect as her eyes were glazed and she seemed dazed. She looked at me with a resigned stare which made me feel useless. Natalie arrived before long and once again they left together to return to the corner.
As we sat there waiting, Will decided to taunt me some more "Hey motherfucker, you ever get your wife to cum like that? Ya know once she got going she was squeezing my cock with her pussy and telling me how good it felt."
"Damn." Dante replied as I sat there dumbfounded at this revelation.
"It's the damn drugs you gave her!" I yelled at them to which they both just laughed.
"Ain't the juice asshole. Bitch got her first good fuck." He answered in a condescending voice.
Twenty minutes went by and then a Ford F-150 pickup pulled in front of the room and once again Sarah got out from the passenger side. This time her customer was a tall skinny cowboy type. Dante looked at me and laughed. "Gotta be careful with the skinny white boys. They's the ones with big dicks."
Again, there was silence for a while and then the bed began banging. We could hear the man grunting as before but this time Sarah's sounds could be heard too which elicited the response from Dante. "Yep, that white boy got a big dick."
The cowboy lasted about five minutes before we heard him cum. I expected to see him exit but a further ten minutes went by and then we heard the bed banging again. Will turned to us and said. "I guess he paid for a full hour."
The cowboy's previous climax must have given him some staying power because they fucked for a long time. This time Sarah was actually louder than her customer and as we sat there we listened as she moaned through an orgasm. This must have excited him as he came shortly after her.
I sat there thoroughly humiliated as silence again enveloped the next room. As before, the man left and Sarah came over soon with the same glazed look in her eyes and handed over $250 this time.
Will took the money and then took Sarah by the hand and led her away from Dante and I to the far end of the room. He pushed her against the wall and kissed her hard as he used his hands to raise her top above her breasts and then fondle them.
"Sarah, stop!" I screamed at her and I saw her body flinch but he kept his hold on her refusing to let her break away. When he ended the kiss she was flushed and panting. He took something from his pocket and put it in her mouth then moved his head next to hers and began whispering into her ear at a level that neither Dante or I could hear.
"Alright, we went through this bullshit and you got your money, its time for us to go." I demanded to the room.
"You can go soon asshole, just one more thing to do before you leave." Will answered.
"What the hell is that?" I asked fearing the answer before it came.
"All my ladies have my mark. Your wife needs to get her mark now." He announced sending a shiver through me.
Will told Dante to go to the car and get the kit and then told Sarah to take her clothes off and lay on the bed. I said to her. "Sarah don't do this. They can't make you and we need to go."
Sarah looked at me and replied with a sigh. "Let's just get it over."
Will instructed Sarah to strip. She was lying on the bed naked when Dante came in with a small leather kit that he placed on the table and opened. He pulled out a pair of forceps and a long needle along with a small ring with a tassel attached.
Will leaned down and took her left nipple into his mouth and sucked and nibbled on it causing Sarah's back to arch and a groan to come from her mouth. His fingers from his right hand began to gently massage Sarah's pussy. Over the next ten minutes, Will's attention brought my wife to a higher and higher state of arousal. He began forcibly finger fucking her with first two and then three fingers and then concentrated on her clit circling it slowly with a light touch. As she approached an orgasm, Will quit sucking on her nipple so that Dante could move in close and prepare. He locked her nipple into the forceps which made her yelp but the pain was overcome by the pleasure her pussy was feeling from Will's fingers.
At the moment her orgasm hit, Dante extended her nipple with the forceps and drove the needle through the soft flesh. Will held her down by her shoulders and Dante snaked the ring through her nipple. Sarah's orgasm was so strong that she began ejaculating onto his hand and through his fingers onto the bed. To my knowledge, Sarah had never squirted before so the sight before me was truly intense. When Will pulled his hand away we could see Sarah's shaved pussy spasm with the look of a fish's mouth gasping for air.
Sarah was still panting and moaning in her post orgasmic world when Will lifted her head and kissed her hard. This time, Sarah fully returned the kiss and I felt like an outsider guiltily watching two lovers together.
When he finished, Will went to Sarah's purse and took her drivers license and put it in his pocket then opened her cell phone and wrote down the number. Then, he turned back and said "Get the fuck out of here."
I slowly stood and helped Sarah get dressed as best I could. We struggled to the car together and drove silently back to the house. We quickly showered in separate bathrooms and then met and tumbled exhausted into bed. I held her but refrained from speaking as I was unsure where to start. I think Sarah was grateful for the silence and soon we were both asleep.
When we awoke the next morning I immediately tried to remove the nipple ring from Sarah. However, after fumbling with it she pushed my hand away declaring that she was too sore to be touched. I brewed a cup of tea and brought it to her in bed and lay next to her quietly as she sipped. I could sense the tenseness in her body and when I looked into her eyes there was, at the same time, a look of confusion and shame. I tried to talk with her about what had transpired but she took my hand and asked if we could discuss it later.
The rest of the day we stumbled about the house trying to stay busy but not really doing anything. It was awkward as I had many questions to ask and had to force back my impatience. During the afternoon, as I walked down the hall I glanced in the bathroom and through the reflection of the mirror I could see Sarah examining the ring and tassel. I was able to watch unnoticed and then backed down the hall so I would not be detected.
Finally, the darkness of evening arrived and I poured each of us a large glass of wine and brought them to the living room where she sat reading.
"Sarah, I really think we need to discuss what happened." I stated to her in a calm measured voice as I handed her the glass.
"Okay, let's talk." Sarah responded as she took a sip of the wine.
"Sweetheart I am so sorry for what happened. I'm ashamed I wasn't able to protect you and stop what happened." I apologized fighting back tears.
"There was nothing you could have done. There was nothing either of us could have done. It just happened." She replied in a tone that left me wondering if she was sincere.
"Well sweetheart talk to me. Tell me how are you feeling and what I can do to help you." I asked pleadingly.
Sarah took a deep breath and slowly exhaled and then said "Why don't you ask me what you really want to know?"
"What do you mean." I replied almost stuttering but knowing exactly what she meant.
"You want to ask me how could I possibly have had an orgasm with a black pimp." she said as she looked directly into my eyes.
"No, that's not what I was thinking. I know the situation was out of control." I lied.
"Chris, stop it. I saw how you looked at me." She said starting to cry softly.
"Sarah, when I came to he was already raping you. Why don't you just tell me what happened." I asked thinking is was a non-confrontational way of getting her to open up.



"Chris, after they kicked you I tried to come to you and help but Will held me back. I was kicking at him and screaming for him to let me go but he took me over to the bed and threw me on it." She began and then paused.
"Go on." I said.
"He pulled all my clothes off then left me lying there while he got undressed. He lay down next to me and began using his hands on my body and then pushed my head down to his crotch and made me take him in my mouth." She explained while she stared at my face.
"I'm so sorry." I said again. Even though it wasn't near enough, it was all I could think of to say.
Without responding to my apology, she continued but quickly lost control. "And then he pushed me back and put it inside and...and he started doing it and I wanted it over but it wouldn't end and then he started saying all kinds of nasty things and it started feeling good and I couldn't fight it. My God I feel so dirty!"
"Honey you were drugged. It's not your fault." I said taking my crying wife into my arms.
"Oh Chris he put his semen in me. How can you ever want me again?" She forced out between choked sobs.
I guided her to the bedroom and stripped her then myself while she continued to cry then we climbed beneath the sheets and I held her close and stroked her hair while she sobbed. I thought about asking her about the cowboy making her orgasm and the squirting but decided that was best left for later.
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It was a Thursday night and my wife Charlotte and I had just left a special dinner to celebrate the ground breaking of a new manufacturing facility that the company I worked for planned to open in a suburban location on the outskirts of our city. It was a high profile situation for me personally, as a young exec in the company, and because the facility would create over 500 new jobs the dinner was something of a fancy affair with many local dignitaries present.
Being a junior member of the deal team, I had been pleasantly surprised when I received the invitation, that included my wife, and we decided to make it a special occasion by arranging for her parents to watch our two young children for the evening. Due to the event, I had the next day off so Charlotte decided to take the day off as well so we wouldn't feel pressured.
For the event, I had worn my standard suit and tie and Charlotte had chosen a simple black cocktail dress that looked very good on her. We are both thirty-two years old but, while I definitely look my age, my wife looks more like twenty-five even after producing two adorable children. She is a slender 5'7" with a 34C bust, a narrow waist and firm, trim hips that merge into long lovely legs. In addition, she has raven hair, full juicy lips and cute dimples that light up her face when she smiles, and to top it off, the is a successful business woman so, not only is she beautiful but also quite intelligent.
Despite our excitement about being invited, the dinner had been boring speeches and rubber chicken food but, since it was part of my job, both of us had worked to be friendly and gracious, although we had our share of liquor along the way to get by. Of course, my wife got a lots of attention and always seemed to have two or three men around her. We stayed until most of the guests had left, making a graceful exit around ten, and headed anxiously towards home where I hoped to enjoy a night of uninterrupted pleasure.
Unfortunately, in typical fashion, my wife announced five minutes after departing that she needed to go to the bathroom.
"Why didn't you go before we left?" I asked with some annoyance. You see it wasn't uncommon for her to do something like this and it always drove me crazy.
I got one of her typical "you just don't get it" looks so I went silent and started looking for somewhere to stop. The trouble was that we were now in an industrial area and there was no guarantee that we would find a place "acceptable" if I pulled off the freeway.
"How long can you hold it?" I asked, glancing quickly at her.
"Not very long," she replied, and the grimace on her face indicated that it was indeed a critical situation.
I took the next exit hoping to find an open gas station close-by but, when we got to the end of the ramp there was no place within eyesight. Picking right, we drove for several blocks until we hit a primary intersection still with nothing in sight.
"This must be the only place in the city with no gas station," I said in exasperation.
I was left to contemplate whether to return to the freeway and try to get closer to downtown but, decided to try just a little further. Rounding a slow bend, a low, darkly painted building came into view on our right that was partly illuminated with neon lights. I say partly because it looked like half were broken so that it gave the place an odd, uneven look. There was a smattering of cars out front, and as we got closer we could see that it was a bar. Since, we weren't in a position to be choosey, I whipped into the lot and parked in an open spot on the side of the building, and noticed that further back was an additional dirt lot with several large trucks parked with their lights off. I half expected to hear her complain at my selection so, when she opened the door without comment, I felt that she was indeed pretty desperate.
At the door, I quickly cringed as on the wall was a sign that informed us that it was amateur night, and there was a five-dollar cover. I realized that we had stumbled into a low end strip club, and knew that I would pay for it later, even if none of it was my fault.
"Uh, my wife just needs to go to the bathroom," I said to a scruffy fiftyish man at the door.
"Five dollars," he replied, showing no interest in our predicament.
Charlotte gave me a look that let me know it was not the time to argue so I pulled out a ten and gave it to him, and we walked into the dark interior.
"Hey. Ladies free," he yelled after us, and I turned and took the bill he offered.
"Where are the bathrooms?" I asked with a tone of urgency.
"To the right," he answered with the same air of disinterest.
By the time I caught up with my wife, she had already spotted the restrooms and was headed towards them with purpose. Waiting near the entrance, I surveyed the place and saw that it was indeed a strip club. Besides the restrooms to the right, on the left was a small seating area with cheap tables and chairs, and an L-shaped bar started halfway down the room with the far end disappearing around a bend into an area that was beyond my sight. In the corner, across from the bar was a stage that was a simple platform about twelve feet square with cheap lights flashing around the perimeter on top and bottom.
On the stage, was a blonde with large fake breasts and a noticeable tummy dancing with an attitude of indifference. She was wearing a white g-string that appeared to have rhinestones along the side and nothing else, and two middle age men, sitting in the first row, were watching her. In addition, between me and the stage were two men at separate tables and three men on stools at the bar, and while one of the men was watching the stage, the others were talking to the large bartender who looked perfect for the part with his long hair and beard. From their appearance, I guessed all the patrons worked at the industrial facilities in the area.
Charlotte is by no means a fuddy-duddy but, I knew she would tease me mercilessly on the fact that I had brought her here; not because she was upset, but because she could use it to try and gain some moral high ground in our ongoing, good natured give and take. For that reason, and perhaps because of the liquor I had already consumed, I decided to find a table and play with it some. I picked one along the wall between the two single patrons and as soon as I sat down, a thin, older woman approached from the wait station at the bar. She was dressed in a Harley t-shirt and jeans with a hard look indicating she had been in this environment a long time. She spoke with a raspy voice that made me think of cigarettes, and I quickly ordered a beer and a vodka tonic wanting the drinks to be on the table when my wife arrived.
I had been to many of these type of places in my past both as a single man and with guys from work after getting married. They had generally been much more upscale but, all clubs seemed to follow the same general set of protocols. As far as I knew, my wife had never set foot in such a place although, I was certain she would have an opinion when we left.
Charlotte soon appeared and, with a quick glance around the room, spotted me and moved to join. On her approach to the table, every eye was on her and all movement seemed to cease as if we were in a scene from a movie. When she sat, the crowd returned to what they had been doing but, I still saw the occasional furtive glance in our direction.
At first, my wife refused to acknowledge the surroundings we had found ourselves in but, after we sipped our drinks in silence for several minutes, as if on cue, we both started giggling. That broke the tension and we started openly laughing about the bizarre sequence of events that had landed us in the club. By then, the rest of the bar seemed to have forgotten about us and we made jokes about the various characters and what we thought was their lot in life. The noise from the music required us to lean close to each other to speak which made it seem all the more intimate, and we had just ordered another round of drinks when the announcement came that the amateur strip contest was starting.
An emcee came over a loudspeaker system and informed us that the prize was $50 dollars to the winner, and there were two women in the contest. Laughing, we decided to stay and watch much like one's attention is drawn to a car wreck - for some reason you just can't look away.
The first amateur dancer was middle age, homely and uninspired. She had small breasts and overall her body just appeared to have too many hard miles on it. In addition, she looked wasted and staggered through the standard two song set finally finishing wearing just her red G-string, with no one paying any real attention.
"You should enter the contest," I said to my wife with a silly smile, emboldened by the alcohol.
"I knew you were going to say that eventually. Men are so predictable," she replied, shaking her head and smiling. She was on her third drink now and I could see she had taken my comment with amusement.
"I'm serious," I answered, as I put my hand on her thigh then pushed my fingertips under the hem.
"No you're not," she responded, and started to laugh while putting her hand over mine.
The second girl climbed on the stage and might have been even worse. She was younger than the first, maybe in her mid-twenties, but so overweight that her tits sagged loosely and her large belly rolled over her G-string. It was truly a sad sight and we had to stifle our laughter as we watched. Since she was down to just her G-string by the time the first song ended, I wondered what she would do for the second.
"Come on. You'll win and it will pay for our drinks," I said, trying hard not to laugh.
Charlotte views me as overly practical and analytical, and in her view I am not spontaneous enough, especially where money is involved. I knew I would get a reaction when I said it but, it was too good an opportunity to pick at her to pass up.
She shot a look at me and opened her mouth to speak then realized I was intentionally trying to provoke a reaction. She paused and a slow smile came to her face before she spoke, "That's a good idea."
Since it wasn't the response I was expecting, I was now at a loss for words and when she saw the reaction on my face she started giggling, very pleased with herself for turning the tables.
The heavy girl had started her second song and we stopped talking to watch her for a few minutes but, unfortunately this second effort was no more inspired than her first and the ending couldn't arrive quick enough.
"Who are you voting for?" I asked, as the song was ending.
"Can I dance and vote?" she responded sarcastically, then grinned once again feeling like she had won the war of wits.
The music finally stopped and the emcee called for a hand for the girl which only a few responded to. He then announced it was time for the vote which would be done by applause but, just as he was starting, an impulse hit me and I jumped to my feet and tried to stop him.
"There's another contestant," I yelled towards the bar since I wasn't sure where the emcee was actually located.
Regardless, it was enough to get the bartender's attention who whistled and raised his hand stopping the emcee in mid-sentence. Some of the others heard it too and a low buzz started in the room. Now, I'm not the type of person that likes to be the center of attention so I felt incredibly awkward when I realized everyone was now looking at me.
The impact of what I had done swept through me and I slowly lowered my eyes to see my wife staring at me with a look I had never seen before. If I had to describe her stare I would call it equal parts surprise, confusion and defiance.
"Lady you in?" the bartender called out, having moved as close as he could from behind the bar.
"Just once and I'm not taking my clothes off," Charlotte said, looking me straight in the eye.
"Okay," was all I could think of to say, as my mouth suddenly became bone dry.
"Lady, you going?" the bartender called out again.
"Wayne what the fuck is going on?" the fat girl yelled at the bartender.
"Shut the hell up Connie," he replied, no doubt realizing that what might happen would be something different for the club.
Charlotte slowly stood up, looked towards the bartender and nodded her head, and he immediately smiled and a quick cheer went up amongst the patrons we could see.
"Come here and pick your music," he called over the low din, and she took the few steps to where he was standing.
They talked for a minute or so then she came back looking very strange.
Before she could speak, the emcee came on and declared, "Now on stage, the beautiful Charlotte!"
I wanted to tell her that dancers didn't use their real names but, I was wise enough to remain silent.
"Enjoy," was all she said, and walked towards the stage.
She tentatively approached the platform and several times along the way I thought she might stop. As soon as she stepped onto the stage, the music changed, and unlike the other girls who had danced to Rock & Roll songs, she had selected something slower and jazzy.
My wife is a very good dancer, with natural rhythm and she was instantly able to get her body into a smooth tempo to the slow, sensual beat of the music. She had barely started when I saw several men move from the section around the bar that was hidden from my view, to the tables right up front. One was by himself and looked much like the others in the bar but, right behind him appeared three large, burly men. Two were dressed in t-shirts and were sporting tattoos on their arms but, the third had long sleeves that hid any similar art although he was distinct in his own way with a long, full beard which made him look like one of the ZZ Top musicians.
Charlotte danced to the music slowly and sexily, occasionally lifting her dress slightly to expose more of her smooth thighs. Her long legs with her two inch heels were a very mesmerizing sight with the men's stares only breaking when she leaned forward and showed off the top of her breasts. Whether this was intentional or not wasn't clear to me but, I could tell the men were getting excited but, also quite frustrated. They wanted to see more skin and her actions were definitely coming across as a tease.
When the song ended, there were groans of frustrations from the crowd that turned into a chant of MORE MORE MORE. She had one foot off the stage when she looked towards me and saw that I was waving at her to stay. Like the crowd, I wanted to see more and hoped that she could be enticed to keep going, and when the emcee quickly started a new song, she looked at me for several seconds then stepped back onto the stage.
She started like before moving easily in rhythm to the music and showed a little of her legs and breasts although now, each time she raised the hem of the dress it went a little further up. Halfway through the song, I was certain she was aware of what she was doing and was teasing all of us on purpose but, I still found myself hoping that she would raise her dress a bit more and give us a peek at her thong.
The crowd became restless as she continued dancing with no progress being made on removing her clothes, and as the song came to an end, there were more loud groans of disappointment and several annoyed catcalls. However, while the crowd felt teased and tortured to not see more, I enjoyed every second. My cock was hard as nails and I had to use my hand to free it from the awkward angle it had taken in my boxers.
This time, as soon as the song ended, Charlotte bolted from the stage avoiding eye contact with all the hungry men around her. When she got to the table I could see she was flushed, and I wondered how much was from the dancing and how much was from the excitement of being on stage. I rose to meet her with a kiss, helped her sit and handed her a fresh drink.
"That was amazing," I said with complete sincerity, which brought an impish smile to her face.
"Time to vote," a clearly disappointed announcer said.
The fat girl won 1st place with Charlotte taking second and the older woman third.
"She was horrible," Charlotte stated, with a noticeable tone of surprise.
"Maybe but she did what it took," I replied.
Charlotte had almost finished her drink when the waitress came over and told us that some men wanted to know if she did table dances. Fighting back a grin, I told her no but, as soon as she left my wife wanted to know about table dances. Scanning the room, I saw one of the club girls was dancing for a customer, now that the amateur show was over, and I pointed her out to my wife. She watched the girl dance for the man and occasionally asked me questions, which I tried not to answer lest I incriminate myself.
I desperately needed to go to the bathroom so I excused myself as soon as the waitress brought a final round and maneuvered around the tables to the men's room. When I got inside, there were two men in line in front of me at the one working urinal, and one of the men was older with some kind of prostate condition as it took him well over five minutes to relieve himself. The result was that it took me a good ten minutes to finish and get back to my wife.
When I emerged from the bathroom, I was startled to see that one of the large men, that had moved close to the stage, was sitting at the table with Charlotte. I forced myself to remain calm and walked slowly but deliberately back to the table trying to sense the tone. When I arrived, I could see Charlotte was bemused more than concerned, which helped me relax.
"What's going on?" I asked, trying not to sound defensive.
"Just checking again on that table dance." The man immediately replied, with a soft drawl.
I guessed he was in his early forties, around 6'1" tall and up close he looked more thick than fat, although I thought he would easily tip the scales at over 225 lbs. He had close cropped dark hair, a two-day old stubble, and was wearing boots, dirty jeans, a grey t-shirt, and appearing from beneath the sleeve was the tattoo but, it was old and faded which rendered it indistinguishable.
Since I could tell that Charlotte wasn't nervous, I decided to talk to the guy some.
"What's the going rate for table dances?" I asked, making him smile.
"$20 flat," the man shot back.
"How many were you planning to get?" I asked, to which he just fished into his pants pocket and pulled out a crumpled $100 bill.
"That's a lot of dances," I said to him smiling.
"Oh I think it would be worth it," he answered, and I saw my pretty wife blush deeply.
"I already told Frank I'm not a dancer," she explained. Her use of his first name made me raise my eyebrow.
"No, she's not. And we're about to go too," I explained.
"Well nothing ventured you know," he said and stood. After nodding to each other and a final look at Charlotte, he walked away.
There was silence as he left that carried over until it became awkward before she finally spoke, "There for a minute I felt like I was on sale."
"Well since you lost the strip contest I thought it might be a second chance to make some money," I replied both fighting to keep from laughing, and preparing for her reaction at the same time.
"Very funny, smartass," she replied instantly.
We were out the door minutes later and as soon as we turned the corner of the building I pushed her against the SUV and kissed her hard. A groan came from her mouth when my hand found her ass and pulled her against me, and reciprocating she wrapped her arms around me, locked her left leg around me, and ground her pelvis into mine. We broke for a second to catch our breath then started again, and I knew that she was as worked up as I was.
"Get in the back," I said, hitting the button to open the door.



I was so excited from the events in the bar and feeling her body that I wanted more and I wanted it immediately. Charlotte jumped into the back without hesitation and I quickly followed grabbing her and resuming our embrace. This time, my hand began pulling her dress up and without prodding she raised her butt to help fueling my lust which became so intense that my hand immediately sought out her thong and pushed it aside to finger her sweet, shaved pussy. I expected to find her wet but, was surprised and excited to discover she was absolutely soaked. I knew this wasn't just from the kissing and fondling we had been doing, and that like me she must have become aroused from the events in the club.
"Hurry," she whimpered seconds later, and her hands furtively began working on my belt.
She forced my pants down to my knees, with my boxers, then took me in her hand, straddled my waist and worked me into her opening while holding her thong to one side.
"Ohhh..." we gasped in unison as my dick slipped into her opening.
She started riding me fast making all kinds of wonderful moans and whimpers, and I pulled the straps off her dress off her shoulders working the top down along with her strapless bra until everything was bunched at her waist. Finding her nipples, I began rolling and then pinching them causing her to push into me harder.
"This is so wild," she announced through her labored breath.
"You're incredible," I answered, while gasping for breath.
Just then headlights swept across the parking lot and a pickup truck went past, parking several spaces away.
"Damn," she cried out in frustration, starting to pull off me.
"Just be still for a moment," I whispered and pulled her head down against my shoulder.
I watched an older man get out and proceed down the walkway next to the building with his feet making a shuffling sound. He was smoking a cigarette and when he reached the corner of the building, just to the left of our car, he stopped. Charlotte could hear the sound of his feet stop and I felt her body shaking against me.
"Is he watching?' she whispered.
At first I thought he must have noticed us but, after a bit I realized he was just finishing the smoke and if we stayed still we would be fine.
"Be still baby. He's just finishing his cigarette," I said.
"I can't believe we are doing this," she answered with a soft giggle.
After several minutes of holding Charlotte tight against me, the man shuffled towards the door.
"He's gone," I told her and immediately she began moving again.
"Finally," she answered.
"God you're horny," I said huskily into her ear.
"Very," she replied.
We got into rhythm again and this time there were no interruptions as we mated until finally Charlotte's body got tight, her moans became more pronounced and she released with a strong finish that had her thrashing on top of me. I was only a bit behind her but she had cum so fully that when she was through I had to use my hands to move her on me until I filled her.
As soon as we were through, reality descended and we scrambled into our clothes and left. All the way home, we laughed about it with her frequently leaning over the console to kiss me or squeeze my thigh.
The parking lot adventure proved to be just the start of the night. We attacked each other as soon as were in the house and later I woke to find her playing with my dick which brought yet another round of sex. I knew that the dancing must have excited her and several times I wanted to bring it up, to probe for her thoughts, but I decided to stay silent and just enjoy the outcome.
Kids and work have a way of consuming your life leaving little time for anything else, and although the evening had proved to be a great adventure, days then weeks went by and slowly it retreated into the world of fond memories. Our sex life did pick up for a while but, even that was eventually overcome by the constant demands of Charlotte being a working mommy.
Fast forward six months. Charlotte's best friend from high school was getting married for the second time, and we arranged to have dinner with her and the fiancé on a Friday night to get introduced. Her parents had been begging to take the kids, as it had been a long time since they had slept over, so we obliged them and had the night free.
We met at the restaurant at seven and the new man turned out to be a pretty good guy so we ended up imbibing heavily throughout the meal. Things started to slow down just after ten and we said our goodbyes and headed for home but, as we drove down the freeway, a strange thought raced through my head no doubt helped by the alcohol.
"Want to go do some dancing?" I asked, holding back a grin.
"We haven't been dancing in ages. Where would we go?" Charlotte replied eagerly.
"I was thinking that strip club," I said, hoping I wouldn't get hit.
She gave me one of her looks that was impossible to read then answered sarcastically. "No, I'm not dressed for it."
Charlotte had been delayed at work so she had to race home and didn't have time to change. She was dressed in a black knee length pencil skirt and a white long sleeve blouse. Complimenting the outfit were low heels and her grandmothers long strand of pearls. She looked amazing although I had to admit it wasn't something you would normally see in a strip club.
"All you need is your thong," I replied after a brief hesitation.
"Baby, is there something I need to know? Are you short on cash?" she asked, trying to be cleverer than me.
"We could do it in the parking lot again," I said ignoring her jab and trying to invoke a good memory.
"Are you serious?" Charlotte pointedly asked after looking at me silently for several seconds.
"Maybe. Yes. I mean we could go for a drink. We had fun last time," I replied, suddenly feeling foolish.
"Go if you want," she answered while looking straight ahead, after an uncomfortable silence.
That kind of response wasn't exactly empowering and as I drove I thought about what I truly was expecting. Maybe a little more playfulness, some more adventure I thought but, I knew that last time was serendipitous which is much different than a premeditated action. The split in the freeway approached at 65 mph - left would take us home and the comfort of Charlotte in my arms while right would lead towards the club.
I had to think hard to remember the exit we had taken before. It had been a long time and this was not a part of town I frequented so it was with a bit of faith I slowed and took the ramp. It took another ten minutes to find the club and in the process I made two wrong turns while my wife remained completely silent which made me fear she was seething next to me, although I was too nervous to look.
"We're here," I announced when we pulled into a parking space on the same row we had previously used.
Turning, I saw she had a strange look on her face that didn't give any specific information about what she was thinking or feeling but, as we walked towards the door, I was pleased she let me take her hand. After paying the five-dollar cover, we sat at the same table we had been at before and saw that the crowd was about the same as last time. I recognized one of the dancers too and the same waitress came up and took our drink orders although, if she recognized us, she didn't say anything.
"Now what? You just going to jump up and announce I'm dancing again?" she asked in a mocking way.
In reality I had no plan and no idea what to do. It wasn't amateur night and I had no idea how a girl got to work for the club. I thought about asking the bartender but, now it all seemed pretty silly.
"Okay you're right. It was a stupid idea," I said admitting defeat.
"I came to dance baby. Figure it out," she answered.
I knew her words and attitude were intended to make me squirm. However, it actually provided me with motivation, and after a bit of thought I got up and went to the bar. It was the same bartender and he recognized us as well which helped with the conversation, and after talking for a few minutes I returned to the table.
"Is everything arranged?" my wife asked sarcastically.
Charlotte can be very cocky when she thinks she is in control and she was acting more so than I could ever remember. However, when the DJ's words came over the speakers I almost started laughing when I saw the surprised look on her face.
"Charlotte, you're up next. Charlotte!" the words filled the room while I fought back a smile.
Our eyes locked and despite her penetrating stare I didn't back down. It seemed like a long time but, was in reality only twenty seconds or so before she rose from her chair and, breaking our gaze, began to walk towards the bar. The previous time she had spoken with the bartender about the music but, this time he directed her to the back where the unseen DJ was no doubt set up. She disappeared from my view, and at the same time, much like before, a buzz began to build in the small club. A couple minutes later she reappeared moving purposefully towards the stage and with a quick step lifted herself onto the lighted platform.
Her selected R&B music began and she immediately started swaying to the heavy bass beat. The next couple minutes were almost a perfect reminder of our last visit as I became very focused and anxious while I watched the patrons move and take up positions directly in front of the stage. In fact, when everyone was settled, from what I could see, I was the furthest person from the stage.
Charlotte looked incredible as she danced but it was quickly apparent that her tight skirt restricted her movements. I expected, like before, that she would tease the crowd with her seductive dancing without removing any clothing so, I began contemplating the fun we were going to have as soon as we left. It quickly brought a smile to my face and I was still grinning when the first song merged into the next.
The second song had just barely started when I saw one of the club dancers, scantily dressed, walking towards me. She had to navigate her way between the tables but, was soon next to me and with a naughty smile she leaned down.
"How about some company?" she asked, while giving me a great view of her small, natural breasts.
"No thanks. I'm waiting on my wife," I answered, gesturing towards the stage in case she wasn't aware of the connection.
"I know baby but she's busy," the young dancer replied, smiling at me in a slutty way.
Glancing at my wife, I could see her eyes directed my way and she looked annoyed but, I couldn't maintain eye contact for long as the dancer was still talking and demanding my attention.
"Buy me a drink baby?" the girl asked, pulling a chair up and sitting next to me.
"No, not right now," I replied, trying to shoo her away.
Regardless of my intent, the brief interaction that had taken no more than thirty seconds had somehow registered with my wife as an interest in the girl. By the time I turned my attention back to Charlotte, I was shocked to see that she had unbuttoned the sleeves of her blouse and was working on the front.
Slowly, and in keeping with the heavy beat, she released each button until her shirt hung open, exposing her lacy, white bra. It was only the fact that the shirt was tucked into the waist band of the skirt that kept her from being even more exposed. Her actions excited the small crowd gathered around the stage, and there was now a din of whistles and indecipherable words of encouragement coming forth.
I was now faced with a dilemma. Tell the dancer sitting next to me to leave and maybe see Charlotte's aggressive actions stop or let her stay and see what my wife might do. Of course, the longer the girl remained next to me the more intense the retribution from my wife would be later but, since I knew already that I wasn't going to get out of it unscathed, I decided to let things progress.
The second song ended with no more exposure. She now seemed content to dance seductively to her small, enthralled audience receiving their verbal support while avoiding looking in my direction. Just as it looked like she was moving to step off the stage, her supporter's voices groaned in unison and she stopped. Their sounds grew louder which energized her to continue and she moved back to the center of the platform.
The bass in the next song was even heavier and just as Charlotte was starting, a waitress brought the girl next to me a drink and I could see she had noticed. Enough, I thought to myself, and turned to the girl to tell her to leave but, as the words were coming from my mouth, I heard a small roar and turned to see Charlotte pulling her shirt off her shoulders. She removed it until it was hanging around her waist and then with a tug pulled it free and tossed it onto the floor on the side of the stage. Applause erupted from the men as they now anticipated that they might actually see some skin although, she was still in her bra and long skirt.
"Would you mind leaving?" I asked the young dancer.
"Just when it's getting fun?" she replied, no doubt understanding her role in the unfolding scene. My response was a silent nod and with a shrug she stood and walked away.
Now alone, I turned my attention back to my wife just in time to see her pull her bra straps off her shoulders. Either she hadn't seen the dancer leave or she wanted to rub my nose into it and make a point. Still expecting her to stop, I was soon truly stunned when she reached behind her back and unclasped her bra leaving it loose and dangling on her shoulders but, still covering her breasts.
"Off, off, off..." a repeating chant rose from the excited men. I think they instinctively knew that this was more than just seeing a pair of tits.
In one quick movement it came off and was flung next to her shirt which brought a crescendo of cheers from the men many of whom were now glancing at me to gauge my reaction. I remained outwardly stoic although, my emotions were racing with my desire to see where this might go outweighing my rational mind.
Charlotte's breasts are very nice C-cups with tiny nipples, but after breastfeeding two kids, they are nothing like what they had once been. Still, the men, as if gazing at forbidden fruit, were ecstatic to see them and the room had become extremely raucous to the point that I wondered if it had gone too far but, when I looked at the bartender and saw his grin I knew he had no intent to try and calm things down.
A woman must have an instinctive knowledge of how to present herself because my wife began moving and arching her back in a way that put her breasts and small nipples on erotic display, and the strand of pearls, just reaching the top of her breasts, provided a lustrous highlight to her creamy, smooth skin.
It had been several minutes since she looked towards me but, finally she did with a defiant look that I guessed was intended to signal that I needed to purposefully put an end to the show or she would continue. I knew this meant going to her and collecting her from the stage, which would demonstrate to her and the others that it was my limits that were reached. For a moment, I contemplated doing so, thinking it was right and her victory was well deserved but, something stopped me and as the song began to come to an end I stood and with my hand signaled to her that she should unzip her skirt.
The DJ, working to keep things going, cut into the song and began another before it had finished, and like the others, it had a solid beat. Charlotte gave me a confused look when I mimicked unzipping her skirt and started to move towards her clothes but, I waved my hand and showed her again. This time she understood the meaning and her look went from confused to shock to anger in a second. However, with just a brief hesitation, she started moving again much to the delight of her fans.
It took another minute until I saw her hand reach to the zipper and while looking at me she pushed it down but, held her skirt in place with her other hand. The men, realizing what she was doing, started a cacophony of yells and then ever so slowly it began to go down over her hips then dropped around her feet giving us an incredible look at the small red thong which barely concealed her mound. I knew that garment well and knew that it was partially see-thru, and the men closest to the stage were likely getting a good look at her smooth pussy that if aroused would be wet and shimmering in the stage lights.
I was instantly assaulted by a renewed mixture of emotions - shock, fear, pride, confusion, and arousal all fired into my brain like spark plugs powering a car. Here was my beautiful, educated wife practically naked in front of a room full of working class strangers who were all lusting for her. The men were now making sounds to each sway of her body encouraging her while at the same time acknowledging their own lust. On top of it all, I knew she was wet and that the men upfront could see through the lacy thong and see how excited and ready she had become. It was a clear signal she was ready to be fucked and I wondered if these men viewed it as an invitation.
I became so focused on the stage that I actually got tunnel vision and it was only when the music ended and Charlotte was picking up her clothes that I realized she had finished the dance. The men certainly wanted more and several tried to approach her with bills to stuff into her thong but she avoided them and briskly walked towards our table covering her front with her clothes, while the room filled with applause.
"Wow!" I forced from my mouth when she arrived.
Although there were many thoughts running through my head, I was smart enough to know that right now I needed to be supportive.
"Yes, wow," she replied with a nervous smile.
"You were incredible. I bet they have never seen a woman as beautiful as you before," I said to her which made her roll her eyes but, I could tell she liked the compliment.
"I'm going to the bathroom to put my clothes on," she announced and left.
As Charlotte disappeared, our waitress approached the table with a thin smile and said, "Your wife really woke the place up. Les wants to know if she'll dance again later."
"No, I don't think so. But you can bring us another round," I replied, and with a nod she left.
The drinks had been delivered when Charlotte returned a few minutes later, once again looking like a stylish mom. I took her hand and kissed her cheek and we laughed about what happened while we quickly downed the liquor. Constantly, the men in the club would stare in our direction with many openly turning in their chairs to get a look at my wife. Charlotte noticed it too and while she expressed some nervousness I think in a way she also liked it.
I had expected that, like before, Charlotte would be approached for a table dance so I was surprised that we were left alone, and as soon as the drinks were finished, we bolted from the club. For a brief moment, I thought about taking her in the SUV again but, decided I would rather get her home as quickly as possible. All the way back, we talked about her performance with me providing a litany of compliments, and both of us breaking out in giggles several times as we thought about the adventure.
As soon as we were in the house, I took her hand and led her to the bedroom where it took no coaxing from me to get her to strip, and in seconds we were under the comforter entwined like snakes in a passionate embrace. Neither of us needed foreplay and with mutual sighs I entered her which started a long lovemaking session that left us both spent but satisfied.
"Don't you dare tell anyone," Charlotte said softly, as we cuddled and kissed in the afterglow.
"Of course not sweetie. I don't want to ruin my deal," I whispered back, pleased with my clever selection of words.



"Very funny," she answered but, in doing so I noticed she hadn't said no.
Like before, that night emblazoned our love making for months as we returned to our normal, conservative world. Oftentimes, I would see her with the children and my mind would jump to a vision of her mostly nude on stage. It was like a split screen TV in my brain and the contrast of her as a woman never failed to excite me.
The biggest problem with the whole thing was what to do next. How do you repeat a night of sinful excitement like that? It was certainly something that stayed in my head but, with work, kids and the daily demands of life there never seemed to be any free time. Plus, the previous adventures had been largely unplanned, crazy moments where alcohol had been a factor. Planning something, even if Charlotte were to agree which I knew was highly doubtful, might feel too contrived and forced.
It was eight months before another opportunity presented itself. We were meeting another couple early for dinner and then going to a concert. The venue for the concert was the NBA arena which was located in the industrial part of town not too far from the strip club. It didn't take much prodding to convince Charlotte to let the grandparents take the kids so, I was hopeful that if the evening went well I might be able to convince her to swing by.
Since our last visit, there had been a few times where I could have pushed a visit but, I passed on these as the timing didn't seem right and I didn't want to link our time alone with the fetish that had developed in me to see my wife naked in front of other men. Now though, several things were lining up. First, going to a concert would hopefully be energizing and set a good mood. Second, the summer time change had just occurred so the days were long and the evenings warm. That time of year always seemed to make people feel a little better. And finally, Charlotte had several months ago become more deliberate in her workout routine and her body showed it. I thought before she was close to perfect but, with the new emphasis on training she had lost four pounds and toned up more too. In truth, she looked spectacular which made her feel very good about herself.
We drank all through dinner and I made sure she kept it up during the concert, volunteering to be the one from our group to run to the bar. It was a good concert and Charlotte was in high spirits so, when we were finally out of the parking lot just after eleven, I decided to give it a go.
"You want to go dancing?" I asked using the same tease as before.
My wife instantly understood the meaning of my words and looked at me with feigned annoyance.
"I was wondering when you would try again. I'm actually proud of you for making it this long," she replied trying to sound condescending but, I could tell she wasn't really irritated. The fact that she hadn't flatly said no encouraged me to continue.
"Just a thought. We aren't that far away," I offered, while fighting back a smile.
Without waiting for her reply, I crossed a major thoroughfare and continued in the direction of the club. With my peripheral vision, I saw her eye brow arch but, she said nothing and we continued in silence. Three blocks away the lights of the club came into view and less than a minute later we were turning into the parking lot. There were more cars than before but, we were still able to find a parking spot in the back.
"What exactly are your expectations?" my wife asked. After her long silence, the sound of her voice startled me.
"Uhhh...let's just get a drink," I stammered in reply.
"Just a drink," she repeated as a statement that I knew was meant as a confirmation.
With that, we both got out and I put my hand on her back as we walked around the building to the door. She was wearing a denim skirt that came to mid-thigh and a long sleeve shirt that was tucked in with the sleeves rolled up to her elbows. On her feet she had on simple, everyday white sandals. While there was nothing particularly sexy about the outfit, with her natural beauty and slender, toned body I knew she would attract lots of attention. Plus, I suspected that by now she might have something of a reputation amongst the regulars.
We found a table in the same area we had sat before and after ordering drinks settled in to survey the crowd. There were definitely more people than the other times we had been in but, it still wasn't completely filled. A dancer was on the small platform swaying to a loud Rock & Roll song and surprisingly, she actually looked fairly decent. I saw one other girl sitting with a man but, other than that, each table had one or two guys who appeared casually engaged in the show.
At that moment a figure came around the bar that looked vaguely familiar. As he drew closer, I realized it was the same large man that had wanted Charlotte to do table dances for him over a year ago. The only difference in his appearance was an un-tucked work shirt in place of the t-shirt. He openly stared at my wife as he went towards the bathroom, and looking at her I saw that she recognized him too.
"Your admirer," I teased when he disappeared.
"Yes, Frank," she responded with a smile. The fact she remembered his name surprised me.
"Well that sounds chummy," I replied in a teasing voice.
"He seemed nice enough," she answered teasing me back.
It wasn't long before "Frank" exited the bathroom and started walking past us on his way back to his seat, and he stared again, this time with a big grin, as he passed. He disappeared around the bar but, shortly thereafter reappeared and came directly to our table.
"Been a while," he said mostly to my wife. I caught a smell from him that I guessed was a mixture of cheap cologne and sweat.
"Yes, it has," I said trying to take control.
"It's not amateur night tonight," he said looking at me briefly then returning to my wife.
"Oh, too bad. I was looking forward to dancing," Charlotte said. I knew she was doing this to play with me and I gave her a fake annoyed look.
"There was a rumor going around a while back that you put on a hell of a show," Frank stated.
Surprised by his statement, I saw my wife blush and go quiet.
"Yes, it was a fun night," I answered for her, unable to hold back a smirk.
"Well I still would like a table dance sometime," he replied, and it looked like he was about to leave.
"Maybe we can get her to dance later," I said throwing out a challenge, and phrasing my words in a way that brought Frank into the conversation.
Charlotte's teasing and playful look was replaced with real annoyance, and I knew she felt I had violated the agreement we had made in the car.
"I think I'm more interested in the table dancing," she said, now throwing down the gauntlet. For several seconds there was silence as all of us, including my wife, were stunned by her words. I knew she expecting me to say no and, although I knew it was the right thing to do, I didn't speak.
"Whatever you want lady," Frank finally replied.
"Where do I do the dance?" she said, looking immediately from me to Frank.
"On the other side," he answered and gestured past the bar to a part of the club I hadn't visited.
"That's all there is to it?" she asked, and I knew her words were meant as a verbal line in the sand. She was giving me a final chance but I remained silent.
"Follow me and bring your drink," he said and held out his hand.
She took it without even looking at me and then with the other picked up her drink from the table. Frank stepped back to let her by and directed her through the tables.
"Charlotte," I called out after she was halfway to the bar realizing she had called my bluff but, both of them kept going without looking back.
He towered over her by what looked like a foot and she looked completely out of place with her beauty and fashionable clothes. Heads started turning as they walked and even when they disappeared from my view around the bar I could see people looking in their direction.
"Shit," I thought, trying to stay calm and cursing myself for letting it go too far.
Finally, I couldn't stand it anymore and moved to the end of the bar where I could see Charlotte at a table maybe thirty feet away sitting with Frank and another man.
"Miller Lite," I said to the bartender as I sat on a stool.
"No trouble, okay?" he said when he returned with the beer, and I gave him a nod.
From my vantage point, I could see that all the patrons within view of my wife were watching with interest what was transpiring at the table. In some ways it was embarrassing, but Charlotte had done this on her own and I didn't want to play the jealous husband and make a scene. I suspected that before long she would come to her senses, feel she had made her point and come looking for me, and since the three of them just appeared to be chatting, I thought maybe she was explaining how she was teaching her husband a lesson.
I was just finishing my second beer when I saw them stand and walk towards the back of the building then disappear through an opening that was covered in a black curtain. Set against the dark wall I hadn't even noticed it before but the thought of my wife being paid to dance for this stranger out of my view made me suddenly very nervous.
"Excuse me. What's that room?" I asked the bartender, pointing towards where they had vanished.
"VIP Room." he replied loudly enough for several others at the bar to hear.
"How do you become a VIP?" I asked.
"$300 yearly membership or buy a bottle of Champaign for one night for $125," he explained. Then quickly followed as if reading my mind, "And you need a girl too."
I knew I could pay for the Champaign with a credit card but I only had about $30 in my billfold and knew that wasn't going to last long so I left the bar and quickly went to the ATM, that was close to the front door, and pulled out $200. It had old fashioned dial-up technology and seemed to take forever but, finally I had the cash and returned to the bar and bought the bottle. Now all I needed was a dancer and on the other side of the bar, sitting against the wall, was a skinny, dirty blonde with big fake breasts. With barely a hello, I directed her back with me to the VIP room.
Several songs had been played by the time I opened the curtain and I wasn't sure what to expect but, was pleased to find my wife fully clothed dancing in front of Frank with her back to me. The room was simple with a row of three mini-booths on each side that had separation walls of about four feet on either side, a low bench against the back and a small round table. Along the far back wall hung two heavy, dark curtains which helped make the room feel like a cave. There was no real privacy between the booths except for the fact that it was very dimly lit. Frank and Charlotte were in the last booth on the left so I chose the middle one on the right.
Frank spotted me quickly and his look caused Charlotte to look as well, and when she turned I realized that the top two buttons on her blouse were undone and I could see part of her bra. She glanced for just a second before turning back but, made no effort to close her top. Frank's stare lasted a bit longer and I could see the annoyance on his face. No doubt he had assumed he would have the room to himself and perhaps have some fun. I noticed there were several feet of separation between them which gave me further comfort that nothing had happened.
As soon as we sat, the blonde was pouring Champaign and let me know her name was Crystal. She was dressed in a thin red lace teddy, through which it was easy to see her breasts, and a matching lace thong.
The song soon ended and I expected Charlotte to move to the bench but instead she sat on his knee and one of his hands began stroking her lower back. Crystal must have been aware of the dynamics because she made no mention of this classy woman fully dressed across from us.
A waitress came in and took an order from Frank and returned quickly with two shots of tequila and the fixings. My wife needed some prodding but, finally swallowed the liquor grimacing as it went down. I could see them talking, but with the music it was impossible to make out what was being said.
My goal was to keep Crystal engaged with the minimal amount of interaction and, when she started getting antsy, I handed her a $20 which settled her down. There was no further dancing from Charlotte and I thought my prescience had likely put a damper on Frank's intentions.
It wasn't long before Crystal was eager to dance again and unfortunately she started while I was concentrating on my wife.
"I love this song," she announced, and when I looked towards her the teddy was already coming off.
"Wait," I whispered hoarsely, trying to stop her but it was too late.
She moved close quickly and I found her large fake breasts pushed into my face. Now normally, this wouldn't bother me but, I knew Charlotte wouldn't be happy at all, and when Crystal turned and began grinding her ass into my crotch, I could look over her shoulder and see that my wife was giving me a disgusted look while Frank sported a wide grin. When Crystal finally finished, she started to sit on my lap with her top off and I had to tell her to sit on the bench and get dressed; something I'm sure she had never heard before.
My wife had turned so that her back was to me which made it impossible to see her expression and gauge her feelings. More songs went by without her dancing but, just when I thought it might be over for the evening she stood and moved between Frank's open legs. Noticeably closer than before, she began swaying to the beat and within seconds Frank put his hands on her ass, which she made no effort to remove.
I was sure it was in response to Crystal's dance but, it didn't keep my dick from getting hard. Following on what she had witnessed, my wife leaned against the back of the booth with both hands bringing her covered breasts within inches of Frank's face. He quickly moved one of his hands to her back and pulled her to him until his face appeared to go between the open folds of her shirt.
"Your wife would have more fun if she got undressed," Crystal said, turning to me with a knowing smile.
Charlotte pulled away then turned with her back to him facing me but kept her gaze directed towards the floor, and through the opening in her shirt I could swear there was a wet spot on the top of her left breast which made me think his mouth had been on her.
My wife's rough customer placed his hands on her hips and tried to pull her into his lap, and at first she resisted but he persisted and I watched her slowly relent and lower her bottom. He used his hands to grind her against him and she gave me a look that started out as worry but turned into defiance. He pulled her shoulders back until her head was tilted back next to his and one of his hands went to the remaining buttons on her shirt. There were two showing and I expected her hand to grab his and stop him but, the first one came undone with no reaction. Certainly, she would stop him on the next I thought but, it too was released without protest followed by him pulling the tail from out of the skirt revealing one final clasp. To my surprise, it too was quickly undone and I watched dumbfounded as his large beefy hands pulled open the shirt so it was just barely on her shoulders fully revealing her bra covered breasts, and even in the dim light, her small nipples, which had nursed our children, could be seen through the gauzy light blue material.
At this point, it had turned into more of a disrobing than a dance and I was happy to hear the song come to an end thinking she would put her shirt back on. That didn't happen. Instead, she returned to sitting on his knee with her now opened shirt and her patron put one large hand on her waist inside the shirt. Despite the odd circumstances, unlike Crystal and I that remained mostly silent, in between dances they talked continuously, and I wondered what he could possibly be discussing with her that would hold her interest.
"Do you want me to get nasty?' Crystal leaned close and whispered.
I immediately shook my head telling her no. At first, my mind told me it had gone far enough and it was time for us to leave and return to our normal life but as I continued to watch Charlotte chatting and laughing with Frank with her shirt open a fresh wave of emotion suddenly washed through me. And, moments later, when I saw his large hand begin to stroke her back under the shirt I knew where he was heading. I didn't have to wait long when suddenly her bra became loose on her breasts. Charlotte clamped her arms to her side and glanced my way but, I was quick enough to avert my gaze pretending I hadn't noticed. Sneaking peaks, I could see that she had turned some so that I could no longer see her front but was making no apparent move towards re-snapping her bra or buttoning her shirt.
"Fuck it," I said to myself. If she wanted to play the dirty girl I wasn't going to intervene. I knew that it was very likely that if I let Crystal "get nasty" that my wife would take it as another challenge. It was another "moment of truth" but, I only waited a couple seconds before deciding.
"Think it's time you get nasty." I said to Crystal. The way she looked at me made me think that she knew what was in store.
As soon as the next song started, Crystal peeled off her teddy throwing it on the bench then pulled her thong down until it was half off her ass and just barely covering her slit. She straddled my waist and began humping me while pushing her tits into my face. It was only after she climbed off and turned, leaning against me with her head next to mine that I could see my wife. She was staring straight at me with her eyes burning with rage, and when Crystal pulled my hands to her tits, I thought she might jump from her chair but, instead she turned away having apparently seen enough. Crystal ended the song with the top of her head rubbing into my crotch and her right hand massaging my balls.
During the middle of the dance, the waitress had returned with two more shots ignoring Crystal's actions, no doubt having seen it all before, and before she had even left, they downed the shots.
"Did she watch?" Crystal asked, after taking a position on my knee. This time, I let her keep her cover off.
"Yeah," I replied.
"This is making me so horny," she giggled, while pouring more Champaign.
At that moment, Charlotte stood, looking at Frank without moving and I could see that their eyes were locked. When a new song started, without hesitation I watched her take off her shirt tossing it next to him, and she tried to start dancing with one hand on her bra but, Frank lifted slightly from his seat and with his left hand pulled it from her body putting her beautiful creamy breasts on public display. I was instantly rock hard and I realized that Crystal was now squeezing on my dick while we both watched.
Charlotte had taken a step back but, the working man took her by the arms and pulled her closer. I could tell she was still very self-conscious and was barely moving to the music but, he had a huge smile on his face. Frank let go of her, as if to see how she would dance in front of him however, when she still wasn't moving much after a few seconds, we watched his beefy hands rise and take hold of her breasts. I expected a reaction from her, in truth I desperately wanted one but, she only stopped moving for a moment and never turned my way.
Frank started using his thumbs to tease her small nipples while he continued to hold her breasts and it seemed to have the effect of getting her hips to sway more. His hands left her breasts and took her arms pulling her forward until her chest was in his face much like Crystal's had been in mine. However, unlike my embarrassed response to Crystal's tits, he was happy to have them in his face and quickly found a nipple with his mouth. That proved too much for Charlotte and she tried to pull back but, his grip was too strong and he was able to hold her still until I saw her body give up. I watched as he suckled on each nipple and tongue lashed them while she stared straight ahead.



While still mouthing her nipples, his hand went to her hip and after a bit of fumbling I saw he was trying to pull the zipper to her skirt down. She must have been focused on his mouth because he got the zipper down and with a firm pull had the skirt over her hips and bunched at her feet before she realized what was happening.
Both his hands went to her ass which released Charlotte who stood, separating her nipples, now wet from the attention, from his aggressive mouth. Her hands went to his arms and tried to push them away but, he wouldn't let go. Finally, she turned towards me but, when she saw Crystal rubbing on my crotch and my hand now on her tits her mouth fell open and she turned away.
Not only did she quit fighting him, but she stepped out of the skirt and used one of her heeled feet to kick it out of the way. She was now standing just a few feet away from him nude except for her see through thong that looked a great deal like Crystal's. For the next thirty seconds, she swayed her body some while Frank held her ass until the song ended, and with no fuss she dropped onto his leg making no effort to cover up.
"Your wife is hot!" Crystal exclaimed.
"Dance. And be nasty as hell," I said to her, as my head throbbed.
Crystal delivered on my request and by the time she was finished she had unbuttoned my shirt and rubbed her tits over my chest, pushed my hand into her thong, and used her mouth on my dick through my pants. I was way too aroused by now to turn back even though I was going to pay mightily for it later. What my occasional glances told me was Charlotte was watching and Frank's hands were now freely roaming her luscious body.
"She's not going to quit unless you do," the dancer said to me, slurring her words a bit when the song was over and she was back on my knee.
Crystal was having a good time drinking champagne, making some money and participating in this exhibition and voyeur thing that was playing out between husband and wife. I suppose the time she spent figuring out how to get money from men had made her something of a reader of people.
"There's nothing more to do," I replied.
"Oh hell yeah there is. He can play with her pussy. Maybe even fuck her," Crystal stated.
"She's not going to have sex with him," I said in a condescending tone.
"Don't be so sure. I bet she's wet as hell. Look at her legs all open," She spoke into my ear, and I did see that Charlotte had her legs partly open which must have given Frank a nice view.
"Let her have a good time. Frank's a good fuck," she said.
"Have you been with him?" I said in a surprised voice, before I realized I shouldn't be surprised at all.
"Yeah. Couple times. He's big too. Fat," she explained, lowering her voice as she spoke as if she was imparting top secret information.
For just an instant, I had a vision of my wife on her back, her dark hair splayed out around her and Frank's large body on top thrusting hard and forcing from her sounds of sexual excitement.
Just then a new couple came into the room. It was a man I hadn't seen before and with him was a slightly overweight Hispanic looking girl with too much makeup. They walked us and when they reached the end the man pulled back the heavy dark curtain revealing an alcove. Together, they stepped inside and disappeared from view.
"What's back there?" I asked Crystal, instantly curious.
"The special rooms," she answered, with a now drunken smile.
"What happens in the special rooms?" I delved but, suspected I knew the answer.
"Anything you want," she explained then quickly followed with, "If you have the money."
My wife had noticed too and was having what I suspected was a similar conversation with Frank. Soon an odd look crossed her face followed immediately by a shaking of her head and I guessed that her aggressive customer had just asked her to join him back there.
"Want to go back? There are two rooms," Crystal explained but, I shook my head.
"Have you watched your wife with another guy before?" The dancer asked.
"No, never. Of course not," I said after a few seconds.
Her question had made me flash in anger but after thinking I knew she wasn't trying to be inflammatory and it was a legitimate question given the circumstances. It also made me consider what was taking place once more. By now I was drunk and I knew that my wife must be too. I was excited by watching Charlotte and the bizarre sexuality of what was taking place but, I knew that at some point we would have to leave and deal with the reality of what had transpired. My intelligent, thoughtful brain told me to stand, approach me wife, help her gather her clothes and leave. That this was the right thing to do wasn't even in question, as I knew it was far better to let her win some husband-wife game of one upping than risk our marriage. Several times I felt my muscles tighten in preparation of standing. But, each time, the thought passed, my body relaxed and I found myself staring at my wife wondering how far she would go, how decadent she would become.
It had only been a short period of time since the couple had passed us and disappeared behind the curtain when they re-emerged from the room. With the girl in front, once more they moved between us and went into the bar.
"That was quick," I said to Crystal with a questioning look.
"Blowjob," came her immediate, simple reply. And, just like before I saw Frank and Charlotte talking. No doubt, he was explaining the same thing to my wife.
So far, everything my wife had done had been in response, real or believed, to what Crystal and I had done. Thus, I was surprised when I saw her stand and take a position between Frank's legs as a new song started. She put her hands on his shoulders bringing her breasts close to his face and started to move seductively. She stayed that way while his hands moved over her taut ass then moved up until he was massaging and teasing her breasts. Halfway through the song, he flipped her around and pulled her onto his crotch. Her movements didn't stop and now she was grinding her ass against his cock. I had begun to think that things were winding down so this turn of events caught me totally by surprise.
"She wants to fuck him," Crystal whispered.
"No, no way," I responded. It sounded like a statement of denial.
"I bet she is so wet. She wants his big cock," the dancer replied while her hand felt my hard dick. I felt so guilty as I knew she realized that watching Charlotte was turning me on.
Frank's hand, which had been on my wife's hip moved slowly to her firm tummy and then slowly started to work lower and when he reached the thong, I noticed two things. Charlotte's eyes were squeezed shut and Frank was staring at me. With his fingertips, he lifted the edge of the thong and with blurry eyes, a pounding head and a dry mouth I watched as very slowly his fingers disappeared beneath the fabric.
The bulge from his hand distended the material but the loud music kept me from hearing any sound from Charlotte. It was her body that finally told the story. When her back arched and her feet raised off the floor, I knew that Frank's fingers had found her clit.
"That is so fucking hot. She's going to cum hard," Crystal stated in a grunt like whisper, and for some reason I felt betrayed by her. She was supposed to be on my side making me happy but she had started empathizing with my wife.
"I want a blowjob," I announce to Crystal, and started to stand.
"It's $80," she responded, letting me lead her to the back room.
It was going to be anger driven sex. I knew it and Crystal knew it but neither of us cared. I would get pay back for the sordid actions of my wife and she would make some cash. As soon as I was seated on the bench, that was similar to the one in the main room, Crystal went to my button and, with her practiced hand, quickly had my pants at my knees.
"Shit!" I cried out when her warm mouth engulfed my leaking dick. Her fingernails started teasing beneath my scrotum causing me to raise my legs and groan in joy.
Crystal launched into a sloppy, wet blowjob using her hand to stroke the bottom half of my dick while her mouth concentrated on the head. She was clearly well practiced and knew what she was doing. It wasn't long before she had my head spinning.
"Go ahead and cum baby. It will be okay. Let her have her fun," Crystal coached me. One again, I was amazed at her understanding of the dynamics of the situation.
Despite her efforts and her words, it took a while before I felt my balls start to tingle and tighten. Then, with one hand grasping the bench and the other on the back of her head I grunted loudly as my semen fired into her waiting mouth. Crystal accepted my fill and when I finished, she dropped her head and spit it onto the floor.
"It's $80 honey," she reminded me, and after pulling my pants up but still feeling weak, I pulled the money from my billfold and paid.
"Thanks Crystal," I told her, feeling I needed to say something.
"Don't go all crazy on your wife. She's just looking for some fun," the dancer counseled me again.
Her words brought me back to the moment and I slowly stood to check on Charlotte. Now, my idea of sneaking behind the curtain with Crystal seemed much less sound than it had fifteen minutes ago. Peaking out, the room we had been in was empty, and I assumed my wife had returned to the main bar and was probably waiting to destroy me as soon as I showed up.
"If you see my wife, don't tell her about this," I told Crystal. She nodded at me with a smile.
"Are we done?" Crystal asked. I'm sure in 99 percent of the cases a blowjob marked the end of the interaction but, I was impressed she bothered to ask.
"Yeah, I just need to face my wife," I replied, with a concerned look.
Crystal opened her mouth to speak but at that exact moment we heard a faint but recognizable moan that made us both go quiet. As we faced each other in silence trying to locate the source of the sound, it appeared again.
"Shit!" I exclaimed recognizing the voice.
"Told you," the dancer replied with a smile that aggravated me.
"Fuck me," I said and pulled the curtain back to leave the room.
"Don't. Just...I mean just don't. Calm down," Crystal said. Here was a girl who had just sucked me till I climaxed and was now trying to give me direction on how to react to the sound of my wife's arousal.
For some very strange, very bizarre reason I listened to her and stayed in place while I collected myself. More sounds filled our ears and I looked towards the young dancer for guidance.
"They're in the next room," she announced.
With that, I walked to the curtain and slowly pulled it back then stepped half way out and pulled the next door drape back slightly until I had a sliver of a view into the adjoining room.
The scene before me made my body go numb. Charlotte was on the bench naked with her legs pulled back and Frank, who was naked too, was between her spread legs with his mouth on my wife's pussy. Her head was tilted back, her eyes were squeezed shut and her mouth was partly open leaving no doubt about what she was feeling. Her hands rested on the padded bench but they were flexing as if she was struggling to keep them still. I stared in shock for several seconds but, when I felt Crystal bumping against me I quietly moved to one side so she could see too.
"She's going to fuck him," she said making my brain explode with emotion.
Could I really watch another man sink his cock into my wife? Could I watch another man ride her and give her his seed? Plus, this wasn't someone like us, a professional guy our age, and it wasn't sex with another couple where we were experimenting. Instead, it was a large, older working man who just wanted to sport fuck her.
"Christ, what do I do?" I said, mostly to myself.
"Baby, just calm down and watch. She wants it bad," Crystal replied, thinking it was a question for her.
Just a few seconds later, we saw my wife's body jerk and her hands went from the bench to Frank's hairy shoulders. In fact, his entire body was covered in hair particularly, his broad ass and thick thighs where it was heavy. Her hands rested there for a while but when her body jerked once more, suddenly she was using them to try and get him to raise up.
He got to his feet, still positioned between Charlotte's legs, and just for a moment turned enough that I got a look at his heavy cock. It was uncircumcised and had to be seven or eight inches long with a very thick base that tapered to the head and he had a thick nest of dark pubic hair that extended partially up the length. The head was fully extended but, whether it was age or heaviness, his shaft protruded almost perpendicular to his body rather than point upward but, despite this, I knew he was certainly hard enough.
My wife had her hands back on the bench but her eyes were glued to his cock. Frank moved closer and started to bend down to penetrate her but he needed to stoop to get at the right level. It was an awkward position and before he touched her he stopped, turned and sat next to her on the bench then lifted Charlotte until she was straddling his waist.
I still had thoughts that she wouldn't go through with it so I was stunned once more when it was she who lifted herself up, found his cock with her hand and brought it to her wet opening.
"Uggghhhh..." came a clear, loud cry as his cock penetrated. Her hands went to his shoulders and instantly her nails dug into his flesh while his hands went to her ass. My wife was now an adulteress riding this stranger for nothing more than her carnal pleasure.
"Fuck that's so hot," Crystal said in a breathy exhale, "I knew she wanted to fuck him."
I turned quickly to look at her and saw that she had a hand under her g-string and was rubbing rapidly. It also made me realize that my cock was again hard.
"Fuck it," I said to myself and ignoring Crystal's pull on my arm I stepped into the small room. Charlotte had her back to me riding the heavy cock and Frank's face was buried in her breasts so it was several seconds after I sat against the opposite wall before I was noticed. The heavy drape acted as a sound barrier so once inside it was far easier to hear.
"Don't stop," I said when Frank's eyes met mine.
"Wasn't going to," he instantly replied.
Charlotte, hearing my voice, flinched and turned but Frank's hands kept her moving. Our eyes locked and in an instant all kinds of emotions passed between us. I could see fear and guilt but, also an intense arousal.
"Let me up," she said turning back to her lover.
"Don't stop Charlotte," I said before he could respond.
"Oh...are you? Are you sure?" she asked.
That's when Crystal walked in and sat next to me. Instantly, the regret my wife was feeling vanished. She turned back to Frank and when he started licking her nipples she whined in pleasure.
Crystal was still rubbing her pussy but with less urgency. With her free hand, she reached over and started working to get my pants down again. My concentration was on my wife and I neither helped nor tried to stop her but, in just a few minutes she had them down to my ankles followed quickly by my boxers. Her hand found my hardness and started jerking me off in time with the fucking my wife was getting.
Charlotte looked over her shoulder and when she saw the dancer with my dick in her hand it seemed to relieve her of guilt because she turned back and started to become more interactive with Frank. In addition to her lusty sounds, the movement of her body, particularly the rocking of her hips, became more pronounced.
The working man's mouth was all over her breasts licking all around the globes and sucking her nipples eagerly. She loves being suckled and likes some nibbling too if it's done with just the right amount of force, and somehow she had communicated this to her lover who was apparently doing it just right.
A new sound started in the room too. It was the wet slurping and slapping sounds of my wife's open and soaked pussy against the man's heavy cock. From all this, I could tell that she was as excited as I could ever recall, and when she looked down and lifted his head, then kissed him in an open and wanton way I knew that she had lost all control.
"Baby, you are hot," he grunted when the kiss ended. When there was no response he added, "This is the best pussy I have had in a while."
"Just don't stop," she groaned in reply.
"I want you to cum all over me," he answered and pulled her head down for another sloppy kiss. Even though my wife was naked fucking a stranger it was the kissing that felt most unnatural.
"Uggghhh...ohhh...it feels good..." Charlotte began whimpering.
Frank started to whisper to her so that we couldn't hear what was being said. But, my wife's head nodded up and down indicating her acceptance.
"Fuck her good Frank," Crystal suddenly called out, and from the feel of her hand and her tense look I could see she was close to reaching her climax.
Charlotte too had the look of an impending orgasm. She was pushing back against his thrusts fully and her moans were getting louder. It seems it was going to be a race between the two woman to see who got there first.
My wife won.
"Ohhh...ohhh...ohhh...please...please...yes...oh please..." she cried out. She was now pushing hard against his crotch, holding herself there for a moment while she breathed heavily, then repeated the movement. Her entire body flushed a bright red while her fingernails dug into Frank's large biceps.
It was a huge orgasm for her and it lasted a long time. Every time it seemed to be waning she would slam against him and make it continue. He let her do the work and watched with a smile on his face as he fully conquered my beautiful wife.
Just as Charlotte was finally starting to slow Crystal exploded. She lost contact with my dick and fell to her knees at my side with her hand between her legs and a high pitch squeal coming from her mouth. It didn't last long and when she was done she turned and rested her upper body on the bench while she recovered.
Frank started a whispered conversation with my wife again and I could tell he was getting close too. Charlotte, somewhat recovered, tried to help him by grinding her pelvis into his cock. But, apparently it wasn't enough because suddenly he stood, while still connected to my wife, and with her wrapped around his waist pushed her against the back wall and started hammering hard.
"Yeah...you want it...you want it don't you baby..." he spoke as his thrusts became urgent.
"Yes...yesss..." Charlotte whined with abandon.
"Oh yeah there it is...fuck yeah...take it...take it all..." he grunted loudly with his cock buried deeply into my wife.
I knew at that moment he was shooting a huge amount of his semen into my wife. Her sweet, married mommy pussy had been totally ravaged and was now receiving her lover's offering.
He kept her pushed against the wall and when his breathing slowed kissed her again. It was a long, soulful kiss with her arms wrapped around his neck. Their embrace would end but seconds later start again and it was probably five minutes before she finally slipped from his arms and her feet found the floor.
"I want you again," I heard him whisper to her, as she stepped towards her pile of clothes.
I stayed seated just long enough to see a streak of cum rolling down the inside of her thigh as she stepped into her thong. Then, I began pulling my pants up and getting straightened, finishing just as Charlotte was buttoning her blouse.
"Fucking great night," Crystal laughed from her place on the floor, as we turned to say goodbye.
"We've got to go," my wife said in an awkward voice. I knew she was at a loss about how to deal with this sordid situation.
We left and walking through the main bar that was now almost empty and just as we reached the SUV, Frank caught up with us.



"Can I talk to your wife for a minute?" he asked suddenly acting courteous.
"Why?" I responded rapidly with annoyance. At that moment I just wanted to return to our world.
"It's okay honey. It will just be a second," Charlotte interjected and together they moved out of earshot and spoke for about a minute.
Finally, my wife returned to the car and we climbed in and headed towards home. We drove in silence with Charlotte curled up in the passenger seat with her legs under her.
"What did he want?" I finally asked when we were almost home.
"Nothing," she answered then with a quick look at me and seeing my reaction said, "He wanted me to go home with him."
I didn't respond and we drove the rest of the way without speaking. Once inside, Charlotte bolted for her bathroom and I used the kid's bathroom to clean up then climbed into bed. It was another fifteen minutes before she joined me. She had put on a long t-shirt and panties and curled up looking away from me.
"Charlotte?" I called out softly.
"Yes?" was her even softer reply.
"Come here," I said, wrapping my arm around her waist and pulling her to me.
"I'm sorry," she whispered.
For some reason, I had an incredible desire, a need really, to cum inside her. I suspected it was some evolutionary best male passing of genetic material code programmed in my DNA but at that moment I wasn't interested in the scientific basis. Still, I knew I needed to tread carefully and not just jump her body.
"Do you want to make love?" I asked.
"Do you?" she replied defensively.
"Yes, very much," I answered. First, it was true and second I thought she needed to know I did.
She turned towards me and we began kissing. I love kissing her and, even though my thoughts went back to her passionate embrace with Frank, we did so for several minutes. During this time, I pulled her t-shirt off as well as her panties, noting that she had put on her most conservative pair. With her nude body against me, I let my hands wander, lightly stroking her breasts and the soft, sensitive spots on the insides of her thighs.
"Did you fuck her?" she suddenly blurted out, and by the way she said it, I could tell how much the thought was weighing on her.
"No," I replied then thinking full disclosure would be best I said, "But, she did give me a blowjob."
Charlotte's body stiffened for an instant then she replied, "Really?"
"Yes, really," I said. Another period of silence ensued during which I continued to let my hands explore her body but I purposefully stayed away from her pussy.
"Then why...I mean why didn't you stop it. Why did you let him?" she spoke trying to carefully pick her words.
"You were already with him when I found you," I told her. This time I lied but I felt like she was being at least partially dishonest in her attempt to make it seem her actions were because she thought I had fucked Crystal.
"You should have stopped it," she replied after another short silence.
"You didn't look upset. I thought you wanted to," I answered. I knew my words were putting the monkey on her back and I was very interested in seeing how she responded.
Her response was to go completely quiet and we stayed that way for several minutes until I was certain she wasn't going to speak without some prodding. However, I decided the best prodding would be to make love to her so I let my hand drift to her pussy where I found it just slightly wet. My teasing fingers soon had her lubrication flowing and I rolled between her legs and entered.
Charlotte always feels heavenly and even with Frank's cock taking her just hours before I couldn't tell a difference. It took a dozen strokes to get her fully wet and then I started a very slow and deliberate movement.
"You feel so good," I said softly to her.
"You're really not mad?" she asked in a whiny voice.
"I don't want to be mad. It is what it is but I don't want to be mad," I explained.
"Do you still love me?" she said in an even more whiny voice.
"Of course, Charlotte," I said then kissed her gently.
This calmed her greatly and she wrapped her legs around my waist and her arms around my neck. For the next few minutes we rocked gently, not speaking but giving loving sighs until our movements slowed and finally stopped all together. Exhausted, physically and emotionally, I slipped to her side and was soon asleep.
The sun was beaming through the gaps in the curtains when I woke the next morning. Charlotte was beside me with her eyes closed and a peaceful look on her face. The night before suddenly felt like it might have been merely a dream. However, when I stepped into the bathroom and saw the folded wad of $20 bills on the vanity and her thong filled with Frank's cum on the floor I knew it had been very real.
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Emily thought about the phone call she had received from her husband for the hundredth time as she made the drive home from work. His voice had been quite serious as he confirmed his young wife had nothing planned that evening and would be available for a serious talk. Despite her probing, she was unable to get any more information from him and was left anxious and concerned for the rest of the afternoon. She couldn't think of anything she had done wrong or even something she may have neglected but, because of the void of information, her mind had begun to speculate with all kinds of wild thoughts. Was her husband having an affair? Did he want a divorce?
Emily Anne Kragthorpe and John Patrick Howard had been married in a very lovely and expensive wedding two years earlier. The Howard family was quite wealthy and one of the bastions of society in the east coast city they called home. The Kragthorpe family was from the Midwest without the same pedigree but, Emily was a ravishing beauty in addition to being very friendly and kind. She had easily won over, not only her husband, but his family as well. They immediately purchased a nice home in one of the finer neighborhoods and established themselves on the social scene. As a couple, they would often chair fund raising events and because of their fine looks it was common to see their picture appear in the society section of the local paper.
With great trepidation, Emily pulled into the circular driveway behind her husband's car and entered their home where she found John sitting on a sofa with a tumbler of whiskey.
"John is everything okay?" She asked with a worried look.
"Yes, everything is fine. Why?" John replied with a questioning look.
"Well your phone call today was so strange. I don't know what to expect." She answered trying hard not to let her voice break.
"Oh Emily. I'm sorry. I had so much on my mind I guess I didn't explain myself well." He answered taking her hand and guiding her next to him on the couch where he gave her a soft kiss on the cheek. The teary look in her eyes let him know that she was upset.
"Okay." Was all she could think of to say. She sensed her fears had been misguided but she still didn't know what was going on.
"You look like you are going to cry." John said to her as he stroked her hair.
"Well...I don't know...maybe. You had me so scared. I thought maybe I did something wrong or..." She let out.
"No, no. You didn't do anything wrong. Nothing. I'm sorry." He consoled his trembling wife.
"Then what's going on?" She finally asked after regaining some composure.
"Let me get you some wine and let you relax first." John replied and left the room briefly returning with a full glass.
The smile on her husband's face allayed any remaining concerns and after taking several sips she felt calm. With a small nod, she indicated to her husband she was ready.
"Okay. You may think I'm crazy but I've been thinking about something for a while. And, well it's hard to explain. Actually, it's not hard it will just seem odd I think." John began to explain then stopped and took a sip from his glass before continuing. "Anyway. You know we are very privileged and it's always bothered me a bit and lately it's started to bother me even more. I mean I can be a complete dud, a complete failure, and we would still have all the money in the world. I want to do something on my own, I mean I want us to do something on our own. Prove ourselves and not just be another trust fund couple."
Emily didn't respond immediately. She mulled his words and after analyzing them, spoke. "John, I understand your feelings and actually they are very admirable. What were you thinking about doing?"
"I'm thinking we should get away. Move to another state and just start from scratch. See what we can do on our own without the family money or name." He said to her looking into her eyes to gauge the reaction.
"John, if it's important to you then we should do it. I don't care about the money." She answered instantly, which pleased her husband immensely and he pulled her to him and hugged her.
That conversation started the ball rolling on where they should go and what they should try and do. At first, Emily thought her husband had meant that they should go to another large city in another part of the country so she was surprised and nervous when John began talking about going to smaller locations in the South. Then, there was the whole idea of what to do - how to strike out. John was an attorney but had only worked in the family business and, although smart and ambitious, he didn't have any developed skills. Emily, for her part, had worked since college but in roles for non-profits that didn't pay very much.
Then, there were the families. Emily's parents had been pleased when she had married well as they knew she would be taken care of. They expressed some initial concerns about the couple's intentions but bought in without too much fuss, particularly her father who saw it as a manly idea.
John's family was a completely different situation. Although John had several siblings, he was the oldest and his father and grandfather had already earmarked him to take things over. In addition, they loved Emily and already had in their heads that she would dutifully produce beautiful children to maintain the Howard line. There were countless conversations, some heated, where his family tried to convince them that their place was here, in the city, where they would become leaders of the community. Only John's grandmother on his father's side proved to be an ally as she saw it as a romantic notion where the young couple could learn about life together.
When it was all said and done, the biggest issue that Emily had was John's choice of location. He had focused his attention on the South and after research and pondering had honed in on Mobile, Alabama as the place to go. Emily would have greatly preferred Atlanta, Dallas, or even somewhere like Nashville but John was adamant about breaking out of their comfort zone. So, she fell in line as the supportive wife. The idea was to take just enough money to get started and then live off what they earned. It would be a far cry from their current life and Emily knew that there would be no more designer clothes or fine dining for a while.
The couple made an exploratory visit to Mobile and found a small house to rent in an older but still quite nice neighborhood that had lovely, large oak trees. The best part of the house was an elevated wrap-around porch where they could sit and enjoy the evenings together.
Family and friends demanded a going away party where they were hounded by pleas that it wasn't too late to reconsider. Emily's girlfriends spent all evening huddled around her with tears flowing as the drinks went down. John's friends, while much more stoic, felt the same as they realized they were losing their de facto leader.
After selling their imported cars and buying more "practical" replacements - a Tahoe for John and a Camry for Emily, they loaded a U-Haul with just the things they felt essential for their planned reduced lifestyle. John pulled the trailer with the Tahoe while Emily followed in the Camry as they headed south. Both felt nervousness as well as exhilaration as they contemplated the challenges and adventures that were ahead.
It took a week to get moved in and settled but finally it was finished and on a clear October evening, the couple sat together on their porch watching night come to the neighborhood.
"Now it's time to find jobs." John laughed.
"I don't even know where to start but I guess that's part of the adventure." Emily replied. Her words caused him to cringe a bit. He knew how much she had sacrificed for his idea and he wanted her to enjoy it too.
"You're wonderful for doing this." He said smiling and looking into her brown eyes.
"It will be fun." She said wanting to maintain a positive attitude.
In reality, she loved her husband very much and wanted to have a strong and lasting bond with him. The money had never been a motivation for her even though her friends liked to tease her about "bagging the elephant". To her it was much more about his honest and caring ways and the fact she found him very handsome. At 6'1" tall with a medium build, black wavy hair and a killer smile she had been drawn to him instantly. Of course, other women were as well but, once they connected, he had completely ignored them and gave her all his attention.
John noticed Emily's smiling at him then watched as she took a drink from her glass and looked over the rim at him with playful eyes. John knew that look. It was her way of saying she was up for lovemaking. Emily was a willing and at times passionate lover but rarely took the initiative in starting sex. She preferred to drop hints, like she was doing now, and wait for John to make the first move. John had certainly had wilder sex before he met Emily and he had hopes that she would loosen up as she got older but, none of his prior conquests were as emotionally fulfilling as his wife.
Of course, it didn't hurt that she was stunningly beautiful. At 5'7" tall and a slender 126 pounds she had a model like body. Her hair was a soft, light brown color that fell just over her shoulders and her eyes were a very dark brown that seemed to draw you in. She had a wonderful pure complexion and, when she had been in the sun light, freckles would appear on her cheeks. John loved her B-cup breasts that stood high on her chest with tiny pink nipples that pointed upward. But, he felt her best feature was her long perfectly proportioned legs that transitioned into a butt that was toned from her bi-weekly workouts. Even with her great looks, men usually treated her with the utmost respect due to her charming nature. There had been a few times he had had to subtlety intervene but it was quite rare.
Later, with the bedroom windows open and a gentle breeze blowing in, John made love to his wife reveling in the feeling of her body and the soft purrs of arousal that his movements brought forth. He tried to wait for her, to let her climax, but she didn't seem to be progressing and he was unable to fight the soft milking of his dick by her folds. With a series of grunts, he emptied into his wife then collapsed on her nuzzling his lips against her soft neck. Emily stroked his hair until he rolled off and within minutes John was asleep.
Emily stayed up a little longer after cleaning up in the bathroom. They had discussed starting a family and John had even stated he wanted five children. Emily was more in favor of two or three but was willing to fulfill his desires. Now though, she wondered when they would be in a position for her to get pregnant.
Emily actually found a job first. In just three weeks, she had applied then interviewed for a position as a state social worker in the Mobile regional office. Of course, there had been lots of curiosity about her background and how she had ended up in Alabama from her prestigious East Coast University but, she was able to convince the interviewer she was sincere about the role. She was to be paired with a senior member of the staff for a four month training and probation period starting the following Monday.
The young couple celebrated that weekend by splurging on a night out at an Italian restaurant followed by a night of lovemaking. John was thrilled when Emily used her fingernails to tease his dick to a second erection after he had cum then climbed onto him and rode him while he played with her breasts until she had a nice orgasm. The couple was finding that with less demands on their time they were together much more. It translated to their lovemaking too, as they were now doing it four or five times a week instead of the two to three times they were used to in the city. John was pleased that Emily was becoming more relaxed in bed and her sighs and moans were now more pronounced, giving him verbal clues as to what she liked. They were even experimenting with different positions! There was still a long way to go but nonetheless it felt to him like progress.
On Monday, Emily was introduced to Janice her trainer and supervisor. She was an early 40's black woman that was several inches shorter than Emily and much heavier. Janice gauged her new charge with a look of confusion then led her into a small conference room where she explained the work they did and what was expected of her. Just before lunch, she finished and gave Emily another once over.
"Girly, we will be going out to the field almost every day. You can't be wearing clothes like you stepped out of Cosmo or you'll have all the men horny. Hell looking at you they going to be horny enough anyway." She said in her thick, southern black accent.
Emily had no idea how to respond so she just stood quietly and stared. After lunch, they climbed into one of the government cars and headed into the field. Their job was to check on the condition of children where a parent was receiving government assistance or where a court had applied a condition on the household. The "field", in their world, was typically homes and apartments in the poorer neighborhoods. After a twenty minute drive, the car pulled into a rundown trailer park littered with trash and broken down cars.
"J what's this bitch doin here?" A disheveled young black woman asked after opening the door of the trailer in response to their knocking. At her side, were two young children that Emily guessed were two or three.
"Her name is Emily and don't be calling her a bitch. She works with me now." Janice explained matter-of-factly.
The door was opened and the two social workers entered the mobile home. Emily was shocked at the mess inside. It looked to her like it had been intentionally trashed with fast food wrappers littering the floor and stacks of soft drink cans on various surfaces. There was a foul smell too and she guessed no one had made an effort to clean in a very long time.
"Where's Davonte?" Janice asked.
"He's sleeping." The young woman answered and nodded towards the hall. Emily followed Janice as she went towards the back and, looking over her shoulder through the bedroom doorway, saw an infant curled up sleeping on an unmade bed.
"Jaquay not coming around now is he?" Janice asked when they returned to the front.
"Nah. I ain't seen him in a while." She answered.
"Okay. I'm going to write up the report clean but you need to get to work on this house. It's a pig's house. Next time if it ain't clean we're going to take these kids." Janice told her.
"Okay Ms. Janice." The young mom said as they moved to the door.
They made two more stops that afternoon with both being very similar to the events of the first. Emily was impressed with the easy way her supervisor interacted with the people and dealt with their issues. She wondered, with great doubt, whether she would ever be able to be so relaxed.
"We're going out first thing in the morning so be on time and wear some better clothes." Janice instructed her new trainee when they arrived back at the office.
At home, Emily explained to her husband what had taken place and together they discussed the positives and negatives of the job. Emily liked that she was helping people and viewed it in the same vein as her prior non-profit work. Both of them had some concern about the potential danger, but Emily felt Janice would be a good teacher.
When they met in the office the next morning, Janice was pleased to see that Emily had dressed down. She was wearing a simple dress that extended below her knees and had a high collar along with a pair of "practical shoes". The loose fit masked her shapely body although her facial beauty was still there. Janice knew there wasn't much she could do about that so, after pouring some coffee in a styrofoam cup, she directed Emily towards the car.
All morning they made calls which were about a 50/50 mix of black and white households. In most cases, the father was absent from the family, there were multiple children and a young mother with no job. They would check on the welfare of the children or confirm they were going to school if they were old enough, direct the mother to take action if something was amiss, then move on to the next case.
They had just got in the car after leaving a trailer house that had been there first stop after lunch when Janice took her cell phone and called the office.
"Bryan, we need the police out to 45 Shady Lane. There's drugs in the house." She heard the black woman say into the phone. Then after a pause she answered to Bryan. "Yes, that's right. Paula Henry."
When she finished Janice turned to Emily and said. "You missed it."
"Missed what?" Emily asked.
"There was a pipe on the back table behind some soda cans." She explained.
"Pipe?" Emily asked feeling foolish as she did so.
"Yes, Ms. Priss. For smoking meth or crack. You do know what that is don't you?" She replied in an irritated voice.
"What's going to happen?" Emily was very interested to understand what would take place but was still nervous about Janice's scolding.
"Police are going to come, search the place and probably make an arrest. We will take the kids into protective custody." She explained.
Twenty minutes later a squad car pulled alongside their vehicle and two officers emerged - an older white man that was overweight and a thirty something black man that was tall and in reasonably good shape. Both men made no attempt to hide the once over they gave Emily when they got out of the car.
"Who's your new girl, Janice?" The white man asked.
"This here is Emily she just started." She explained.
"What you got?" The black officer asked and Janice explained in detail what she had seen and where it was located in the trailer.
"Okay, let us take a look." He replied and the two men headed towards the door.
Fifteen minutes later they emerged carrying a bag and leading the handcuffed young black mother towards their squad car. As soon as they walked by, Janice moved towards the trailer with Emily in close pursuit. They gathered the three kids along with a few personal items, took them to the car, and left after rigging up child seats that were pulled from the trunk.
That night Emily described to John the events of the day and they discussed how different the world felt in just the short time they had been in Mobile. It was eye opening for them and, although it was tragic to see a mother being taken to jail, they knew it was a learning experience.
"I have some news too." John announced when Emily had finished telling about her day.
"Tell me." She prodded. The grin on her husband's face made her think it would be good news.
"I decided to attend a local civic club luncheon today and I just decided to introduce myself to anyone that would listen. One of the people I met was an officer of a bank here in town and when I told him I was looking for something to do he said one of his clients might need some help on a real estate development. I'm to have lunch with the two of them tomorrow." He explained.
"That's excellent news!" She declared.
"I'm so antsy to get going and something like this would give me a chance to meet people." He responded.
The following day seemed to drag by for Emily as she was eager to get home and hear how John's meeting had gone. Fortunately, it had been uneventful and after spending the final three hours in the office doing paperwork, she jumped in her car and pointed it towards home. When she pulled up, she could see her husband on a chair on the porch with a bottle of wine and she knew it was good news.
"Tell me about it." She demanded as John handed her a glass.
"I start Monday. It's not huge. Just a little under $4 million. But I will be the point person on the project. I'm very excited." He answered with a huge smile.



"Congratulations my dear!" Emily said as they toasted.
The young couple sat on the porch discussing John's opportunity and drinking wine until well after dark. Finally, with both pleasantly drunk, they beat a path to the bedroom and after fumbling to get each other's clothes off and laughing the whole time, they jumped onto the high bed and quickly embraced. Their lovemaking continued long into the night and John was pleasantly surprised when Emily woke him after he had drifted off and climbed on to him.
Now that both were working, the anxiety level vanished and with John's salary they were able to achieve a more-or-less break even status with their finances. The next several weeks went by quickly as they worked and late fall and hints of winter started to creep into their Gulf Coast home.
It was a Wednesday afternoon, and Janice and Emily had just finished inspecting a household of a young mother with two kids. The house, which was shared by the mother's out of work brother, had been pleasantly well kept and the kids, as confirmed by the school, were attending as required.
"I need to go back in and talk to Ranisha." Janice said to Emily after they had returned to the car. "You just wait out here."
It seemed a bit odd to Emily as nothing like this had occurred before but she just nodded and watched as Janice flipped on the radio for her to listen to then left the vehicle and went back into the house. Emily pulled out several files and busied herself with catching up on some paperwork while she waited. She was almost finished when she glanced at her watch and realized that almost twenty minutes had passed since Janice left. When ten more minutes had passed and there was still no sign of her co-worker, Emily nervously left the vehicle and approached the door.
"What's you want?" Ranisha asked through the slightly opened front door.
"I...I need to speak with Janice." She answered.
"She busy right..." The young mother started to say but at that moment there was a noise further in the house that made her stop, then look at Emily anxiously.
"Open the door, let me in." Emily demanded. She thought about calling for the police but some kind of partner solidarity kicked in and she felt she need to act immediately.
The force of her words made the black girl back away and Emily found herself moving swiftly down the hallway towards the source of the sound. Nearing the end, she came to a dead stop outside a closed bedroom door with Ranisha right behind her.
"OH FUCK...HIT IT...HIT IT...FUCK THIS OLD PUSSY!" She heard Janice's voice screeching and the incessant sound of squeaking bedsprings. Just for an instant, she thought maybe her trainer was being sexually assaulted but the sounds made it clear that she was a more than willing participant.
"Move that fat ass, bitch." Came the cry from a male voice that Emily knew was Ranisha's brother, Sam. Dumbfounded, she stood still for several more seconds, listening to the mating until she felt her entire body blush. She rushed past Ranisha, noticing her strange grin, and fled to the safe confines of the car.
Emily was forcing herself to work through more paperwork when about thirty minutes later the front door opened and Janice appeared. As soon as she entered the car, Emily's sense of smell was assaulted with what she knew was a combination of sweat and sex.
"Don't you worry about it." The supervisor told her charge as she settled into the seat then turned the ignition. All Emily could think of to do was nod her head as she kept pretending to study the papers.
The rest of the day was very tense with little talk. On the drive home, Emily thought about telling her husband what had occurred but decided to keep it to herself for the time being. She rationalized that it would only cause him to worry and he might press her to quit her job. It wasn't something she wanted to deal with since John was enjoying learning about real estate and was very proud they were making it on their own.
The next morning, Janice drove them directly to a small diner as soon as they left the office. Inside, she directed Emily to a back booth and after ordering coffee the conversation started.
"I guess we need to talk about it." The black woman said with a deep sigh.
"No, there's no need." Emily quickly countered.
Janice looked at her for several seconds then spoke. "Are you sure now? Cause I don't want you to freak out and I damn sure don't want to hear about it in the office."
"No, you won't. It's fine. I'm fine." The young wife replied struggling to maintain eye contact with her trainer.
There followed a long silence while both women contemplated events. Janice was concerned that Emily was too green about the ways of the world to deal with what she had discovered. If she made a stink, especially since she was being trained, the black women felt she might lose her job. Emily just wanted it all to go away and it was a subject that would never be discussed again.
"You okay girl?" Janice asked breaking the quiet.
"Yes, I'm fine. Truly." Emily responded.
Unfortunately, Janice took Emily's response and mannerisms as condescending and judgmental. She had always had something of a temper and now she could feel her blood beginning to boil.
"You know you ain't no better than me. You ain't special. You think you're so damn high and mighty with your skinny body and fancy education but look at you , working with fat ol' Janice." The black woman launched on her student.
"Janice, really I..." Emily started to reply before she was cut off.
"I bet you ain't never been fucked good either. Your husband? Little boys prick I bet." Janice spat out.
"Listen, I do not want to have this conversation." Emily fired back. She had been stunned at first with the change in tone but the black woman's challenge had made her angry. Now, she decided she had to say more. "And you know nothing about my husband. We are in love and make love. We don't fuck."
It was the third time in Emily's life where she had used the disgusting term and she instantly regretted losing her cool. Janice realized she had pushed too hard as well and had been surprised by Emily's aggressive response. At that point, both women were happy to stop.
They made rounds all morning with an awkward silence broken only when absolutely necessary to discuss a case. When lunch time came, Janice pulled the car into a sandwich shop but, when Emily opened the door to get out, she felt a hand on her arm.
"I want to say I'm sorry for what I said." The older woman said in a voice that let Emily know she was sincere. Janice was not the type of person that typically offered up an apology but for some reason she wanted to this time.
"Thank you Janice." Emily responded after letting the words sink in. Then she continued. "I don't want to hurt you or get you in trouble. You can trust me."
Janice received the words with a big smile and together they walked into the shop feeling much better that the air had been cleared. Amazingly, that conversation set them on a path that was more open and enjoyable. Janice quit lording it over her trainee and started treating her as an equal while Emily became less intimidated and was able to share things more freely. In fact, people in the office, seeing the difference that developed over several weeks, began to refer to them as "friends".
One Friday, stopping for a late lunch and feeling relaxed about the upcoming weekend, Janice broached the subject of sex with Emily again. This time, her words weren't pointed or barbed. Rather, they were asked out of curiosity in a manner any woman might follow.
"How are things in bed with you and John?" The black woman asked.
"Ssshhh...Janice. Someone might hear. Anyway, I'm not going to answer." Emily replied with just a hint of a smile.
"Come on. Tell me what white sex is like." She prodded.
"I'm sure it's exactly the same." She answered in a whisper while rolling her eyes. The fact that they could talk this way was a testament to how far their relationship had come from its rocky start.
"Is he big? Does he put you to bed?" Janice continued unaffected by Emily's discomfort.
"Put me to bed?" She asked ignoring the first part of the question.
"Yeah, when y'all are done are you passed out?" She explained.
"No." The young wife replied in a way that let Janice know she was both confused and curious.
Emily thought about their post-coital routine. Usually, she would go to the bathroom and freshen up. Sometimes John would too or he might just go to sleep. Certainly, she had never passed out from sex.
"How big is he?" She asked again.
"Janice, you're crazy..." She started to protest but she was interrupted.
"Come on Emily. Tell me now." She pushed.
Emily, looked around the room and, satisfied no one was paying attention to their conversation, used her hands to show a length of about five inches.
"How thick? How big around?' Janice quickly asked now that she had her giving up information.
Again, using her hands, Emily signaled that her husband's shaft was about 1 1/4 inches in diameter.
"Okay then." Janice said and picked up the menu.
"What?" Emily responded somewhat perturbed that after allowing herself to be goaded into sharing intimate information her colleague had suddenly dropped the subject.
Janice liked Emily and didn't want to embarrass her, so she didn't want to have to explain that her tall, good looking husband was under endowed. What a pity she thought. From the pictures she had seen, she knew he was very handsome and there was no question he doted on his wife. If he would just have had a bit more, she would have accepted Emily's view that he was the perfect man.
"Nothing girl. Let's get some food." She replied hoping to change the subject.
"Janice. Don't act like that. Tell me what you're thinking." She asked, now very curious.
Janice tried to think of a gentle way of telling her but in the end she just blurted out. "Honey, that's pretty small."
Instantly, Emily's face turned to disappointment which made Janice feel even worse. Several seconds of awkward silence were broken when she said. "It's just fine for me."
They ordered their food and tried to chat about other things but it was clear Emily had something on her mind. When they had finished eating, she took a deep breath to summon her courage and spoke.
"What's normal? I mean what's average?" She asked.
"A bit larger. What about other men you've been with?" Janice responded.
"I've only been with John." She answered.
"Mercy girl. That thing won't wear out." She replied instantly mad at herself for the flippant answer.
"Well a little bit of size is not a big deal." Emily stated ignoring Janice's comment.
"Honey, a little bit gets you to average but there are plenty of cocks out there much bigger." She explained.
"How...how...uhhh...how big?" The young wife stammered as her face and neck turned crimson.
"Sam's about this." She replied and, much like Emily, she used her hands to describe a cock of 8 1/2" by 2" proportions.
The pretty young wife accepted the description without comment and both women let the conversation move to less charged subjects.
John's boss on the development was Frank Bettencourt a wealthy self-made man from the area that would do whatever it took to get what he wanted. As a result, he was both respected and feared by almost everyone. He could be a complete asshole one minute and utterly charming the next. He and his wife Sylvia lived on a nice estate in one of the oldest and most prestigious sections of the city.
As soon as he had received John's name from the bank, he had his people do a quick but thorough background check. He was surprised by what he found both admiring John's tenacity and thinking his wealth and connection might prove useful at some point. The material also had information on Emily. There was no question she was a rare beauty and he wondered how her husband could let her mess with the dregs of society in her social worker job. Maybe there was something he could do there too at the right time.
Attitude and persistence are key characteristics in the successful approach to any task and John was loaded with both. In just a few weeks, he had things at work well in hand with a solid plan. His results didn't go unnoticed by Frank who was quite impressed by the young man.
"Mr. Howard? This is Mr. Bettencourt's office phoning. Mr. Bettencourt wanted to see if you and your wife would be available for dinner at their home this Friday." The voice of a young woman with a slow, southern drawl soaked in syrup came through the phone.
"Honey, you look unbelievable." John said to his wife as she stepped into the living room. They had accepted the invitation for dinner and were just finishing getting ready.
"Do you really think so?" She asked with questioning eyes. She had on a knee length black dress that was fashionably snug. With it she was wearing low heels and pearls John's grandmother had given her as a wedding present.
"I do! We better get going." He replied.
Fifteen minutes later, they pulled into the sweeping driveway stopping just past the front door and were met by Frank who had a beaming smile while holding a half-full tumbler of whiskey. Emily thought he looked to be in his mid to late forties and was in good shape. He was about the same height as John but twenty pounds heavier with a full head of dark hair that was just beginning to gray at the temples.
"Welcome!' He stated loudly.
He fawned on Emily but did so in a respectful and charming way that made her think about the life they had left behind. Inside, they met Sylvia who appeared to be a few years younger than her husband. She had a slender build like Emily but was an inch or so shorter and had blonde hair. Emily thought she might have had breast work done as they looked too full for her age but if so, it had been good work.
"The kids are at college so we have the place to ourselves." She announced with a sweep of her hand.
It was a beautiful home and Emily was only too happy to get the grand tour while the men moved to the bar. From room to room they went with Sylvia holding her hand while she described what her intent had been with the furnishings. While it wasn't necessarily what she would have selected, she did acknowledge the good taste of the older woman.
When they returned to the bar, Frank had champagne poured for them and together they toasted their new friendship. Their hosts were thoroughly charming and an excellent meal was delivered by servants to the dining room which they enjoyed, then moved back to the bar to relax with a digestif. Emily felt it was easily the best evening they had experienced since their arrival in Mobile.
What the young couple didn't realize was that they were being set up. The older couple had plans for seduction and, with the trap now set, they were ready to move forward.
"John, why don't you let me show you the house." Sylvia asked her male guest.
John really wasn't interested in such things but he thought she must feel pride in her home and he should be accommodating. Together, they left the room and Sylvia led them to the far end of the large house. After making a point of showing the young husband several paintings, she stepped into a dimly lit room and turned to face him.
"I'm so glad you came." The seductress purred while taking his hand in hers.
At first, John thought that he was just dealing with the peculiarities of southern hospitality but when the woman brought his hand to her breasts he realized it was something different.
"Uhhh...Sylvia..." He stammered.
"It's okay John. Just relax." She spoke softly to him. Then, after a short pause, she added. "You know you can have me anytime you want."
"Well I'm married and...and...what about Frank?" John replied. Despite being very handsome, he had never been in a situation remotely like this.
"Well, we won't tell her and Frank won't care." She explained.
As she spoke, her other hands reached between his legs and with her fingertips, she found his balls. With a very light and experienced touch, she lifted them gently though his clothes. Now balanced on her fingertips, she softly moved them and was pleased when his pants began to tent.
"I...I think we should get back." He gasped.
"First feel how hard my nipple is." Sylvia commanded. She took his hand and brought it through the opening in her dress until his palm covered her breast. "Pinch it but not too hard."
John did what he was told which brought a deep sigh from the hostess. With that, he pulled away and moved until he was several steps away.
"Let's go back." He said with his words coming out like a plea.
"Here, hold my hand. We don't want to seem guilty." She instructed.
However, rather than rush back, she continued with the tour which took another fifteen minutes. She felt it had been a good start and that with more seduction over the next several weeks she would bed him.
As soon as his wife had left with John, Frank had moved next to Emily at the bar. He freshened her drink, ignoring her plea that she had already had too much. Frank asked questions about her upbringing and background to get her settled in and give his wife time to take John away.
"You are an outstanding addition to our city." Frank toasted the Emily once he knew that her husband was out of earshot.
"Why, thank you." She responded missing the fact that the compliment was directed only towards her.
"And, I must say, a very beautiful addition." He added.
As he spoke, he moved his hand to the small of her back but Emily had grown so comfortable with him that at first it didn't register with her as a threat.
"Thank you again." She answered with a small laugh.
"Emily, I want you to know that you can think of me as your close friend. I think it would be nice if we spent some time together getting to know each other." He spoke softly to her while his hand drifted to her ass.
Even with this move, the warning bells were slow to go off. The combination of his charm and the alcohol had lulled her into a feeling of trust. It was only when he gently squeezed, feeling the firm muscles in her ass, that the she finally grasped the significance.
"Uh...Frank. I think you should stop." She forced out while she tried to move his hand away with hers.
"I don't want to stop. It feels too damn good." He replied and in his eyes she could see a hunger that scared her.
Emily tried to twist away but he was too strong and her movements only resulted in her getting closer to him until her hip was pulled against his crotch. She could feel his bulge and knew that he was partially aroused. She thought about calling for her husband but didn't want to create a scene, especially with his new boss.
"Please..." She begged the older man.
Frank was a predator and new when his prey was vulnerable. He lifted his other hand and let his fingers trace the skin next to the fabric covering her breasts. Down her barely exposed cleavage he moved feeling her body tense.
"Tell me your cell number and I'll let you go." He offered.
"Why?" She was able to choke out. It would have been easier to tell him and make this end but she still had her decency and some defiance.
"So we can talk." He answered while his fingertips continued the teasing.
She knew what he was after and she knew it was insane to give him her number. However, at that moment, she suddenly became aware of something else, something unexpected - she felt her nipples starting to get stiff.
The young wife blurted out her number quickly and Frank had to get her to tell him again more slowly. Even with that, he held her for several more seconds, fondling her ass, until he finally let her go.
Emily was sitting on the sofa while Frank stood at the bar when John and Sylvia returned. She had been able to compose herself so there was no indication anything unseemly had occurred. Likewise, John had calmed and showed no outward signs of distress. Frank talked them into a nightcap that took thirty minutes to finish and then the couple left. The ride home was quiet as both husband and wife contemplated what had occurred.



"How did you do with young John?" Frank asked his wife once the door was closed.
"Oh, I'm pretty sure I'll have him in bed before long." She giggled.
"I have a tougher putt." He offered.
"You mean the young, beautiful and wholesome Emily wasn't ready to fuck?" She asked while reaching over and squeezing her husband's heavy cock.
"It will take some work but you know I like a challenge." He replied.
It was five days before Frank made the first call. During that time, neither John or Emily had shared what had taken place. Emily, not recognizing the number, answered and there followed a very strained and awkward discussion that lasted several minutes before she was able to beg off. Frank, leaned back in his chair and broke out in a smile. He knew she was going to be a challenge but, that's what made life fun.
Every other week, Emily left Janice at Ranisha's house and drove the car to a small coffee shop several miles away where she would busy herself with paperwork while giving her trainer a couple of hours to play. Ranisha's house was on the schedule for the day and they arrived just after noon. The sky had been darkening for the last hour with storm clouds that indicated rain was imminent.
"Ranisha's doing well don't you think?" Emily said to Janice. It was intended as a bit of a poke at her since there was really no reason for there to be an open case on the mother and children.
"We'll just check quick then you can get our paperwork done." The supervisor poked back.
They were in the house for about five minutes when the sound of thunder became loud and the rain began. Inspecting the house, they found Sam watching TV with another man that was introduced as his cousin Carlos. Carlos looked to be a few years younger than Sam but like him was over six feet with a large chest. Unlike Sam who was wearing jeans and a long sleeved shirt, his cousin had on a t-shirt and thin workout shorts that displayed a large bulge. Tattoos were prominent on both his arms but the quality was so poor it was impossible to distinguish the art. Janice had to fight back a smile when she caught Emily stealing a peak.
Soon, they were done and Emily moved towards the door intending to bolt quickly for the car. Outside, the rain wasn't too bad so she made it to the car without much damage and began fumbling for the keys, finally realizing that she had forgotten to get them from Janice. Not wanting to disturb the fun, she stood next to the car for several minutes rationalizing that she would just wait there until Janice emerged. It was a ridiculous decision and over the next fifteen minutes the rain increased and the temperature fell leaving her soaked and shivering uncontrollably. Finally concluding that she couldn't stay there, she sloshed her way back to the house and knocked on the door lightly.
"Damn girl." Carlos exclaimed when he opened the door and saw the young wife drenched with her knee length dress sticking to her body providing a clear outline of her bra and panties. "Get in here."
The black man took her arm and pulled her inside towards the tiled floor in the kitchen. Ranisha peaked out from her bedroom and stared for several seconds then her head disappeared leaving them alone. Further down the hall, the sound of bed springs squeaking could be heard but the noise level indicated a slow pace.
"I'm so cold." Emily forced out through chattering teeth.
"You need to get out of dem wet things are you going to freeze to death." Carlos stated in an uneducated voice. With that, he turned and went down the hall returning a few seconds later with a t-shirt in his hand.
"Go to that bathroom and change in to this and we can dry da things real quick." He suggested. He was hoping that in her state she wouldn't realize how little he was offering.
Emily allowed herself to be directed to the bathroom where Carlos found a fresh towel in a cupboard then closed the door as he left. In her state, it took her almost five minutes to undress. Then, she used the towel to dry her body and squeeze as much moisture from her hair as possible before she slipped on the shirt. It came barely to mid-thigh and she knew she would have to be careful if she didn't want to put on a show.
"Oh. Thank you." Emily said when she emerged from the bathroom and found Carlos standing with a big mug of coffee.
She let him take her things and although nervous about the undergarments, she realized she had no alternative. Shortly, she could hear the dryer starting. What she didn't know was the quick but thorough inspection Carlos had made of her things including inhaling deeply from the crotch of her panties. Even wet, it was a sweet aroma and his mind went to her near naked body just outside the door.
"How da coffee? The things won't take too much time." He said when he came back.
Carlos sat at one end of the threadbare couch and directed Emily to sit at the other. It was difficult for her to sit without making the shirt ride up and she tugged at it repeatedly trying to increase her comfort. The black man enjoyed the show and he felt his cock start to stir involuntarily which made it move in his shorts. Emily saw it and it was only when she looked up and saw him smiling at her that she realized she had been caught.
Down the hall, Janice was now getting fucked hard and her cries were coming fast, nasty and loud. Emily couldn't help but think about the size of Sam's penis and what it must feel like to be moving into her friend at such a torrid pace. The thought made her shiver and when it passed she realized something else - she was getting wet.
She flashed to the evening when Frank had fondled her causing the unwanted reaction that had sprung from her body. Her mind had fought with it and rationalized it was a combination of fear and alcohol that had elicited the response. Now, it was happening again although this situation was much more basic. She wasn't in a fancy home drinking fine liquor. Instead, she was in a home under state supervision, half naked with an out of work black man.
Emily squeezed her legs tightly together to try and make the feeling go away but it only resulted in making it stronger. Then, she squirmed trying to find a better position making sure to hold the end of the shirt tightly so it wouldn't move up. Looking at Carlos, she found him staring at her with a look - a knowing look that made her think he was completely aware of her condition. However, rather than becoming frightened, she felt her nipples suddenly become erect. The thin t-shirt couldn't hide her nubs and she watched as a smile appeared on the black man's face.
"I'll check on the clothes." She announced and jumped to her feet.
She needed the movement as a form of relief and she walked quickly to the small laundry room where her clothes were being dried. She had decided that she would put them on if they were even reasonably dry but when she bent down and opened the door she was disappointed to find everything was still quite wet.
With the sound of his footsteps masked by the dryer, black legs suddenly appeared in her peripheral vision and she realized that Carlos had followed her into the room. It seemed like eternity to Emily but was probably only several seconds that they both stayed quietly in place before the young wife stood, while continuing to face the dryer. A ringing sound started in her ears and her vision became tunneled as she stared straight ahead. She knew what was coming but, despite what her brain screamed, her feet refused to move.
Then she felt it. It was his fingers on the back of her thigh just at the bottom of the t-shirt. His touch made her pussy begin to throb and a small involuntary whimper escaped her mouth. She had expected him to be rough but his strokes were gentle, almost teasing, even when he pulled her shirt up and put both hands on her ass.
Emily's breathing became labored and she was practically shaking in fear and excitement, but still she could not make herself move. The black man kicked the inside of her foot with his and instinctively she knew she was being told to spread her legs. There was only a second of hesitation but in that second she abandoned all idea of flight.
"Ohhh..." Came her groan of arousal when she felt his fingers trace the length of her shaved slit.
"Yeah baby that's right." Her black seducer answered.
"Uhhh...mmm...ohhh..." She whined seconds later when his fingers parted her folds and found her soaked and ready.
Carlos continued to play with her pussy, expertly circling and teasing her clit which put her on fire. She was now continually moaning and when the black man used his other hand to push between her shoulders she bent forward over the vibrating machine.
Then it was there. Something thick and long was being run over her wet pussy which excited her even more. She knew what it was and the significance of what was occurring but without prodding she spread her feet several more inches and raised her ass in invitation. The black man smiled at her wanton display thinking about how good her pussy was going to feel.
Carlos had a full, circumcised head the size of a plum that he now pushed between her lips. Back and forth he moved until he found the split that was her opening. He toyed with it, flexing forward and letting it begin to penetrate then backing off until he had the young wife searching for a connection.
"Ohhh...ohhh...mmmmmm..." Emily whined when he pushed the head fully inside. Her hands gripped the sides of the machine but, ever so slightly, Carlos felt her push against him.
It felt so different to both of them. For Emily, there was a wonderful feeling of fullness while Carlos' cock had never experienced such a tight fit. There was some discomfort for her as she stretched but Carlos gave her time and it quickly vanished.
"Gonna feed you now." The black man announced.
He started slowly, with shallow thrusts that at first were difficult until her pussy bathed him in lubrication. On the sixth stroke, he slid halfway in and by the tenth he was balls deep. Carlos had never felt anything so snug, hot and wet. She was his first white girl and he thought he had hit the jackpot. He stood still to savor her for a moment while listening to the low, passionate whine she was making.
Then, he started fucking her. Deep with a steady rhythm that made her soft whines turn to grunts and loud groans. When she tried to turn her head to look at him, Carlos put his hand on her neck and pushed her head down so she wouldn't upset the angle of their connection. It wasn't long before her pussy started to make a slurping sound and he knew he had busted her open.
The feeling was more complete and intense that anything Emily had ever experienced. She silently cursed Janice for putting the bug in her ear about large cocks but now she knew that her friend had been telling the truth. The fact that Carlos was mercilessly fucking her only added to the intensity of her arousal as it was new and so different than what she was used to. She knew she was going to orgasm and she knew it would be way different.
With Carlos holding her head, she was forced front down on the machine. She realized if she held her body just right she could let her nipples just graze the lid of the vibrating machine. It was all so naughty, so dirty, a black man taking her from behind while a machine played with her nipples. But, it all started to come together and then like a freight train traveling 80 mph it hit.
"Ohhh...Oh God...Oh yes...Ohhh...Ohhh...Do It...Do It..." She cried out as an intense wave swept through her body and suddenly she was floating, drifting away into space.
Carlos had to hold her up after her climax and decided to take her to bed to finish. Emily came back to consciousness to find herself on her back with her legs hooked over her lover's black arms. In this position she was spread obscenely open and she could watch his large cock sliding into her drenched opening.
The first thing she noticed was that it was coal black. When Carlos pulled back it seemed to go on forever without reaching the end. His cock was at least as long and thick as what Janice had described and there were prominent veins running along the top that John's didn't have. There was a sound in the room that she realized was her voice responding to each thrust.
"You like this black thing?" Carlos asked. He was raised on his arms and looking directly down at Emily with sweat dripping from his body.
Emily didn't know what to say so she just nodded quickly which brought a smile to the black man.
"You fucked a brotha before?" He asked. Emily shook her head no but it wasn't enough for him. "Damn, woman speak up."
"No." She forced out between grunts.
"Good. Going to give dis pussy its first black nut." He replied with a huge grin.
They fucked in silence for several minutes and Emily could feel a fluttering sensation that started in her tummy and began to spread that let her know she was on the path towards another climax. Her sounds became more pronounced and her hands which had been on his biceps moved to his shoulders.
"You ready to go again, girl?" The black man asked.
"Yeah." She gasped.
Emily's clit felt tight, like a guitar string, and each thrust from Carlos was plucking it. Just a bit more...a bit more she thought trying to will her release but, just like before, when it arrived it came in a flood that took control.
"Ohhh...Again...Again...It's Happening Again..OH GOD YES!" She screamed as her body began to spasm beneath her powerful lover.
The last thing she remembered was the cries coming from Carlos and the throbbing feeling in his cock as he filled her with his semen.
"What the hell is going on?" Janice asked Carlos as she stood in the doorway of the bedroom and looked down at Emily who was asleep with a thin sheet covering her only from the knees down.
Sam was there too looking at the beautiful white girl with her glistening mound swollen from the workout it had received. Janice pushed the two men outside and closed the door.
"Did you rape her?" She said looking at Carlos with an angry expression.
"No...no, ma'am. She wanted it...bad." He replied.
"How many time you fuck her?" Sam asked.
"Twice." Carlos replied before Janice could stop him.
Janice had Carlos tell her everything that had happened. He started with Emily at the door soaking wet and ended with Janice waking him as he slept next to the white girl. In between, he left nothing out which put a smile on Sam's face.
"What ya going to do?" Sam asked the supervisor.
"Nothing. Let her sleep. She's finally been put to bed." She said.
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"Are you about ready?" I called down the hall to my wife.
It was a cold Thursday afternoon in early January, and we were about to start a four drive to the hunting lease I was a part of in South Texas. I had been going to the same place since before we were married, but Susie disdained hunting and so far, had refused to go. The only way I was able to convince her this time was by explaining we would be the only people there and I wouldn't hunt. Thus, she would get a chance to see the beauty of the ranch, encounter some wildlife and we could spend some quality time alone, away from the bustle of the city.
Susie appeared with another small bag, handing it to me to add to the stack already loaded in the Tahoe, while she went to grab a Diet Coke. A few minutes later we were finally pulling away from the house just as dusk was settling in. For a while, we chatted with me spending a lot of time trying to pump her up about the trip by explaining what we might see. She seemed to be getting enthused but it wasn't long before the darkness and the monotony of the drive started to take its toll. There were longer periods of silence in our conversation until I looked over and saw that she had her head back with her eyes closed.
I turned off the radio and for the next hour drove in silence thinking about Susie and how fortunate I was to be her husband. In fact, I still received occasional comments from friends wondering how I had been able to pull it off. You see, Susie is a natural beauty. She is tallish at just a shade over 5'7" and slender, with C-cup breasts that sit high on her chest and are quite pronounced on her frame. Also, she has natural blonde hair that she wears short which accentuates her long neck and deep violet eyes. However, it's her fully juicy lips that I like the best, and fortunately both of us love to kiss. Unlike my wife, I'm pretty plain, although since we often work out together I have stayed in decent shape.
Of course, my friends focus on my wife's looks although she has many other positive attributes. First, she is quite playful and witty which makes her fun to be around, and she is also quite intelligent, which to me adds to her beauty. She works for a large specialty insurance firm and has done quite well, receiving several promotions in the five years since she graduated college. I am two years older and work for an engineering firm in business development. We met through a last-minute blind date where I was the replacement for another man who had taken ill, and somehow, much to everyone's surprise, we hit it off. That date was four years ago and we got married after just a year together.
With her looks, Susie never lacked for men wanting to share her company. She had four intimate relationships before we met, so she knew her way around the bedroom, but fortunately, she kept a sense of innocence. We enjoy each other and have developed a great sex life, but also value the simple act of cuddling and kissing, which we will often do for hours.
Suddenly, the inside of the SUV was filled by the sound of my cell phone ringing and I grabbed for it quickly hoping to quiet it before it awakened Susie.
"Hello?" I whispered into the phone while glancing at my wife, and was happy to see that she hadn't stirred.
"Hey, Jeff. It's Darryl Robertson. I wanted to let you know I decided to come out, so I'll see you tomorrow," the voice announced.
Darryl was one of the other men that shared the lease, and while I was disappointed we wouldn't be alone, I had no right to ask him not to come out.
"Okay Darryl," I replied, trying not to let my voice convey my feelings.
"Good. Oh, and my son is coming with me," he added.
I let out a sigh of disappointment as soon as I hung up. Susie would not like the fact that hunting was taking place while she was there, and Darryl would not have been my first choice if we had to have company. He was a bit odd and something of a loner always fiddling with things around the camp, and although his mechanical and electrical skills could come in handy at times, he just seemed to be over the top with it. I guessed that he was in his early to mid-forties which made it difficult to determine the age of his son.
Susie stirred several times during the remainder of the drive but each time she drifted back to sleep after moving positions. It wasn't until I was stopped in front of the ranch gate, about to get out, that she finally became fully conscious.
"Are we here?" she asked in a fake little girl voice.
"Yes, sweetie. We'll be at the cabin in just a few minutes," I answered before stepping out.
Five minutes later, I opened the door to the house and turned on the utilities while Susie stayed in the warm SUV. When everything was done, I gathered my wife and unloaded the car then gave Susie a quick tour. It was a simple setup, designed to be utilitarian, with two sleeping areas, one on each side of the structure that could accommodate ten each. Bunk beds were utilized, except for one queen sized bed in each room, and each side had a simple bathroom and shower. In the center, was a kitchen and dining area along the back of the house and in the front, was a common living area with several couches and chairs. A satellite TV provided the entertainment connection to the outside world. A large porch ran the length of the front of the house and just off a corner was a nice fire pit with a stone skirt. This was the typical congregating spot for the hunters after dark where they could have a drink in front of a roaring fire.
"It's still cold," Susie announced with a shiver.
"I know honey but it will take time to get warm. Let's just jump in bed," I suggested.
Susie fumbled in her bag for some things then went to the bathroom while I turned down the bed. I was in the process of taking my clothes off when she came running by in her t-shirt and thong and slid quickly under the covers. With a laugh, I quickly got down to my boxers and joined her. We snuggled to get warm, which took several minutes, and even though we were both tired, I couldn't keep my hands off her. After pulling her nightwear off followed by mine, I climbed onto my wife and began a gentle rocking motion.
"You need a condom," she whispered.
We had discovered early in our relationship that Susie's body didn't react well with birth control pills. Her libido became markedly different, which I noticed quickly, and she constantly felt heavy. She wasn't at all interested in some device inside her, so we had elected to go natural. This meant a diligent counting of her days to know safe ones from bad, and although we hadn't always been perfect, so far, we had been lucky.
"It's the last day," she announced, while I searched the bag for the condoms.
Finding the packages and quickly tearing one open, I rolled it on with a practiced hand then re-entered my wife.
"God, I hate these things," I told her for the thousandth time.
"Would you rather me pregnant?" she replied giving her standard answer.
"Yes," I replied sarcastically.
"Not yet," she whispered into my ear, intentionally trying to get me more excited while her hands glided over my back.
I knew she was exhausted and making love for my benefit, so I gave myself permission to cum and did so in short order. With that, I fell to her side and soon we were both asleep.
"No honey, it's too early," Susie whined when I shook her just a little before six.
"Come on now. You know we talked about this and you agreed to go out to a blind and see the animals," I said.
"Come back to bed and let's make love instead," she suggested.
I would have none of it, and after a quick snack in the now warm cabin, I made Susie put on the camo gear I had bought for her and we left in an ATV I had pulled from the storage shed. The cold air on our faces forced away any remaining sleepiness during the ten-minute trek, and I stopped the vehicle in a low spot, then directed my wife towards an elevated blind a hundred yards away. Thirty minutes before sunrise, we were seated in the stand waiting to see what might appear.
"What do we do?" Susie asked too loudly, which brought a scowl from me.
"Wait for the sun to come up. Now, I told you that you need to be quiet," I whispered a rebuke, which made my wife's eyebrow rise.
Susie was quiet and still for a few minutes, then I felt her gloved hand land on the inside of my thigh. Turning to her, even in the dark, I could see the smirk on her face and at that moment she moved her hand until it was lodged against my dick.
"Stop it," I scolded, but she ignored my words and pressed harder.
Susie started to giggle which frustrated me since I had put so much effort into getting her in the field. Unfortunately, the harder I tried to get her to behave through stern looks and light slaps on her hand the more "giggly" she became.
"Susie if you don't stop we won't see anything," I hissed.
"I can't help it, I'm horny," she replied with a pouty face.
I realized that it was a lost cause, so I decided to take the next best option which was to fuck her silly in the deer stand. I put my hand behind her head and pulled her to me then kissed her deeply. The kiss let her know where I was heading and with a smile she started massaging my groin, which although a rare aggressive move on her part, was certainly appreciated.
"Mmmm..." a soft moan escaped her mouth when my hand found her breasts and began to softly knead them.
Susie put up no resistance when my hand snaked inside her coat and under her shirt, and minutes later, she helped me pull her pants down then moved to my lap with her back to me and guided my rigid cock to her wet opening. I used my hands to move her hips while she held onto the window ledge of the blind emitting soft purrs and whimpers.
"Damn you feel good," I told her between my own grunts.
Unfortunately, she felt too good and it wasn't long before I felt my balls tighten. The feeling of my wife's snug pussy, coupled with the strange location proved too much, and despite gritting my teeth to try and last, with a loud gasp I emptied my balls into her warmth.
Susie looked over her shoulder with a look of disappointment and a small whine, but kept pushing against my groin hoping somehow, she could revive my shrinking member. After a minute, she slowed and then finally stopped.
"That's twice," she informed me with a look that let me know it better not happen a third time, then a second later she added, "And you're cutting it close."
I knew she was referring to my semen now planted deeply inside her and she was right, although there was nothing we could do about it now. Quickly, the cold air reminded us about our state of partial undress, and we scurried to pull our clothes back on.
"Do we stay here and watch?" Susie asked when we were done.
"Honey, we've scared off everything for miles. We might as well leave," I said with a laugh.
She didn't protest as she was ready to return to the warmth of the house, so a few minutes later we were walking towards the ATV followed by the cold ride back. Once there, I made coffee and a simple breakfast then Susie announced she was going back to bed.
I let her sleep for several hours while I did chores around the house then quietly slipped in next to her hoping to make up for my previous failings. I was pleased to find her in just a thong and my hands immediately went to her full, firm breasts.
"What took you so long," she moaned as her butt pushed against me.
I let my hand wander over her body, exciting her, before I turned her head, kissed her hard and began exploring her body. First, I went to her neck, where I gave it soft kisses and licks, then I moved lower to her perfect breasts where I feasted on the soft flesh and tiny puckered nipples that had become pointed and hard. Susie loves for me to go down on her, and I soon felt her hands on my shoulders directing me that way.
"Mmmm...ohhhh..." she called out when my tongue began a teasing movement around her opening.
I knew she was very excited by the way her hips were moving, but I was in no hurry and continued to play, bringing more sighs and whimpers from her, until I let my tongue run the length of her now saturated slit. At the top, I started flicking her clit with the tip of my tongue and suddenly her legs spread wide and she threw the covers aside.
"Oh Jeff....ohhhh....ohhhh right there...." she moaned in encouragement, while her hands clamped onto the back of my head.
She seemed to be very close, so I was surprised when I felt her begin to pull on me then announce, "I want you inside me."
Dutifully, I moved up her body until her hand found my dick and guided it to her. It slipped in easily, and we immediately started a fast, urgent movement. Susie's excitement began to affect me, and I had to concentrate and make myself slow so I could give her a steady, even rhythm. Otherwise, I would soon find myself succumbing once again.
Susie always gets quiet and her body becomes stiff before she releases. Several times, I thought she was priming for a climax, but it must have drifted away from her because her movements and sounds would return. The third time it happened, I thought for sure she must be ready, and when little whimpers began to come from her I was certain, but at that moment a loud sound hit us.
"Hey Jeff, you here?" I heard Darryl voice call out along with the banging of the door.
"Huh?" Susie cried out in surprise, followed by, "Nooo..."
"It's okay," I said, trying to reassure her while I kept moving, but I could tell the moment had been lost.
"I don't believe it," she stated in frustration, and with her body now still, I slowed and finally stopped too.
"I'm sorry sweetie," I said softly, knowing my words weren't enough given how close she was, but it was all I could think of to say.
"Jeff!" the older man called out again.
"Yeah, just a second," I yelled back.
"Don't move," I said to my wife who looked back at me with an annoyed expression.
I got out of bed, threw on my jeans and a shirt and went out to greet Darryl before he came into the bedroom. I found him in the kitchen putting some bags on the counter.
"Hi Darryl," I said as politely as I could muster, while extending my hand which he took in his strong grip.
"Good to see you. How's the ranch?" he asked.
"Hey it's good. Look my wife came out with me," I told him.
I had let Susie know that morning about Darryl and his son, although we expected them a bit later.
"Yeah, okay. No worries," he replied, seemingly oblivious to the fact that his coming out might have impacted our plans.
At that moment, a younger man came through the door carrying more bags. I took him to be Darryl's son and this was confirmed when he was introduced as Donny. Donny looked to be in his early twenties, a few years younger that Susie and me, and he was lean like his dad, but not skinny, and about the same height at around six foot. However, unlike his father, he had an open face and smile and gave an impression of someone that was gregarious.
A noise behind us caused everyone to turn and Susie appeared at the door wearing jeans and a simple blouse. Introductions were quickly made, and I was pleasantly surprised when both Darryl and Donny acted both gracious and respectful.
Almost instantly, Donny engaged Susie in a conversation and while they chatted I went outside to help Darryl unload some things from his pickup, and was pleased to see my wife with a smile on her face, still jabbering away, when I returned ten minutes later.
"What's y'alls plans?" Darryl asked when everything was put away.
"We didn't come to hunt. We're just out so Susie can see the ranch," I explained.
"We came out to get some meat for the freezer, but the weather is calling for rain, so if it's heavy we'll probably head back," he said which brought a glimmer of hope.
For the next couple hours, Donny and I helped Darryl do his normal piddling around the place while Susie watched TV. When we finished and went inside, Susie informed us that there had been a severe weather alert and we quickly switched channels to check it out. It showed a heavy line of storms headed our way which would likely hit us in about two hours.
"So much for hunting," Darryl said, turning to his son who had a clear look of disappointment.
"Can't we go out for an hour or so before the storm hits?" Donny asked.
"Hell, why not," his father answered after a moment of thought.
It wasn't likely they would see anything mid-day, but you never know. They quickly started to prepare and twenty minutes later they were off.
"So, we're not going out again?" my wife asked as the roar of the ATVs faded.
"Not today at least," I replied.
I tried to get Susie back to the bedroom to complete our lovemaking, but she declined telling me she wasn't in the mood and for damn sure didn't want to risk being interrupted a second time. So, we began watching TV and about forty-five minutes after their departure we heard the distant sound of a rifle shot followed a few seconds later by another. Then, after another twenty minutes had elapsed, we heard the roar of the approaching vehicles, and the outcome of their quick hunt was soon evident when they pulled underneath the cleaning A-frame and two does were hefted.
The sky was beginning to grow dark and distant thunder periodically split the calm, so Darryl and Donny briskly set to task. I warned Susie not to look, but strangely she stood on the porch, watching from a distance as the slain deer were systematically prepared. Donny was doing most of the work while his dad supervised, and he had removed his coat and was working in just a white t-shirt that quickly became stained with blood. When they finished, they put the deer in the cooler then rinsed the blood off their arms and hands.
"So brutal," Susie said to me as she turned to go into the house, and I let her pass without replying.
When father and son came into the house, they went immediately to the back and we heard the shower starting. A few minutes later, just as the lightning and accompanying thunder were growing near, they emerged looking refreshed, and Donny came over and joined us while Darryl went to the kitchen. We could hear the blender start and a few minutes later Darryl arrived with a pitcher of margaritas and four Solo cups. The drinks were damn good and I could see from Susie's first sip that she found it tasty. We continued to chat while watching the line of storms approach on TV, and thankfully the hunting was not brought up. We had just polished off the first batch of margaritas and starting on the second when the TV signal was lost and fifteen minutes later, just as the lightning and thunder became intense, we lost power too.
While Susie and Donny remained in the living area, Darryl and I fished out some candles and soon we were all back to drinking and talking. The flickering candle light provided a strange sense of protection from the violent storm and only twice did Susie squeeze my arm in fright. Fortunately, the worst didn't last all that long, and when it had passed, just as dark was setting in, what remained was a steady, light rain.
"No more margaritas and no power to run the blender. What's everyone's second choice," Darryl asked the group.
"Oh, man those margs were good too," Donny said.
"They were very good," my wife chimed in.
"Can't be helped," the older man replied in his normal brusque way.
"Let's go to Mexico," Donny suggested from out of the blue, which brought dismissive laughter from Darryl and me.
"It's too dangerous these days," I finally said, when my wife gave me a questioning look.
"How far is it?" Susie asked, seemingly ignoring my concern.
"About an hour," Darryl responded.
"We can stay on the main street that's close to the bridge. You know. Where those couple places are next to each other. I mean you can see the bridge from there. It can't be that bad right there," Donny said, clearly not wanting to give up on the idea.



Darryl looked at me and when I looked at Susie she had a hopeful expression. I knew Susie wasn't having much fun and being stuck inside due to the rain with no electricity or TV made it worse, and even though I had serious reservations, I felt my head nodding.
An hour later, after getting cleaned up and changed in the dark, we were on our way in the Tahoe with Darryl up front with me and Donny and Susie in the back. Donny kept us talking on the way and I had to admit he had an uncanny ability to get people engaged and relaxed. We parked in a lot on the American side then took a taxi across the bridge and went into the most upscale looking place. Since it was just barely eight, the place was only half full and we were able to get a good table near the back. A small band was setting up on a slightly raised stage and when a heavy waitress came up we all ordered margaritas.
For the next three hours, we drank, snacked and listened to the band. The drinks were quite strong which made everyone but Darryl more talkative. They seemed to have the opposite effect on him as he became quieter, even sullen in a way. The band played a variety of Mexican music and occasionally Donny or I would dance with Susie if the song had the right rhythm. I was happy to see that throughout the night, despite the flow of alcohol, he always acted like a gentleman.
Finally, everyone had had enough and we started the trek back to the ranch. Unlike the ride over, it was quiet in the Tahoe and we were barely out of the parking lot when I noticed that Darryl had his head against the window with his eyes closed. Quickly, the brightly lit streets of the city gave way to darkness as we turned onto the main highway. At that hour, there was only a small amount of traffic, and with people sleeping I couldn't use the radio, so I resigned myself to a silent drive.
We had been underway for about fifteen minutes when a sound I couldn't place came from the back seat. At first, I thought it was just Susie or Donny trying to find a comfortable position, but when I heard it again, this time with another sound I couldn't place, my curiosity was piqued, and turning for a quick glance, I got the shock of my life. My wife was sitting right next to the younger man and they were kissing in a tight embrace. Strangely, my first reaction was to look away as if I was some voyeur or peeping tom. It was only when I was back looking at the road that I realized the absurdity of that thought, but by then other feelings were attacking my senses. I felt my hands begin to shake as I held the wheel, and although I tried desperately to make it stop, I couldn't. There was also confusion in my brain as I tried to figure out what to do. Should I pull over and throw him out? Should I yell at my wife and acknowledge her indecent behavior? Should I engage them in conversation so they would have to stop? In less than a minute these thoughts and others must have raced through my mind a hundred times. In the end, it was a sense of denial at what I had seen that made me want to look again, but even that took several more minutes for me to gather the courage.
This time, my rapid look saw nothing as there was nobody there, and it quickly dawned on me that they must be prone on the back seat, deeper in the darkness. This meant there was no way I could do a quick glance, and if I wanted to see, I would have to partially turn. Finally doing so, I saw Donny had my wife pushed against the back seat and was lying alongside her as they continued to kiss, and her arm around his neck provided the room for me to see that his hand was on the outside of her blouse massaging her breasts.
I had to turn back or risk a wreck and was glad to see that Darryl was in his same position, oblivious to the seduction his son was working on my wife. My eyes returned to the road and for the next few minutes I fought the thoughts in my head and the overwhelming desire to look again. It was during this time, I realized that I was hard, and it was also when I admitted to myself that mixed with my shock was a curiosity about how far my wife would go.
I made the decision not to look for ten minutes and it seemed like the clock on the dash refused to move. On top of that, I could now hear soft sighs comings from behind me that made it clear that my wife was being pleasured. Finally, the time came and I prepared myself for what I might see.
They were in the same basic position, but now my wife's blouse and bra had been pushed up releasing her breasts and Donny was hungrily sucking on a nipple. His hand was kneading her ass through her jeans and she still had her arm wrapped around his neck with her eyes closed and mouth partially open. It was a wanton display of illicit sexuality and something I would have never dreamed Susie capable of, but there was no denying what I was seeing or her involvement.
Was it the liquor I tried to rationalize? Was she so far gone she didn't know what was happening? If so, then I was an ass for not intervening, but she hadn't seemed that drunk when we left Mexico.
We were now just about halfway back to the ranch, and once more, I had to force myself to focus on the road while the sounds from the back continued to become less muted. My wife was clearly becoming aroused and I began to wonder if he would try to fuck her. Ten minutes later, with twenty minutes still to go, I looked again and saw that Susie was now turned and facing the back seat with Donny spooned behind her. At first, I thought that this meant she had disengaged and was rejecting him, although her breasts were still exposed. But, looking closer, I saw that her jeans were loose, the black strap of her thong was showing and Donny's arm was snaked over her hip with his hand pushed inside her jeans. He had clearly turned her in a way where he could have better access to finger her pussy, and when I heard her whimper as she flexed her knee, instinctively I knew his finger was inside her snug pussy.
Lights from an approaching car alerted me to get back to driving, and just up ahead was the turn off the highway to the secondary road which meant we were about ten minutes away. At the gate of course, I would be getting out which meant it would all come to an end. Ten minutes wasn't much time, so I thought nothing more could occur, but just before making the turn, I heard the distinctive sound of a metal belt buckle coming loose.
I knew I had to look, but this road was smaller and twisting, so several minutes elapsed before I could turn. Susie was still in the same spot, but Donny's hand was back on her breasts and he was nibbling her neck. However, it was their lower bodies that drew my attention. They were spooned tightly together and I could see his belt hanging loosely and my wife's jeans partly off her butt. Still, it looked like they were both covered enough that intercourse wasn't possible, although their collective silence made me very nervous.
"Ohhh..." I heard Susie moan just as my foot went to the brake for the turn into the ranch, and in that moment, I wondered if my wife had been penetrated.
I stopped with the headlights illuminating the gate and left the vehicle without looking back. Less than a minute later, when I returned, my wife had her top back in place and was sitting at one end of the seat while Donny sat on the other. Darryl had awakened too and was rubbing his eyes when I got back behind the wheel. A few minutes later we were at the house, and as soon as we stepped inside there were quick goodbyes as we split to go to our respective rooms.
Susie tried enter the bathroom, but I pulled her to the bed, ignoring her protests, and pushed her backwards then fell on top of her. My mouth found hers and it took only a few seconds before she was passionately returning my kisses. From there, we pulled each other's clothes off, and despite the chilly room, we were soon naked on top of the bed panting excitedly as we engaged in foreplay that we both knew would be short lived.
"I'm ready," she stated, almost as a demand, as she pulled on my stiff dick.
I pushed into her wet opening, finding no resistance, until I was completely inside. Her hands quickly found my ass and with urgency she pulled on me to move faster. For a while, I tried to hold back and assert control, but her whines and writhing proved too much and I started a fast, hard pace. Susie's arms were around my neck pulling me tightly into her and her legs were wrapped around my waist while she met my thrusts with her own. It was a different feeling than our normal lovemaking, and I knew that, at least partially, it was a response to Donny's seduction. Still, I went with it, thrusting hard until the wet slapping sound of her pussy filled the room. It was when I lifted onto my arms to look down at her, that across the room, near the half open door that I was certain I had closed, I saw the tall shadow that I knew was Donny. It drove me to fuck her harder, forcing the moans and whines from Susie that I knew would drive him crazy. And when she came, practically screaming in joy, I knew he would be thinking about it for a long time.
The faint light of dawn was peaking into the room when I woke to the feeling of Susie pushing against me. It took me several minutes to fully awake but when I did I realized we were face to face and she was staring into my eyes.
"Good morning," she said softly.
"Morning," I responded, sensing something was about to happen.
"We need to talk," she said flatly, in a way that sent a chill through my body.
I guessed that despite our wild love making, her actions on the drive back were weighing heavily on her mind.
"Ok, what's wrong?" I replied, feigning ignorance.
"I...I did something bad," she said, and I could tell by the cracking of her voice that she was close to tears.
"What? Tell me?" I answered, forcing myself to act confused, which was hard as my instincts told me I should be screaming at her.
"I...I...in the car...we...I mean Donny and I kind of made out," she forced out, then began sobbing softly.
"I don't understand. What do you mean?" I asked, reveling somewhat in her discomfort.
"Well, we kissed..." she started, then stopped.
"Why did you let him kiss you? Were you that drunk?" I asked, pretending I didn't know the truth and that a quick kiss was all that had occurred.
"I guess so..." she replied, and her sobbing became more pronounced.
"Don't be so upset," I said to her as I pulled her close to me and stroked her hair, then after several seconds I asked, "Is that all that happened?"
"No," came her reply, as she choked back more tears.
"What happened?" I asked softly.
For the next few minutes, she described what had occurred while occasionally stopping to cry. I was pleased that she seemed to be telling the truth and was sincerely ashamed by her actions. She admitted to having her breasts fondled and even described how he had reached into her pants, but she stopped short on sharing that his pants were unbuckled and what happened after, which left me to wonder why she was hiding that detail.
"Did it excite you?" I had to ask, even though I knew in doing so I was showing something of myself.
"I guess...some," she admitted in a tiny voice after a short silence.
"Did his finger go inside you?" I asked, unable to hold back.
When she nodded her head affirmatively, I had to turn my body so she wouldn't feel my dick that was rapidly getting hard. I continued to stroke her hair in silence as I thought about what she had admitted and how I was expected to react.
"What else?" I finally forced out.
"Nothing," she said, not aware that I knew she was lying.
For some reason, knowing my wife had been seduced and was now hiding the depth of her indiscretion from me was strangely exciting. I turned her and kissed her soft lips and she instantly responded with passion finding redemption in my olive branch.
"It was the margaritas," I said as soon as we broke, giving her a way out.
She quickly kissed me again, and from there we started to fondle each other until several minutes later I was over her, finding her entrance.
"Do you still love me?" she asked with a pleading look.
"Of course, Susie. It wasn't your fault," I replied, as for some reason, I knew it wasn't the time to be judgmental.
"I love you. You're so special," she responded.
We moved together in silence, save for her purrs, for a few minutes while I showered her lips, neck and ears with kisses. When I knew she was completely aroused, I decided it was time for some more questions.
"Did it feel good?" I asked.
"Mmm...yes, you feel good," she answered.
"Not me baby, Donny last night," I probed, wondering what reaction I would get.
Her response was to go quiet, I'm sure hoping it would just go away, but I pushed. "Did it?"
"Why?" she finally questioned me.
"I want to know, tell me," I said in a voice that I tried to make even.
"I don't want to talk about him," she replied, trying to avoid the question.
"Tell me," I demanded.
I had stopped moving, and was raised over her looking into her face. Susie must have been torn, thinking she had already been forgiven, and wondering why I had returned to the subject.
"I was drunk," she said in defense, using the out I had given her.
"I know. But did it feel good?" I pushed, repeating a question I had already asked to get her talking.
"I guess...some," she finally replied, and as a reward I pushed hard into her which elicited a gasp and a moan.
"Did he nibble on your nipples?" I asked, knowing how much she liked it when I did it lightly.
There was a silence that lasted for what must have been twenty seconds while I made slow, firm thrusts before she finally replied, "Yes."
"And you liked it," I challenged her instantly.
"Yes," she answered almost immediately, which surprised me.
"Did he make you wet," I followed, thinking I was making progress.
"Jeff, I'm sorry I was bad," she blurted out, while the stiffening of her body signaled her discomfort.
"It's okay to be bad every now and then," I answered without thinking.
Suddenly, she stopped me and took my head in her hands so that I was forced to look directly into her eyes. We stared at each other for several seconds before I forced my head down until I could meet her lips in a kiss. At first, she held back, but within seconds she was kissing me back passionately.
"We kissed in the bar," she offered from out of the blue.
"When? Where?" I asked rapidly, as now I was the one caught off guard.
"Outside the bathroom," she explained.
"That's all?" I asked.
"Yeah, I was startled," she replied between the gasps I was forcing from her with my renewed thrusts.
"But, you let him in the Tahoe. You wanted him to," I stated more than asked.
"Yes," she whispered softly while nodding her head, then seconds later she said in the same soft voice, "Fuck me, Jeff."
Susie rarely used curse words and never the "f" word so when she said it an instantaneous feeling of surprise and excitement coursed through my body. I was torn between my carnal desire to reach a climax that I knew would be huge and the interest I had in exploring every part of my wife's indiscretion.
"Did he make you wet?" I asked, returning to a question I had asked previously.
"Yes," she answered, and the tone in her voice let me know that she enjoyed admitting it.
"Did he push his finger in you deep?" I asked, now wanting specifics.
"Yeah, it felt good," she answered, and I wondered whether she now felt comfortable with the questions or if she was toying with me.
"Did he try more?" I asked, already knowing the answer, but wanting her to admit he had undone his pants.
"Yeah," she admitted, but offered no details which excited and annoyed me at the same time.
"How baby?" I asked with urgency in my voice.
"He told me to meet him in the living room when you fell asleep," she said, and instantly I knew it was true.
I thought it might have been why she was reluctant with me at first. Maybe, she was thinking about him, and surprisingly, I found the idea arousing.
"He came looking for you. He watched us make love," I told her, and I felt her body shudder beneath me.
I felt her hand on the back of my head and she pulled it next to her mouth then whispered, "You got me first."
With that, all talking stopped and we fucked hard. Just as I was reaching the point of no return, Susie's body got rigid, and I knew it would be a race to see who would cum first. She beat me by seconds, and then I joined her as we traded cries of pleasure and moans until we finally became still, exhausted physically and mentally from the shared revelations.
Even though I had mentally prepared myself for seeing Donny that morning, the interaction was still awkward. He quickly realized I knew enough to be pissed at him, so he disappeared after a few minutes. Conversely, Darryl showed no outward signs of awareness and acted his usual pleasant but strange self. When Susie joined me, we had coffee and cereal while discussing how we wanted to spend the day. Unfortunately, the ground was soaked from the rain which limited our options, and the look in the sky didn't provide much comfort that it was over. In the end, we decided to go for a short walk along the road just to get out of the house.
An hour later, we were back, shivering from the cold dampness of the air having seen nothing of interest. We poured some coffee and flopped in front of the TV, and I felt disappointed at the fact that Susie was not able to get out. Given the events of the previous night, I thought about packing up and leaving but two things made me stay. First, since hunting was going to be difficult, I hoped that Darryl and Donny might leave, and second, there was something about the awkward situation and my wife's discomfort that intrigued me. I didn't know why, but I wanted her to come face to face with him, and it was shortly after lunch when it finally occurred.
Donny had been staying outside working on the ATVs but came inside to eat. Whether it was for Darryl's benefit, or just the fact that denial was the easier path, it was funny watching the two of them attempt to act normal. He made a sandwich and sat in the kitchen to provide some separation from Susie and when he finished he started talking to his dad.
"I got the Polaris fixed up," he stated.
The Polaris was a two seat ATV that was quite fast, too fast really, that the more adventurous liked to use to speed about the ranch. It had been pulled out of a ditch or the brush more than once because of someone being too aggressive, which is why it needed repair.
"You going to take it out?" Darryl asked.
"Yeah, you want to go?" his son replied.
"Nah. Things to do," he answered.
"Okay, well I'm going for a spin," he said, and began walking towards the door avoiding eye contact as he passed us.
"Susie, why don't you go?" I heard the words leave my mouth without thinking.
"Why?" she replied in an awkward tone coupled with a confused expression, but as she spoke, Donny stopped and turned.
"Well it's the only way to see the ranch as wet as things are. Plus, you seem to be bored," I answered, actually making more sense than I thought I would.
"Yeah, come on it will be fun," Donny threw in before she could respond.
My wife turned and stared at me communicating in a non-verbal way her questions and concerns, but I held her gaze until finally she gave a simple shrug and said, "Let me change."
The rain had brought moderating temperatures, so it was currently around 50 degrees. Still, with the wetness and the wind I knew she needed to be prepared, so with little talking, I helped her dress in several layers topped with her insulated camo hunting pants and a long-sleeved camo shirt.



"This makes no sense," she stated as she stood ready in the bedroom.
"It's just an ATV ride," I replied, forcing myself to remain expressionless.
"You know what I mean. What are you doing this?" she asked, taking me by the chin and making me look into her eyes.
"Susie, it's just an ATV ride," I repeated, and although it wasn't an answer that appeased her, she let me go and turned.
Donny was dressed similarly and had pulled the ATV near the door. He held in his hand a helmet and another was placed on the passenger seat. I watched as he helped her fit it and strap her in the seat then quickly they were off accompanied by the roaring noise of the engine. As soon as they disappeared, I turned to see Darryl looking at me from the shed where he was preparing for some more tasks. I walked over to him and for the next hour we did various fix up activities while idly chatting. However, as if by agreement, the subject of Donny and my wife was avoided.
We had long since finished the chores and were watching a football game while sipping beers when we heard the ATV returning. During all the time they had been gone, my mind envisioned numerous scenarios of what might be occurring in some quiet pasture, and now I was eager to see Susie return and find out.
The machine pulled up to the front just as Darryl and I stepped onto the porch, and the first thing I noticed was that both were completely covered in mud. Clearly, they had not taken the quiet path.
Both got out and stood at the same time and after fumbling with her helmet, Donny stepped over and helped her take it off. He set off towards the shed and that's when I noticed that, like a line had been drawn down his body, his front half was covered in mud but his back half was mostly unscathed. However, when Susie stepped onto the porch sporting a grin, I noticed her backside was nowhere near as clean.
"How was it?" I asked, as my mind raced to determine the meaning.
"Fun...exciting at times," she answered and moved past me.
After giving her several minutes, I went to find her and located her in the bathroom with the shower running and her dirty clothes in a pile outside the door. I picked up the shirt and then her pants, finding that upon closer inspection they indeed had mud on the back. But, unlike the front, rather than being splattered and wet these marks were streaky and partly dried. The only answer I could come up with was that Donny had been behind her and through holding or hugging her had transferred the mud. Did it mean more had occurred? Kicking the pile with my foot, her bra came into view, and when I saw the dirty streaks across the white fabric, I knew his hand had been there. Unfortunately, I couldn't find her panties to do a similar inspection.
"Susie, let me in," I said softly when I found the door locked.
"I'm in the shower," she replied, but I kept knocking and several seconds later the door lock clicked and I opened it just in time to see her naked butt sliding back behind the curtain.
Her panties lay in a ball in the corner and, like the bra, there were marks.
"What happened?" I asked, instantly realizing how needy I sounded.
"We went for a long ride. It was very fast and exciting. Scary at times," she replied from behind the curtain, and her choice of descriptors made me think she was intentionally toying with me.
"You know what I mean," I followed.
There was a pause before she responded, "Why did you push it?"
Now, it was my turn to be quiet as I didn't really have a good answer. Before I could think of what to say, the shower stopped and seconds later the curtain pulled back revealing my beautiful, naked wife. Instinctively, my eyes scanned her for signs of activity which brought a knowing, annoyed look from her, and as soon as she stepped out, I pulled her into my arms and tried to kiss her. At first, she turned her head and avoided my attempts, but when my lips finally found hers she accepted the kiss.
"What happened?" I asked again in a soft voice when our kiss broke.
"I told you. We had an exciting ride," she answered.
Now, I was almost totally certain she was toying with me, but the tiny probability that something may have happened fueled my eagerness and made it something I had to know.
"Did he get you?" I replied, and instantly I knew it was a poor choice of words.
"Did he get me? You mean did he like throw me in the mud and fuck me while I screamed in pleasure and scared all the animals away?" she replied sarcastically, while pushing me away.
"Sorry, that's not what I meant," I answered hastily.
"I think it's exactly what you meant! I don't know what's gotten into you. The ride from Mexico was a mistake - my fault and I admit that, but it's certainly bringing a different reaction than I expected," she stated and turned to the mirror.
"Susie..." I started, but was cut off.
"Let me get changed," she said dismissively, and deciding not to push, I turned and left.
I was sitting outside next to the fire pit as the sun set with Darryl and Donny when my wife finally appeared. The rain had ended, and although it was still quite damp and humid, we had decided to start a fire. Susie joined us wearing jeans, a long-sleeved shirt and a light jacket, and while she settled in, I went inside to get her some wine. When I returned, the heat of the fire had already enticed her to take off her jacket, and she sat between father and son looking fresh with her tight top accenting her lovely breasts.
Surprisingly, now together, my wife and Donny spent the next hour entertaining us with an account of their ATV ride. They had covered a good proportion of the ranch and had several close calls. During the description, I tried to pick up where they might have stopped for an encounter I was sure had occurred in some form. However, nothing they said provided any clue which left me frustrated.
We had polished off several rounds while the adventure was being told and along the way the last vestiges of cloud cover disappeared leaving a star lit sky. We decided on steaks for dinner and Darryl went off to make preparations while I took some coals from the pit to the grill. With that done, I went inside to help, again leaving my wife alone with her young seducer. For some reason, it was something I just couldn't leave alone. After every period of recovered sanity, my thoughts would return to their encounter in the SUV, and before I knew it I would be excited again.
We had a good dinner then returned to the fire followed by some time in front of the TV before calling it a night. Despite the drinking, it was all very polite with neither father nor son veering down an inappropriate path.
Like always, I was in bed first while Susie went to the bathroom before she joined me in her thong and t-shirt.
"You're naked. I guess you have some expectations," she said when her leg bumped against my exposed dick.
"Yes," I stated simply, while my arm pulled her tightly against me.
My hand went inside her shirt and found her nipples which I pulled on and rolled between my fingers until they were erect. This made her begin to move and soon she was grinding her ass against my hard dick, and I could tell by her writhing and soft sounds that she was as excited as me. Suddenly, Susie pulled her shirt off and then pushed her thong down until she could kick it off her feet. Now naked, she turned her head to find my lips and for the next few minutes we kissed passionately while I continued to tease her breasts.
After a very long embrace, my wife turned in my arms and with an impish smile pushed me onto my back and began a slow descent of my body until her soft lips came into gentle contact with the sensitive head of my dick. Now Susie is not averse to oral sex, but it's still something I view as a treat, so in my confused state, as her lips wrapped around my shaft, I immediately thought that she must be feeling guilty. I had been avoiding questioning her about the afternoon with Donny, but now I had to know which meant I couldn't enjoy the wonderful blowjob she was giving.
"Cum for me," she whispered, peering up with an incredibly seductive look.
"I want to cum inside you," I replied, which was true.
"Why?" she asked.
"I just do," I replied.
The truth was my answer was so bizarre that it would be impossible to explain. For some reason, I had to make sure my semen was in control of her vagina. On the off chance that Donny had ejaculated in my wife, I wanted my sperm to be in there going to war.
With a final lick, Susie climbed my body and pulled me to her opening then fell back and with a combined sigh we were connected. She starts rocking her hips very slowly while she stayed elevated above me staring into my face.
"What do you want?" she finally asked.
"Just what I'm getting," I answered, purposefully avoiding what I felt was her meaning.
"You know what I mean," she quickly followed.
"What did you do with him?" I asked, once again trying to deflect her question.
"Jeff, I'm not going to tell you until you explain what it is you want," she replied, and with that, her hips stopped moving, but she maintained eye contact.
"Susie, I honestly don't know. It changes every second. One second I find him seducing you exciting and the next second I'm terrified. I don't have a good answer," I told her honestly.
"You want to cum in me because you think his cum is in there. You would never turn down a blowjob otherwise," she guessed, and with my startled look she knew she was correct.
"I...I...don't know...maybe," I stammered, feeling incredibly exposed.
There was silence for almost a minute while we looked at each other before she spoke, "We stopped several times."
"What happened?" I asked, hoping this time she would be forthcoming.
"He said he needed to stretch his legs. We took our helmets off and he tried to kiss me," she explained.
"Tried?" I asked, to clarify.
"Yes, I said no, but he said it was what you wanted. He said he saw you look over the seat in the Tahoe and that you knew he was watching from the door later when we made love," she said and suddenly, with the revelation, I felt very small.
"Uhhh..." I started, trying to buy time to think up an explanation, but she cut me short.
"Did you look over the seat?" she demanded.
"Yes," I answered in a tiny voice.
"And you did nothing. Then the next day when I was feeling guilty and cried because I felt so bad you didn't say anything," she followed, with her tone becoming stronger.
"I..." I tried to speak, but once more she interrupted.
"I knew when he told me that he was telling the truth," she said.
"What...what happened," I asked, suddenly worried as my mouth became bone dry.
"What do you think?" she countered.
"You...you and him uhhh...had sex?" I forced out.
Again, there was a long silence before she spoke, "No, Jeff. We didn't. But, I thought about it."
"Then nothing?" I asked, and my voice betrayed a tiny hint of disappointment.
"I let him kiss me after he told me you saw us. And he's a very good kisser. We kissed for a long time," she explained, as her hips started a slow, deliberate rocking motion.
"That's it?" I asked.
"Yes, for the first stop. But we stopped again later, and thinking about you not telling me that you knew about the car had upset me. So, I let him do more," She explained.
"What more?" I blurted out, and pushed my hips up involuntarily.
"He touched me. And, he got me very excited and I touched him too. I came close Jeff. Very close. His penis was close," she said, and now it seemed her words were giving her some excitement as her movements became more pronounced.
"How close?" I practically yelled, no longer able to hide my excitement as I actively met her movements.
My wife leaned down until her lips were next to my ear and whispered, "It was touching me and it was dripping."
"Shit Susie...SHIT," I exclaimed, and flipped her onto her back while maintaining our connection.
She spread her legs wide to take my rapid thrusts, but held my head against her neck.
"What should I have done Jeff? What baby? Did you want him to fuck me? Tell me," she panted in rhythm to our movement.
"YES! YES! I wanted you to. I wanted you to come back full of his cum," I cried out in voice I didn't recognize.
I lasted only seconds after my lust filled admission shooting ropes of semen into my wife at a velocity I had never experienced before. Susie hadn't reached a climax, but she dutifully stroked the back of my head and kissed my ear until I could catch my breath. Then, I rolled my sweaty body to her side.
"I'm sorry," I finally whispered.
There were multiple things to be sorry for, but I left it non-specific.
"Shhh...be still," she replied.
"I love you," I told her.
"I know you do," She answered quickly, and kissed my head.
The room became silent and minutes went by while I recovered from the powerful climax. Susie had quit stroking my hair, but I sensed she was still awake.
"How did you leave it...I mean what did you tell him?" I asked.
"He wants to meet in the den like he asked before," she replied softly.
"What did you say?" I asked, needing to know the answer.
"I said I would think about it," she responded.
"Do you want to?" I asked, as the dry feeling in my mouth returned.
"It's your decision Jeff. You're pushing it. You need to tell me what you want when you're not horny," she stated.
That question was very difficult to answer, and unfortunately the warmth and closeness of her body coupled with the lingering images of her in the back seat fought with my rational mind that knew I was playing with fire.
After a long silence, I answered, "I need to think about it."
The emotional and physical toll from the day soon had me fighting to keep my eyes from closing. It was a battle I lost and it was only some time later that I half-awoke and reached for Susie but found the bed empty. A quick glance to the bathroom let me know it was unoccupied, and with that I instantly knew where I would find my wife. It was knowledge that both excited and terrified me, but with slow, deliberate movements I climbed from the bed trying to remain quiet while I pulled on my boxers then moved towards the bedroom door.
It was firmly closed and I stood there for several seconds trying to recall whether it made any noise when it was opened. Finally, knowing I really had no choice, I slowly turned the knob then pushed gently, thankful that it eased open silently. The main room, with everything off, was illuminated only by the ambient outside light, which provided just enough illumination to see objects in the room, and from where I stood I could just make out the head and shoulders of my wife centered in the middle of one of the couches, facing backwards. She was making a slow rocking motion, and I realized she was riding Donny who was no doubt sunk down further out of my sight.
At first there were no sounds which seemed odd and I fought, just like in the Tahoe, with my response.
"Damn baby you feel good," Donny announced in a voice that I could clearly make out.
"Shhh...you need to be quiet," my wife quickly rebuked him.
Not wanting to be seen, and knowing their attention would be on the bedroom door, I quietly closed it then moved to a position closer and to one side of the mating couple. From there, I could make out my wife straddling Donny's waist and slowly fucking him while his hands guided her ass and he sucked on her breasts. I was also close enough that I could make out their whispered conversation.
"I'm glad you finally gave it up," Donny said to her when his mouth left her nipple.
"Me too," Susie whispered back.
"You think you can cum again," he asked, making me realize they must have been fucking for some time.
"Maybe. It feels really good," she replied.
"Does he know about the pictures?" Donny asked.
"Know and don't you dare show them to anyone," she replied quickly, and I knew that by her admission more had occurred on their ride than she had admitted.
They went on for a few more minutes before Susie suddenly stopped and announced she needed to rest. She climbed off Donny's cock and fell next to him on the couch where they immediately began to kiss. Fearing I would be caught if they got up, and realizing the main event had already occurred, I made my way back to the bedroom, flopped onto the bed and stared at the ceiling.
Alone in the quiet, I contemplated the last two days and the guilt I undoubtedly shared with Susie. So much, so fast with little discussion and understanding made me wonder if our marriage would survive. Was she really the woman I thought I married? Was I the man she thought she married? I thought about the ride home and the discussion we were going to need to have. I also thought about the hunting lease. How would I ever be sure that Donny wouldn't blab, and how would I face the others knowing that they knew my wife has been fucked by Darryl's son?
I guessed at least thirty minutes or an hour had elapsed since I left the main room when I heard a loud noise then a short silence followed by more noises that sounded like talking. Had they become so into their lust that they no longer cared if I knew? At first, I tried to ignore it, but the sounds persisted, so once more I climbed from the bed and went to the door. This time, when I looked into the room it was easier to see as the opposite bedroom door was ajar and light was streaming out. It allowed me to witness the full detail of the sordid scene that was occurring before me.
My wife was positioned on the couch on her knees propped up by her elbows on the far armrest of the nearest couch and behind her Darryl, naked from head to toe, was pounding her pussy mercilessly. The sounds I heard were her mixed cries of pain and pleasure and his occasional lewd remarks. His son, looking spent, was flopped in a stuffed chair still naked, watching and idly stroking his cock.
"I knew you were hot for a fuck. Didn't take Donny long to get your panties off," he called out to Susie making no attempt to hide his voice.
The only response that came from her was a series of loud grunts and whines that let me know she was a willing participant in the sex.
Slowly, I eased forward to get a better view until I entered the peripheral vision of Darryl who looked at me expressionless for a moment before returning his full concentration to the fucking he was giving my wife. If he was concerned about my reaction, it didn't show, and that reality both angered and confused me. Still, I couldn't take my eyes off of Susie and the look of lustful abandon that was on her face.
"Whack!" The sharp sound of the older man's hand slapping my wife's ass filled the room followed by his demand, "Squeeze that pussy baby."
Her reaction was a series of high pitched moans and whines accompanied by a smile from Darryl that indicated she was fulfilling his demand. At the same time, the sound of her pussy slurping in time to the pistoning of his shaft became apparent.
"Whack!" His hand hit her ass hard again for no reason other than he could. Amazingly, it had the effect of making Susie cry out in passion.
"Ohhh...ohhh God....ohhh...do it..." she implored him.
"Feel good baby?" he demanded more than asked.
"Yess...yess...oh yes...oh yes..." she replied over and over until she saw me standing and watching.
Instantly, a look of panic hit her face, but she made no effort to separate from the older man. We held each other's stare for several seconds while her body moved from the force of her lover's thrusts until she finally looked down as squeals of pleasure returned to her half-open mouth.
Darryl started moving faster and the wet slapping sounds grew louder. When her ass started thrusting back, I knew her orgasm was imminent and sure enough, seconds later, she cried out in an unworldly voice, almost a scream, and her body stiffened. Then, a series of moans escaped her mouth and her body started to shake before it stiffened again and once again she cried out loudly.



I had never seen her have such a powerful orgasm, and while Darryl continued to fuck her hard her climax engulfed her for almost a minute while the room was filled by her cries of sexual abandon and Darryl fought to keep her still. Then it was Darryl's turn, and his release came in several violent thrusts, as he deposited his semen, while emitting a series of deep grunts.
"Damn woman. You're a damn good fuck," he forced out, then backed away while gasping to catch his breath.
As he did, I could see his cock leaving her and inch after inch came into view before his fat head finally appeared and the heavy member fell downward. I was stunned by his size. Now only partly erect, I guessed he was 8" or 9" long and very thick, with a noticeably larger head that was darkly shaded. It didn't seem possible that this monstrous tool had only seconds before been buried inside my slender wife. I knew that she had never had anything remotely that large, but she had shown no discomfort. Quite the contrary, as it was obvious it had taken her to new sexual heights and well and truly conquered her.
With only a quick look to me and a nod, he turned and walked towards his bedroom leaving Susie draped over the arm rest with her body still twitching. Just as he disappeared, she fell to her knees on the floor next to the couch with her head and shoulders draped across the seat cushion. Donny showed no sign of helping, and seeing her that way brought out the compassion in me, so I moved next to her, helped her up and half carried her to our bedroom.
"Make love to me," she called out as soon as she was on the bed.
I knew she was really seeking forgiveness and reassurance, but I stayed standing, denying her redemption this time.
"My God Susie. What happened?" I demanded.
"Please," she whined, while reaching her arm out.
Her hand found mine and our fingers entwined. Despite what I had just witnessed, I couldn't bear to see her so distraught. Thus, I let her pull me towards her until I was next to her on the bed. She tried to move in a way that would put me on top of her and at first I rejected her attempts, but like most times, eventually she was successful and I found myself partially between her legs. From there, it was easy for her to push my boxers down, find my dick and pull it towards her oozing slit.
"Ohhhh...." she called out just a little too loudly, as my dick wormed its way in.
I could tell her passage was stretched, and I thought her response was purposefully emphatic. Her hands went quickly to my ass she began moving more deliberately than normal encouraging me to push deeply inside her well used pussy.
Without speaking, I started to fuck my wife while feeling the results of her previous couplings with father and son. Her usually snug channel was now loose and very wet from her own flow and the deposits she had received. It wasn't long before her opening was slurping and air released in a series of awkward sounds. I realized that somewhere in the woman that I thought was beautiful, stylish and conservative lived a slut who decided to reveal herself.
"Did you like it?" I finally asked.
It was a question brought forth by the awkwardness of the situation as much as anything. I was confused and angry, but at the same time, my culpability made me hold back a little too.
Susie didn't respond. At least not at first. It took twelve strokes into her before she said, "I'm sorry."
"Bullshit. You're just sorry you got caught. You're not sorry you left me to fuck Donny or let Darryl fuck you down with his big cock!" I challenged her, tired of her plea for forgiveness as she took each step in her descent.
"That's not true. It's not!" she quickly replied, while starting to whimper.
"Just spread your legs," I said to her rudely, but rather that argue she did what I demanded allowing me to get further penetration, but revealing something too.
We copulated in silence with only the grunts from our exertions filling the otherwise quiet room. However, as my anger at Susie's deceit began to subside, it was replaced with a strange feeling that made me want to add my semen to the father and son cocktail that had been left in her pussy. Suddenly, my balls were tingling, then tightening and soon thereafter, through gritted teeth, I tried to hide my climax as my seed shot forth.
"Did you cum?" Susie asked.
No doubt, my muted sounds coupled with the loss of muscle control in my body had given me away. Still, I refused to answer.
Susie's hands began stroking my back, ass and neck taking my release as a sign of forgiveness. I was too far gone to argue, so I allowed her to position me on her side and accepted her soft lips against mine without protest. Even with her infidelity, her soft pussy had once again milked me to a point of submission. I wanted to be angry and I wanted to reject her, but my head resting against her breast was so comfortable I allowed myself to settle.
I must have never really fallen asleep because I felt the bed move, and opening my eyes I saw Susie's slender waist and tight backside walking away from the bed. At first, I thought she was going to the bathroom, but when she reached the bedroom door she made a turn and exited from my view. Now, I suspected the worst and thought she was sneaking off to get once again with Donny. After counting to 500, I eased out of bed and quietly padded to the door, but looking out, I could see no sign of her in the living room. Thinking she was prone on one of the couches, I moved closer, but all I saw was Donny sleeping with his head back emitting soft snores.
For an instant, I felt happy, but then the reality hit me as to where she must have gone. Again, walking softly, I made my way to the door of the opposite bedroom where I stopped, took a breath and gained my bearings before looking around the corner.
The light was dim but it was enough to see Susie on the bed with Darryl. The bed sheet was pulled down exposing his naked body and my wife had a firm grip on the base of his heavy cock. As I watched, her head dipped until several inches of his cock disappeared into her mouth. At the same time, he arched his back and groaned appreciatively while his hand went to the back of her head.
"Suck it good baby," he demanded, then when she lifted off he said to her, "Lick my fat balls girl."
She quickly did as she was told and began lapping at his oversized gonads. For several minutes she alternated between his shaft and his nuts until he pulled her face to his and kissed her hard.
"Why are you here baby?" he asked when they stopped.
"I...I wanted to be with you..." she replied.
"You want more cock, don't you?" he asked, and Susie nodded without speaking, but it wasn't good enough for Darryl, "Tell me baby."
"I want it," she said.
It was normal answer for her as she usually struggled with being too provocative, but the older man wasn't going to let her off easily.
"What do you want? If you really want it you better ask for it," he replied, obviously enjoying her discomfort.
There were several seconds of silence before Susie answered, "I want you to fuck me."
I watched as Darryl moved to the side of the mattress then slapped the middle of the bed indicating where he wanted my wife. When she was in place, on her back with her legs spread, he rolled over her.
"Ohhhh...uggghhh..." Susie cried out as I saw his ass begin to descend, and her excited groans left no doubt that his big cock was invading her body.
His ass started a rolling motion as he moved his cock in and out while the rest of his body stayed amazingly still, and at the same time my wife's hand moved all over his shoulders, back and ass in a seemingly random pattern while tiny squeals of pleasure escaped her mouth.
"I knew you'd want more," he spoke to her roughly, after he found his pace.
"Uhhh...uhhh...uh huh," she finally forced out.
Darryl started moving faster and the squeaking of the bed joined the wet sounds of their coupling in filling the room. Suddenly, I realized I was standing naked slowly tugging on my dick and a wave of shame and self-consciousness swept through me. I thought about hurrying back for some clothes, but just as I was turning to go, Susie let out a sharp squeal of joy and her legs wrapped around the older man's waist.
"You're liking it," Darryl said, stating the obvious.
"I'm so full," my wife replied with a satisfied sigh.
"You like this big cock?" he followed.
"Yesss..." came here simple but revealing reply.
"Be careful or you'll be hooked," he told her while maintaining his steady and full motion.
"I am," my wife responded in a barely audible whisper.
"I know sweetheart...I know and you'll want more. Whose pussy is this now?" he challenged her.
"It's yours...for you," she replied, slightly louder now.
"I know," he answered and started thrusting harder.
"Oh yes, oh yes...oh please fuck me," she begged as her hands settled on his hairy ass.
Susie's normal verbal interactions during our lovemaking were soft moans and expressions of love. She had never been naughty or provocative, but now, stuffed with a fat cock, she was a hot slut, a quivering mass of sexual flesh taken to a base level. In fact, she didn't resemble in any way the woman I knew, my loving wife.
"Jeff, fuck you too?" Darryl asked out of the blue.
"Uh...yes," she answered.
"Lot of cock for one day. He know you're back getting more?" Darryl asked.
"No," she replied in a tiny voice.
"Fuck yeah baby. You need it bad," he said, once more stating the obvious.
"Uhhh...yes...uh huh," she whimpered in reply, and I could tell by her tone she was getting close.
"You on the pill?" he followed, making me wonder why he picked this moment to ask.
"No..." she answered meekly.
"Nothing?" he responded with surprise.
"No..." she said louder, this time almost defiantly.
"Damn girl you're going to get knocked up. Maybe already are with all the cream in you," he said.
"It's okay," she answered quickly.
Darryl grew quiet and concentrated on fucking my wife. He had pulled her legs back so that they were wrapped high around his waist giving him the ability to go deep, which brought squeals and groans of pleasure from Susie. His head was next to hers and he looked to be kissing her ear and neck, and I suspected she would have a nice hickey to show tomorrow.
I could see that he was now talking to her, but in a voice I couldn't make out, although her response gave me a good idea of the subject.
"Yes, yes...I want it," she cried out, and a few seconds later she followed with, "Yes, knock me up...give it to me. I want you to."
Her words seemed to excite them both because he began slamming into her very hard which quickly pushed her over the edge and then she was there.
"OHHH...OHHH YES! Fuck me...it's so good...so good..." she called out loudly as her body began to spasm and thrash.
For the next several minutes a litany of grunts, whines and moans came from her as her orgasm lingered, helped no doubt by the fact he continued to pummel her pussy. Finally, I sensed he was reaching the point of no return when I saw his back stiffen, and just as my wife was calming down his release arrived.
"Yeah...here it is...here it is...you feel it? Damn you're making me cum. Your belly's going to swell for sure," he panted.
With a final strong push that drew a loud moan from Susie, his body became rigid with his back arched and he held that position for a long time before, with a large intake of air and a satisfied sigh, he collapsed onto her. Her hand began to stroke the back of his head in an intimate gesture while her other hand pushed on his ass encouraging a few small movements.
I left them there thinking that Susie would follow me soon, but after waiting in bed for over thirty minutes, I finally fell asleep. The morning light was just peaking through the curtains when I was awakened by the sound of the bathroom door opening and the shower starting. It had been hours since I had left her and my immediate thought was that she had been with Darryl all night getting fucked who knows how many times. When Susie appeared from the bathroom, she came to bed naked, and I could see that her eyes were red and she had an exhausted look.
"How many times?" I asked when she was next to me.
"Three," she answered, and when I tried to climb on top of her to get my turn she said, "Jeff, I can't. I'm tired and very sore."
Instantly, her words incensed me and it took all my willpower to contain myself. She had had plenty of time, actually gone out of her way behind my back, to fuck father and son, but was now denying her husband.
I got up just before nine and was thankful to find that Darryl and Donny had already left. When Susie hadn't appeared by noon, I went in to check on her and found her just beginning to stir. As I feared, there was a quarter size hickey at the base of her neck, several more on her breasts and her pussy was red and quite swollen. When she stood, I could also see the remains of Darryl handprint on her butt cheek. We quickly packed, mostly in silence, closed up the house and hit the road.
"You going to explain to me what happened?" I asked when we pulled up to the gate.
Susie was curled up in the seat sipping coffee and my question startled her, as I suppose she expected a longer reprieve.
"I don't know what to say right now. I'm very ashamed," she said softly.
"Susie, you were begging Darryl to make you pregnant," I challenged her.
"I know it's bad but it was just dirty talk. You know it can't happen," she replied.
"Well I hope your count was accurate," I said, and got out to open the gate.
In the short time it took me to unclasp and swing it open, I had a surge of emotion hit me. I was shocked and angered by her actions, but there was something else too. The next thing I knew, I was opening the passenger door.
"Get out and turn around," I demanded.
The wild look in my eye must have warned her not to argue because she did as instructed, and I positioned her so that she was standing just outside the cab then pushed her torso face down onto the seat.
"Jeff...?" she started, when my hand went to the button on her jeans.
"Shhhh!" I commanded.
It was an easy motion to push her jeans and thong down to her ankles. Then, I made her kick her shoes off and used my foot to push them completely off. I used my hand on her slit to generate some lubrication, while listening to her whine from the soreness, and when she was ready I stepped forward and pushed my way in.
As soon as she was slick enough, I started pounding her hard not caring if she was receiving any pleasure. With my hands, I pushed her top and bra around her neck and started mauling her breasts. A car whizzed by and I'm sure if they looked close they could tell what was happening, but it never slowed.
Whack! I slapped her ass hard like Darryl had right on top of his still visible handprint.
"Ughhh..." Susie let out a quick gasp, but I ignored it.
"What's wrong? You don't want my baby?" I asked, then slapped her ass again.
"Jeff...?" She began, but I cut her off with another hard slap.
"If you're going to be a slutty wife then I'm going to get mine too," I yelled at her."
"I am not a slut! Let me up!" she demanded and tried to use her arms to push me off, but I held firm until she gave up.
"Yes, you are," I said in a flat, even voice.
"Jeff, I'm not. Don't say that," her voice now pleading.
"You fucked two strangers in one day. A father and son and went back for more. What's that make you," I challenged her.
"You wanted me to!" she cried out, and even though I never specifically said so, I couldn't deny the truth of her statement.
"Yes, and now I'm taking what I want too," I grunted.
I was getting close and struggling to hold off, as for some strange reason her defilement excited me.
"Tell me you wanted me too!" she cried out again, and I realized it was important I say the words.
"Susie, I wanted you to. I wanted you to fuck them and come back to bed with your pussy full of cum," I answered.
"Oh Jeff, I'm yours. I'll always do what you want," she moaned, and I could tell my words had provided her some relief, although I wasn't through pushing.
"Mine? You offered Darryl your womb," I said, reminding her of her plea to be impregnated.
"Oh baby...do it...knock me up. Give me a baby," she let out in the same soft, whimpering voice she had used with Darryl, and at the same time, I felt her push back against me.
Suddenly, my balls were tightening, the familiar feeling radiating from my groin appeared and seconds later I was indeed emptying my semen into my wife's well used and raw pussy.
We talked all the way back and for weeks after. We both agreed we had been wrong in going about what we had done and we recommitted ourselves to each. But, our sex life changed dramatically as we both had learned something about ourselves.
*
The texts and emails form Donny started within a few days, but Susie made sure I knew about them and read each one. I even saw the pictures he had taken which showed her topless next to the ATV with her small nipples hard from the cold air. She politely answered some of them, but gave him no reason to believe anything more was forthcoming. However, there is an email from Darryl that she doesn't know I'm aware of that has me concerned. For some reason, she hasn't shared this contact.
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I stood at the exit from customs anxiously awaiting the arrival of my company's special guest that had just landed on a flight from Beijing through Tokyo. Professor Tze Yeung Lok was an expert; some considered him the leading expert, on Chinese herbs and natural compounds. It had taken the company, Apollo Pharmaceuticals, over a year to convince the Professor to travel to our headquarters to lecture and collaborate with the research team. Although at twenty-nine I was still very much a junior member of the team, I had been selected to play host, chauffeur and something of an interpreter as well. The reason for this was that I had minored in Mandarin at school and spent a year doing post-grad work in China. Thus, I was naturally deemed an expert on all things Chinese.
In front of me were two large sliding doors that periodically opened, allowing small groups to emerge, and giving the waiting crowd a peek into the arrivals corridors and the throng of passengers. Each time it opened, I looked up hopefully but it was almost twenty minutes before I spotted the Professor, recognizing him from pictures. I skirted the others gathered around the doors and met him just as he stepped from the cordoned area.
"Professor Lok?" I asked in a hopeful voice.
Without speaking he nodded his head and a big smile came to his face. We shook hands while I, in my best Mandarin, introduced myself then taking one of his bags I motioned in the direction of my car.
The first thing I noticed about the Professor was that the pictures did not capture the warmth and energy he showed in person. His bio had said he was fifty-one and the pictures indeed showed a mature man but in person he exuded a playful charm that softened his age. From my perspective, it was a good development since it looked like my job was going to be much easier.
The Professor was mostly bald and appeared to be about 5' 9" tall. In addition, he was thin and wore wire rim glasses. His rumpled, loose fitting clothes were indicative of someone that had just completed a long journey.
"You must be quiet tired," I said in Mandarin as we left the parking garage.
"Please Jim. May we speak in English? I would like to improve my skill during this visit," he responded.
"Of course," I answered even though I had hoped for just the opposite. My words brought out once again his open, beaming smile.
The rest of the drive we chatted idly about a variety of things and when we arrived at his hotel, which would be his home for the next two months, I helped him check in then gave him a local cell phone that was preprogrammed with my number and told him to call me as soon as he felt like getting out. Purposefully, he had arrived on a Saturday, to allow for a day of rest, so we had a free day before he was expected at the facility.
"Did everything go okay?" my wife Stephanie asked when I got back. She was straightening the house while jazz music played in the background.
"Yes it did and he seems like a really good guy," I told her.
"Great. That will make things much easier," Steph replied reaffirming my view.
My wife Stephanie or Steph for short is the joy of my life. She is an amazing beauty standing 5'7" tall and weighing in at 126 pounds. Her frame, as you can imagine, is quite slender, with long, smooth legs and perfectly shaped B-Cup breasts. Her hair is jet black and she has large dark brown eyes that make me melt. To top it off, she has full succulent lips that are soft and perfect for kissing. The conventional view is that I punched way above my weight class when I landed her as in comparison I am quite average. I'm 5'11" and have a medium build with more or less average looks but I am in pretty good shape. In fact, the reason Steph and I got together was because of our love for activities. We met through a group that cycled on weekends and ended up training together for Sprint Triathlons.
That first meeting was five years ago when I was twenty-four and she was twenty-three and after dating for a year we got married. We continue to enjoy sports and outdoor activities and had put off starting a family although we both realized we needed to start soon.
Like I mentioned above, I am a junior member of the research team for a drug company and have been in this role since graduating college. Steph works in commercial real estate having started in marketing but recently moved into leasing.
It was after lunch the next day when the phone rang and I saw that Professor Lok was calling.
"Hello Professor. I hope you rested well," I spoke in English per his request.
The Professor stumbled with his English but I was able to understand that he had indeed been able to get some sleep, despite the jet lag, and had enjoyed a late breakfast. For the last few hours, he said he been watching TV and waiting for a civilized time to phone. His description made me start to laugh, which made him as well. After chatting for a while, it was decided that I would pick him up and let him spend the afternoon with us in our home.
Both Steph and I prefer the urban life to suburbia so we had purchased a small three-bedroom bungalow in an eclectic neighborhood near the city center. It was a fabulous location for parks, the arts, dining and entertainment but meant that we didn't have the big yard and pool. It was a forty minute round trip to pick up the Professor and when we returned Steph met us at the door and I noticed by the expression in the Professor's eyes that he approved. Steph, always the good hostess, had prepared tea, which thrilled our guest and we sat in the small back yard and got to know each other.
It was a great afternoon. The Professor was charming and showed the same open mannerisms that he did at the airport. Steph and he got along quite well and maintained a lively conversation for the entire afternoon. Later, after I had dropped him back at the hotel, my wife agreed that he was indeed quite charming. We laughed thinking about how he would be able to manipulate the stiff researchers that were very set in their ways.
In fact, that was exactly what happened. Professor Lok made quite the splash at the facility and with his personality he soon was being hounded for social engagements with many of the senior staff. This went on for a couple weeks then, like most things, started to wane. Make no mistake, he was still in demand and considered quite interesting but dinners four to five nights a week had now become one or two.
The Professor seemed to be enjoying himself immensely with all the attention. Plus, while the senior staff might lack in social graces they were still very intelligent people and we could see that Professor Lok enjoyed this element.
During this time, Steph and I had only seen the Professor once for lunch and that was at his insistence. It had been on a Saturday and been relatively brief as he had an engagement later to attend. However, sensing that things had calmed socially, I asked him on a Thursday if he wanted to come over and watch a movie with us the following night. He immediately accepted with eagerness and we agreed we would leave straight from work the following day.
When we arrived, Steph was busy in the kitchen working on dinner. Having changed from her work attire into slacks and a sleeveless blouse, she was trying to put an oriental spin on the preparation, which was challenging, but she seemed to be having a good time with it. We had purchased several bottles of a decent California Chardonnay and Steph had already opened a bottle and poured a glass. I filled two glasses for the Professor and me and we retired to the living room and chatted while Steph finished.
The dinner was excellent and it was easy to see from the reactions of our guest that he enjoyed it. I was happy to see that my wife and the Professor were interacting and even though the conversation at times was stilted it was apparent everyone was having a good time. We all helped with putting the dishes in the sink then moved again to the living room while we continued to sip on the wine. It had made a big impression on the Professor and I seemed to be in a continual state of refilling his glass.
"Thank you very much," Professor Lok said to my wife in deliberate English when we were all seated.
"You are very welcome," Steph responded with an appreciative smile.
For the next hour, we chatted with jazz music playing in the background. It was my wife's first opportunity to spend any significant time with our guest and she pummeled him with sincere questions about China, his background and his family. Professor Lok appeared to be enjoying the discussion and would give slow rambling answers to her questions filled with detail along with philosophical thoughts that had her mesmerized. What he lacked in perfect English he made up with sincerity.
Steph had begun fidgeting on the couch and raising her arms over her head in a stretching motion. It wasn't anything new for me as she often felt stiff after a long day at work but I noticed that Professor Lok was watching with some interest. At first, he merely observed but after twenty minutes or so he asked her about her condition.
"Oh, it's just the result of a long week of work," my wife informed him.
"Perhaps you are working too hard," he suggested.
"Thank you! I am!" she replied with a quick glance at me.
"Would you like it fixed?" The Professor asked. His face showed nothing but seriousness.
"What do you mean?" my pretty wife asked.
With that, the Professor stood and motioned for me to rise as well then with his arms indicated to my wife that she should lay prone along the length of the couch. There was a quick questioning look at me but when I shrugged she followed his directions.
Her head was now inches from one armrest and her feet almost touching the other. The Professor, taking up position behind her head, snaked his hands under her skull and neck. His arms indicated he was performing a slow manipulation but the exact actions were hidden from view by her dark hair than was fanned out. Standing to one side, I watched his work and saw that Steph's body was beginning to relax. Five minutes later, he removed his hands and when he put a finger to his lips directing me to be quiet I realized that my wife was now asleep.
"What did you do?" I asked with wonder when we had quietly moved to the backyard.
"I told her body it was fine to relax," he giggled.
"Your fingers delivered the message?" I playfully replied.
"Yes," he responded with a big grin.
When he had finished his glass of wine, I drove him to the hotel and returned to find Steph still prone on the couch exactly as we had left her. She looked so completely relaxed and content that I took a shawl and draped it over her legs thinking it was best to just leave her alone.
The following morning, as the morning sun was filtering through the bedroom shades, movement in the bed that I soon learned was my wife, who had crawled beneath the sheets and was now fondling my dick, awakened me.
"Ummmm... that's how a man likes to wake up," I moaned as her mouth found me.
For the next several minutes, she sucked me and brought me to full arousal before climbing over my body and pulling my dick into her ready slit.
"Mmm... damn," she whined with her mouth now next to my ear.
"No shit Steph..." I answered while arching my back to meet her body.
"You left me all alone," she half-heartedly chastised me while undulating her hips.
"Sweetie, you looked so content I didn't want to bother you," I told her.
"My God I slept so deeply. It was amazing. I have never slept like that before. What happened?" she asked while continuing the ride.
"The Professor used his hands on your head and neck. Before I knew it you were out," I spoke between gasps caused by the wonderful feeling of her wet pussy.
"Mmm... I need him to do it again next time I'm stressed," she answered then leaned forward to kiss me. I took her ass in my hands while we kissed and pulled her into me hard.
"Honey, I'm not going to last long," I warned.
"Okay wait," she answered jumping off quickly and pulling a condom from the nightstand. Steph wasn't on the pill because of the effect it had on her body so we practiced a combination of cycle following and condom use. It was difficult at times when we were excited or had too much to drink but so far we had avoided a pregnancy.
I lay back with my hands over my head while my wife rolled the sheath over my rigid cock then quickly she sat back on top of me. Soon, we were back in rhythm but now the latex acted to desensitized me and I could be more aggressive.
"Go Steph... do it," I encouraged while rolling her nipples between my fingers.
"Ohhh... mmm..." she moaned in response.
I began to thrust up against her hard, practically throwing her off me, and before long I saw the distant look come over her face that usually portended her climax. Sure enough, soon thereafter her body tensed and her movements became forced.
"Jim! Oh Jim. Ohhhh... mmm... Oh I love you... UGGHHHH... UHHH... UHHH," she cried as she released.
With that, she collapsed on my chest and I stroked her soft hair until she recovered.
"You're beautiful," I whispered to her.
"You owed me that. For leaving me alone," she replied in a faux pouty voice.
It was at least ten minutes later that she rolled off me and snuggled against my side. We often lay like this after making love and I really enjoyed the connection it brought. It wasn't long before I felt her hand on my dick tugging at the condom and when it was off she tossed it on the floor and lazily began stroking me. Steph was in no hurry and just seemed to be content to play. It felt so good that I surely wasn't going to complain but the result was that it was another ten minutes before I finally let go, covering my stomach and chest with semen.
"That was a big one," Steph giggled looking up at me.
"Long build up," I replied and started laughing too.
It wasn't until well after lunch that we finally got out of bed. During our lovemaking, I couldn't help but think that something in the technique the Professor had used had not only put my wife to sleep but also made her ready for sex.
It was exactly two weeks later when we had the professor over for dinner again. By now, the invitations from others in the company had definitely waned so I felt something of an obligation to keep him entertained, although I really didn't mind. I truly enjoyed his company as did Steph.
The Professor and I came to our house straight from work arriving just before six. Steph's intent was to prepare a traditional Chinese dinner and she had spent some time researching recipes from his region and shopping at the Asian supermarkets.
He had brought with him a bag and from it he pulled a bottle of clear fluid that he said was liquor from his home province. After he explained that the liquor should be sipped, he asked if we had any small cups, which lead to an exploration of the cupboards and a decision to use two sake cups and one-shot glass.
Both Steph and I gasped loudly on our first sip as the strong liquor burned a path down our throats, which brought a giggle from the Professor. Even though the small vessels weren't empty, he refilled them to the brim and once again we sipped the contents. Being better prepared, we were able to down the liquor with less drama but it was clear that it was very strong stuff.
Despite the strength of the liquor, the jovial nature of the Professor kept us drinking while Steph finished preparing the dinner so that by the time we sat down we were already quite buzzed.
"Professor, do you drink this every day in China?" my wife asked while sporting a silly grin.
"No... no... it is meant for special times," he answered.
"Special times?" she asked.
"Yes... with people you like," he followed with a bow.
"Well we are honored then," she replied and raised the small glass and sipped, which made the Professor's face explode in a smile.
The dinner was very good and even though far from authentic we could tell by how he ate that the Professor was appreciative. We had planned to have wine too but with the Chinese liquor we opted to abandon that idea.
When dinner was finished, Steph put the plates in the sink while I loaded a DVD we had selected. It was a comedy that amazingly had Chinese subtitles. As soon as Steph joined us, we sank into the couch with her in the middle and started the movie. Professor Lok continued to pour the liquor albeit at a slower pace and either its taste was growing on us or our senses were being destroyed because it was now going down much easier.
The Professor and I were still in our work clothes. For me, that meant khakis and a Polo shirt while for him it was his standard fare of loose fitting trousers and a long sleeve button shirt. Only Steph had been able to change and was wearing slacks and a sleeveless button shirt.
Concentrating on the movie didn't last long as we were all getting hammered and the liquor was giving us a happy high.
"Honey, come rub my feet they're sore," Steph said in a whiny voice less than twenty minutes after we sat down.
I dutifully pulled her bare feet into my lap and began rubbing on them while watching the movie. While doing so, I could see the Professor watching with some interest.
"Jim, you are doing it incorrectly," the Professor finally stated. The fact that his pronouncement was exceedingly bold for him and the way he said it made both Steph and I begin to laugh and quickly he was laughing with us.
"You take over then," I said pushing her feet towards him when the laughter died down.
I expected that he would politely decline so, even in my inebriated state, I was surprised when he not only accepted her feet but also moved onto the floor in front of her and took them into his hands.
He gently placed her left foot on the floor and took her right in both his hands. Then, with slow precision, he started exploring the sole of her foot as if he was searching for some hidden treasure. I had never thought that much about feet and certainly didn't find them particularly interesting but clearly the Professor did. I was watching him, wondering what he was trying to accomplish, when I heard the first sigh from my wife.
Steph's head was tilted back resting against the couch, her eyes were shut and her mouth was opened slightly. By her look, I could tell whatever he was doing felt very good. My eyes shifted back to the Professor and I could see his thumbs were concentrating on a spot just below the pads of her toes. He again started a searching motion and then seemed to find what he was looking for. Just as he pressed, Steph whimpered in response.
With focused attention, his fingers soon were causing more sounds to come from my wife until I noticed her body also begin to move. At first, I thought it was because what he was doing must have been uncomfortable but soon I realized it was her response to the pleasure she was feeling. Then it hit me and when it did I felt both naive and embarrassed. The Professor, through his touch, was turning on my wife.
Despite my emotions, something in me wouldn't stop it or look away. I watched her response build as he manipulated her foot and then suddenly he set it down and moved to the other. He followed the same process as before but now he had a much more excited woman. Her moans and whines were coming openly and without any apparent shame. After several minutes, she opened her eyes and looked at me and as we stared at each other I realized she had a hunger, a need in her that required attention.
"She is ready now," he declared while setting her foot down. I knew what he meant but it was so completely bizarre that I was at a loss about what to do. This 50ish foreigner had just worked my wife into a sexual frenzy. There was no question she needed attention but standing and taking her would acknowledge and validate the situation.



Our eyes met again and in that moment I knew what I needed to do. Standing, I lifted Steph to her feet and without speaking we left the living room and the Professor.
"Jim?" my wife tried to speak when we entered the bedroom but it was all she got out before my lips found hers.
We tore each other's clothes off and fell on the bed. Her deep breathes made her body heave and for some reason I had to reach between her legs. I knew what I would find. In fact, I would have been surprised to find otherwise. Still, it was shocking to discover that my beautiful wife had been made sodden, completely and utterly soaked, through the actions of our Chinese visitor.
Having confirmed my suspicions, any control within me vaporized and I rolled onto my wife and pushed my dick easily inside. Stephanie feels good all the time but this time she felt fantastic. For an instant, I wondered if it was just her body or if my mind had been warped by the manipulation I had watched take place. Fortunately, that thought passed and I concentrated on making love to her. She was very excited, as much as I could recall, and with each thrust her body moved seductively beneath me as her passionate sounds filled the room.
The door to the room was behind me and somehow without looking I knew the Professor was watching us. When I saw my wife glance in that direction then quickly look away, I knew my suspicions were correct. Surprisingly, rather than upset me, I found that it added to the strange but exciting situation and began thrusting into Steph harder.
"Ohhh... Jim. What are we doing," she spoke softly into my ear.
"Shhh... don't worry," I replied. By now I was way too excited to deal with the Professor watching.
"Are you sure?" she asked in a whiny almost pleading voice but at the same time I felt her hips rolling and meeting my movements.
"Yes," was my simple response and I purposefully found her lips with mine and started a long, passionate kiss.
"Oh God do it," Steph panted when we finally broke.
"Do what baby?" I intentionally teased.
"Fuck your wife. Fuck me," she moaned. Steph rarely spoke those words and as a result, each time she did was a massive turn on. I started fucking her even harder and faster, which brought a new wave of sexual sounds from her.
It wasn't long before I knew she was on a path towards an orgasm so I concentrated on keeping my movements steady and consistent. Soon, I was rewarded with her cries of pleasure as her body began to spasm beneath me.
"Ohhh... Jim. Ohhh baby... mmm... mmm... ohhh..." she whined. My head was buried in her neck as I tried to hold off my release but looking up, just for a second, I caught her again looking towards the door. It sent me over the edge and with a quick move I pulled out of her just as my cock started sending jets of milky cum over her body.
I fell to her side and we lay there motionless and panting as we tried to catch our breath. I looked towards the door but there was no sign of the Professor so I surmised that he had gone back to the living room once the show was over.
"That was close," Steph finally spoke a minute or so later. She was referring to my ejaculation and the fact that I had barely been able to get my cock out of her before I exploded.
"Sorry, you just felt too good," I responded.
"So did you," she answered. Then after a moment she said, "That was pretty weird."
"I know. Are you okay?" I asked.
"Maybe. I guess," she replied. The way she said it made me think it was intended to illicit from me a response of understanding.
"I'm sorry," I said dutifully, while pulling her body against me and giving her a firm hug.
"You better check on our guest," Steph replied and releasing her I climbed out of bed and pulled on my clothes beginning to wonder how I would face the Professor.
With a quick kiss to Steph, I walked the short distance to the living room and found the Professor was looking at a book and sipping more of the Chinese liquor.
"Perhaps it is time for me to go," he stated. His demeanor indicated to me that he felt somewhat uncomfortable by what had transpired. There was no question it had been a strange situation but, given his role, I was surprised at how he was now reacting. It made me wonder if the liquor affected him too.
I explained that it was best if we called a cab given how much we had to drink. He understood and agreed and so twenty minutes later I was shaking his hand at the front door as he left.
I returned to the bedroom and found that Steph was curled up under the blankets asleep. However, once I crawled in next to her and spooned against her backside I could tell she had woken.
"Are you awake?" I asked softly.
"Mmm... hmm," she replied very faintly.
"Well that certainly doesn't happen every day," I said jokingly, probing for her mood.
"No it doesn't. And now I'm very embarrassed," she answered.
"It's not that bad," I said still hoping I could reduce things.
"I guess that means you like having your wife seen naked in bed having sex," she replied and as she spoke she turned until she was facing me just inches away.
"He watched?" I asked even though I had suspected it.
"Yes, everything. And played with himself through his pants," she explained.
"And yet you had a nice orgasm," I answered.
"Ass," she said while giving me a sharp jab in the ribs.
I started laughing and then moved on top of my wife only getting token resistance. As soon as I entered her we began to make love very slowly. Neither one of us reached a peak but we rocked together until I finally collapsed to her side and we fell asleep.
"You're going to have to take some lessons," Steph stated while I probed at her foot with my fingers trying to mimic what the Professor had done. It was Wednesday, five days since she had received the treatment from our Chinese friend, and several times I had attempted to get her worked up.
"Nothing?" I asked with a hint of frustration.
"It's like you find the spot then it moves and you don't stay with it," she explained.
"Damn. I want to learn the trick. Think of the power I would have!" I said with a laugh.
"It would definitely be a nice if you did," Steph agreed.
"Should we invite the Professor over for another lesson?" I asked with a smile.
The events of the previous weekend had left my wife feeling very vulnerable and she had asked that we skip having him over until she came to grips with her thoughts. I had noticed that the Professor had been acting a bit strange too so I agreed with her.
"Not right now. Not yet," she answered. My question had been meant as a joke but she seemed to have taken it seriously.
Originally, I had thought that being seen naked in bed having sex was the issue she would have the hardest time dealing with. But, as we talked about it, it became clear that her biggest concern was the way she had so easily responded to another man's touch. Not just any man either but a mature man, many years her senior, who she had not been attracted to in any way. I tried to console her by saying that it was just her body responding and she shouldn't let it get in her head but she could only partly accept that view. We had discussed this in some form multiple times over the past few days and, by her body language, it looked like we were going to once more.
"Doesn't it bother you?" she asked. Her question was vague, maybe intentionally so, but I knew where she was going.
"No, it doesn't. It was surprising in some ways but I don't think it's worth dwelling on," I replied.
"Surprised that your wife got hot?" she asked, now clearly fishing.
"Honey, we've discussed this. Yes, that surprised me. Hell I was surprised that there was even such a technique. But come on. It's over. And it was fun in some ways. You have to agree on that. Let's move on," I implored her.
"Are you sure? I mean I feel like I violated our marriage," she replied with tears welling in her eyes. Now it was clear what had been bothering her.
"Oh sweetheart. Don't be crazy. Don't think that way. We did it together. I was right there with you every step so don't think like that at all," I answered while moving next to her and pulling her into my arms.
"Are you sure?" she whimpered softly.
"Yes, I'm sure," I replied instantly while gently stroking the side of her beautiful face.
"I've been so worried. Like I let you down," she spoke while nuzzling her head against my chest.
"You didn't let me down. You've never let me down. Besides, I kind of liked seeing you get excited," I answered sincerely.
"Why?" she asked pushing away slightly and looking into my eyes.
"I don't know. It was different. A little wild. People need to let go and be crazy sometimes. Those are the things they remember," I explained.
"Kiss me," she demanded and I did what I was told holding her in a tight embrace while we explored each other's lips and mouth. When we finally broke, she gave me an impish look and said, "Now get back down there and figure out this foot thing."
Our discussion finally seemed to clear the air although over the next week there were several times I had to give her some reassurance. As the weekend approached, we discussed having the Professor over and agreed that we felt comfortable now with what had occurred. I spoke to him the following day at work and we agreed that the next Friday he would come over. He too seemed to have moved past the awkwardness and was pleased with the invitation.
On Friday morning, I was sitting at my workstation when the HR leader came by and asked me to drop by his office. Now, meeting with HR is rarely a good thing so it was with trepidation I followed him to his office where he closed the door behind us.
"Uhhh... Jim. We have something of an awkward situation that I need to discuss with you and I would ask that you keep this completely confidential," he began.
"Sure, okay," I replied nervously while fidgeting in my chair.
"You are easily the person that's closest to Professor Lok and well... there has been a situation... an allegation really that I need to..." he started to explain then stopped and looked at the floor for several seconds before continuing. "It seems that Andy Kwan and his wife Suzy had a problem with the Professor. Has anything happened out of the ordinary with you? I mean with you and your wife?"
My mind immediately jumped to the foot manipulation the Professor had performed and our subsequent sex. I fought to hold myself together and keep from blushing and quickly gauged how to respond before deciding I would play innocent.
"No sir. I think nothing. I mean I'm not sure what you're talking about but nothing out of the ordinary has occurred," I lied.
"I see well that's good to know," he responded.
"Can you be more specific?" I asked now gaining some courage.
The HR Director took a deep breath before speaking, "An allegation has been made that the Professor attempted to get Andy's wife to come to his hotel for sex."
Of course, I knew Andy and Suzy. They were about the same age as us and we often would end up together at functions. Suzy was a petite and very cute Asian woman who worked for a bank. Like us, they had not yet started a family.
"I see. I mean wow that's strange. No, I don't know anything about that," I replied a bit too quickly.
"Your wife hasn't mentioned anything?" he asked.
"Nothing," I immediately responded but this time I felt myself blushing.
"Okay, well that's good to know. Please keep this to yourself. It's very awkward for everyone and we need to handle things delicately," he said then stood and guided me from his office.
That horny old bastard was my first thought as soon as I was alone in the hall. My mind immediately began thinking about what all he might have done or tried to do. He had been very popular, receiving many social requests, since he arrived. Having seen the foot thing with my wife there was no doubt in my mind that he had tried something with Suzy. However, I wondered what other women in the company he had hit on that, like my wife, weren't talking. I debated as to whether I should mention it to Steph but decided that it was better for the time being just to keep it to myself.
Friday afternoon turned out to be a disaster. I got called into a meeting late that kept me in the office until well past five, which was just as well because as soon as I got free there was a message from my wife explaining that her car had a flat.
The Professor and I beat my wife home and I poured him a glass of the white wine he liked and we chatted in the small kitchen about work and China until Steph arrived thirty minutes later.
"What a day!" she exclaimed as soon as she stepped inside. The look on her face made both of us laugh and she soon joined in.
"I'm sorry sweetie," I said and gave her a kiss on the cheek.
"Go get the bags out of the car," she directed shoving me towards the back door.
When I returned, she was already working on dinner. Having shed her shoes, she was still in her stylish, dark pencil skirt and a long sleeve white blouse while bustling about. Amazingly, with only slight help from me, she quickly put together a very nice dinner. We consumed it quickly and even though I offered to clean while she relaxed she shooed us out. Finally, twenty minutes later she joined us in the living room carrying a freshly opened bottle of wine.
"Your dinner was very nice. Thank you," the Professor said in his heavy accent. What came through clearly, as always, was his sincerity, which pleased my wife greatly.
"You're very welcome," she answered with a smile and a slight nod.
Steph had taken a place between us on the couch and it wasn't long before we were engaged in a lively discussion. With the problems she had encountered, she hadn't had time to grab a movie so we were left with old-fashioned conversation. Fortunately, Steph loved to ask him questions about China, particularly his home province and his work, which the Professor always seemed happy to answer. As far as I could tell, there were no lingering uncomfortable feelings from anyone concerning his last visit.
After almost an hour of banter and drinking, a lull occurred in the conversation. After a period of silence, Professor Lok leaned forward, looked at me and then spoke.
"Your wife is very beautiful," he said with a serious expression as if he was stating a scientific principal.
Steph looked at me quickly then down between her feet and then back at me again before I answered, "Yes, she is."
"Okay, okay. Let's change the subject," she quickly interjected.
"Why? It's true," I answered. My response brought soft chuckles from Professor Lok.
"Stop it. You're embarrassing me," my wife spoke with a hint of concern in her voice.
"It is quite true," Professor Lok added in his stilted English.
"Okay, Professor tell me about growing up in China and your family," my wife asked trying hard to redirect the conversation.
The Professor did in fact, recognizing her discomfort, engage in a conversation where he described his upbringing and answered the follow on questions she asked. I found it all very cute and also amazing as it was the Professor who had created the awkward moment but now was reaping the attention of Steph. I let them converse for a while before I decided to interject with a question I knew would cause my wife some angst.
"Professor, why do you find my wife beautiful?" I asked.
"Jim!" Steph quickly exclaimed but I purposefully looked past her and made eye contact with him.
"Ahhh... a very good question. She has a very pleasing disposition, is quite attractive and I can tell her soul is very caring, very loving and wise. A wonderful combination that makes her beautiful," he said in a slow deliberate cadence. He was able to say it without stumbling or searching for his words, which was uncommon for him. I sensed that Steph was mesmerized by his description as she just stared at him without speaking.
"I think you are entirely correct," I responded after a few seconds. Just long enough for the message to sink in.
She looked at me with her big brown doe eyes and I knew that his words had completely captivated her. He could have probably asked for anything at that moment and had his way. Instead, we all sat in silence with the seconds turning into minutes before I finally spoke.
"So, Professor. Can you show me how to do the foot massage?" I asked trying not to laugh.
Before I spoke, I knew what Steph's reaction would be so I wasn't surprised when I felt her punch me in the shoulder.
"You jerk. Y'all were being so wonderful and you ruined it," she chastised me.
"Ahhh... that is an interesting technique to know," he spoke, which brought our attention to him.
"Can you teach me?" I asked still trying to tease Steph.
"Yes, teach him please. He needs to learn things," she offered to my detriment.
Steph's words actually caused me to bristle a bit and I responded, "Let's go. I'm ready."
I moved where I was kneeling in front of her ready to start. The Professor looked at me awkwardly at first but after a brief hesitation he joined me. I was trying to avoid eye contact with my wife but it wasn't long before I couldn't help it and looked up. The best way to describe her look was comical annoyance, which I took to mean I was free to go ahead but she wasn't expecting much.
The Professor lifted my wife's left foot into his hands gently and then taking her heel into his left hand placed his thumb against the bottom of her foot and pressed. At first, he seemed to be searching and Steph showed no reaction. However, moments later he apparently found what he was looking for because my wife made a noticeable response.
"Take her foot in your hand like this. Search for the magical spot. Find it but don't attack it," the Professor coached me in a quite serious tone. I did as instructed searching for something that would indicate I was on the right track.
"What am I looking for?" I asked as I probed.
"A feeling. You will feel it in your fingers," he explained.
I searched for several minutes feeling increasingly stupid and futile but suddenly I came across something and just as he had described a feeling shot through my thumb into my own body. At the same instant, I noticed Steph squirm slightly.
"Yes, you are close. Now very gently you must maintain contact with the feeling," he told me.
Suddenly, I was serious and focused on his words and trying to use all my senses to keep a connection with the feeling her foot was providing. It was difficult and to do it I found I needed to block out all external influences and all thought. In moments I would be connected and then it would disappear then reappear once more. It was like learning to ride a bicycle and after probably twenty minutes or so I was able to maintain some minimal connectivity.
"Yes, you are doing well," the Professor told me. His words were encouraging but it was when I looked up and saw Steph pleading with her eyes that I felt empowered. Her look let me know I was doing something right.
"I'm getting tired," I told him. It was true. The required concentration was beginning to drain my strength.
"Rest then," he replied. The Professor had been merely holding her foot while he let me take the lead in eliciting a response.
Now he set her foot on the floor as I did and we sat back and looked at Steph. I could tell she had been a bit aroused from my machinations but was still firmly in control of herself and she stared back at us with a smile.
"Know any other tricks?" I asked Professor Lok with a laugh.
"Many," he responded. His face was calm but in his eyes I could see a fire.
"Like what?" I asked.
"These are more aggressive. They are meant only for a couple," he explained.
"Then how do you learn?" I asked.



"Ha! It is best if a husband first learns with a... a... concubine and then performs on his wife," he said. It was one of the rare occasions I had found him nervous about speaking.
"Don't even think about it," Steph spoke up, which made us both laugh.
"What do you mean by aggressive?" I asked not willing to let the conversation die.
"The women must be undressed," he said in a very matter-of-fact way.
"Undressed meaning completely naked?" I asked to clarify.
"Yes, it is required," he replied.
"Steph, time to get naked," I announced. My words surprised even me. The words came out pointed and demanding, completely out of character to our normal respectful and loving relationship.
"Are you mad?" she responded.
"Sorry, I got carried away," I instantly answered.
While my wife was rebuking me, I noticed that Professor Lok had taken her foot in his hands again. Her scowl was almost immediately replaced with a softer look. I knew what he was trying to do and in that moment I realized I had a decision to make. The thought of Steph responding so completely last time combined with the liquor propelled me forward. There was something else too. Something about my knowledge of his attempts to seduce Suzy and who knows who else acted as an erotic stimulant. Feeling devilish, I decided to see where things might go.
I let the Professor spend several minutes touching her foot before I spoke, "Steph, you look so beautiful."
From her heavy eyes, I could tell she was already becoming lost. With labored breath she spoke, "Jim, what are you doing? Is this what you want?"
I took her hand in mine and kissed it giving her my answer. Then, slowly I guided her onto her back while the Professor never released his contact. For the next several minutes, I let him excite her while I kissed her full lips and long neck. Slowly, I began to release the buttons on her blouse until the only one holding it together was beneath the waist of her skirt.
Her sensual movements in response to his touch allowed her blouse to open revealing her sheer white bra and the soft swell of her breasts. Now, I tugged at the bottom of the shirt exposing the last button and with a quick move it was undone.
"Raise your arms," I whispered to her and when she did I pulled the shirt free.
Quickly afraid that she would change her mind, I pushed my hand beneath her and undid the clasp of her bra and then pulled the garment free. Now her luscious breasts with their smooth perfect skin and tiny nipples were on display to both the Professor and me. I expected to find him gazing and drooling at the view but he was maintaining his deliberate, almost stern demeanor, as he slowly manipulated her foot.
I thought about locking my mouth onto her nipple and suckling on her breast but I was driven by the idea of her nudity in front of the Professor so I ignored the thought and moved to her skirt. Expecting at any moment to be stopped, I found her zipper and tried to silently work it down. When it was at the bottom of its run, my mouth became dry as I contemplated pulling her skirt over her tight ass and lovely thighs. Finally, with a deep breath I began tugging and was surprised when Steph raised her butt letting me pull it down and off her long legs.
The Professor was required to forego his touch for a moment while her skirt was removed but he quickly regained contact. It seemed that he knew that the feeling he was delivering to her was the key to her submission. Unlike before when he showed indifference to her exposed breasts, his eyes were now locked onto the small thong strip that barely covered her mound.
"I'm going to take it off," I whispered to my wife. For some reason, I now felt I needed permission to remove the last item that stood between her and total nudity.
She didn't respond to my words and I waited for almost half a minute before I took the straps that crossed her hips into my hands and slowly pulled, dragging the sexy thong down her legs, until I quickly took it over her feet. My precious wife was now completely nude and partly aroused in front of Professor Lok and me.
"What now?" I whispered to the Professor breaking his stare at her glistening pussy.
He smiled at me and let go her foot then positioned himself alongside the couch halfway up her body. With his hands, he positioned her body so she was stretched out. Like before, I tensed at the expectation she would suddenly want to stop everything but she followed his direction without protest.
"I am going to touch you. Let your body and mind relax. You will receive much pleasure," he said to her in an almost casual way.
He placed his hand on her tummy and for an instant she tensed but soon relaxed. As soon as she did, he let his hand drift down until it was just above her pussy. Then, with two fingers acting like pincers, he pressed her labia together. His fingers moved about some as if searching for just the right spot then stopped. With his other hand, he began tapping at the pressed flesh in a fast staccato rhythm.
It was a light beat but certainly something she could feel however she showed no response to his machinations. It must have gone on for several minutes with no response from her but just when I wondered what he was up to I heard a soft cry, almost a squeak, come from her lips.
It was just the beginning and before long she was openly moaning and whimpering. I could see his tapping was becoming more forceful and as it did her legs, which had been flat on the couch, started to lift with her knees moving towards her chest giving us a spectacular view of her dripping hole.
"Take her nipples," the Professor instructed. They were the first words he had spoken in some time. I did as he said and began rolling them between my fingers while he kept up his assault.
"Ohhh God... Oh my God... ohhhh... ohhh... ohhh..." Steph panted out as her head tossed back and forth. She was completely aroused and rapidly losing control. I knew we would witness a complete release from her very soon.
Over the next couple minutes, while the Professor's movements never varied I watched as her sounds became louder turning almost into pleas while her hands alternated between covering her mouth and eyes. Her body was undulating and I could feel her pushing her breasts harder against my hands. It was becoming almost animalistic and just when I wondered where it was going, it happened.
"OH MY GOD... OH FUCK... FUCK... DO IT... OH SHIT..." she screamed as her body writhed and jerked.
"Hard now," the Professor said looking at me while he continued his taps.
Instinctively, I knew what he meant and I squeezed her nipples hard between my fingers.
"AHHH... AYYYEEEEE... FUCK..." she screamed again and I watched her tummy convulse and then it happened. With her knees practically touching her breasts, suddenly a squirt of fluid escaped her pussy and landed a foot away on the couch. Then her body tensed in an inhuman way, and I saw her eyes roll back just as another squirt shot out.
I had heard of women squirting but Steph had never done so and it was so wildly erotic that I stood there in a gaping stare until I realized that the Professor had stopped and my wife was now a whimpering, shivering mess. It had been an immense orgasm. More complete than I had ever imagined a woman could experience but it left me at something of a loss as to what to do next. It was only when I heard her begin to cry that I leaned over, took her shoulders and pulled her against me.
"It's okay Steph," I whispered and for the next few minutes I listened to her gentle sobs.
Slowly, her crying dissipated but, instead of becoming quiet, her sounds morphed into soft mews and sighs. Her arm wrapped around my neck and pulled me closer so that we began kissing in a slow, passionate way. This went on for several minutes but when we broke another sound, a wet, smacking noise, filled my ears. Confused, I turned to find the source and saw that the Professor had his head between my wife's legs and was feasting on her pussy with abandon.
With his hands, he had opened her legs lewdly and his face was pressed tightly against her slit where his tongue was obviously creating the sounds. I looked down at Steph and she stared back with excitement and lust. Then, she pulled my head down and we started kissing again.
"Fuck me," she whispered to me when the kiss ended.
"Now?" I answered stupidly.
"Yes, now. Please," she begged as her hand went to my shirt and fumbled with the top button.
That was enough to deliver the message and I stood and quickly disrobed. I put my hand on the Professor's shoulder and with a tug pulled him away from her opening that I could now see had been made engorged and soaked from his attention. As soon as my knees hit the couch, Steph spread her legs wider and I moved forward and penetrated her hole.
"Ohhh... Jim do it," she whined.
I had never felt her so wet and her pussy was much warmer than normal. I pushed in deep until our bodies were pressed hard together then retracted and slammed back inside drawing deep moans and gasps.
"Damn Steph," was all I could think of to say in response to the amazing feeling.
Her response was to wrap her legs around me and put her hands on my ass pulling me into her while I started a rapid movement. My fast movement caused a wet, slippery sound to emanate from her pussy, which further fueled my arousal. I wanted to make it last and enjoy the feeling but in just a short time I could feel my ball sack tightening and the feelings in my groin beginning to spread. Hoping to let it pass, I slowed but Steph whined into my ear and used her hands to try to get me to move faster. When I did, I knew it wouldn't be long.
"Oh SHIT... DAMMIT!" I yelled out pulling my dick from her at the last moment and letting my semen jet across her body and the couch.
As soon as I left her opening, her hands flew to her clit and began rapidly rubbing. In all our dating and marriage, I had never seen her do this so I stopped dumbfounded on my knees and watched. She was a sodden, whimpering mess with her knees up and her eyes tightly closed while she attended to her needs with utter determination.
Seeking a more comfortable position, I moved to her side kneeling next to the couch. Just as I got in place, I suddenly was aware of movement and realized that the Professor, now completely naked, was moving between my wife's legs. In my lust to take Steph, I had forgotten about our guest but he must have taken the opportunity to strip thinking he was going to get a turn.
"Hey," I said stupidly. The idea of him fucking Steph was so strange that it took a moment for it to register and in the hesitation he mounted her, sweeping her hands aside in the process.
"Huh..." came the surprised call from my wife immediately followed by a loud "Uhhh..."
Her cry coupled with his back arching told the story that he was buried inside Steph's pussy.
"Professor... hey get off her," I called out but got no response. Instead, I witnessed his thin, hairless body begin to move very fast.
My hand found his shoulder and I was just about to forcibly pull him off when I heard my wife emit a high-pitched squeal. There was no question it was a cry of excitement and pleasure. Once again, I was frozen as I tried to process what I was seeing and hearing. I was just about to resume my efforts to get him off her when I saw my wife's legs wrap around his narrow waist.
"It's so hot!" Steph suddenly cried out.
"What Steph?" I asked in a voice barely above a whisper.
"Uhhh... his... uhhh... his dick," she grunted.
The Professor fucked my wife right in front of me on our living room sofa with her legs wrapped around him and her arms clawing at his back as she wailed in excitement. He brought her to another orgasm and never slowed as it crushed her. Only when she had become limp and unresponsive did he pull his dick from her and stand. My wife seemed too exhausted to close her legs and looking at her pussy I could see it wet and open with her lips swollen from the combined efforts of two men.
The Professor had immediately begun to put on his clothes but I got a good look at his cock and saw that it was uncircumcised and long, but thin. It was still very hard and pointed almost straight up like a teenager's. In addition, it was glistening with the fluids of my wife. We made eye contact and held it for several seconds then he went back to putting on his clothes.
I reached for my wife and very gently tried to lift her to her feet so that I could put her in bed. But, I found that she was completely out of it. I practically carried her the short distance to the bedroom and, after putting her down and covering her, I returned to the living room to find the Professor standing fully clothed.
"She received great pleasure," he stated as if that made his fucking her okay.
"Let me call a cab," I replied. My emotions were way too high to try and discuss what had occurred.
The cab seemed to take forever even though it was only fifteen minutes and we spent that entire time in silence. With a nod, he left and I spent the next ten minutes cleaning my wife's juices from our couch.
"Steph," I whispered when I joined her in bed. Unfortunately, she was completely out of it and didn't respond.
I was sipping coffee in the kitchen the next morning when my wife came in wearing a T-shirt looking mortified. I knew she was trying to feel me out for a reaction, but during the night I had decided that there should be no blame, so I went to her and put my arm around her waist.
"Good morning," I said trying to be upbeat.
"We're sick," she replied as her face registered disgust.
"Let's not go there..." I started to reply but she instantly cut me off.
"Not go there? How can we not go there? Some Chinaman fucked me last night while you watched! And that was after he got me off and watched you fuck me! I feel like a complete slut," she said in a loud, cracking voice. Besides the tone of her voice, her selection of words let me know she was very upset.
I had hoped, apparently naively, that we could avoid an emotional confrontation and now I was at a loss on what to do or say next. With my silence, she grabbed a bottle of water from the fridge and retreated back to the bedroom. I understood her anger. As her husband, she had a natural expectation that I would protect her even from herself and clearly, in her mind, I had failed.
I decided to give her some space so I went outside and began piddling in the small yard and then returned an hour or so later to watch TV. Two hours later she had still not come out so with trepidation I walked to the bedroom to check on her.
"Steph?" I asked softly when I found the room dark.
"Go away. I don't want to talk," she answered. I could tell from the sound of her voice that she was fully awake.
"Come on Steph?" I pleaded.
"Fuck off Jim," she replied. It came out in a deliberately ugly way and instantly I lost control.
"Fuck you Steph. Don't act so damn high and mighty. You're the one that came like a women possessed! Hell you squirted all over the damn couch! You didn't have to spread your legs for him but you sure as hell looked like you liked it!" I yelled then slammed the door behind me before she could answer.
Five minutes later, after cooling down, I realized I was screwed. She was right about me letting it happen, at least partially, and now I had just rubbed her nose in it in a very mean way. I was just about to try and apologize when I heard the door to the garage open then slam shut. By the time I got outside, she had her car started and was backing out, completely ignoring me standing by the driveway.
I called her cell phone several times but she refused to answer and it wasn't until almost ten that night that I heard her pulling into the driveway. As soon as she stepped into the house, I could tell she had been drinking and I thought about admonishing her but decided to let it go.
"Are you okay?" I asked from my seat on the sofa while I lowered the TV volume with the remote.
"No, not really," she answered and took a seat in a chair.
"I'm sorry I let you down," I told her just wanting it over.
Steph looked at me for a long time and I could she was trying to pick her words before she finally answered, "I don't think you are. I think you liked it."
It's amazing how one feels when they are boldly confronted with a surprising truth. In this case, a truth that was profound in its meaning and effect. In that instant, I knew she was right. I had enjoyed it. Particularly, I enjoyed seeing my normally reserved and conservative wife become a needy tramp seeking sexual release. As my mind recalled the events, I felt my dick stir and I prayed Steph couldn't tell.
"I think you are upset," I said, attempting to be politely dismissive.
I saw her face flush bright red and I prepared for the worst but she took a deep breath and calmly said, "Yes, I am but you are not being honest."
"Come over here," I said and patted the spot next to me. Steph stayed still for several seconds then slowly moved and sat stiffly at my side. I took her hand in mine and turned to kiss her, which she accepted, but it was an emotionless connection.
"I want you to admit it," she demanded.
"Admit what?" I replied.
With another deep breath she said, "I want you to admit you got turned on by what happened last night. That you didn't want to stop it. That you wanted it to continue."
"Honey, you didn't have to spend all day away for that question. Yes, I enjoyed it. At least some. Some of it was... uhh... awkward," I replied. I don't think she was expecting my acquiescence so quickly because she nervously looked at the floor and then me.
"So, you're okay with your wife having sex with another man?" she asked with a strange look.
"Look... look Steph. It happened. Don't over think it. It was very different. Very. And yes I enjoyed it but so did you. What are you trying so hard to be the victim?" I responded in frustration.
"God you are so stupid. So damn thick," she said in exasperation while standing. Once again, she retreated to the bedroom.
It was well after midnight and three tumblers of scotch later that I joined my wife in the bedroom. I could hear her soft purrs as I slowly opened the door and I quietly undressed and slid into bed. I put my arm over her and after a bit of exploring found that she was wearing her standard bedtime attire of a t-shirt and thong. I took it as a good sign.
"No," she stated flatly when my hand began to move beneath her shirt. I thought she was still asleep so her voice startled me.
"Come on Steph. We need to make love," I pleaded.
"Have you lost your mind?" she challenged me.
"I love you," I tried.
"You're drunk," she declared with disgust.
She tried to squirm away from my touch but I was persistent so she took the opposite tact and became passive. My hand found her breasts and I began to tease her nipples. Despite her efforts to ignore me, they quickly became stiff. From there I went to her thong and was surprised when she let me slip my fingers underneath from the side. It only took a minute to cause her to generate some lubrication and with that I forcefully pushed the thong over her hips.
"Get a condom," she spoke with resignation.
I grabbed one from the nightstand, rolled it on and after pulling the thong off her feet I spread her legs and positioned myself. While she wasn't fighting me, she wasn't helping so it took some effort to get my dick started. Using short quick strokes, I worked her pussy and slowly moved my shaft deeper until our bodies met. It was exhilarating to think that I had overcome her resistance and that we were now making love.
I moved slowly but deliberately while taking her head in my hands and kissing her ears, neck and forehead. At first, when my lips tried her mouth, there was no passion but I continued my gentle kisses and the third time I returned her mouth party slightly.



"You're a bastard," she told me but at the same time her legs spread more and her arm went around my neck.
"I love you," I whispered to her in response. I could tell it was exasperating to her. I could also tell she like me saying it.
I kissed her again this time fully and more passionately. She returned the kiss and when we broke she made a soft sigh. Her pussy was now fully wet and I was sliding into her with ease. Despite the scotch, I was aware enough to realize that she likely wouldn't cum so I concentrated in making our connection very loving.
"Tell me..." she started to speak but I cut her off with another kiss. However, she wasn't to be denied. When the kiss ended, she asked, "Tell me what you were thinking and feeling while you were watching."
"Honey, let's make love," I tried.
"Tell me," she pressed.
Realizing it wasn't the time to argue, I responded, "I was thinking how beautiful you looked."
"No BS Jim," Steph demanded taking my head with her hand and turning it so I was forced to look directly at her.
"I wasn't. You did look beautiful. It was also very naughty... very erotic. I was surprised because I didn't know that part of you but I liked it. I liked it a lot. It was raw and basic but also pure. Just about sex and pleasure," I said. Even though I hadn't focused on speaking truthfully the words did come out that way.
She went quiet and we continued our slow lovemaking for several minutes before she spoke again, "You're truly not mad?"
"No, it was emotional at times. But I'm not mad," I replied.
"And what if I'm pregnant?" she asked.
"Did he cum in you?" I replied instantly and stopped moving.
She looked me in the eye for several seconds then answered, "I don't think so."
"Why did you say his dick was hot?" I asked her. Her declaration had confused me and for some reason it had stayed in my mind.
"It was. I mean physically. It felt hot like it was above his body temperature," she explained.
"That's weird. Did it hurt?" I replied.
"Not at all?" she responded and for the first time that day I saw an impish look in her eye.
We finally tired and stopped but slept the night in each other's arms. It wasn't the end of the tension between us but it was the beginning of the end and over the next few weeks things slowly returned to normal.
Work was quite awkward. There was now a noticeable separation between the Professor and me that made others in the company take notice. Several times, I had to give reassurances to co-workers that things were fine between us. It was the Professor who eventually reached out and asked me to lunch. It felt strange, but the air needed to be cleared, so I agreed. If nothing more, I wanted to make sure he didn't tell anyone else what happened although, I was fairly certain he wouldn't.
"Jim, I am quite concerned that our time in your home has created discomfort between us," he said with his manners.
"Professor, it is a difficult situation and I... we don't know how to pretend it didn't happen," I replied.
"Yes, I understand but I felt at the time your wife was receiving great joy," he went on.
"Perhaps she did. Perhaps. But how do we interact. I mean how do we pretend it didn't happen," I said.
"Why should there be a need to pretend if joy occurs?" he answered. The look on his face let me know he was being sincere. He might be naive but he wasn't trying to be clever.
"I think... I think for Americans... for Christians it's a difficult concept," I suggested.
"I see. No doubt you are correct. But my heart is saddened to know we are not friends," he told me.
"Professor, give me some time... just give it some time," I answered. I was struck by his statement and unsure what to say. With that, we turned our conversation to work matters.
That night, I told Steph about the conversation, putting effort into explaining his sincerity and the hurt he was feeling. Like me, she was at a loss on how to deal with it and thought my answer to him was the right one. So, I was greatly surprised when on the following Wednesday she suggested I invite the Professor over for Friday. I knew it was hard for her so I took her words in without questioning.
It was late on Wednesday, after contemplating it all day, that I approached the Professor and made the invite. When he heard my words, he immediately said yes and was beaming with happiness. I thought at the time, that for him and his culture, it was a situation that needed a successful resolution.
Steph had appetizers placed in the living room when we arrived on Friday along with an open bottle of wine. After a very brief and very awkward hello, she retreated to the kitchen and stayed there as the Professor and I talked.
Dinner was excellent and after visiting for about an hour afterwards, I took the professor back to his hotel. At the dinner table, Steph had started out quite nervous but the Professor was gracious and extremely respectful and soon she was acting her normal self.
She was watching TV when I returned and I flopped down next to her.
"I'm glad that's behind us," she said resting her head on my shoulder.
"Yeah, but it was a good evening and a good dinner. He thinks the world of you too," I said.
"Why do you say that?" she asked.
"The way he acted. I think he worships you," I replied. It was a bit over the top but she definitely liked hearing it.
Later, in bed, I couldn't help but tweak my wife.
"The Professor is certainly an admirer," I whispered to her while trying hard to suppress my laughter.
"God, you can be such an ass," Steph replied.
"I'm serious!" I declared.
"No, you're trying to piss me off," she responded. But, at the same time, our arms were entwined and I was pulling her naked body against me.
"You are so beautiful," I said as I began to move between her legs.
"You just want sex," she stated.
"Yes," I answered and pushed into her wet opening.
I had to admit that the Professor being in our company for the evening fueled some of my arousal. Several times, I thought about his manipulation of my wife, which had led to her incredible climaxes. Steph quickly fell into the rhythm and intensity of the sex and began moving with me while moaning softly into my ear. Her arousal fed mine, which made me bolder.
"Baby, you feel so good," I told her. Her warm, wet pussy provided an incredible feeling that I had to fight against lest I succumb.
"So do you. Tell me I'm beautiful again," she requested. Of course, I did but at the same time I wondered how a woman so gorgeous needed to have that fact confirmed.
"I'm surprised you took the Professor home," she said to me in a whisper as we made love. Immediately, I knew the ramification of her words even if they were delivered in a soft voice.
"Next time. Tonight I want you to myself," I whispered back. I instinctively knew it was the right poignant, yet playful remark.
"You sure change your mind a lot," she moaned back between thrusts. I knew her words were meant as a mixture of challenge and vulnerability.
"Yeah, guess I do," I answered unashamedly.
"Well, then do it right," she answered not willing to be outdone.
I started moving faster and harder, which brought a fresh set of passionate sounds from Steph. She moved one hand from my shoulder to between my legs and began tickling my scrotum with her fingernails while I tried to concentrate on my thrusting action.
"Damn, you feel good," I said in almost a whimper. It was true and for some reason I needed to tell her.
"Don't stop Jim," she answered and in her voice I could hear that she had crossed the line. She was now in her needy countdown to orgasm. No longer interested in the lover's give and take, Steph wanted a steady, forceful motion that would set her off.
It wasn't long before her body became stiff and she became very quiet. These were the telltale signs of her impending orgasm and she didn't disappoint. With a high pitch squeal and the rapid jerking of her body her climax swept through her leaving her spent. I continued my steady movement knowing how much she liked being fucked through the waves of pleasure.
"You need to put a condom on," she spoke in a soft voice. Her words let me know that the passion had left her body and she was now thinking rationally.
"You let the Professor," I teased.
"He had a hot cock," she replied without missing a beat.
"Well hell," I said and lifted off her.
When I reached towards the nightstand, she pushed me onto my back and sucked my dick into her mouth.
Taking the base of my dick in her hand and stroking me firmly while her wet mouth and tongue worked the head I was soon at a point of no return.
"Ugghhh... mmm... uggghhh... shit..." I grunted as Steph took my semen into her mouth.
"You like that baby?" she teased when I had collapsed onto my back. All I could do was nod my head as speech would have taken too much energy.
The rest of the weekend Steph and I did things together. By Sunday, it seemed to me that things were pretty much back to normal. I think the special attention I was paying her along with the respect the Professor had shown addressed the issues that had been chewing on her mind.
The following weekend was filled with a friends gathering on Friday and a wedding on Saturday so it wasn't until the following weekend that we had an open date for the Professor. Typically, we had utilized Friday's because of the ease of leaving directly from work. But we had a conflict, so we decided to invite him for Saturday.
What this meant was that he could come over earlier and in fact I went and got him mid-afternoon. My wife was doing some gardening work outside and we set up in the kitchen drinking tea and discussing various work issues. Around four, Steph came in dripping in sweat and announced she was going to shower before starting dinner. I could see in the Professor's eye a look of absolute lust as he gazed at her drenched body. It was interesting and arousing to see but also brought a feeling of concern as I didn't want to go through what we had after the last encounter.
Steph was gone for about forty-five minutes then reappeared looking fresh in walking shorts, a sleeveless button top and sandals.
"Sit and have a drink first," I encouraged her when she walked in. I was expecting she would get some tea but instead she poured herself a full glass of wine then joined us at the table.
After just a brief stilted discussion, the conversation became open and free flowing. I was pleased to see that there appeared to be no lingering animosity around our sexual encounter. By the nature and tone of the conversation, it was like nothing had ever occurred.
It was a good situation. My wife seemed happy and the Professor seemed comfortable. But, something in me was stirring. I really tried to ignore it and just go with the flow but the thought kept pressing on me until I couldn't take it.
"Professor, can you give me another lesson on the foot massage?" I blurted out. It was from out of the blue and it brought shocked looks from both my wife and the Professor.
"Perhaps it is..." the Professor started to speak.
"It's fine... it's good. I need to get better at it," I said cutting him off before he could decline.
When I finally summoned the courage to look at my wife I saw she was looking at me like I had gone completely insane.
"If it is required then I will..." the Chinese man trying to be a gentleman, started to speak.
"Yes, it's all good. It's good," I cut him off again.
With that, he turned his chair towards my wife and looked expectantly at her. I knew he was waiting for her to lift her leg and present her foot but she remained very still, staring at the floor. I was just about to speak when slowly she raised her right foot until he was able to take it in his hands.
I moved my chair around the table until it was positioned next to the Professor's then took Steph's left. The Professor, with much less conviction than on previous visits, started to rub her foot and I mimicked his moves.
At first, there was no response from Steph and I thought the situation was likely too tense for her to respond. But, suddenly I felt something in my fingertips and with a certain desperation I tried to keep the connection. It must have worked because soon Steph was starting to squirm in her chair.
It was my manipulation that was getting her attention. I suspect the Professor had started off wondering how serious we were but when he saw what I was doing he quickly engaged and suddenly my wife was struggling to be still.
"Ummm... I need to cook dinner," she implored us but it didn't receive any attention. Several minutes later when she was slumped in the chair she tried again, "Jim, don't y'all want to eat?"
"Just a few more minutes," I said to her but looking at the Professor I could see he was now fully engaged.
"Jim?" my wife whined a minute later when neither of us showed signs of slowing.
I glanced at our Chinese visitor and could see that his worried expression had disappeared and he now had a faint smile on his face. I let several minutes go by watching her get more worked up then decided it was time to stop.
"Okay, why don't you start dinner?" I said releasing her foot and signaling the Professor to do the same.
He shot me a quick look of disappointment but when I turned to Steph I saw in her eyes a combination of surprise and arousal. It had been damn hard to end the session because I was getting very excited, but I thought it was the right thing to do. At least I did until I saw that look in her eyes.
Steph went to work preparing the meal while the Professor and I went to the living room and chatted. Dinner was ready an hour later and we finished it quickly then sat around the table drinking wine and talking.
"Professor, what do you carry in your bag?" my wife asked.
Since his arrival, the Professor had carried a well-worn leather bag about the size of a medium sized purse. It was always with him and yet I had never asked him about it nor had anyone else to my knowledge up to this moment. It was sitting in an empty chair within arm's reach and before replying he lifted it and set it before him.
"The contents are quite varied," he spoke with a twinkle in his eye.
"Like what?" Steph prodded.
"Well let me see. Today there are papers, a notebook, a map and medicines," he replied and after announcing an item he would pull it from the bag and set it on the table. That is, except the medicines.
After pulling the things from the bag, we could see that it was now flat and mostly empty. I could tell that the papers were work related and the notebook was the same one he used every day. So, not much surprising there I thought.
"What's the map of?" I asked noticing some English writing.
"It is of San Francisco. I am considering stopping there on way back," he explained.
Then, on his own, he reached into the bag and brought out four small bottles. All of them looked like they were old and three had Chinese writing on worn out labels.
"What is it for? I mean what is the medicine for?" my wife asked boldly now that they were on display.
"Ahhh... this one is for headache. This one is for stomach. This one is for joints," he described lifting each one up for a moment as he spoke. However, he neglected one of the bottles, which was much smaller than the rest - about the size one would see used for eye drops.
"What about that one?" I asked pointing to the small bottle.
"It is for something else," he replied suddenly sounding evasive.
"For what Professor?" Steph asked leaning forward in her seat. I felt like the question was intrusive but she felt there must be a story and wanted to know it.
He paused before he spoke, which was rare for him and indicated to me it must be a difficult answer, "It is for making a woman excited."
"Like an aphrodisiac?" I asked instantly. The Professor was certainly a horny bastard.
"Yes," came his one word reply.
"Professor, man has been trying to find an aphrodisiac for centuries. If one existed, it would be everywhere, legal or not. No way it would stay hidden," Steph declared, obviously not believing.
"Yes, perhaps you are correct," he replied nervously and began to return the contents to the bag.
That created a break in the conversation and the Professor and I moved to the living room while Steph cleaned up. We discussed a work R&D issue for about fifteen minutes before she joined us.
"Who have you used the potion on?" Steph asked. She had a big smile on her face so I knew she was playing but it still seemed odd that she brought us back to that subject. I quickly tried to remember how much wine she had consumed.
"It has been used with much success on many women who suffer from interest," he explained.
"Meaning they have low libidos?" I asked.
"Yes. Where help is needed in mating," he confirmed.
"Well, I don't think Steph needs it," I said looking at my wife. I couldn't help but take the shot, which brought a raised eyebrow from her and a soft giggle from our guest.
I tried to steer the conversation to another subject but Steph was like a dog with a bone and asked again about the substance.
"What's it made from?" she wanted to know.
"The root of a special tree that grows in the central mountains. The compound is extracted and then purified," he explained.
"And it's sold locally?" she inquired.
"No, it is not sold. It is the only amount in existence," he answered.
"The little bottle you have?" she probed.
"Yes, it is all," he replied.
"Professor, what would it do to a woman that doesn't suffer from... uhhh... problems?" I asked fighting back a grin. If my wife was going to keep talking about it, then I was going to have some fun too.
"Jim, it was only tried once but there was a profound effect," he answered.
"I don't believe it really works. Professor, if it did you could be the richest man on the planet," my wife's skepticism suddenly returning.
"Most assuredly it is effective," the Professor answered with a bit of hurt on his face.
"Well honey if you don't think it works, try it," I jumped in. This time I couldn't hold back my grin. I knew I had boxed her in.
"No need. I trust in my judgment," she answered dismissively.
"Chicken," I replied. It was a school kid taunt but I did it anyway. Steph's only response was to roll her eyes and shake her head.
"I think you are wise. It is likely too much for you," the Professor said to my wife.
At first, I thought he was being genuine in his concern but then it dawned on me that he was trying to goad her too but in a very subtle way. I could see in her eyes that she took his words to be something of an indictment of her sexuality.
"Why would it be too much?" she asked with a serious look.
"Perhaps, you would not be able to maintain control," he told her.
"Oh, come on. You've got to be kidding. You think some stuff is going to turn me into a wanton tramp?" she answered giving us a unbelieving and condescending look.
I wanted to remind her that the reason our guest was in this country was his deep knowledge of natural medicinal compounds and the effects his manipulations had already achieved but the words "discretion is the better part of valor" flashed though my brain.
"Look, let's forget it. Obviously you don't believe or are afraid," I tossed out.
"I'm not afraid and I know what you're trying buster," Steph responded.
"Okay then. Enough. Let's change the subject," I said sensing this conversation had run its course.
I turned on the TV and we started talking about other things but that lasted only a few minutes.
"Can I look at the bottle?" Steph asked the Professor who moved to stand.
"Look Steph, if you're going to keep bringing that stuff up then we are going to use it on you," I barked at her.



"Oh, you think so?" she countered.
The Professor was quickly back with the small bottle, which he handed to my wife. She turned it in her hand and studied the label. I couldn't see anything distinguishable about it and I wondered why she kept it so long.
"Do the drops go in the mouth?" I asked.
"In the mouth and other sensitive places," he replied.
"So I have to be naked?" Steph asked. The sound of her voice made me think she was seriously considering it.
"It is preferred," the Professor answered.
"Well shit," my wife spat then stood and began undressing.
I quickly jumped up, closed the blinds and turned off the TV. Then I sat back down and watched the strip show. I realized the Professor had seen her naked before. Hell, he had even fucked her. But, it was still stirring and as her body came into view I felt my dick getting hard.
"Now what?" she asked standing naked before us. As always, I was amazed at the perfection of her body.
The Professor directed her to lay on the couch face up and once she was settled he had her open her mouth, lift her tongue and he slowly let two drops of the fluid fall. From there, he moved to her small nipples that I could see were completely erect. It appeared she was getting excited already. He put a small drop on each nipple and as I watched a bit ran down into her cleavage. Next came her vagina where, after having her open her legs, he used his fingers on his left hand to spread her labia then with the right let a drop fall onto her clit where it quickly disappeared. The last spot was the most interesting. He had her turn over and unceremoniously he spread her butt cheeks and placed a drop on her puckered anus.
Surprisingly, Steph had remained silent during the entire sequence and when he was finished she turned and sat up giving us a great view of her firm breasts.
"How long does it take?" I asked the Professor suddenly realizing I didn't know what to expect.
"Maybe, a few minutes," he responded.
"Tell us when you feel something," I said to my wife. A sense of modesty had come over her and she was starting to get dressed.
"I feel flushed," she announced ten minutes later as she sat fully dressed. As soon as the words came out, I saw her neck and shoulders turn red.
"Yes, very good," the Professor said.
Shortly after, we watched as she began to fidget. Slightly at first, it increased until she was having a hard time being still. In addition, her breathing seemed to be getting labored.
"My heart is pounding," she announced.
"And between your legs? In your treasure?" he asked.
"Yes," she instantly answered.
"Perhaps it is better with your clothes off," the Professor suggested.
It must have made sense to my wife because she quickly began take them off again. When she was nude, we could see that she was flushed from her neck to her waist. She sat with her chest thrust forward like a peacock advertising with its tail. In addition, her squirming gave us occasional glimpses of her pussy, which was clearly very wet.
"Seems to be working," I said sarcastically.
"Yes, let's go to bed," my wife answered and tried to get me to stand.
"Wait. You will be rewarded if you wait," the Professor said in a firm voice and put his hand out indicating for me to stop. It was the most direct I had ever seen him.
I took his advise and remained seated, which frustrated Steph but over the next few minutes I learned the meaning of his words as my wife's arousal grew higher until she began pulling on her nipples and rubbing her pussy openly before us.
"Please, Jim... please..." she whined now reduced to begging for sex.
With a nod from our guest, I stood and Steph jumped up to follow me the short distance to our bedroom. She pulled at my clothes, actually making it difficult to undress, and when I was naked we climbed on the bed where Steph directed me to fuck her with no preliminaries.
She climaxed very quickly, screaming out in a painful joy as the feeling washed through her. When it was over, her manic arousal calmed considerably and I was able to stop and put on a condom before finishing.
The Professor had watched from the doorway then returned to the living room when we were done. I held Steph as she seemed to be drifting off and thought about the strong effect of the substance. Steph was right. We could make a fortune with this stuff.
We had been resting for about twenty minutes when I felt her start to move. Just a bit at first, it increased until like before she was squirming.
"It's coming back!" she said to me.
"What honey?" I asked with confusion.
"The feeling. God I'm getting horny again," she explained.
Over the next ten minutes her arousal built until it was at the level prior to her orgasm. She pulled me back on top of her and even though I wasn't completely recovered I was stiff enough to penetrate. Steph was pushing me to go fast and I tried to accommodate but she couldn't quite reach a climax and after several minutes I had to slow.
"Jim, come on baby... please..." she whimpered.
"I'm trying Steph," I answered.
After catching my breath I started again moving fast, which brought squeals of pleasure from her. The problem became that I was getting to a release faster than her and yet every time I tried to slow to let the feeling pass she would push to start again. I tried hard to hold back but when I felt my balls begin to tighten I knew it was going to happen.
"Shit... shit..." I cried out pulling from her at the last second letting a small stream of semen land on her tummy.
"Jim! Damn... put it back..." she demanded.
"Let me lick you," I answered and dropped my head between her legs.
"I licked her furiously and it seemed to work. Her hands went to the back of my head and she rolled in response to my attention. She was breathing hard and strange grunts and moans kept coming out.
"I need to cum baby... make me cum..." she pleaded.
It took several minutes and my jaw was getting sore but I sensed she was getting to a good place and soon thereafter, with her hands pushing against the back of my head, her back arched pushing her pussy hard against my face almost smothering me as her body was wracked by an orgasm. Once more, as soon as her release came, she calmed and let me curl up next to her.
"God, you are so turned on," I whispered.
"I've never cum like this," she replied in faint voice.
Thirty minutes later she started to writhe and moan again as her arousal returned. It was like the chemicals released in her climax would temporarily thwart the aphrodisiac but once they dissipated she needed sex again. I was about to go find the Professor but I saw that he was lurking near the doorway.
"How long does the stuff last?" I asked him with a certain amount of distress.
"Perhaps, four hours or until it has been achieved?" he answered.
"Until what is achieved?" I asked.
"Until she has been mated. The substance is for mating. When it is achieved a hormone is released, which blocks the effects," he explained.
"Are you kidding? My wife has to get pregnant for it to stop?" I yelled at him. It was a piece of information that would have been nice to know a couple hours ago.
"Oh no... no Jim," Steph cried out digging her fingernails into my arm.
"Look Steph. You got to fight it. I'll be here with you and hold you. It's just a few more hours," I said. It was going to be closer to three but I wanted to be hopeful.
"I'll try," she said pulling tightly against me.
But, it wasn't long before I felt her hips moving and I could tell she was trying to find my dick. I found her pussy with my hand and started rubbing her hoping to bring some relief that would get us through the ordeal. It did help a little but it wasn't enough and soon she was trying to get me back inside.
"Can't you do it just for a little while?" she begged.
I was able to enter her but I didn't last long before my spent dick completely deflated. Once again, I dropped my head between her legs hoping that my tongue would suffice. It took every ounce of energy I had and my jaw and tongue were aching when Steph finally achieved a mini-climax. Even though small, it appeared to work. However, I had no idea what I was going to do if her arousal returned. Spent, I pulled myself next to her and promptly passed out.
In the distant fog of my brain, I could hear sounds, strange sounds that I couldn't make out. But, they were enough to lift me to a state of semi-consciousness and reaching for my wife found her squirming and moaning.
"Honey?" I asked.
"Do something," she demanded.
I was exhausted and instinctively knew I wouldn't last long. I had an answer but I didn't like it and I was sure Steph wouldn't either.
"Steph... what about the Professor? I asked in a low voice.
"Jim, can't you... can't you once more? I can get on top," she whimpered.
"I don't think so sweetie," it was a pained admission. To basically tell your wife you can't make love to her anymore and that someone else will have to finish the job.
"Are you okay with it?" she asked.
"I don't think we have a choice but it's okay. It's not your fault," I replied.
"Okay..." she replied in a tiny voice.
I got out of bed to find our visitor and practically ran into him in the hall where he was standing naked. It was like he knew this time he would get his chance. Like before, his cock had the stiffness of a teenager's and was pointed almost straight up. This time I saw that he was uncircumcised and the head, fully protruding from his foreskin, was a bright pink, almost red color.
Without speaking, he stepped by me and entered our room. As soon as Steph saw him, she opened her legs, inviting her soon to be lover in a desirous way. He wasted no time and was climbing onto the bed when I took a condom from the nightstand and handed it to him. Looking at the wrapper like he didn't know what it was, it was my wife who took it, pulled the device from the package and rolled it onto his ready tool.
I expected that he would plunge quickly into her but he leaned forward, with his cock just touching the inside of her thigh, and began sucking on her nipples. However, Steph's body was demanding sex and I watched the erotic show of her trying to move her body so that her pussy would make contact. Unfortunately, for her, the angle was all wrong and she never came close. Finally, the Professor took pity and took his dick in his hand, forcing it down while he lowered his hips. A deep grunt of satisfaction came from my wife as he pushed his way in.
The Professor fucked her in a nice steady pace ignoring her pleas to go faster. After a while, she quieted and I could tell she was getting into his rhythm. Watching, I knew that he was proceeding as a marathon runner while I had acted like a sprinter. He was going to proceed even and steady being the one that was still fucking her at the finish line. I had essentially just experience the tortoise and hare story with my wife's pussy being the race in question.
Feeling left out, I tried to take Steph's hand and hold it to let her know I was there and that I loved her. Taking it from where it rested on the Professor's arm, I could now see between their bodies and watched as her breasts jiggled in a rotating motion in time to the thrusts she was receiving.
"Oh Jim... it feels good..." her head turned towards me when I squeezed her hand and she spoke as if each word took effort.
"I love you... it's okay... just let go..." I said hoping to assuage any guilt.
"Thank you..." I saw the words form on her lips but no sound came forth.
After that, her eyes kind of glazed over and the strength in her hand went away. I let it go and it wasn't long until it was back on her lover's arm. The only sounds in the room were her whines and moans and a slight squeaking of the bed.
Relentlessly, he took my wife and several minutes later I noticed her whines becoming more urgent and her moans more extended. She was definitely getting there I thought and I actually felt some relief that it wasn't me in some contorted way doing the work.
Steph's small climax like the others was enough to bring her under control. So, we get more time off the clock I thought. Couple more times and maybe we would be through it. As soon as they finished, the Professor rolled to her side with her ass pulled against him and I saw him lift her leg and flex his hips. There was a little cry from my wife that confirmed my suspicions that he had re-entered her. With his arm over her waist, they settled and soon I could tell Steph was napping. I took the opportunity to do the same.
The movement of the bed woke me. I looked over and saw that my wife was joined again with our guest. Her legs were wrapped around him and he was fucking her with the same deliberate pace. They were very quiet and when I looked closer I saw that the Professor had his head next to her and was speaking soft words into her ear that I couldn't make out. Steph would occasionally nod her head up and down signaling her agreement. It went on for minutes and I couldn't think what in the world he would be saying. It didn't look like lovers' talk - it was more like something was being explained.
Finally, he rose on his arm over my wife and her hands moved to his arm. Now her sounds came as a constant stream of gasps and grunts in time with the strong fucking she was receiving. He seemed content to let his cock do the work and there was no breast play or attempts to kiss her.
"Steph how are you doing?" I asked informing them I was awake.
"Ohhh... it feels so good. So hot..." she whimpered in response. It was like she was in a different world. Even though she turned her head towards me I don't think her eyes ever focused.
"What's hot honey? His cock?" I asked thinking it was the same as what she told me last time.
"Yesss... so good... so hot..." she moaned.
"Okay baby. Just enjoy," I said wanting to be supportive.
"Mmmm... hmmm... oh God it's so good... it's doing something to me," she out in a single pent up breath.
"What's it doing Steph?" I replied.
"Ummm... ahhh... it's uhhh... it's getting me ready," she grunted out and I saw her legs wrap tighter around the Professor's waist. Right then, she was all his.
Her passion continued to rise and her arms went from his arms and wrapped his neck. Her sounds became more urgent and insistent letting us know she was headed towards an orgasm that didn't look like it would be small. Just as she was about at the point of no return, with her legs high in the air and her moans filling the room, the Professor suddenly pulled out but quickly flipped her onto her knees then was back inside. It couldn't have taken more than five seconds and Steph lost little of her momentum.
Although now, the deliberate pace was replaced by a full hammering onslaught of her sloppy pussy. It didn't take long.
"Ohhh... ohhh fuck... fuck... oh fuck me!" she cried out and I watched her hands pull on the mattress cover and her eyelids begin to flutter. Topping it off was the drool that ran over her lips and onto the bed.
The Professor kept his deep hammering going and just as she reached the peak he reached for her nipples and pulled them violently while pinching hard.
"AYYYEEE... FUCK... OH FUCK ME... DO IT... DO IT... CUM... CUM..." she screamed loudly. She looked possessed. Not at all like the woman I knew as my wife.
"Ahhhh..." Came a simple satisfied sound from the Professor like one might do after drinking water on a hot day.
The Professor was still holding her nipples but pinching less intently. He was using his arms, squeezed into her sides, to hold her up. When he let go, she immediately collapsed onto the bed separating their bodies and for the first time I realized he wasn't wearing a condom. The stringy substance attached to his cock let me know that he had ejaculated into my wife.
"Shit Steph," I yelled but she was out of it and didn't respond.
The Professor looked at me without moving and I had to shove him from between her legs so I could take up position because at that moment all I could think about was cumming into my wife too. Of course, she was easy to enter and I pushed forward but when I was almost completely in I felt something in my way that felt like the consistency of dough. The word sloppy could barely describe how wet and open she was but nonetheless I fucked her fast and soon added my semen to the sordid cocktail.
When I rolled off my wife, the Professor climbed back on to the bed and turned her so he could enter her from behind again. I was too emotionally spent to react and fell asleep knowing that my wife's pussy was filled with an unprotected cock.
She didn't wake after that and all three of us slept until the sun was streaming in the room. I could see that they were still connected and he had his hand covering one of her breasts. Quietly, I got up, went to the kitchen, and made some coffee.
They didn't show for another hour and I fought the urge to check on them. It was Steph who appeared first wearing her robe, looking disheveled and tired and wreaking of sex. She took the coffee I offered but I neither of us were in talkative mood so we sipped it in silence.
The Professor finally appeared dressed and looking surprisingly chipper. After pouring some "to go" cups, there was an awkward good-bye to Steph and I drove him to his hotel. When I got back, Steph was in the shower and the bed linen was in the washing machine.
I lay down on the couch and started watching TV and my wife joined a little later fresh from her shower and wrapped in a large towel.
"Are you okay?" she asked me before I could ask her.
"I guess. I'm still thinking about it all though. How about you," I answered.
"Other than being so sore I can barely walk, I'm doing okay," she replied.
We puttered around the house for the rest of the day, took a nap then watched some TV before going to bed early. It was then they we returned to the events of the previous night.
"I guess that stuff really worked," I brought up.
"Seems so," she agreed.
"What was he saying to you when he was whispering into your ear? I asked. That part of the night I couldn't understand and wanted some information.
"When?" she asked.
I described waking up and witnessing the interaction but Steph said she couldn't recall. Although I was certain that wasn't entirely true, I dropped the subject. We also skirted around the fact that the Professor had ejaculated into her unprotected body. It seemed both of us wanted to let some issues stay off the table.
"What's that on your finger? I asked my wife days later. There was something black, about the size of a BB between the first and second knuckle on her ring finger.
"It's nothing," she replied and tried to move away.
"What is it?" I asked now very curious. I followed her until I cornered her in the kitchen and took her hand to inspect.
"The Professor did it," she replied. I could sense embarrassment in her voice.
"How? When?" I asked very surprised.
"That night. When you were sleeping. He had a small kit in his bag and he did it at the table," she explained.
"What? I thought we saw everything in the bag? Why did he do it? Why did you let him?" I asked now very confused.
"I guess not," she answered ignoring the other questions.
"Why?" I asked again.
"He said it would keep us connected," she replied with the same embarrassed tone.
"But, why did you let him?" I asked.
"He said he would have sex with me again if I did," she whispered with shame in her voice.
The Professor came over several times after that night but there were no further sexual encounters. Eventually, it came time for him to go and after a nice farewell party; I drove him to the airport the next day. As we pulled into the parking garage, he reached into his bag and pulled out a laboratory bottle about the size of a soda can.



"What's this?" I asked in confusion.
"The special compound. The potion," he replied with a huge smile.
"Where did you get the extract? I thought it was very rare?" I replied.
"It's nothing but a mild stimulant. Anyone can make it easily. There is no such thing as aphrodisiac," he answered. If anything, his smile got even bigger.
"So what turned Steph on so much?" I asked.
"Her own desires and the knowledge that she was not in control," he explained.
"It doesn't make my wife look very good," I responded in disappointment.
"No, that's a poor view. All women share the desires. They are just afraid. Take it for next time and maybe you learn more," he said handing me the container.
It was at the Christmas party where I saw the dot on Suzy Kwan's finger in the same place as my wife's. The Professor had long since returned to his home but I realized he had left his mark here. No doubt, the tiny dot represented a message, for those knowing, that he had conquered the woman.
"I've counted five," Steve Riley voice broke my concentration and I realized he was standing very close to my side. Steve was one of the young marketing guys and was known for being very aggressive and blunt.
"Five what?" I answered trying to pretend I wasn't aware what he meant.
"The small dots on their fingers. Like Allison has. Just like Steph has. I was pretty sure I would see one on her given all the time y'all spent together. But, some of the others were surprising," he replied.
The matter-of-fact way he admitted his wife's infidelity shocked me. I tried to pretend I didn't know what he was talking about but it was useless and finally I admitted that my wife had experienced our Chinese guest. After that, I was interested in knowing about the others as I was only up to three including my wife, Suzy Kwan and Steve's wife Allison.
"What girls have you noticed it on?" I asked.
"Allison of course, your wife, Debbie Knowlton, Suzy Kwan and most surprisingly, John Henderson's wife," he listed off.
Debbie Knowlton was a cute but short and slightly overweight early thirties girl that worked in Purchasing. Like Suzy Kwan, she was very pregnant. But, it was John Henderson's wife Lisa that was most surprising. John was our CFO and his wife was an attorney that worked for a prestigious law firm. They were in their early forties, which made her older than the Professor's other known conquests, but she was stunningly beautiful and all the young wives looked up to her.
"How did it happen... I mean with Allison?" I asked.
"A lot to drink. Then, he starts to massage her neck cause she's stiff from working out too hard and the next thing I know she's naked. I was just sitting and watching thinking it would stop - that she would stop him but he ended up between her legs on the couch fucking her," he described.
"He did have a power it seems," I offered.
"Yeah. Allison said his cock felt hot and expanded inside her. Felt like she was being invaded but she loved it," he continued.
"It was just the one time?" I asked wanting to know how our situation compared.
"Shit no. He got her dozens of times. Hell, she was calling him over while I was traveling," he explained.
"How about you and Steph?" he asked and since he shared I felt obligated to answer.
"Twice," I told him.
"Are you sure?" he asked with a sarcastic grin.
"Yeah, why?" I asked.
"Oh, there were rumors he was at your place when you were out of town," he said. Instantly, I went into denial thinking my wife would have never done such a thing.
"You know we'll never know with Suzy but I'm dying to see if Debbie's baby comes out with almond eyes," Steve said with a smirk.
As he stepped away, I was thankful that at least he had the decency not to mention Steph's bulging belly.
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Dave and Julia Frederickson had just put their three month old son down for a nap and were resting in the living room when they heard static and crackling on the baby monitor. In reality, there home wasn't that large and the monitor was overkill, but it had been a gift from friends so they had gone through the effort of setting it up. Julia was just about to get up and check on the baby when more sounds emerged from the blue and white plastic box.
"...baby you looking good," they heard an adult male voice speaking. From the inflection in his voice, it appeared they had caught the end of the sentence.
"Thanks," a simple but clear reply in an adult female voice came through.
Dave and Julia quickly looked at each other both recognizing at the same moment that they were somehow, surreptitiously listening in on someone else's conversation. It was a conversation that, at least Dave felt, showed promise of being quite interesting.
"Should we turn it off?" Julia asked her husband.
"Hell no!" he replied instantly.
However, for several minutes there were no further sounds. Dave understood that they were likely on the same frequency as someone else's monitor, but he knew that the devices had a short range and that what they had been able to hear had likely been a fluke.
Julia had gone to the kitchen to get them some ice tea and had just returned when the sounds suddenly returned.
"Damn those tits are nice. How much time we have?" the male voice asked. The words were accompanied by lots of static but they were clear enough to be understood.
"My husband won't be back for a couple hours," the female replied.
Dave and Julia looked at each other with stunned expressions. Not only were they listening in on a private conversation, it was an adulterous one too. Neither of them would have ever considered themselves to be voyeurs, but neither made any attempt to turn off the receiver.
There were several more seconds of indistinguishable sounds and then they caught part of something the female voice said. "...me to bed."
"My God. Who is it?" Julia whispered to her husband. She didn't realize there was no need as their microphone was down the hall in Phillip's room.
"I don't know but they have to be close. These things don't travel far," her husband informed her.
"Dave! I think it's Kristin! I recognize her voice," the young wife suddenly blurted out.
Kristin and Bill Jordan was a couple they knew slightly from occasional neighborhood gatherings. They lived on the next street over and their backyard shared a corner with the Frederickson's. Kristen had delivered a baby girl about a month before Phillip was born.
"This is unbelievable," Dave said. He thought about the pretty and willowy blonde with her bright blue eyes, and a pang of jealousy went through him as he envisioned her legs spread for a lover.
"I wonder who it is? I bet its Gerald Wilde," she declared. Julia had quickly gone from embarrassed listener to investigator.
"Why?" her husband asked.
"He's a dog. He's always hitting on the wives," she explained.
"Has he hit on you?" Dave followed.
"No." his wife answered, but the look on her face told him it was something he needed to follow up on.
"Go see if it's him," Julia suggested.
"How am I going to do that? Just knock on the door?" he responded, finding his wife's eagerness surprising.
"I don't know. Just walk by or something. I have to watch the baby," she answered with an impish smile. She knew as a new mother she had a built in excuse for most things.
"Okay," he said with a sigh. In fact, Dave was quite curious too and although he wasn't sure what he expected to see there was something that drew him towards the house.
Ten minutes later with Bo, there two year old black Lab on his leash, Dave walked around the block until he arrived in front of the Jordan's house. As he approached, he saw there was a white van parked in the driveway that he thought he recognized. When he got closer, his suspicions were confirmed when he saw the lettering on the driver's door - WESTSIDE POOL SERVICE.
"Julia you're not going to believe it," he yelled to his wife as soon as he opened the door to their house.
"What...what?" Julia answered with enthusiasm.
"A pool truck is in the driveway. The same service we use!" he told her.
"The pool cleaner? Our pool cleaner, the black guy?" she tried to clarify. Her voice didn't hide the fact that she was shocked.
"I guess. I mean there might be more than one truck and crew. But, it's probably the same since we are scheduled for later today," he replied.
"I can't believe it. There's no way. Kristin with a black pool cleaner? No way. Maybe he's in the back cleaning while she's in bed with someone else," his wife offered, which did make some sense.
"I guess we'll never know," Dave said with a shrug.
"Go look over the fence," Julia demanded, now fully engaged in the investigation.
"What if I get caught? I don't want to look like a freak," her husband replied, even as he rose.
"Pretend you're trimming the Crepe Myrtles," she suggested.
Once again, Dave left his wife to do the detective foot work. He stopped in the garage to get gloves and his tree trimming tools then made the short walk to the corner of the yard that abutted the Jordan's. Putting his step ladder in an advantageous spot, he was able to get a good view of the back yard, including the pool area. There was no one around, and after spending several minutes pretending to work on the trees with no one appearing, he returned to his wife.
"The backyard is empty," he informed her.
"My God Dave! She just had the baby a few months ago!" Julia said in shock. But, he noticed something else too. There was a look like a child gets when it knows a secret.
"I guess it made her horny. You know...all those hormones," her husband answered with a grin, which made the young wife roll her eyes.
Dave realized the situation had made him horny and he approached his wife and pulled her close. He kissed her then began nuzzling her neck while his hands wandered her body drawing soft sighs of pleasure. Julia would have never admitted it but she had become a bit excited too.
Julia and Dave had met when he was twenty-seven and she was twenty-five. She was just coming off a breakup from a two year relationship, while he was frustrated and bored with dating a series of women that didn't interest him very much. They hit it off quickly and Dave, feeling that she was the one, put all his efforts into getting a ring on her finger. They were married a year later, and thirteen months after that Julia announced she was pregnant. Now they had little Phillip and were on their way to being a nice, respectable family.
Two things had acted on Dave to make him want her so badly. First, she was a very intelligent and active woman. With her, he didn't feel like he had to be her coach and social director. Second, her looks met his idea of perfection. In fact, she hit everything on his check list - tallish, black hair, full lips, lively eyes, full but not overly large breasts, long legs and a tight rear.
However, the baby had definitely impacted her body and she was still trying to get back to "normal". Prior to the pregnancy, she had been a slender 5'7" 124 pounds but Phillip had brought 35 more. So far, she had lost 25 pounds, but still carried the rest in her tummy, hips and her engorged, milk filled breasts.
Julia had been with four men before him so she wasn't naïve sexually but neither was she cynical. There were still lots of things to explore, and even though she left it to him to take the lead, she was usually a willing follower. Sex after the baby was just getting started as her recovery and the exhaustion from taking care of the newborn had taken its toll. Dave had been intrigued with her body during the pregnancy and the sexual rollercoaster her hormones created. Now, his main focus was her breasts. He loved how they had grown from their previous C-cup state and how they would occasionally leak while they made love. At first, it had embarrassed Julia but she had grown comfortable with it after seeing Dave's reactions.
"Let's go to bed," he whispered into his wife's ear.
Rather than reply, she took his hand and practically dragged him to the bedroom. Julia wanted him inside her but he put her off and instead let his hands wander her body caressing and exciting her even more. He was pleased to find her pussy wet and he wondered if part of her arousal was fueled by what they had learned about their neighbor, Kristin. Dave began concentrating his attention on her breasts until he was able to coax several droplets of milk out then he rolled on top and pushed easily inside.
"Ohhh...it's about time," his wife moaned.
Sex with Julia felt very different now, not better or worse, just different. She was fuller, more womanly, although he knew she would eventually get down to or at least close to her pre-pregnancy weight. In addition, her pussy was looser but inside she felt softer like pillows were surrounding his dick. Then, there were the mental aspects. There was just something about her having his child that made him feel powerful.
"Damn, you are so hot," he declared, as he struggled with his breathing.
"Don't stop," she panted back.
"Are you okay?" he asked.
"Honey, I'm so close...please don't stop," she implored.
Since they resumed making love, Julia had not been able to reach orgasm from intercourse, and Dave had been required to use his fingers on her after his release. He knew her first time was important psychologically so he concentrated on maintaining a steady, deep pace.
"Dave...oh Dave...please...Ohhh...OHHH...OHHH...UGGHHHH," she cried out, when it hit just a minute later.
As always, he felt proud that he had made such a beautiful woman climax, and he was happy he had been able to maintain control. Now, it was his turn and he could feel his balls tingle and tighten.
"Uhhh...uhhh...uhhh...uhhh...yeah," he grunted, as the semen shot in strong bursts from his opening. With no condoms or birth control pills, their mating was left to the natural conditions of their bodies to determine the outcome. To Dave, there was something pure and right about it even though he knew that a nursing woman wasn't fertile.
Julia was very happy about her orgasm and the couple kissed and professed their love while remaining connected. It was only when they heard the baby begin to fuss that the young mommy extracted herself and walked naked to the nursery. Dave watched her ass, with the extra weight, move sexily down the hall and decided it would be just fine with him if she stayed that way.
Dave was watching TV when he heard the back gate open. He had been wondering when the pool cleaner would arrive, as it had been almost two hours since he looked over the fence. In that time, besides making love, the baby had been fed and played with; Julia had showered and was now taking a nap. He thought about letting her sleep but decided she would be interested in seeing the man up close now that he was being considered in a new light.
"Honey, the pool guy is here," he whispered into the dark room.
Instantly, the heard the sound of sheets rustling, and he laughed when she appeared with a smile and passed him in the hallway. He caught up to his wife at the back window where she was watching the dark man as he set up the equipment to vacuum the pool.
"Hmmm," she let out.
"What?" Dave asked, wondering what his wife was thinking.
"He's not bad looking but I still can't see him and Kristin together. She always acted so conservative when I talked to her," she replied.
"Well, everyone has their own thoughts and fantasies," he answered.
There was a brief silence, before Julia suddenly blurted out, "Go talk to him."
"Why?" Dave asked, while starting to laugh. His wife had certainly taken to the investigation and, although it wasn't what he expected from her, he found it entertaining.
"I don't know. See what he's like. See if he'll talk about Kristin," she replied.
"You think he's going to brag about it to the first person he sees?" he responded, still laughing.
"Just go," she said, while pushing on his shoulder.
With a sigh of acceptance, Dave moved to the backdoor, left the house and approached the man just as he began to vacuum. He was wearing loose fitting olive colored pants and a tight blue t-shirt that accentuated his muscled chest. Overall, he looked to be in his early twenties and in good shape at about 6'1" tall and 190 pounds, and Dave wondered why he had never taken notice of the young man before.
"Hey, how's it going?" the young husband asked.
"Good, man," the black man replied.
How's business going for you guys?" Dave asked. He was struggling to think of some way to bring up the recent visit to their neighbor's house.
"It's okay I guess," the black man replied, barely looking up from his work.
Dave retreated back into the house surmising that his efforts were going to be futile. His wife was waiting just inside the back door and was eager for a report.
"What did you find out?" she asked.
"Not a thing. He wasn't in a talkative mood," he replied.
"Nothing? That's disappointing. Maybe you should try again," his wife suggested.
"Why don't you try? he's much more likely to talk to you. Especially, looking like that." Dave responded with a smile. His wife had donned thin jogging shorts and t-shirt for her nap and it was easy to see her nipples through the material.
"Haha...funny," she answered.
"Seriously, he isn't going to talk to me. He might talk with you, but maybe not," Dave stated.
Julia looked at him for several seconds before speaking, "Let me change."
She disappeared but returned quickly now wearing a polo shirt that concealed her nipples. He guessed she was still topless, as she despised the feeling of bras in her full condition, and he wondered if she had put on panties. For some odd reason, his thoughts went to the idea that his wife's pussy, concealed only by the thin shorts, would be in close proximity to the cock of a man that had just cuckolded his neighbor.
From the window, he watched as she approached the man, and saw him immediately stop work and become fully engaged in the discussion. He also saw, over the next few minutes, the man making barely concealed looks at his wife that began to border on leers. She had to be aware he thought, but she ignored it and continued to talk for several more minutes before returning to the house.
Julia was practically gloating when she turned to her husband. "His name is Antoine and he is from Barbados but his family moved here when he was two. He has worked as a pool cleaner for the company for eight months and he came to our house directly from the Jordan's."
"Did he say how Kristin was in bed?" Dave asked sarcastically.
"Cute," she replied.
"How did he like that?" her husband asked, staring at her chest and nodding.
Julia looked down and saw there was a quarter size wet spot on the blue fabric where her left nipple contacted the shirt.
"Uh oh," she responded, while blushing deeply and used her hand to cover it.
"Well, he's probably not thinking of Kristin anymore," her husband teased.
"Dave!" she gasped.
Laughing, he took his wife into his arms and squeezed her feeling her breasts press against his chest. He kissed her and felt her arms wrap around his neck and her lower body start to squirm. He could tell she was aroused and he knew it was coming from more than his kiss. The events of the day seemed to have conspired to excite his wife which, while out of character, was certainly interesting.
Dave took his wife to bed again and they started to make love but were interrupted by Phillip who needed feeding. That broke the mood and it wasn't until later that evening that they were able to get back together.
"Hell of a day," the young husband said to his wife, as he slowly fondled her breasts.
"Very bizarre," Julia replied with a sigh.
"Why do you think Kristin did it?" Dave asked, as he thought about their cute, blonde neighbor with her legs spread for the black pool man.
"And with a new baby," Julia added without answering.
"Well, he excited you enough to make your boob leak," he answered, while cringing for the expected verbal or physical rebuke.
"Ass," she replied, while she lifted her knee and threatened his balls.
"Seriously, why did it happen?" he probed.
"I don't know honey," she answered, but the tone of her voice and the tenseness in her body made him wonder.
Regardless, Dave elected to drop the subject and enjoy his wife. They made love, slowly this time, but he was delighted when Julia had her second orgasm of the day.
For the rest of the week, Julia kept the monitor close hoping to hear something more from Kristin. However, nothing was forthcoming, and by the time the weekend arrived they had concluded it had been an anomaly. Still, they made sure to watch what they said around the transmitter in Phillip's room lest they provide something inappropriate others might hear.
Dave noticed that his wife become more talkative on the subject of their neighbor's affair as the weekend approached. She pestered him with questions he didn't know the answer to and had already stated that he needed to check on the pool truck and look over the fence Saturday morning. Dave doubted that the situation would occur again, particularly so soon, as it took a convergence of events for the opportunity to arise last weekend. After all, what was the likelihood that Bill Jordan would be gone two weekends in a row? Still, what his wife was requesting wasn't that difficult so he agreed.
At 10:30 AM, with the dog on the leash, he stepped out the front door and made the short trip around to his neighbor's house. Like before, the pool van was in the driveway and he quickly made his way back to their house where he went to the corner and pretended to prune bushes. This time, he saw Antoine busy at work cleaning the pool.
"He's working on the pool so I guess nothing's happening today," he explained to Julia.
"Oh, okay well...okay," his wife answered, with clear disappointment.
"Honey, I bet it was a one off thing. Plus, if they are doing it more it's not going to happen every week at the same time. Bill is probably home you know," Dave suggested.
"Yes, you're probably right," she replied, in resignation.
"Why are you so interested?" he asked his wife. Since they heard the voices, Julia had been acting out of character and Dave finally decided to approach the subject head on.
"I don't know. It's kind of fun to try and figure it out I guess," she replied.
"Maybe you can interrogate him for more information when he gets here," he responded as a joke. But, a flash of interest came to his wife's eyes.
"You think I should?" she asked, but the way she spoke let her husband know it really wasn't a question.
"Why don't you put on a bikini and go out and talk to him. I bet he tells more," he suggested, while using tremendous willpower to keep from snickering.
"You've gone mad," Julia answered quickly.
"I'm serious," Dave answered.
"No you're not. You're playing with me," she replied.
"Honey, that's the way investigators work. They distract their targets," he continued to try.
"None of my suits fit," the young wife responded.
Dave was suddenly taken aback. Could he really get his wife to go back out in a bikini? He knew, in her condition, she would be bursting from the suit but damn it would be amazing to watch. Maybe it was something related to the pregnancy or the baby, but something he didn't completely understand was driving her and maybe, if he played it right, he could convince her. The idea made his dick begin to stir.



"Honey, you will look amazing. Trust me," he said in encouragement.
"Are you okay with it?" she asked, looking at her husband with a concerned expression.
"Yeah. It's fine. I'm sure we'll learn some more and I'll be right here," Dave quickly replied. In reality, he didn't care if she learned anything or not. He just thought it would be fun and erotic for her to be practically naked near the guy banging Kristin.
Fifteen minutes later, Julia returned to the living room wearing her favorite pale yellow bikini. Dave liked the suit too because it had string ties on the bottoms that showed off most of her legs. It took all the self-control he had to keep his reaction in check. With her swollen breasts and extra weight, she was bursting from the suit, top and bottom, with her nipples clearly discernible. He thought the best word to describe her look was "ripe" and he knew the young man would struggle to maintain his control. Hell, maybe she really would be able to get him to open up!
"You look fantastic," Dave told his wife.
"I look like a tramp," she whined with worry.
"Absolutely not and you'll get his attention. Just think what and how you're going to ask," her husband counseled.
"I don't know honey," Julia said, once more demonstrating reservations. Her willpower was definitely fading.
"Do it sweetheart. It will be fun and it's needed for the investigation!" he responded, trying to lighten the mood.
Julia put on a robe and puttered around the house for the next thirty minutes. She made several attempts to back out but each time Dave talked her into going forward by dangling the likelihood of finding out something about Kristin, and complimenting her on how amazing she looked. Finally, Antoine arrived and he found Julia and announced that the pool man had just entered the back yard.
They watched as he prepared, and after ten minutes Julia took off her robe and made small measured steps towards the door. Then with a deep breath she stepped outside carrying only a large towel under her arm. After standing still for a moment, she walked with forced purpose towards the lounge chairs on the stone apron of the pool. Antoine spotted her halfway, stopped what he was doing and watched her approach, while making several quick glances towards the backdoor as if to see if anyone else was following. He gave her time to setup but as soon as she was settled he moved until he was working right in front of her.
They began talking almost immediately and Dave stood at the window with a raging hard on wishing desperately he could hear the conversation. Antoine was wearing what appeared to be the same olive colored pants, but this time with a simple white t-shirt. The minutes ticked by while he tried to do the pool work from a position where he could continue to talk to Julia. For most of the time, she remained quite still although she looked relaxed, but near the end she began to move her foot making her knee raise and lower and Dave wondered if something specific had triggered this reaction. Minutes later, leaving the towel, she left the pool and returned to the house.
"What did you learn?" Dave asked, while standing behind the counter to hide his erection. The sun had added a light sheen of sweat to his wife's body and her nipples were poking through her top giving her an erotic look. When he spoke, he had to force himself not to appear eager.
"Well, let's see. He's twenty-two years old. He has a girl he's seeing but it's not that serious. He lives with two other guys in an apartment. He likes to play soccer and he doesn't smoke or drink," she replied.
"Very interesting. What about Kristin?" he asked sarcastically. He knew by his wife's look there was more to tell.
"Oh, yes. He always does her house before ours. He rarely sees Bill but sees Kristin some because she is often outside with the baby," she explained.
"Do you think they are having sex?" Dave asked.
"Yes! He has a look when he talks about her," she answered.
"Wow. That's crazy. So hard to believe but God all the facts are there," he responded.
"I know! Especially, Kristin," she concurred.
"So you're done?" the young husband asked.
"No, he said he wanted to see Phillip." she replied.
Dave thought it was odd that the young man would have an interest in seeing a baby, but with a shrug Julia moved to the nursery and was soon back carrying their son in her arms. Dave opened the door and Julia stepped out, and Antoine, hearing the door open, stopped working and was waiting when she arrived. He moved close and the way Julia held their son to her chest no doubt provided him with an excellent view of her breasts. They talked for several minutes before she returned to the house and put the baby back in bed.
"What now?" Dave asked, when his wife headed for the door once more.
"He asked me to come back and say goodbye," she said.
"Julia, he's trying to seduce you," Dave laughed, surprised his wife would be so naive.
"No, he's not. He's just being nice," she answered, acting a bit too defensive.
His wife talked to the Antoine for almost ten more minutes before finally coming back inside and leaving him to complete the pool work. Dave allowed her to pass without stopping her but followed her after a minute to the bedroom. His wife had removed her suit and was standing nude when he arrived. Her pussy, which had always been shaved smooth before the pregnancy, was now covered in neatly trimmed bush and her breasts, filled with milk, hung low on her chest. Dave walked straight to her and took her in his arms.
"You looked so good in the bikini," he whispered to her, after giving her a long kiss.
"Do you really think so?" she asked in a needy voice.
"I certainly do," he replied, and backed his wife to the bed.
Putting her on her back, he began licking her nipples while running his fingers through her soft pubic hair before moving lower and finding a very open and wet slit. His licks turned to gentle sucks and he was quickly rewarded by a blast of breast milk which he quickly swallowed.
"Ohhh...mmm," his wife moaned in pleasure.
With that, he quickly stood then climbed between his wife's legs and without any further foreplay he pushed his dick into her ready opening. The wonderful warm feeling of her pussy, and the smell of her sweat mixed with her perfume made his head spin.
"Damn Julia you feel so good," he declared. In reality, watching his wife talk and in truth flirt with the black man fucking their neighbor had excited him.
"Mmmm...so do you," the new mommy whimpered in response.
While Dave began a slow but full rhythm, Julia wrapped her legs around his waist and threw her arms around her neck. They would occasionally kiss, sensually entwining their tongues, and when they parted Dave would kiss her neck and lick on her earlobes. His mind continued to return to his wife's bikini clad body so close to the young black man and the look of desire that was on his face. Even though he was already fucking their neighbor Kristin, he knew that he wanted his wife as well.
"He wants you," he declared to his wife after they parted from a deep kiss. He could feel her body tense but she didn't respond so after several seconds he added, "He wants you like Kristin."
"Honey, stop it," she replied, but her voice expressed nervousness rather than anger.
"You're so beautiful," he answered, and started kissing his wife again. His mind was in turmoil as he thought about what he said and what his mind was thinking but he knew he needed to make Julia feel loved. When the kiss ended, he whispered to her, "He does."
Julia's soft sighs and moans stopped for several seconds before she asked, "Why do you think so?"
Dave knew his wife had become excited talking with Antoine, and he wanted her to admit it but he realized it was very sensitive ground and he would need to proceed carefully.
"The way he was looking at you. It was easy to tell," he explained in a soft voice.
"Make love to me," Julia answered, and he knew she was telling him that it wasn't something she wanted to talk about further.
So, Dave concentrated on his beautiful wife, and with words of love and caring moved in her until she gripped him in a tight embrace and whimpered desperately as her body experienced a nice orgasm. His release came soon thereafter and the couple maintained their connection until he finally fell exhausted to her side.
The following week the subject of the Kristin and the pool man never came up. Dave wanted his wife to be the one to initiate the discussion and was certain she would, given time, but Julia had grown frightened about Antoine and her thoughts. That Saturday, the couple had gone with the baby to Julia's parent's house for lunch, so when they arrived home after two they were surprised to see the pool van in their driveway, as normally he would have been finished by then. Dave parked on the street and they went inside where Julia put Phillip to bed. Dave was looking out the back window when his wife joined him.
"I wonder why he's running late today," Dave said to his wife, as he raised his eyebrow. He was wondering if Kristin and Antoine had spent time together earlier.
"You think they were doing it?" Julia asked with a small grin. She was still intrigued by the situation.
"Maybe. You want to interrogate him?" he asked with a smile.
"You just want him to see me naked again," she responded quickly, and the shocked look on her husband's face made her giggle.
"I...I...I never said I wanted him to see you naked. Besides, you were in a bathing suit," Dave answered, defensively. Her comment had been so out of character that it had caught him off guard.
"You didn't have to. It was obvious," she followed, continuing to tease and proud of herself for putting her husband on his heels.
"Okay, fine. I admit it. Now, go get your bikini on," Dave replied.
"Not until you tell me why," she demanded.
It was an easy question to ask but a very difficult one to answer and Dave was quiet as he contemplated how to put it in words.
"Well Julia that's a tough question I'm not sure I even know all the reasons myself," he began then paused before continuing, "I guess it started as, you know, figuring out if our suspicions about Kristin were true. But I also liked the fact that you got in the bikini because you looked so hot and you know it's not something you would normally do which made it exciting. And...and...well...uhh...I liked him looking at you and I liked that it excited you," Dave explained, trying to be honest.
"I didn't get excited," his wife protested.
"Come on Julia," he quickly challenged her, which brought a small smile to her face.
"Maybe some," she admitted. The fact that she would acknowledge her arousal greatly excited Dave.
"Okay, well go get ready," her husband said a bit forcefully, as he struggled to contain his excitement.
With a look that started out questioning but morphed into an impish grin, Julia turned and left. She returned ten minutes later in a rust colored suit equally sexy to the yellow one but just as she prepared to go outside, the couple realized that Antoine was preparing to leave.
"Shit!" Dave exclaimed in disappointment when he saw what was happening.
"Oh well," Julia added with a laugh, but Dave could tell she was disappointed as well.
He turned and pulled his wife close to him as he watched the black man carry his gear through the back gate. Even though an opportunity had been missed to watch Julia and Antoine flirt, he was thrilled that his wife had been a good sport even admitting her excitement in the play. His hand moved to her ass and squeezed it then locked with her in a passionate kiss. When they broke, they went straight to bed.
Disrobing quickly and sliding under the covers, the couple kissed and fondled each other intimately. Dave rolled her nipples, which had grown dramatically with the breast feeding, between his fingers which brought sighs from her while she gently massaged his balls and lightly stroked his dick.
"Are you disappointed?" Julia whispered to her husband.
"No, now I just get to be with you sooner," he replied.
"Good answer," she giggled.
"I think it made you excited," Dave stated, revisiting their previous conversation.
"You said it made you excited," his wife answered.
"Yes, watching you," he replied then added. "And, thinking."
"Thinking about what?" she asked with a soft moan, as he kissed her neck.
"What else might happen," He whispered in her ear, then sucked her lobe.
"Like what?" Julia asked while leaning back to try and look at his face. It took a second but when she did, she asked again, "Like what?"
Dave was very excited and felt his wife was too, so he answered her question, "I thought about him lifting your breast from your top and sucking your nipple."
"Dave! Are you serious?" she replied, and he heard in her voice genuine shock. He worried that he had been too bold but decided to press on.
"Yes," he answered.
"Oh my God Dave. I couldn't...I mean I couldn't let him do that," she protested.
"Kristin did," he retorted.
"Kristin also had sex," she started, and then became silent. The silence lasted for almost a minute while her husband continued to kiss her neck and ears waiting for her next words. Finally, she spoke, "Are you serious?"
"You asked what I was thinking" he said defensively. He gently pushed her shoulders back then prepared to mount her but she wanted to finish the discussion.
"Wait, we need to talk about this," she declared.
Dave was able to get into position and slipped his dick inside and began to move very slowly. Julia's hands, which had been pushing on his shoulders, wrapped around his neck. She pulled her legs back in acceptance and let her body move with his, but Dave knew more was coming.
"You were thinking about him...uh...us having sex?" she blurted out.
"Yes," he answered after a moment, while looking into her face.
"My God Dave," she replied, but kept the motion going with him.
"He excited you," Dave stated.
"It's just wrong. We're married and it would be dirty and wrong," the young wife and mother answered.
"You went to him. In your bikini with your nipples showing and he made you wet." Her husband challenged her, knowing he was very close to the edge.
"You told me to," she replied quickly, then continued seconds later, "Its wrong. We're married and you'll hate me after. You'll be jealous and won't forget."
Dave knew he had pushed enough so he didn't respond and concentrated on making love to his pretty wife. He tried to move the way she liked, touch her where he knew she was responsive and kiss her gently but her mind was too cluttered now and he could tell she wasn't progressing. For a time, he kept going hoping her mind would clear but when it became apparent it wasn't going to happen, he slowed, then stopped.
"You're not with me," he said softly.
"No, I'm in shock," she replied.
"You enjoyed talking to him. And you know in the bikini it was teasing...flirting," Dave stated.
"I know but that's a long way from sex," she responded.
"I know. It was just thoughts in my head," Dave answered, intending to move on.
"Why though?" she asked, still wanting to get to the core of things. She was looking directly into his eyes when she asked and he could see she sincerely wanted to know. There was no anger and judgment in her look.
"I guess when it all started I visualized Kristen beneath him; excited, moaning and having a big orgasm. Then, when you started talking to him...well it became you I was visualizing," her husband explained.
"You would hate me after," she said, again.
"I would never, ever hate you but just answer this. Have you thought about it?" Dave queried.
Once more, there was silence for a while before in a squeaking voice, she answered, "Yes."
"Okay. Now we have both admitted. So, it's just us now so relax and let's make love," Dave said.
He began moving again and at first Julia responded to his actions, but like before she reached a barrier she could not get past. Dave stopped once more and rolled off his wife but pulled her tightly against him and gently kissed her while they cuddled.
"I'm sorry," she croaked.
"Shhh, this is better," he replied.
They held each other for several minutes then Dave whispered to his wife, "I'm sorry I upset you."
Julia kissed him lightly on the cheek, and replied, "Let's go check on the baby."
Unlike the previous week, where he had been too busy to dwell on Antoine and his wife, now Dave found that he was constantly thinking about the situation and running scenarios through his head. All of them involved his beautiful wife in some state of interaction with the young black man. Having admitted his carnal desires to Julia, he no longer felt the need to try and repress the visions.
His wife's wasn't angry about what he had told her but her demeanor indicated to him that she was nervous and would prefer not to discuss it further, so he kept his thoughts to himself, but hoped as the weekend approached she might soften. At least, maybe, she would continue to wear her bikini and talk to him. It wasn't what he hoped for, but it was better than nothing. Unfortunately, she gave no indication of interest as the week progressed and mid-morning Saturday she appeared, fresh from a shower, and announced she was going to take the baby to her mom's for a visit. Dave knew this was her way of conflict avoidance, and while it was disappointing, he stayed upbeat and kissed her and the baby when they left. Dave hung around the house, waiting for Antoine, and when he arrived he saw the young man continually glancing towards the back door, no doubt hoping that Julia would make an appearance.
Julia was back with the baby when Dave returned from running errands and she gave him a run down on her parents but asked no questions about Antoine. It appeared that the cycle had been broken and Julia was moving on, ready to forget Kristin and Antoine.
Four weeks went by and each Saturday Julia would either leave with the baby before the pool man arrived or stay in the back of the house. She never said anything to Dave, but there was no question it was purposeful. He had resigned himself to viewing those few encounters as a hot memory when something happened that reset his hope.
Julia had reached a point where she felt comfortable leaving the baby alone with her mom so they had planned an evening out with friends. Even though they adored their child, it was exciting to get to go out, have a nice dinner with drinks, and remember what life was like fifteen months ago. Over the past month, his wife had started working out and had lost the remaining weight she had carried since Phillip was born. She looked good and she felt good both mentally, from the pride in her appearance, and physically from the energy the workouts were providing.
"Okay, mom. Here is the number where we'll be and you have our cells numbers so please call if there are any problems, okay?" Julia said, while her mother looked on expressionless.
"Darling, I raised three kids. I do have some experience," her mother replied, which made her husband start to laugh. Julia gave him an annoyed look but she couldn't hold it and soon she was laughing too.
They met with two other couples who were their closest married friends at Julia's favorite Italian restaurant. Since she was the first to have a baby, naturally that became the focus of the conversation among the girls while the guys talked sports after a few courteous questions about Phillip. Dave could tell Julia was having a great time by the excitement in her voice and the way she was downing the wine. He thought about saying something to try and slow her down but decided it was a special night and she deserved to let go. When it was time to leave it was clear she was trashed and she hung on his arm, feeling no pain, as they walked to the valet station.



"That was so fun!" she said loudly as they pulled away.
"Yes it was. It was nice to get out," He concurred.
They had gone less than a quarter mile when Dave felt her hand on his arm and turning he saw she had a demure, playful expression on her face. It was going to be an interesting night but first he had to get her home. He turned back to concentrate on driving and it wasn't long before he sensed her movement, and glanced over just in time to see her lift from her seat in attempt to kiss him.
"Julia, calm down or you're going to cause an accident," he barked at her.
"Don't be such a fuddy duddy," she responded, with a noticeable slur.
Fortunately, the ride wasn't very long, and Dave was able to get her to behave. She was out of the car as soon as it stopped in the driveway, as her maternal instinct kicked into high gear. She was at the front door while Dave was still getting out of the car, and her mother opened it, let her by, and waited for her son in law.
"Good luck," She said with a grin, when he arrived.
"I know but she deserved to have some fun," he replied.
Her mother grabbed her things and left, and Dave walked to the nursery where he found Julia slowly moving in her rocking chair. The baby was molded to her body with a look of angelic contentment, and after kissing him gently on the head he turned and left them alone.
He had poured a glass of wine as a night cap and was watching the news when Julia appeared fifteen minutes later.
"Can I have one?" she asked, referring to the wine.
"Honey, I think you've had enough," he answered, with a laugh.
"Pour me some, smarty," Julia replied.
Dave did as he was told and the couple sat together on the couch with Julia snuggling close to her husband. They sipped the wine and talked about the evening and the baby, but the looks from his wife let him know that she was ready to play. He took the glass from his wife's hand when she was finished and set it on the coffee table, along with his, then stood and pulled her to her feet. With a giggle, she let him direct her towards the bedroom.
It had been an informal evening so both were dressed in jeans and pull over tops. Dave quickly peeled off his wife's top then found the button on her pants and pulled it open. He pushed down on the denim until it was bunched at her feet then quickly took off her bra as she moaned her approval. Still wearing her thong, he pushed her onto the bed then quickly stripped and joined her.
"I'm horny," she declared, when he pulled her to him. Since Julia was rarely so bold, it was another indication to him that she was quite drunk.
"Let me see if I can get you hotter," he replied, which made her giggle.
He pulled his wife into a deep kiss while his hands fondled her full breasts. He was excited to see how responsive she was to his touch as she arched her back to force her mounds into his hands. Dave let his hand drift down her body slowly then, he spread his fingers and stroked the sensitive flesh just outside the fabric of her thong, which brought excited purrs from her. Her hips began to move in response to his touch and he found the edge of the thong and let two fingers snake beneath the stretched fabric until he came into contact with her wetness.
"You shaved," Dave said in surprise.
"Yes, today. Do you like it?" she whispered to him.
"I do," he replied.
Dave pushed two fingers deeply inside his aroused wife which made her legs spread and brought forth a deep moan. He dropped his mouth to her right nipple while he thrust slowly into her pussy with his fingers.
"Oh, honey," she moaned.
"Does it feel good?" he asked. Clearly it did, but he was really seeking verbal confirmation. However, the answer he got surprised him.
"I saw Antoine," she offered. It was such an unexpected statement that he wasn't sure at first he heard right.
"What?" he asked.
"I saw Antoine on Monday," she stated.
"Why?" he asked, his actions having come to a complete stop.
"He came by. He thought he left a tool he needed when he was here Saturday," she explained.
"Julia, that's silly. He came by for you! What did he say? Did you talk to him?" Dave questioned his wife.
"We talked some," she responded.
"Come on Julia tell me what happened. Don't make me pull it from you word by word," he implored. Now in a position to look into her face, he could see she was sporting an alcohol supported smile.
"He knocked on the door and asked if he could look for the tool in the back," she answered, but Dave could tell she was still toying with him.
"Julia!" her husband said in frustration, which brought a giggle from his wife.
"Okay! Down big boy," she replied before continuing, "He went through the house like I said and looked around the pool then came back to the house and said he couldn't find it."
"That's it? Then he left?" he asked.
"Well, we talked some," she answered, and giggled again.
The truth was the young wife enjoyed teasing her husband about Antoine. His previous admission about his fantasy of her with the young man had originally shocked and worried her, and over the past few weeks she had thought about it constantly. However, the surprise had worn off and the fact that her husband hadn't pestered her about it had provided her with some comfort. Now, she realized, even in her inebriated state, that she was in control and could manipulate him.
Dave, knowing he was being played, took her head in his hands, returned her smile and said, "Julia, quit playing and tell me all that happened. ALL!"
"I told you honey, we talked some," she started intentionally drawing out the description then said, "He said he liked my bikini."
Dave felt his dick surge, and involuntarily he made a small, quick thrust into his wife which brought a gasp from her. His mind raced to the vision of Julia and Antoine alone together, talking and flirting, and it made him very excited.
"Damn, what did you say? Did he touch...did he try and touch you?" he asked, as he resumed moving inside her warm, wet pussy.
"No, no touching. I just said thanks," she replied. Her soft sounds in response to his movements further fueled Dave and he began thrusting deeply.
"That's it? That's all?" he was barely able to force out.
"No, he asked if I would wear the bikini again," she whispered into his ear.
"What did you say?" he fired back, barely able to contain himself.
"I said...maybe," she whispered even softer.
"My God Julia that's tomorrow. Are you going to? Will you?" Dave cried out, very close to release.
"Do you want me to?" she asked.
"YES! Yes...please," he responded instantly.
"Will you love me and hold me and always take care of me?" she asked.
"Yes, of course I will. You know I will," he replied, barely able to hold back.
"Mmmm...fuck me," she said, and with that Dave lost all control and with a loud, pitiful cry his semen blasted into his wife. Julia never used the "f" word and her saying it in his hyper-aroused state proved too much.
Dave's eyes were closed and he was practically drooling as the last vestiges of his climax forced his body to spasm in electric aftershocks. It had been one of the biggest releases of his life, seemingly drawing his life force through his penis and into Julia's vagina. When he was finally able to open his eyes, he looked down to see her smiling at him knowingly. The fact that she had so easily manipulated him in her drunken condition made him smile back, and he leaned down and embraced her in a passionate but sloppy kiss.
"Lie back," she directed him when they broke.
Dave did as instructed and his wife brought her head to his softening dick and lightly sucked the head while her fingernail tickled his balls. Despite his monumental ejaculation, she soon had him sufficiently engorged to be functional, and she climbed on top while guiding his member to her ready opening.
"Mmmm...," she purred, as she pulled him into her. Dave was too exhausted to reply and just stared up at his beautiful wife.
His wife did the work, rolling her hips sensually and finding the rhythm and connection that she needed. As his strength slowly returned, Dave's hands went to her breasts and he rolled and tugged on her nipples, enjoying the aroused responses his action brought forth.
"Do you really want me to?" she asked. He knew what she meant, and it excited him to know it was the second time she had brought up the young black man. He was clearly in her head.
"Yes, baby," he replied.
She was grinding into him with her hands on his shoulders and her eyes squeezed tightly shut. She appeared to have an aroused but distant look and he wondered what she was thinking. The answer to the question didn't take long to become apparent.
"What do you want? What do you want to happen?" she asked seconds later. Her question confirmed that, even though she was riding his dick, her mind was on the pool guy.
Dave was too far into it and too excited to hold back so he spoke bluntly, "I want you to go out in your bikini. I want him to take off the top and hold your breasts then I want him to take you like Kristin."
"God Dave, it's so wrong...so dirty," she protested, but he felt her grind harder into him and he swore she became even wetter.
"You can do it," he encouraged. He doubted seriously she would even come close tomorrow but as a bedroom fantasy it had become very hot.
"Are you sure? You won't hate me?" she asked.
"I'm sure baby. I want him to fuck you every week. I want him to tell all his friends that every Saturday he fucks you," Dave responded, deciding to continue to push and probe for limits.
His words finally pushed his wife over the edge. He watched as her face twisted, almost in a look of pain, and her body became rigid. Then, her mouth opened in a silent scream that lasted for so long he was worried about her breathing, before she exhaled and cried out.
"OHHH...NNNGGGHHH...NNNGGHHH...OH GOD...OH YES," she let go, and at the same time he felt the wall of her pussy contracting around his shaft.
It was a powerful orgasm and Dave had a wonderful, first row seat, to witness the event. He watched her face contort and her head toss back and forth before finally, a contented smile came to her face, she opened her eyes and smiled down at him.
"That looked like fun," he smiled back.
"Mmmm...," she groaned, and dropped onto his chest.
Dave stroked her hair and let her come down before she rolled to his side, and was almost immediately asleep. There had been many times where they had enjoyed deeply fulfilling romantic lovemaking but this was the best raw sex they had ever experienced. Thinking, he knew it was a combination of things that conspired in his favor; Antoine's visit, the night out and the liquor. In any event, he certainly wasn't going to complain. Later, when the baby began to fuss, Dave pushed his wife gently on the shoulders as she tried to rise and told her he would take care of him.
Dave had a bagel, fruit and coffee ready for her when she appeared just after eight. With the baby in her arms, she sat at the kitchen table and allowed her husband to serve.
"How are you feeling?" he asked, concerned about the wine.
"I'm okay but some water would be nice," she answered, prompting him to grab a bottle from the fridge.
After breakfast, they both puttered around the house for the next few hours. Nothing was mentioned about the previous night or Antoine. For his part, Dave wanted her to bring it up as it would be so much more powerful in his mind if she did, but as the morning dragged he resigned himself to the belief that it would just remain a powerful bedroom fantasy.
They were both standing in the kitchen when they heard the back gate open.
"Are you sure?" his wife said, which made his dick jump.
"Yes," he answered in a croaking voice. It had taken amazing willpower for him to force the word out.
With a last look, Julia left him alone and disappeared towards the bedroom. Ten minutes later she was back in a powder blue suit with a halter top and string ties at her hips. With the lost weight, the suit fit perfectly on bottom but was still quite snug on top. She looked amazing and Dave had the momentary thought of taking her to bed but knew he would get her later.
"Last chance," she said with an awkward smile. There was also a questioning look in her eyes but her husband merely nodded in reply.
"Wait," Dave said as she reached for the door handle. He saw her look up with a hopeful expression but that was soon lost when her husband spoke.
"Take the baby monitor so he thinks you're alone," he said, taking it from the table and handing it to her.
Julia accepted the device and without looking back she opened the door and stepped onto the patio. Dave watched her firm butt as she moved the short distance to the chair in her sexy suit. Antoine lifted his head when he heard her coming, but gave her time to settle in until, like before, he moved so that he was working directly in front of her. For the next fifteen minutes, Dave watched as they talked, wondering what if anything, was going to happen. Twice, when the black man's back was turned, Julia looked over her shoulder towards the house and Dave was unsure whether the look was intended to seek help or permission, but made no attempt to find out.
Antoine was once more in his standard attire of olive pants and a thin white t-shirt. He had stopped working and was now at his wife's feet getting a great view of her prone body covered only in the bikini. If Julia had been telling the truth, it was what the man requested, so after weeks of not seeing her he must have thought there was a message in her action. There was another five minutes of talk before suddenly he watched as his wife stood. She began moving towards the pool steps as if she was going swimming but halfway there Antoine took her arm. In a quick move, the young black man turned her, brought her to him and tried to kiss her. Initially, she looked shocked and diverted her head but he kept trying until he finally connected. Dave saw his wife's eyes dart towards the house but she didn't push him away and the kiss lasted for several seconds, then broke and started again. This time, it was deeper, more passionate and his wife's arms moved partially around his neck.
At that moment, Dave heard Phillip begin to whimper and like a bolt he raced to the bedroom knowing Julia's motherly instinct would take hold if he couldn't quiet the child.
"That's alright, that's alright," he cooed to his young son. Suddenly, realizing what he had just done, he looked towards the transmitter hanging from the crib.
He picked up Phillip and by rubbing his back he was able to calm the child quickly. At any moment, he expected his wife to come inside as he suspected the baby's sounds and his words had been delivered poolside. When five minutes had passed, and with his son still in his arms, he walked back to the living room wondering what he would find.
However, he wasn't prepared for what he saw. Julia was topless, facing the house, with Antoine behind her kissing her neck and working her nipples as if she was being milked. Evidently, he had been partly successful as he could see tiny rivulets running down her abdomen. It dawned on him that she was being put on display for his benefit which made him wonder what had ensued in the time he had been in the nursery. Frozen in place, father and son watched as their wife and mother continued to be fondled yards away.
Antoine seemed to be enthralled by Julia's milked filled breasts as he continued to play with them as the minutes ticked by. She stood there, allowing the touch, with her eyes mostly closed and occasionally tilting her head back when his lips found the right spot on her neck, and anyone peeking through or over the fence would have seen a decadent display of wanton lust.
Finally, Antoine's right hand left her breast and moved quickly over her tummy until it contacted her fabric covered mound. Now, with his teasing fingers, her body started to move more and when he slipped beneath the edge and found her slit it looked like her legs almost buckled. It wasn't long after that he pulled the strings holding up the bottoms and the garment fell to her feet.
It was a moment of decision. Dave could let it continue and see how far Julia would go outside, step out and stop it, or invite the entwined couple inside. A minute later, after putting his son back to bed, he was at the back door and stepping outside he gestured for them to come in.
As they came closer, Dave could see a look of worry on his wife's face and she struggled to make eye contact. He could also see that her pussy was glistening from the wetness of her arousal. In contrast, Antoine acted bold and cocky as he led the young wife by the hand staring straight at Dave with a smile. The couple passed him and entered the house. By the time Dave closed the door, they were already together in a deep kiss.
"Dave are you sure? Please tell me you're sure," the young wife asked her husband. Her question belied the excitement Dave recognized in her eyes. He knew she was very aroused and wanted permission.
"I'm sure," he answered.
"Good, man. Let's find the bed," their pool man announced.
It was Julia who actually led the way, taking him out of the room and down the hall. Her husband stayed in the living room for several minutes before he followed arriving just as Antoine dropped his pants revealing a very heavy and very black cock. Dave guessed he was an inch and a half to two inches longer than his six and a half inches but it was the girth where it looked most different. His cock was very thick, almost fat, and noticeable veins ran across the flesh with one very pronounced one traveling almost the entire length. When he looked up, he noticed his wife's eyes were locked on it just like his had been.
Julia was in bed, on her back, and he crawled between her legs then bent down and started to kiss her. Dave saw that her legs couldn't stay still and her hips were moving, no doubt in anticipation of the receipt of Antoine's cock. With whimpers from her when the kiss stopped, he lowered his head and took a nipple in his mouth, sucking hard.
"Damn, that's sweet," he declared when he was finished, having received some of her milk, and almost like he wanted to compare, he did the same thing on her other breast.
Julia was in a high state of arousal and couldn't keep still but when she made eye contact with her husband she extended her hand and said, "Honey."
They took each other's hand just as their guest put his cockhead against the young mother's opening. He proved quite patient for his age and used his hand to guide the plump, dark crown along her slit multiple times. Each effort made his head shine more and left her a little more open. Finally, as he was once again moving along the wet opening, his hips thrust and three inches disappeared inside.
"Ughhh...," Julia gasped, and gripped her husband's hand more tightly.
Antoine backed out then pushed again bringing another passionate cry from her and when he repeated it once more he moved all the way in.
"Ohhh...," she groaned, and Dave felt the strength leave her grip. Slowly, her hand left his and when he looked at her face he could see her eyes were closed, her mouth was halfway open and she looked completely gone.
Their mating began slowly with only the sounds of Julia's wet pussy, the squeaking of the bed and the occasional moan or sigh filling the room. Her lover seemed happy for the moment to feel her body and experience what she had to offer. This lasted for several minutes until Antoine changed his angle which allowed deeper and fuller thrusts.
"Ohhh...ummm...ohhh," Julia whined, and opened her eyes. She looked into Antoine's face then quickly at her husband who was still standing and watching then back to her lover.



"Feel good?" he asked.
"Uh, huh," she groaned in reply.
"Your first black man?" he followed.
"Yes," she answered.
"I'm going to fuck you every week," he announced.
"Okay," she replied without hesitation. Any reluctance had vanished and now the young wife was only thinking about the pleasure she was receiving from her lover's cock.
Dave heard it too as he stood watching with his dick so hard that he was afraid to touch is lest he instantly ejaculate. Watching his wife being fucked was the most arousing experience of his life, and the fact that it was with the black pool man only heightened things. Weeks ago, he would have said it was impossible but watching her desire build from the time they learned about Kristin until today had been amazing. He wanted Antoine to be her lover and he wanted him in bed with her every Saturday driving her crazy, just like now.
"Damn, this is good pussy," he said, dropping down so their torsos were connected and his head was in the crook of her neck.
In this position, most of her body was unseen save for her arms and legs and part of her head. Antoine started to power fuck, his ass moving rapidly, while the rest of his body was relatively still. Julia's arms wrapped around his neck, her legs spread even wider and now, coming from her mouth, was a litany of groans, sighs and whines. Dave heard him whispering into his wife's ears but the words were indistinguishable over all the other sounds in the room.
It wasn't long before Julia's sounds indicated she was building towards an orgasm. Antoine rose back up on his arms but was able to maintain the same fast, deep movement. Her hands moved to his biceps and she held on with a strong grip letting her nails dig into his skin. Her front, where they had been connected was covered in sweat and her large breasts danced in circles in time to the rhythm of their fucking.
"Baby, you close? I'm about to get my nut," Antoine announced.
"Close, don't stop," she answered.
In fact she was very close and only lasted a few more seconds before she gave in to her release. Dave thought he had witnessed the previous night a huge orgasm from her but it was nothing like what he was seeing now. With a piercing scream, her back arched then she fell back and thrust her pelvis against her lover, repeating this movement several times. It was so pronounced that Dave worried she would injure herself. Her hair flew around as her head tossed back and forth and her nails dug even deeper into Antoine's arm.
"Ohhh...ohhh...fuck...I can't believe it...fuck," she whined as it finally abated.
Antoine arrived just behind her and he pushed deeply into her lifting her pelvis off the mattress and held the position as he fired his seed deeply inside.
"Yeah, fuck yeah, fuck yeah...you're getting all the jizz baby...all of it," he grunted.
His body relaxed and her pelvis fell but seconds later he repeated the move as he forced out any remaining semen, "Take it now, take it deep, you know I'm next."
Then it was over and they lay in a sweaty, heaving mess with the raunchy smell of sex filling the room. Dave left to check on the baby purposefully giving them some time to recover and get dressed so he was surprised to find his wife on her knees sucking Antoine's cock when he returned. However, when she saw him she quickly stopped, climbed out of bed and went to the bathroom closing the door behind her, and seconds later the sound of the shower starting could be heard.
"I think it's best if you leave now," Dave said to the young black man, who was still lounging on the bed.
With a simple nod, he got up and quickly put on his clothes. For a moment, he looked towards the bathroom door as if he wanted to enter, but Dave sensing his intention stepped in front and guided him towards the back door.
"Look, please keep this to yourself," Dave said to him as he turned the knob.
"Sure man," he replied.
Amazingly, once outside, he returned to cleaning the pool as if nothing out of the ordinary had occurred. Dave watched him for a few minutes, as he contemplated what had just happened, then went to find his wife.
"Julia?" he said gently knocking on the bathroom door.
"Come in," she answered, and he entered to find her sitting in front of the mirror fixing her makeup.
"Are you okay?" he asked.
"Are you?" she countered and for several seconds they stared at each other.
"I'm okay, I guess," he said.
"Well, please tell me you got out of it what you wanted," she replied.
"Honey, I think it's best if we talk about it later. Right now, I just want to be with you and Phillip." he explained.
His wife nodded her concurrence and Dave left her to collect Phillip. A few minutes later Julia appeared and he saw her surprise when she saw that Antoine was still in the back. He left mother and son on the couch watching TV and went to the kitchen to prepare a late lunch but several times he noticed her staring out the back window.
They were just sitting down to eat when Antoine finally left, dragging his equipment through the gate and closing it behind him. After finishing, they discussed what to do and decided to take Phillip to the park. It was quite hot out so they made it barely an hour before they returned home, and while his wife took a nap, Dave took a magazine and sat by the pool. After giving her over an hour, he went to the bedroom and quietly crawled in next to her.
Julia was in just a t-shirt and panties, and let her husband snuggle up behind her.
"I love you," he said. He wanted to talk about "it" but didn't know where to start.
"I know you do," she whispered.
"Can we talk?" he asked.
"I guess we should," she answered, turning in his arms until she was facing him. He took the opportunity to kiss her several times before they continued.
"Did you...," he began, but she cut him off.
"I want to go first," she said.
"Okay," he replied meekly, expecting to be pilloried for getting her into it.
"Was it what you expected? What you wanted?" she asked, and he realized she had jumped to the key question.
Realizing the seriousness of the question, he thought hard about the answer and how to phrase it. Finally, he spoke, "Yes it was. It was more than I expected. The fact that you allowed yourself to let go and enjoy made it special."
He was happy with his answer because he felt it was positive, non-judgmental and connected them but most importantly, it was honest. He waited while his wife digested his words which took almost a minute.
"That's a pretty good answer," she said, and her serious look turned to a smile. With that, the ice was broken.
"It's true," he replied, smiling back.
"My God Dave it was so wild. I was shaking the whole time I was so nervous. Could you see it?" she asked.
"No, I didn't see any shaking. You just looked hot as hell to me," he replied, and kissed her again.
"You know you got busted talking on the baby monitor," she said.
"I suspected so. What happened?" he asked.
"We heard you and then Antoine said I thought you were alone? I was so caught off guard I told him you were inside watching. Then, he said let's give him a show and pulled my top off," she explained.
"So, you were waiting for me," Dave stated.
"Yes, and it was driving me crazy," she said.
"You looked so incredible," he told her. Dave's now had one hand under her shirt while the other squeezed her ass.
"It was so wicked," she replied.
Her husband couldn't take anymore and pulled her clothes off, then his, and quickly penetrated his wife. But, wanting to continue to talk he moved in her very slowly.
"You were so wet," he said.
"Mmmm...hmmm," she purred, enjoying the feeling of her husband inside her.
"He was big," he followed.
"Mmmm...hmmm," she said in a louder voice.
"Did you like it," he asked, already knowing the answer.
"Maybe a little," she answered, trying to be coy.
"The little led to a big orgasm," he replied.
"Yes, it did. Are you jealous?" she asked, still smiling.
"I will be honest and admit I was," her husband responded.
"Good," she said.
For the next several minutes the couple made slow love taking time to kiss each other often. Dave focused on the feeling of his wife's vagina, wondering if he would be able to tell it had recently been invaded by Antoine's large cock, but he noted no difference. He reveled in the small sigh and moans that came from her which made him feel she was enjoying herself.
Julia was happy they were making love as one of her great concerns was her husband's reactions afterwards. She worried that he would become jealous after her time with Antoine and that the reality would be far different than his lust filled expectations. Happily, so far, he had been loving and supportive.
"Do you want to see him again?" her husband asked.
"I think one time is enough," she replied, but Dave sensed that her answer lacked conviction. Regardless, it wasn't the right time to press so he dropped it.
"Honey, what was he saying to you?" he asked remembering the whispered words he spoke into her ear that he couldn't make out.
"What words?" she answered, and for the first time he sensed she was being evasive.
"You know what I'm talking about. When his mouth was next to your ear," he probed.
"It was nothing," she said, attempting to deflect the question.
Her husband stopped his movements, lifted over her and looking straight into her face said, "Julia, don't hide anything. Tell me what he said."
"He said the next baby was going to be his," she admitted.
"Well, it's a good thing you can't get pregnant," Dave replied.
"It's difficult but not impossible," his wife countered.
"What do you mean? I thought if you were nursing you couldn't get pregnant?" he asked.
"Like I said, it's difficult but not impossible," she said once more.
"So, you mean all this time since we started again you could have become pregnant and now you just took this black guy in you? Honey, he came in you. A lot," her husband said.
"It's difficult Dave. It will be okay. Now get back to work," she instructed her husband while pushing on his hips.
They were quiet after that, each lost in their own thoughts, but a few minutes later, with Julia stroking the back of his head, Dave spurt forth his semen then quickly collapsed onto her.
Sunday, after church, Julia announced she was going to the grocery store. Dave normally didn't accompany his wife on these trips but he felt the need, after the previous day's events, to be close to her. He pushed the cart for his wife following a specified routine that she had down, and he was proud of the looks that his pretty wife and young son received from both men and women as they traversed the store. The cart was half filled with groceries when they turned into the soft drink aisles and almost collided carts with Kristin, their neighbor.
"Hi Julia," she said with a bubbly voice. Like us, she had her baby in a carrier on the cart.
"Hi Kristin," his wife answered, but he could tell she was startled.
Dave nodded a hello and watched as the two women began to chat with most of the conversation being led by Kristin. He couldn't help but think how lucky Antoine had been to be able to sexually experience the two lovely, young mothers. No doubt, he had already told all his friends about his new conquest.
"How has your summer been," he heard his wife ask.
"Oh my gosh, it's been so hectic. My mother got sick and I had to go to stay with her for almost two months. I just got back a couple weeks ago," she replied.
Dave's grip on the cart tightened and his head began to spin. He barely heard the rest of their conversation but he could tell his wife was trying to disengage. When they finally separated, they made it just a few feet before Julia stopped the cart.
"Dave!" she let out, looking at him in shock.
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Katherine Dennison-Kupersmith felt that a huge weight had been lifted from her being. A recent hire as an Assistant Professor in the School of Social Sciences at a prestigious southern university, she had been struggling for months to identify a field of research that would differentiate her from the rest of the younger staff and put her on a solid tenure track. Finally, she felt like she had landed on something interesting and was certain there was little published research on the topic. In academia, it was "publish or perish", but she hated the way her colleagues would regurgitate the same old concepts in slightly modified form to appease the beast.
Katherine realized how fortunate she had been to land her position. She had been up against three other well-qualified candidates any of whom would have been a solid selection, but it was a position she wanted badly so she had immersed herself in preparation learning about the department faculty and their individual areas of expertise. During the interviews, she conversed with each member of the search committee in-depth on their interests, which she felt certain had been the deciding factor.
Since her husband of three years had a position as an attorney with one of the better firms in the city, landing the position had been even more of an imperative. There was no way he would have wanted to move, and given the difference in their incomes, she knew it would have made little sense. She was thankful that it was an issue avoided.
Katherine called her husband Jeff on his cell phone with a gushing voice and talked him into leaving early to go to dinner. She loved him deeply, but the required work hours of a new attorney were outrageous and she had been spending way too many nights dealing with an exhausted man. However, now with her own mission, she thought the free time might actually prove to be a benefit.
Katherine had been waiting at the table in their favorite restaurant for twenty minutes when Jeff finally showed up offering his apologies as he sat.
"I can't wait to hear the news," he said with a sincere smile.
Her struggle with finding a direction to take her research had made living with her difficult for the past few months, so he was thrilled that she had apparently decided on something. Just as Katherine was about to speak, the waiter came for their drink orders, and it was all she could do to hold back until he left.
"Okay, so I think I've found something that's interesting and fresh," she said, bubbling with enthusiasm.
"Tell me. I'm dying to hear," Jeff replied, equally enthusiastic.
"Okay, well you know I've been looking to link the work I've done in emotional intelligence with my interest in disadvantaged women's issues?" she asked, knowing he had heard her describe it many times before.
"Yes, go ahead," Jeff encouraged.
"So, what I'm thinking is to research the lives of young women who participate in the sex trade. Now I know that others have looked at this before, but I want to look into the impact of emotional intelligence on outcome and modifications that may occur over time," she explained.
"So, you want to see how a woman becomes a better hooker?" Jeff replied.
The instant the words left his mouth he knew he had screwed up and Katherine's glare confirmed it. She quietly took a sip of her Cosmopolitan before speaking.
"You're not getting it," she said with dripping sarcasm.
"Look I'm sorry. That was a stupid thing to say. You're right though. I'm not sure I do get it completely, but I'm just an attorney not a Ph.D. in these things," he answered, trying to dig out of the hole.
"Don't be patronizing," Katherine said, and Jeff could tell she was growing frustrated.
"How are you going to research the topic? I mean how do you find subjects and how do you get them to talk to you?" he asked, trying to move past his faux pas.
"I'm not completely sure. It's something I will have to work out," she replied.
"But you think this is a new area. I mean something that hasn't been picked over by others?" he asked.
"Oh, yes. I just looked some this afternoon but I found very little and there was nothing with the emotional intelligence angle," Katherine answered, practically jumping from her seat as her enthusiasm returned.
The couple had a delicious dinner with Jeff avoiding any sensitive subjects so his wife could enjoy her evening. It seemed to him her concept had some flaws, but since he wasn't an academic, and he felt it was logical there would be a process in developing the idea, he didn't probe. After dinner, they went straight home and tore each other's clothes off on the way to bed. Katherine could be an intensely passionate lover, but, unfortunately, she had recently become so consumed by work issues that their lovemaking had become flat. It drove Jeff crazy when she didn't reach an orgasm and despite all his efforts, it was becoming the norm. However, this evening she was totally engaged and her body was sensitive and responsive. She climaxed with her arms and legs wrapped around him with whines of pleasure coming from her mouth, and then quickly fell asleep in his arms.
Jeff and Katherine had met when he was a second-year law student and she was starting her Ph.D. program. Within three months they were living together, balancing their student life and the blossoming romance. When Jeff graduated and found a good job, he moved to the city ahead of her while she finished school and completed her dissertation. It had been a hard two years, only seeing each other about once a month, but it did make both feel that their relationship was worth continuing. A month after Katherine finished, they were married in a nice ceremony, and then she concentrated on finding a job. Landing the professor position had been an absolute dream come true.
Katherine had originally caught Jeff's eye during a party at a friend's place. He demanded an introduction from a mutual acquaintance, and he dominated her time for most of the evening. Even though she was in a relationship they went out the next weekend and after that were basically a couple. All their friends thought they made the perfect pair as both were attractive, intelligent and ambitious, and they quickly became devoted to each other.
Katherine always attracted lots of male attention. She was a slender, raven-haired beauty of 5'7" with long legs and perfect C-cup breasts that stood high on her chest. A youngish looking twenty-seven, her dark brown eyes, cute dimples, and juicy lips always made men melt.
She had been with three other men before Jeff. Two were long term boyfriends but the other was a one-night stand because of too much to drink, and while she had told her husband about the two boyfriends, she had not admitted to the third. To her, Jeff was an attractive, physical person with a caring personality, but he was also a highly intelligent man she could respect. He stood right at 6' tall and weighed 180 pounds, his hair was medium brown, and his mischievous smile usually disarmed her.
Over the next month, Katherine developed her research plan outlining further areas of interest and data she wanted to collect. The one continuing problem was how to get cooperation and interaction with her subjects. She thought about putting ads in underground newspapers offering money for participation in a survey but her mentor, an older woman that was a full professor, was adamant that the best way to collect the data was in the field.
"I know she's right, I just don't know how to go about it," she said to Jeff one evening.
"That sounds like it could be dangerous," he replied, worried that in her zeal she might lose perspective.
Another month went by and Katherine was becoming more and more frustrated. Every plan she came up with to gather the field data had holes in it she couldn't overcome.
"You have to help me," she barked at her husband one evening after she had spent over an hour describing all the difficulties she was facing.
"I would if I knew how. What do you want me to do?" he answered sympathetically.
"I don't know. Find me a contact I can talk to," she replied.
"A contact?" Jeff asked, confused by what she meant.
"Yes. Someone that works in the sex trade. Someone that knows their way around," she clarified.
"Well, honey, I don't know anyone like that," he responded.
"Well, you're a lawyer, aren't you? Don't lawyers deal with criminals?" Katherine challenged.
Jeff didn't respond immediately. He knew she was very frustrated by her inability to move forward with her project, so he pulled her close, put his arm around her, and said, "You know I'm a contracts attorney, not a criminal one. But let me think about how to do this."
Jeff did think about it over the next few days and finally contacted his friend Clark that worked at a law firm that specialized in criminal defense. He explained what Katherine was seeking to do as best he understood and asked for information on who in the city would be good to approach.
"Well, the guy that comes to mind when you explain the goal is Little Sam Taylor. He owns a couple of strip clubs in town and the girls there also turn tricks. But, damn Jeff, this is some really dangerous stuff. I would highly recommend that your wife find some other way to do her research," Clark explained.
"I know. It worries me too. But she is consumed by this whole thing right now. Hopefully, when she sees what she had to deal with she will come to her senses. Do you know this Taylor guy?" Jeff responded.
"I've never met him, but one of my colleagues has represented him," he answered.
"Could you get me his contact info?" Jeff asked.
"Let me see what I can do," his friend replied.
It took three days before Clark called back with Sam Taylor's cell phone number. Once again, he explained to Jeff the dangers of what was being proposed and tried to talk him into dropping the idea and finding another way. Jeff thanked him and assured his friend he would look into things before telling Katherine. He didn't immediately call, but after several more days of dealing with his wife's miserable disposition, he reluctantly dialed the number.
"Yes?" a deep voice came over the line.
"Uh, Mr. Taylor...Uh, you don't know me, but I was given your number by a mutual acquaintance and I wondered if I could bother you to meet with me and discuss something?' Jeff said, stumbling through his words while realizing that explaining what his wife wanted to do would be difficult.
"Who the fuck is this?" Sam Taylor demanded.
"Uh, Mr. Taylor my name is Jeff Kupersmith and like I said I'm just seeking to meet with you for a few minutes to discuss something," he answered.
"What kind of something?" he asked, suspiciously.
"It's really difficult to explain over the phone, but I promise it will only take a few minutes if we could meet," Jeff asked again, able now to speak more clearly.
"Come to the club at nine," he replied quickly and hung up.
Jeff's friend had explained that Little Sam Taylor ran his business from a club on South Bayshore Blvd so he assumed that was where the meeting would take place. He worked late before going to the meeting, wanting to avoid his wife, as he felt it was too early to share what was transpiring. Jeff had been in the city long enough to know that the area where the club was located was seedy and frequented by a less desirable class of people, and on the drive, he felt his stomach knotting with nervousness over what he might encounter. He had led a fairly privileged life and had experienced very few interactions with this level of society.
He found the club without difficulty and turned into the poorly lit parking lot. Since there were only a few cars, he found a spot close to the door. Through the walls of the building, Jeff could hear a heavy bass beat that hit him like a wave when he opened the heavy metal door.
"Five dollars," an overweight Hispanic girl in a too-tight dress said.
He paid the cover then asked her over the music, "I have an appointment with Mr. Taylor at nine. Can you tell me where to find him?"
"Ask at the bar," the girl replied while smacking gum, and Jeff couldn't help but glance at her large glitter-covered breasts that heaved from the top.
As soon as he entered the main area of the club, he saw it was a large room with two stages. One was in the center of the room and had a young black girl with a large ass dancing on it wearing a g-string and a bikini top. Like her ass, her breasts were pronounced and spilled out from the covering. She seemed disinterested and oblivious to the few customers inside. The other stage was at the back, and while the lights were flashing from the rack overhead, it was empty. Scattered around the room he could see a half dozen girls in skimpy attire. Several were talking to the patrons while the others chatted at a table in the back.
"I'm looking for Mr. Taylor," Jeff announced when he reached the bar.
The bartender, a heavyset man with his long hair pulled into a ponytail, didn't respond but walked to the end of the bar and stepped into a side room. He was gone for several minutes and when he returned, he nodded towards the door. Jeff walked to the end of the bar and stepped into a small room he could see was set up like an office with a desk and two chairs against the wall. Sitting at the desk was a large black man that eyed him up, and then nodded towards the chairs.
"Now, what you want?" the man asked.
"Are you Sam Taylor?" Jeff replied.
"I damn sure am," he replied, gruffly.
Jeff was immediately struck by the misnomer of the word "little" to describe the man. Even sitting, Jeff could tell he was well over six feet tall and in excess of two hundred pounds. Wearing black slacks and a dark blue silk shirt, he looked to be about forty and had a large barrel chest, thick arms, close-cropped hair, and a beard. His nose looked like it had been broken at least once and one of his cheeks had a rough texture that might have come from acne scarring. He gave Jeff a dismissive look like he was wasting his precious time.
"Mr. Taylor thanks for taking the time to meet with me. I know you're busy and I promise to go fast. My wife is a professor at a local university and is interested in doing research on women that work in clubs like yours. I've come to see if letting her spend some time with the girls is something you would consider," Jeff said.
He was following a script he had thought through that he hoped would pique some interest, and had intentionally stayed away from mentioning prostitution as he thought it might scare him off.
"What the fuck? Are you fucking shitting me?" Sam Taylor replied, looking at Jeff like he was an idiot.
"Well no uh, actually I'm uh..." Jeff stammered, having lost his confidence with the outburst.
"How did you find me?" Sam Taylor demanded, cutting him off.
He explained that he was a lawyer and had been recommended by a friend at the firm that had represented him. He hoped he wasn't out of line divulging his source, but Sam Taylor's booming voice and physical presence made it hard to think. Fortunately, as he explained how he made contact, using the names of the lawyers at the firm, he seemed to soften.
"Now start over again and tell me what you want," he directed the young attorney.
Jeff started from scratch and tried to explain, going slower this time and adding more detail. Sam just stared at him as he spoke giving no hint about what he was thinking. When he had finished, he remained quiet for a long time making the young man uncomfortable before he finally spoke.
"Where's your wife? How come she ain't here?" he asked.
"Well, as you can appreciate, I wanted to see things for myself before she got involved," he answered.
"It's her deal ain't it? Taylor shot back.
"Yes, it is but...," he started before he was cut off again.
"Bring her here next Monday. Same time," he stated, then turned away.
Jeff sat there stunned for several seconds then rose and left the office barely looking at the others as he exited the club. On the drive home, he debated whether to tell Katherine about the meeting and by the time he had pulled into the driveway, he had convinced himself it was best to forget the whole thing.
He found his wife in bed watching TV when he got inside. He could tell she was feeling depressed as she barely spoke to him as he passed her to go to the closet to change. He climbed into bed naked hoping to initiate some lovemaking, but she pushed him away when he tried to embrace her.
"Please, not tonight," she said, staring at the television.
Jeff flopped onto his back and looked at the screen feeling resentment at her rejection and the impact her obsession with her project was having on their lives. Finally, with a mixture of frustration and trepidation, he told her about Little Sam Taylor and the meeting he had just attended.
"Oh my God, are you kidding? Why didn't you tell me sooner?" Katherine said, almost jumping out of bed when she realized the extent of what her husband was describing.
"Well, I wasn't sure it was the right thing. I'm still not sure," he replied.
"It sounds good so far. Keep going," she demanded.
Jeff explained every detail until he ended by telling her about the demand from Sam Taylor to meet with her the following Monday.
"Okay, that sounds perfect. I can be done with work and run some errands and then we can go," she said, showing no concern for the safety issues Jeff had tried to explain as he was describing the club.
Katherine snuggled close to her naked husband and rubbed his chest beneath the covers before letting her hand descend to his shaft. She fondled him lightly, quickly bringing his cock to a full erection.
"Thank you, sweetie," she purred in his ear and then kissed his neck.
Jeff was content to let her do the work for the time being and Katherine didn't disappoint. She quickly pulled her clothes off then returned to his side, this time with her uncovered breasts pushed against his chest while she playfully stroked his cock. Then with a smile, she disappeared beneath the covers until he felt her juicy lips sliding over his erection.
"Ummm..." he let out, arching his back as his wife's wet mouth descended.
The next morning over coffee the young husband recalled the lovemaking with his wife thinking it had been some of the best sex they had ever experienced. When in the mood, Katherine was an equally enthusiastic giver and receiver of pleasure and he loved it when he could turn her on and see her let go. Last night had been spectacular and he was already looking forward to the next time.
On Monday, she sat in the passenger seat, eager with anticipation, as they drove towards the seedy bar. Jeff had tried to explain to her the condition of the place, and the inherent danger she would be facing, but she would have none of it. To her, it was a chance to finally advance her research and achieve the things in her academic career she felt were important. He noticed the distressed look on her face when they pulled into the parking lot and she got a look at the place, but she quickly pulled herself together, and they entered the building.
Inside, waiting for Sam Taylor to meet with them, Katherine got to look around. When she saw the girls working inside, her spirits picked up as she felt they were exactly the data source she was seeking. There were fewer than she expected, so she might have a sample size problem, but at least it was a step in the right direction. After a ten-minute wait, they were told to go to Sam Taylor's small office. He stayed seated as they entered, and directed them to sit. Jeff had told his wife to wear simple clothes for the meeting and she had selected jeans and a white blouse. He was glad he had done so because now he could see that Sam was sizing up his wife.



"Now, tell me again what you have in mind," Sam Taylor demanded, with almost no pleasantries.
Jeff had told his wife how the previous conversation had gone, so she had thought through a way to explain the concept to a less educated individual. Slowly and deliberately, she walked through her theory and plan for collecting data while Sam Taylor quietly listened. Jeff realized that it didn't hurt that this time he was hearing it from a beautiful young woman instead of some lawyer, but to his wife's credit, she was doing a good job with the explanation. When she finished, Katherine asked if there were questions and waited while Sam Taylor quietly contemplated her words.
"Won't work," he stated flatly.
"Why not?" she responded, his brusque words catching her off guard.
"If the girls know why you're here, they ain't going to speak truthfully. They'll tell you what you want to hear. That's how they cope. How they operate," he explained.
"Mr. Taylor the surveys I can create will help with that. I'm sure I can structure it so I can get accurate data," she replied.
"Well then just drop them off and I'll see if they will fill them out," the club owner said.
"No, that won't work. It requires some interaction and follow-up questioning," she clarified.
"No, no thanks. It will be a distraction. Sorry," Sam Taylor answered, and with an air of finality turned from them back to his desk.
Katherine sat staring at his back until she felt her husband take her elbow, and guide her out of the office. She had been so excited, exhilarated really, when Jeff told her about the opportunity, so to now be dismissed like this was devastating. It was all she could do not to cry, and once in the car she did cry and was inconsolable all evening even though Jeff tried everything he could think of to lift her spirits. So close, she kept thinking to herself and then to be turned away. There had to be something she could do to convince the man.
It was the next day, right after she finished teaching a class, that an idea suddenly hit her. The more she thought about it the more sense it made, and after a while, she had actually concluded that it would be a benefit to the study. She thought it addressed the concerns he had expressed so she was excited to talk to Mr. Taylor and see if she could convince him to try it. She thought about calling Jeff and getting him to arrange another meeting, but after consideration, she thought it might be best to talk to Mr. Taylor first. There was no reason to upset Jeff needlessly she rationalized.
That evening, at roughly the same time as the previous meeting, she pulled her car into the parking lot of the club. She felt like all eyes were on her, as alone now, she waited at the bar hoping that Mr. Taylor would see her. She waited almost an hour, turning down several drink offers from the bartender, before she was told he would see her, but only for a minute.
"What now?" Sam Taylor asked with annoyance when Katherine was seated.
"Well I think I have an idea on how to deal with your concerns," she replied.
"Go ahead, I'm listening," the large black man said.
"I noticed you had a help wanted sign saying you were looking for a waitress and I thought if I worked here as a waitress then I could discreetly do the academic work," she explained.
"You have any experience?" he immediately asked.
"Uh, no. But I'm sure I can do it," Katherine replied, with a bit of desperation in her voice.
"You know the hours? Its 6 PM to 2 AM," Sam Taylor barked at her.
"That's not a problem," she replied, feigning confidence while thinking she could get her work done in a few weeks.
Sam Taylor sat in silence for several minutes thinking about it. He knew this would probably end up a mess but she was a damn good-looking woman, and he liked her persistence.
"Roland!" he yelled through the open door.
"Go get a couple of those waitress outfits. A size that would fit this girl," he ordered the bartender when he appeared.
Katherine felt her face flush when he spoke. She had not expected there would be any special attire and was now worried about what it might be in this type of club. Roland was gone for only a few minutes before he returned with three of the outfits.
"Find one that fits and put it on then come back so I can have a look at you," Sam told her, and then added, "Roland will show you where to change."
Katherine felt like bolting to her car and driving back to her comfortable existence, but she was so consumed by the study she dutifully followed Roland to an unmarked door at the back of the club. Just as he nodded towards the opening, an attractive blonde that looked to be about twenty came out in a tiny miniskirt, tube top and platform heels wearing way too much make-up. She glanced at them briefly before continuing on her way.
She entered and found she was in a changing area that looked like it hadn't been cleaned in years. There was a long lighted counter with several stools where she assumed the girls put on their makeup and opposite were lockers, many with broken doors, where they must store their things while working. There was no one in the room which pleased Katherine, and she found a bench near the back where she could set her things while changing.
Taking the first outfit off the hanger she realized it was a small black satin romper, like a Playboy bunny costume without the tail or ears but, with black fishnet hose. To put it on would require her to get nude, which made her nervous in the unguarded room. Katherine had come straight from work and was still in a knee-length skirt and a white, long sleeve blouse, and she stripped down to her bra and thong, carefully folding and placing her clothes on the bench. Then, as quickly as she could, she took off her undergarments and tried on the outfit.
The first one was too large and she had to use one hand to hold it in place. The second was better but seemed a size too small as her breasts bulged out of the low-cut top, and it was snug in the crotch. Katherine tried on the third, but it was the same as the first so she went back to the second one.
She was standing in just the fishnet hose when the door suddenly flew open and an overweight black girl with short hair came in wearing hot pants and a halter top. Katherine covered her front as best she could as the girl came directly up to her.
"Who are you?" the girl asked, with a look that made Katherine think she was drunk or high.
"I'm...uh...seeing about getting a waitress job," she replied.
"Mmmmm...you're pretty hot," the girl sighed, making her blush.
They stood staring at each other for several seconds, neither moving nor speaking before the black girl turned and went to the mirror. Katherine waited, still covering herself, hoping the girl would leave, but after several minutes she summoned her courage and put on the outfit. As she was straightening it, she looked up to see the girl staring at her in the mirror. Without speaking, she gathered her clothes and the extra garments and went back to the club owner's office as instructed.
"Damn!" Little Sam thought when she entered the room. He loved the look of her milky breasts lifted by the outfit and her ass and legs were better than he was expecting. She stood awkwardly waiting for him to say something, but he just continued to look her over without speaking.
"Turn around," he said to her in a commanding voice.
Katherine turned and Sam feasted on the look of her shapely legs and tight rear. He realized she had a better body than most of the dancers and would attract a lot of attention even if she was just waitressing. But he was a cautious man and didn't want to deal with any drama, so he decided to test her reactions.
"Bend over and put your hands on the side of that chair," he said, nodding towards one of the folding metal chairs.
"Why?" Katherine asked, even though she knew what he wanted.
"Girl, just do it if you want to work here," he fired back.
Katherine hesitated for a moment before doing as she was told, and Sam smiled as her ass was pushed back when she bent at the waist. Her mound, snuggly covered by the satin fabric, became more pronounced, and there was just a hint of a camel toe. The sounds of the casters squeaking as Sam's chair rolled towards her filled the room and Katherine started to rise.
"Be still," he commanded, and she immediately stopped and returned to her position not knowing what to expect, but fearful of his intent.
"Huh!" Katherine gasped when she felt his hand grasp the inside of her thigh.
"Now girl, you are going to get all kinds of attention in here and I don't want you getting all freaky and start yelling and screaming. You know what I mean? You got to deal with it. Can you handle it?" Little Sam explained, while his hand moved up her thigh until the side of his finger was just barely touching her covered pussy.
"I can handle it," she quickly replied, hoping her affirmation would get him to remove his hand.
Little Sam kept his hand on her leg while sporting an unseen smile, as he reveled in her discomfort. He could feel her leg trembling and the warmth being generated from her pussy. He thought about pushing his hand hard against her mound to see her reaction but decided against it. Finally, he let his hand drop, but Katherine stayed in the position until Little Sam told her she could stand. Her willingness to wait until he gave her permission to move impressed him greatly.
"Now you get here in time to get dressed and ready by six. I don't want no fucking around. Six means six and you stay all the way till closing. First time I hear any whining your ass is gone. Your husband ain't allowed inside. If he comes to get you then he stays outside like the other boyfriends do. I don't want you bothering the girls with your thing till I say it's okay either. You understand?" he asked, demanding her confirmation.
"Yes," Katherine replied, thankful to be getting started, but also feeling some dread as the reality hit home.
"That's good then. Oh, and don't be driving up here in some fancy car like you and your husband did. That attracts attention. You take a cab or find another car," he added.
"Okay, I understand," she answered meekly and remained in place wondering what was next.
"Remember, get here ready at six. The outfit stays here. You pay for getting it cleaned and bring a lock for your locker," he said, then turned away.
Realizing he was finished, she grabbed her things and quickly went to the dressing room. She quickly changed and then dropped off the outfits with Roland identifying to him the one she wanted. Minutes later, she was leaving the parking lot on her way back to her world.
When she hit the button to open the garage door, she saw that her husband was home. She had hoped to shower and perhaps have a drink to calm her nerves before he arrived, so she would be more prepared to tell him what had happened. Jeff could tell something was up when she came inside, but rather than talk she walked past him to the bedroom. After a few minutes, he followed finding she had changed into her robe and was sitting in front of the mirror in the bathroom removing her makeup.
"Everything okay?" he asked.
"Yes, why?" she answered, still not sure how to explain.
"You just seem to be acting a bit strange," he told her.
She had tried hard to appear normal, so it was unnerving to have her husband see through her façade so easily. She didn't immediately respond while trying to think about the best way to explain, but after an awkward silence and no good idea, she spoke.
"Well there is something we need to discuss," she stated while using a cotton ball on her face.
"What about?" Jeff asked as he tensed, sensing it would not be good.
"I went back to that club today and met with Sam Taylor. I convinced him to let me work there as a waitress, you know, something like a cover for collecting the data I need," Katherine blurted out.
She had stopped working on her face and was now staring directly at her husband.
"Are you kidding me? You're crazy!" Jeff responded, shaking his head in amazement at his wife's foolishness.
"It's not crazy. I need to make this work and I came up with the best idea I could. You know how much this project means to me," she fired back.
"I know it's important to you honey, but this is just too damn dangerous," he said, lowering his voice and taking her hand.
"At least let me tell you the rest," she replied, surprised at her calmness.
"Okay...okay, honey," he sighed.
Katherine started at the beginning, explaining how she had come up with the idea and how she had met with Sam. She told him about having to wear a waitress outfit but downplayed the description. She also neglected to mention the black dancer coming on to her, or Sam Taylor inspecting her body and placing his hand on her thigh.
"Why didn't you let me know so I could go with you," Jeff asked when she had finished, feeling hurt she hadn't come to him.
"Honey I didn't know if he was even going to listen to me, and I didn't want to get you away from work just to find out he said no," she explained., and although he understood her logic, it didn't deaden the feeling.
"Well, what's next?" Jeff asked.
"I start tomorrow," she replied, looking straight at him hoping to ward off any negative reaction.
"That's quick," he responded, with a surprised expression.
"I know but I think it's best this way. Get it going and see if it's going to work. If it doesn't, I can always just walk away," she said.
"Maybe. Are you sure the University allows you to have a second job?" Jeff asked.
His legal mind was working through the scenario and the thought struck him.
"I don't know. I'll check the policy manual, but if there is a problem, I just won't accept any payment," she replied, after considering his question.
"What are you getting paid?" he asked.
"I don't know. I didn't ask!" she answered as she laughed.
"Nice," Jeff replied, laughing too.
Katherine used the laughter as a segue to tell her husband more about the arrangement. She explained the hours and that she would have to take a taxi back and forth because he didn't want her nice car in the parking lot. She finished by explaining that no husbands or boyfriends were allowed in the club, but that they could pick up the girls outside.
"You sure you can do this? You're going to be exhausted," her husband said with true concern.
"I know but it shouldn't last longer than a couple of weeks," she replied.
"I'm not sure about this taxi thing. I think I'd rather be there to pick you up at least," Jeff said.
"Your car is too nice, too. I'll be okay," she told him, but she could tell he was not convinced.
They continued talking about the job and how she would collect the information she needed, and Katherine was happy that they had gotten past any argument around her doing it. She even felt that Jeff had switched to being supportive, as he was now making suggestions. Slowly, the discussion wound down and Jeff drifted away to pay bills. She was in bed when he finally finished, but neither tried to initiate any lovemaking, as both were too focused on their own thoughts.
The next day seemed to fly by for Katherine as she went through her duties at the University. At exactly 5 PM, she bolted for her car and drove home calling for a cab on the way. She had just enough time to park her car in the garage and change into some casual clothes before the taxi arrived. It was a twenty-minute drive to the club, and she felt her heart race in anticipation as she drew closer. She was allowed inside without question and she made her way quickly to Roland who gave her the outfit. Ten minutes later, she was changed and had locked her clothes securely away. She went immediately to the bar where Roland, obviously briefed on the situation, explained her duties then gave her a tray.
"I need $50," he said when he was finished.
"What? Why? I don't have that much cash," she asked in surprise.
"Waitresses are responsible for their customers and have to pay in advance," he told her.
"Well, what do I do?" she gasped, looking at him for help.
After a long look, Roland spoke, "Okay...this time I'll cover you, but not again."
With a sincere thank you, Katherine spoke briefly to the day waitress she was replacing then wandered to her area of the club. Since there were only six customers in the entire place and only two in her area, she felt awkward but took a position where she could be called upon.
While she waited, she took in the scene of the solitary dancer on the center stage while other girls roamed the club hoping to attract attention. The girl on stage was a skinny, dirty blonde with large fake breasts, wearing only a red thong, and she danced with an air of extreme indifference as if she expected nothing. Katherine was trying to figure out her motivation in such a stark situation when one of her customers nodded to her.
"Yes, sir?" Katherine asked the large man with thinning gray hair as she bent next to him.
The man looked her over liking what he saw and wondering why such a fresh-looking woman was working in this place. Her creamy breasts were lifted and bulging in the tight outfit and the high cut around her hips left her long, slender legs on full display.
"Honey. What in the world is your name?" the man asked.
"Katherine," she answered, unaware of the convention about fake names.
"Well, Katherine you look damn good. Can you bring me another?" the man asked, holding up his empty longneck.
She nodded then scurried off to the bar excited to be serving her first customer. When she took the job, she knew that she needed to build her bona fides and this was the first step in that direction. Roland, with a silly grin, took the order and her money before handing her the beer.
Katherine took the man the beer and waited while he paid her in cash, tipping her two dollars. As soon as he took the beer off her tray, she felt one of his hands on her butt, which made her shiver. Despite the rude gesture, she remembered the words from Sam and ignored it, but quickly moved away. For the rest of the night, she served the customers who wandered in and out and learned that light groping was standard fare. In fact, it was odd when it didn't happen, and several times, she actually found herself rationalizing why the man hadn't tried.
By the time closing arrived, she had been touched countless times, fended off several more serious advances, and had two conversations with dancers she thought were promising for her work. She had also made $45 in tips.
The cab delivered her home at 2:25 AM. Opening the door, she only made it a few steps inside when Jeff appeared in the hallway.
"How was it?" he asked, showing concern.
"It was a start. But I'm exhausted," she replied.
He took her in his arms and hugged her, immediately inhaling the aroma of cigarette smoke and alcohol that clung to her body. All night, he had thought about her alone in the club filled with horny men, and now wanting her badly, he tried to direct her to bed.
"I need to shower," she said, wiggling in his grip.
"Later hon," Jeff answered, acting more forceful.
Her husband's aroused demands both excited and tickled her and she giggled as she let him have his way. He undressed her while she stood then pushed her onto the bed.
"Why are you so excited?" Katherine asked, still giggling and enjoying the attention.
"I've been thinking about you and waiting for you all night," he replied.
He pulled his boxers off then moved between his wife's legs and kissed her on the mouth while letting his chest rub against her nipples.
"Mmmm..." they moaned in unison from the feeling.
The closer he got to her the stronger the smells from the club, which only fueled his passion. In reality, he had worked himself into a state of extreme arousal fantasizing about his wife in the strip club. In his mind, the place was full of exciting virile men constantly coming on to his wife. When he slipped his hard dick into her slick pussy it only validated his thoughts.



"Oh, hell yes!" Jeff exclaimed and moved in and out of his wife listening to her mews of pleasure and feeling her body respond beneath him.
"Oh, Jeff," Katherine cried out, after a hard thrust.
He moved even faster and soon he was slamming into her at a torrid pace. It couldn't last long and within only a few minutes, Jeff emptied his semen into his wife's warm opening.
"Oh, honey...oh yeah...yeah...," he groaned in pleasure.
Katherine, who had been exhausted when she walked in the door, was now left excited and unfulfilled. Jeff, after a few gasps, rolled to her side and pulled her close realizing that he left the job incomplete. He took his hand and drove two fingers into her wetness hoping it would suffice, and within seconds, she rolled to her back and spread her legs giving him total access. A cock would have been better, but now she was just eager for an orgasm. The squishing sounds of her wetness quickly had Jeff's attention and he started asking questions.
"Tell me what happened," he demanded.
"Nothing..." she replied while mewing in pleasure.
"What did the men do?" he asked.
"They watched the dancers," she answered quickly.
"I know they looked at you. You're too beautiful to ignore. I bet you had everyone's attention," he said, unaware of how accurate he really was.
"That's just because you love me," Katherine answered, pleased with her husband's words and getting more excited from his fingers.
"Baby, tell me more. What happened? I want details," he begged.
"I served the men while the girls danced and uhh...ohhh...sometimes they put their hand on my leg...uhhh...on my butt sometimes..." she described, as her body responded more to Jeff's touch.
"Oh my God! They touched you. Tell me!" Jeff demanded as he inserted a third finger.
"Oh, Jeff...yes...but not much...just on the costume..." she whimpered, getting close to her release.
"My God Katherine...that's crazy...they touched you..." Jeff whispered to her, not knowing what else to say.
"Ohhh Jeff...ohhh....ohhh...Jeff...ohhh yess...yesss..." Katherine cried out when the orgasm hit.
Her legs slammed shut against his invading fingers trapping them inside her soaked vagina while she whimpered and writhed. It lasted almost thirty seconds and when it ebbed, with her chest heaving in post-orgasmic joy, Jeff snuggled next to her and held her until they both fell asleep.
The clock buzzing at 7 am woke the couple with both moving slowly from too little sleep. Katherine stumbled through her day, yawning so much that several co-workers asked about it. When she was done at school, she rushed home to change, but this time, after having watched how the other girls came and went, she merely threw on flannel warm-up pants and a sweatshirt.
With her lack of sleep, the evening at the club seemed to drag on forever. Like the previous night, she endured the light groping from the patrons as she served them drinks which reminded her of her husband's excitement. It wasn't something she had expected or been prepared for the previous night, but since his excitement had helped fuel hers, she hadn't probed him about it. Still, it was something she wanted to discuss at the right time. What she didn't know was that Jeff had spent a good portion of his day contemplating the same thing. Now, with the passion of the moment gone, he felt silly and a little ashamed about the questions he had asked. It wasn't like him, and certainly nothing he had considered before. His strange thoughts seemed to have just sprung from out of nowhere and that concerned and frightened him.
Katherine paid more attention to the individual dancers, their routines and tried to identify what characteristics made them successful. She wasn't surprised to learn that looks played a big part, although it wasn't everything. She noticed that several less attractive girls did fairly well from what seemed to be a combination of persistence and attitude. She also became more aware of the club layout and patterns the dancers followed. Sometimes, the dancer would give a table dance for a customer right in the main room, but more often, they went to a darker room on the side of the building with several secluded sections. She had only gone into this room once to take an order and deliver a drink, but she saw that the girl was much more aggressive in the semi-private space. Finally, there was the door at the back where she had seen a dancer leave with a customer, but not return. Although curious, she hadn't built up the courage yet to ask about it.
Fortunately, things were slow that night so Roland told her she could leave just after midnight. She quickly changed and headed out looking forward to getting some rest. Jeff was waiting up and wanted more details, but she convinced him nothing interesting had occurred, and that they really should just go to sleep.
She spent the next day thinking about Sam's requirement she not speak to the girls until he told her it was okay. She realized it was a very vague demand from a time perspective, and she decided to speak with him about it that evening.
"Sam, uh Mr. Taylor can I ask you a question?" Katherine asked nervously to the club owner's back, from the open door.
"What baby?" he replied, looking up.
She was relieved to see a faint smile on his face, as his eyes gave her costumed body a once over.
"You asked that I wait on speaking to the girls until you said it was okay. Can we talk about when that might be?" she inquired.
Sam was silent for several seconds while he stared at her and his smile disappeared, so she braced herself for a negative reaction, but finally, in a calm voice, he said, "You got to make friends with them first. These girls, they're all fuck-ups. Been used and abused. You go out there firing off questions you ain't going to get shit. Might get an answer, but it will be a lie. Take your time, baby. It's best that way and for your own good."
Katherine nodded her head realizing that his words made sense, and said in a low voice, "Okay, Sam."
Just as she was about to leave, the large black man spoke, "Baby, you look tired."
"Well, I guess with school and working here I'm not getting much sleep," she answered.
"Come here," he said, opening a drawer to his left.
He pulled out a small tin with a breath mint logo and extracted a small pill, "Take this it will help you."
"Oh...uhhh... I can't do that. I don't do drugs," she replied.
"Well good for you and if I caught you doing drugs, I'd kick your ass out of here. I don't care what the girls do on their own time, but here there ain't no drugs. Now, this thing is just a little thing like a Nodoz. More caffeine than drug so don't worry about it. Just take it so you don't spend all night yawning like you did last night," he explained.
That Sam knew that she had been yawning the previous night was disconcerting, and although still reluctant, she reached out with her hand.
"Good. Now get back to work," he said, shutting the tin and tossing it back into the drawer.
Katherine turned and left with Sam's eyes glued to her tight, luscious ass. He thought about how good her pussy must feel and he felt his cock stiffen. He smiled to himself wondering how she would react to the strong amphetamine she left with, and if she would even take it. He decided he would check on her in an hour knowing the effects would be obvious.
Katherine put the pill on her tray and went back to work unsure about whether to take it. However, twenty minutes later as she fought to stifle a yawn she decided "what the hell", went to the bar for some water and popped it into her mouth.
"What's that?" Roland asked.
"A Nodoz that Sam gave me," she naively answered.
Roland resisted the urge to laugh and just nodded his head until she left. He wasn't sure why Sam had let her hang around. She clearly wasn't "one of the girls" and he had seen more than his share. But now, with this latest info, he speculated that Sam had a plan.
It didn't take long for the drug to invade Katherine's slender body. Suddenly, her energy surged and she felt renewed, which was good as the Friday night crowd had grown large. No longer feeling like she was carrying a bag of rocks, she zipped back and forth amongst the tables.
She also felt empowered to get closer to the dancers in the club. She introduced herself as the girls walked by and followed several into the dressing room where she held longer conversations. The girls, at first reluctant, opened up some although she could tell it would take some time. She was pleased that she had summoned the courage to speak with Sam and very happy with the advice he had given. Sam did check on her later and could tell she had taken the pill. It was a good start he thought.
That night when Katherine got home, she initiated sex with her dozing husband. Jeff woke quickly asking for all the details of the evening like he had done before, and this time she was more forthcoming about the patrons wandering hands. Once again, the information drove her husband crazy until he pushed her back, filled her and took her rapidly until he was spent. Rolling off, he quickly fell asleep leaving her unfulfilled and very horny. The young wife rarely masturbated, but now it was an absolute necessity, and she used her fingers lightly on her clit until she released. It took some time to finally doze off and she slept fitfully. However, since it was Saturday, she slept in and looked forward to the rest she would get over the weekend.
The shrill ring of Katherine's cell phone suddenly pierced the quiet of the couple's house as they prepared for an evening out.
"Hello?" she answered not recognizing the number.
"Hey, Katherine. Where are you? Sam is pissed off," she heard a male voice state.
"What? Who is this?" she asked, confused.
"It's Roland from the club. Why aren't you here?" he said with urgency in his voice.
"It's Saturday," she replied, still confused.
"Honey, the job includes Saturday. You better get down here fast if you want to keep it," she heard him say followed by a click.
"Shit!" she exclaimed, partly in exasperation, but mostly worried she would lose the job.
"What's the matter?" Jeff asked, walking into the room.
"I'm supposed to be at the club," she replied, looking at him with sad eyes.
"Tonight? But its Saturday," he responded, equally surprised, but also annoyed.
"I know, but I've got to go," she answered.
Katherine was ready in five minutes and had Jeff drive her to the club as there was no time to wait on a taxi. The couple was quiet at first, but Jeff's mind wandered to the descriptions she had given the previous night and unintentionally he began to goad her.
"You think you'll get touched tonight?" he asked, with an anxious look.
"It's not what you think. It's casual if that makes sense. Most aren't trying to feel me up," she explained.
"Most?" Jeff followed.
"Well some are jerks, but I stop them," she responded.
"What if you didn't?" her husband asked, after a lull in the discussion.
Katherine gave him a questioning look, but before she could speak, they pulled into the parking lot of the club. She directed Jeff to stay at the far end, away from the front door so the nice car would not be noticed, then with a quick peck, she jumped out and moved quickly towards the entrance. She barely glanced at Roland as she shot by towards the dressing room thinking there was a better chance of being allowed to stay if she was confronted in her waitress attire. Changing quickly, she emerged into the crowded club and went up to the bar.
"How much trouble am I in?" she asked.
"A lot. He wants to see you," Roland answered, with a look that didn't give her much hope.
With a sigh, Katherine took the short walk to Sam's office and then tapped lightly on the door frame as she entered.
"Mr. Taylor, I know I screwed up and it won't happen again. Please give me another chance," she blurted out, in a mea culpa.
Sam turned and just stared at her with a stern face while she stood nervously. He was impressed that she apologized. The girls he normally dealt with always had an excuse and never accepted responsibility. Still, she had fucked up and he needed to make a point.
"You damn right you fucked up. Why the fuck should I let you stay if you can't be trusted?" Sam suddenly fired out.
"I know. I'm sorry," she said, letting her eyes fall to the floor.
"You want to stay?" he asked, in a loud voice.
"Yes," she replied meekly.
There was another long pause as Sam let the tension build, and then he spoke, "We're short dancers tonight. I need dancers not waitresses right now."
A chill raced through Katherine's body as she realized what she was being asked to do. A waitress was one thing and although it required a skimpy outfit it was more cover than people had on the beach. But, a dancer? She realized she was being given an ultimatum and refusing would mean the end of her work.
"Mr. Taylor...uhhh...I don't know how...I mean I've never done it and ...uhhh...wouldn't know what to do," she replied, trying to remain in control of her emotions.
"That's your choice. Dance tonight or get the fuck out of here," he answered.
Katherine shuddered at the thought of leaving. Her research was so important to her, and she had developed some angles and ideas she was very excited about. Plus, there was Jeff who undoubtedly would take an "I told you so" attitude. But, my God, she would be topless in front of this crowd of rough men. Several times she turned to leave, but her feet felt very heavy. Soon, the silence in the room became very awkward.
"Please Sam," she finally croaked, in one last desperate plea.
"No begging girl. You fucked up. I'm going to give you just ten minutes to go change and come back here for inspection," he said loudly.
Another long silence ensued before Katherine spoke, "Where do I get the outfit?"
"In the dressing room, there's a long rack. Take what you want, but make it sexy. And no damn covers. You come back here dressed in heels, a g-string and top ONLY. How you look is going to determine if you stay. And, you better damn hurry. The clock is already ticking," Sam told her, fighting back a smile at his good luck.
Katherine slowly turned and left and although Sam wasn't sure she would return the possibility alone was causing swelling in his groin.
She was late by several minutes, but when Katherine appeared in the doorway all thoughts of admonishment vaporized. If there was an intersection of beautiful, hot and slutty that's what the young wife looked like in a powder blue g-string and matching bra with three-inch white heels.
"Damn! This girl keeps delivering," Sam thought to himself.
Each time he got to see more he was impressed and now he got to see how her flat yet feminine tummy merged into her hips and long legs. Next, it was her tits he wanted to see.
"Take the top off," he demanded.
Katherine knew that the top would come off at some point, but it still seemed too soon and she swallowed several times trying to get some moisture in her dry mouth so she could speak. Finally giving up, she slowly reached back and undid the clasp. The top fell forward dangling on her shoulders and with trembling hands, she pulled it off. Sam was hard now as he stared at the best set of tits he had seen in a long time. They were full but didn't sag and the nipples were small, barely dime-sized, and pointed up. He thought about telling her to take the g-string off but figured it might be a step too far, for now.
"Turn around," he demanded, and dutifully she slowly spun giving him a full view of her lovely ass and feminine shoulders.
Her beautiful, creamy, and unblemished skin made her look almost virginal. Sam knew as soon as he turned her out into the club the men would be forming a line for dances.
"You shave?" he asked, matter-of-factly.
Katherine couldn't bring herself to voice an answer so she just nodded.
"I don't like those shoes. Go back and get you some platforms and pick out a cover but don't put it on yet," he commanded and without speaking Katherine started to put the bra back on, but was stopped by Sam, "Leave it off. You need to get comfortable showing your tits."
She fidgeted for a moment and acted like she wanted to speak but instead slowly turned and left. Alone now, Sam finally let the smile hit his face, pleased with his manipulation. He spent every day looking at mostly naked women, but this was different. This was a nice, educated wife who he convinced to bare herself. He knew that her presence would be good for business, which was enough by itself, but a piece of his brain told him that if he played his cards right, he might get some of her sweet pussy, too.
It wasn't long before Katherine returned wearing 3" white platforms and carrying a gauzy white material in her hand.
"That's better baby. Sit down now," he instructed her, then buzzed Roland.
Roland entered the room with a big smile having already watched the young wife walking back and forth to the dressing room. He had to take his hat off to Sam. It had only been a few days and he already had her mostly naked, and the way things were going Sam might be in her pussy soon. Hell, maybe he would give him sloppy seconds.
"Bring us some vodka and some orange juice on the side. And tell Craig to get Celeste on stage," Sam commanded.
Roland left the room and he turned to Katherine, "I want you to have a few drinks to relax and I want you to watch how Celeste dances. Just do what she does."
Roland came back with the vodka, orange juice, glasses and a bucket of ice. He made two drinks, while getting a good look at Katherine's breasts, then handed them out before flipping on a TV mounted in the corner of the room. Just as he was leaving, the DJ announced that Celeste was up next. The first sip of her drink caused Katherine to catch her breath, as she realized that Roland had made it very strong. From the monitor, Sam could see Celeste coming onto the stage and he directed her attention by pointing towards it.
"Now, baby, watch this. Watch how she moves and I want you to do the same thing," he said.
Katherine saw a slender blonde wearing a red corset come to the front of the stage swaying her hips. Immediately, she began moving to the heavy base beat of the song. The stage had a pole in the center, but the girl ignored it for the moment and swayed sexily near the front.
"Now, what I want you to see is she uses the whole stage not just one spot and she always keeps that same sexy movement to the beat," Sam explained, and as he spoke Celeste moved to the back of the stage then the sides staying in each area for a short period before moving. Along the way, Sam continued to coach her on the "how" and "whys". She finished at the pole using it as a prop and swinging around it several times before the song ended. Katherine had watched the girls dance while waitressing, but had never noticed the things Sam was pointing out.
The first song transitioned to the second and Celeste quickly removed the corset leaving her in just a red g-string and black heels. Katherine knew it was coming, but she still cringed thinking about having to remove her clothes and wondered if she could. The young dancer was more animated now, and Sam continued to point out methods, including how to let patrons put money in the g-string. Finally, the song was over and the dancer quickly left the stage. Looking down at her glass, Katherine saw that it was now empty.
Sam still had half his drink to go, but he set it down and made her another. When he finished, he opened his drawer and got the tin with the pills. He pulled one out and then handed it to Katherine along with her drink.
"Take it. It will help," he told her, which she did without argument.



Together, they watched the next dancer who was not nearly as good as Celeste and Sam continued to comment, although, now they were more about what not to do. When this girl was done, Sam again buzzed Roland.
"Roland sit down in that chair. We're going to teach this lady how to give a lap dance," Sam explained, which brought a huge smile to Roland's face and a fearful look to Katherine's. He nodded towards her and said, "Stand up now."
She hesitated which brought a loud rebuke from the black man and brought her to her feet. Sam instructed her to position herself between Roland's spread legs and to move to the beat.
"Good. That's good. Now run your hands over your body. Start at your legs and finish on your tits," he instructed, and with trembling hands, the young wife did as she was told but stopped short of her breasts.
"Damn it. Lift your tits and play with your nipples. That's what the men are paying for. And keep moving too!" he demanded.
Feeling humiliated, Katherine ran her hands over her breasts and tickled her nipples lightly with her fingertips. Roland loved the contrast in colors between the flesh of her buds and her nail polish and hoped things would progress so he could touch her. He didn't have to wait long.
"Now put your hand on the wall behind his head and lean forward so your tits are in his face," Sam stated.
His words horrified her and she cried softly but did as instructed.
Katherine's breasts were now hanging deliciously just in front of the bartender's face. She was trying her best to keep some separation, which teased him until he finally leaned forward and slid his tongue over her right nipple.
"Huh?" the young wife gasped and humped back as fresh sobs emerged.
"Quit your damn crying or you can get the fuck out of here. Now let Roland suck on your titties. The customers will want to and you need to get used to it," he told her, with no trace of sympathy.
Once again, Katherine weighed whether it was worth it. On the one hand, she was sure she was on the track towards some interesting and original research. On the other, she was being used and humiliated with all her values forced aside. Despite the sordid circumstances, the allure of professional recognition proved too powerful and Katherine leaned forward until she felt Roland's lips on her nipple.
"That's it, baby. Let him suck it," Sam said in a soft voice, "Yeah, let him suck it. Let him..."
Katherine picked a spot on the wall and stared at it as Roland mouthed one nipple and then the other, running his tongue over her firm breasts along the way.
"Move your ass baby," Sam said, slapping her lightly on her bottom.
Realizing she had stopped moving, she began swaying again to the music
"Now, turn around," Sam commanded, and she rose and turned so her back was to Roland before the black man said, "Sit in his lap and rub your ass over his cock."
As he was saying this, Roland's hands found her hips and guided her back into him then helped her move erotically against his groin.
"Find his cock with your pussy and use it to jack him off. That's what the customers pay for," Sam said, repeating the same reasoning.
Roland directed her with his hands until suddenly she felt a thickness pressed into her barely covered sex. Once there, he moved her over his erection seeking and finding firm contact. Katherine's body flushed red in profound embarrassment. Never in her wildest dreams would she have thought she would be in a situation like this, and yet here she was letting all this happen for her career and rationalizing that it was worth it.
"Okay, Roland. I think we've done all we can for our girl," the club owner said when the song ended.
The bartender released his grip and Katherine rose until she was standing. She was happy to be free so she could catch her breath and her wits.
Sam handed her the drink but left her standing while he spoke, "Finish that drink now and for you tonight the drinks are on the house. Now, you're going to go on stage and then work the crowd. If you want to come back you need to do ten lap dances tonight. I don't want no drama neither. If a customer wants to play with your tits you let him. If he wants to suck your titties you let him. The only protection you have is that g-string over your pussy. You can say no if you want or you can say yes if you like the man, but only for his fingers. Anything more, mouth or dick requires my permission. Now get out there and get to work. Roland, she'll go by Kat."
Roland nodded and left while "Kat" put on her top and then pulled on the white gauzy top that provided a translucent covering to just below her waist.
"I can't believe I'm doing this. I hope you're happy," she said with a last gasp of defiance, but it brought no response from Sam.
She turned to leave and as she exited the room, she realized that she was very wet. It was further humiliation and she stopped and stared at the stage, reaching the conclusion this was all too much despite the promise it held for her career.
Just as she was about to go to the dressing room to change, the DJ announced, "Kat please come to the booth."
She walked slowly towards the dressing room with every intention to leave, but at the last moment, she turned and approached the booth. The DJ leaned over, and recognizing her as a waitress, he showed some surprise before asking, "Hey what do you want me to play?"
She gave him a confused, almost mystified look. Fortunately for her, it was a look he had seen often with first-time dancers.
"Don't worry. I got it," he said, then pointed towards the stairs she needed to use.
Katherine stood in the shadows while the other girl finished her turn on stage. Time seemed to fly by and soon the DJ was announcing her, "Please give a big hand for the amazing Kat!"
Despite the intro, there was no clapping or cheering, and she stood just off stage for several seconds in one last argument with herself on the insanity of the situation. Then, with two steps she was out in the lights, above the men this time instead of amongst them serving drinks. The difference in her looks and freshness was instantly apparent to the customers, and almost to a man they sat up in their seats and looked towards the stage.
Kat went to the front of the stage then closed her eyes and moved to the music trying to recall and mimic the things that Celeste had done. When she thought she had reached the right point in the song she moved to the back and then the sides trying to always keep moving and to sway her body. Along the way, she could feel the white cover moving over her skin which seemed to heighten the tension in her body. Time seemed to move slowly, but finally, she was at the pole with one leg wrapped around, lowering and raising her body, hoping she had done things correctly.
When the song ended, there was a roar of approval from the crowd which brought goosebumps to her skin. The effects of the alcohol, speed and crowd reaction gave her a feeling of exhilaration despite her humiliation. It fueled her on and when the DJ transitioned to the next song, Kat dropped her cover and unclasped her bra then re-took her position on stage. She felt every eye on her and sensed that each was fixated on her breasts and could see through her fabric-covered mound. At first, it terrified her and even though her body was moving she felt like she was stiff, almost like a statue. Then it passed and she was back in the moment and in control, and her competitive nature required that if she was going to be on stage, she would be the best dancer in the club. She sensed she must be doing something right because first one man and then several others approached the stage holding bills in their fingers, and she followed the training that Sam had given, kneeling to allow them to slip the money beneath the string.
When it ended, there was another roar of approval and Kat quickly exited pausing just out of site to catch her breath and put on her cover. Then, despite motions from several men for her to join them, she hastily went to the bathroom where she sat to collected herself, and then, with trembling hands, she used some tissue to clean her soaked vagina. She stared at the wet tissue as she tried to make sense of her arousal. It shouldn't be happening and yet she knew that she had become excited both in Sam's office and on stage.
Ten minutes later, she was out in the main room having determined that the best thing to do was to quickly perform the ten dances and leave. She had only taken a few steps when a large man wearing coveralls waved at her and pointed to an empty chair.
"Honey, are you new here?" the man asked when she was settled.
Up close she could see he was in his forties, and although he was sporting a full beard, he had a nice smile and an easy-going manner came through.
"Yes, I am," Kat replied.
"Well, I sure like how you looked up there. Can I buy you a drink?" he asked.
"Uhhh...okay sure," she answered.
She wasn't a big drinker and when she did drink it was usually wine. Still, she knew it was probably best to keep a buzz going.
"Screwdriver," she said to the waitress when the man called her over.
It was a girl she knew named Kelly who gave her a big grin as she turned to take the man's order. She learned that the man was named Frank and that he was a shift foreman at a chemical plant a few miles away. It was difficult to chat over the loud music, but they managed to keep something of a conversation going while they went through the drinks.
When they were almost done, Frank leaned close to her and said. "I'm ready for some dances. Let's go in the back."
"How about here?" she replied, fearing the darkness of the back room.
"Nah... I like it back there," he said, nodding towards the rear.
Kat knew she had no choice and rose with the man. She followed him through the doorway to a table with high back chairs. One other couple was in the room, but they paid them no attention as they passed. Frank flopped his large frame into one chair and pulled her onto his knee before she could sit in the other.
Kat, still holding her drink, took a large gulp before the man said, "I'm ready."
She started dancing just as a new song began and stood between his open legs trying her best to appear sexy as she swayed to the driving beat. Within seconds, Frank had his meaty hands on her smooth thighs while she moved. She gauged the semi-privacy of the room against the likelihood of aggressive behavior and decided she preferred the dark room. In it, she didn't have to be on display to the entire club and thought she could handle the situation if a man tried to go too far. Perhaps, she could perform all ten dances with almost no one watching.
"You going to take the top off?" Frank asked, and although she knew it was required, she wasn't sure about the timing.
"Okay," she answered, feeling embarrassed, then removed the thin covering followed by the top.
Frank used his hands to pull her closer, and then placed a large paw on each of her breasts. She could feel the roughness of his skin as he lifted and squeezed before using his fingers to slowly roll her nipples. His actions brought an unexpected tingling sensation to her body that rocketed from her breasts to her toes then back to her head. Stunned, she turned to break his touch, but his hands went to her hips and helped her move to the music. She thought she was through the worst, but suddenly, he directed her back onto his crotch. His hands returned to her breasts quickly bringing back the tingling sensation, and without prompting, Kat moved her butt against him until she felt his swelled member pressed into her thong.
"That's it, baby. Just like that," he whispered as he pulled on her nipples.
She didn't even notice when the song merged into the next one as her senses had been overloaded. Frank maintained his light but seductive touch while giving her verbal encouragement, and by the time he was done, four songs had elapsed. Also, in that same span, the young college professor had become very aroused. It was a new experience for her, both mentally and physically, and she was both relieved when he announced he was leaving.
Kat put on her top and slipped the covering over her arms then sat down while Frank pulled out his billfold and retrieved four $20 bills. The site of the money made her feel humiliated again, but she took it then followed him to the main room where he patted her ass before leaving the club. She made her way quickly to the dressing room where she put the money in her locker then freshened up, and for the second time that night, she had to use toilet paper to remove wetness from her slit. It scared her to think of the effects this unwanted attention was having on her body. It was completely unexpected and a situation she should find revolting, yet it was real as attested by the wet tissue. She knew it was something she would have to think through, and for the millionth time, she told herself it was all for the good of her career.
"Kat to the stage. Kat, you're next," the DJ's voice boomed.
Sam had noticed the impact she had on the crowd during her first performance and had instructed the DJ to put her on a short cycle. She returned to the stage and did her two-song set, this time with less anxiety. Like before, she got several men to put money in her g-string, and she actually was able to look at them and smile. When she finished, she left the stage and was immediately approached by a waitress who told her a man had requested her company.
"The man at table seven," she informed the young wife.
Kat looked over and saw he was an older guy she guessed was in his 50s. He had an overall unkempt appearance wearing old jeans, dirty boots and an untucked flannel shirt. He had a bald head and a short gray beard, and as she was checking him out his eyes caught hers in a fixed stare. Katherine's first reaction was to walk away, but knowing that she needed to fulfill Sam's demand, she moved towards his table.
"Looking for company?" Kat asked, using a line she had heard the other dancers employ frequently.
"Yeah," he replied tersely while offering her a seat by pushing a chair back from the table.
Kat took the seat and immediately the man leaned forward and placed his rough hand on her thigh before speaking, "You want a drink?"
"Sure, I guess. A screwdriver," she replied and watched as he flagged the waitress.
The drink came quickly which was relieving because the man barely spoke and seemed to Kat to be creepy. The tension caused her to drink quickly and as soon as her glass was empty the man called for another. Soon, she was sipping on the fresh drink but the pill she had taken earlier kept the alcohol from acting as a depressant, and instead, she felt very buzzed, but alert.
She knew Little Sam meant what he said about the ten dances and would fire her if she failed, but she still didn't want to solicit the men to buy dances. She hoped they would make the request, but her current customer didn't appear to be in any hurry. Finally, after thirty minutes had elapsed, she decided to act.
"Would you like a dance?" she heard herself ask.
"Sure, go ahead," the man replied, in a gravelly voice.
"Don't you want to go to the other room?" she asked.
"Here's fine," the man responded, in his normal short, staccato way.
"I'd really prefer the other room," Katherine tried once more.
"Here," the man repeated, now sounding annoyed.
Realizing she had no choice, she stood at the beginning of the next song and started. She felt exposed, even more so than when she was on stage, so she tried to focus on the man and avoid looking around. However, when the time came to take her top off, she couldn't help but glance around. It caused her to take a sharp intake of breath when she realized all the men at the nearby tables were watching. Strangely, she felt her nipples stiffen, and for some reason, she felt like she needed to show she could give a good dance. It must be the alcohol she thought but deep down inside she knew it wasn't the only reason.
"Ohhh..." Kat gasped when she felt the man's hands on her chest.
He had turned her so she was facing away, with her butt in his crotch, and his hands had startled her. They lifted her breasts and massaged them with surprising gentleness then his fingertips rubbed rapidly over her nipples making them harden even further. Next, the man dropped one hand onto her upper thigh with his fingers so close to her g-string covered mound she knew that if he barely moved his finger, he would be stroking the side of her vagina. She picked a spot on the floor and focused on it as she was terrified about seeing the nearby men watching. Mercifully, the song ended and since the man didn't indicate he wanted her to continue she returned to her seat.
"Thanks," he said dismissively while handing her a $20.
She felt a strange sense of rejection as she thought she had danced well, so part of her wondered why he didn't want more.
"Baby," a loud voice called out to her as she was leaving the table.
She looked towards the sound and saw it had come from a table of three Hispanic men she had seen watching her dance. They all looked to be in their early twenties, and she took the few steps over.
When she arrived, one man stood and said, "I want to buy a dance from you."
With no formalities, they walked to the back and Kat followed the man to a table he selected.
"Baby, you are fine. Is there anything else on the menu?" he asked with a heavy accent.
She wasn't sure what he meant but thought the prudent thing was to say no, so she shook her head.
As soon as she started, the man's hands were all over her and she had to fight him off several times when he tried to touch her g-string. In addition, he was rough and squeezed her breasts too hard and pinched her nipples with enough force to make her cry out. She had decided she would not stay with him when the song ended, and fortunately, he felt the same.
"Wait here. My boys want a dance, too," he said, then turned and left.
Seconds later, one of his buddies arrived with a big grin on his face. He was carrying a long neck beer bottle and was happy to drink from it, leaving her alone, until the next song started. Like his friend, he was aggressive with his hands pawing at her almost from the start. When she turned her back to him, she was startled when something wet slid over the back of her leg and when she turned, she saw his tongue was out, licking her.
"Don't," she said, stepping away.
The man just looked at her with a stupid grin, so Kat resumed her movements. After that, he seemed content to let her do the work and he kept his hands in safe places until the song was done. Like before, she was told to stay for the next guy who showed up quickly. Kat didn't bother to put her top on as she wanted to get things over quickly and be done with them.
"My name is Javier. What's yours?" the young man informed her, speaking over the loud music.
"Kat," she stated as she had no interest in starting a conversation.
Unlike his friends, who were thin, he was heavyset.
"Kat, you look so damn good. Much better than all the others. Do you shave your pussy?" he asked, loudly.
Another girl who Kat had talked to several times was with a customer at another table and she was concerned that the man's voice could be heard by them.
"You're too loud," she said to him.
"Sorry man. Do you shave?" he asked, again.
"Are you ready?" Kat asked, ignoring his question for the second time.
The heavy man nodded and she began, trying to keep her distance as his hands continually worked to pull her close. Unfortunately, he succeeded in guiding her to a spot within arm's reach between his thick legs. His hands had been mostly on her hips and legs, so she thought she could make it through, and just for an instant, she dropped her guard. At that moment, the man gripped her wrists and pulled her forward until she had to put her hands on his shoulders for support which brought her breasts directly in front of his face.



"Ugghhh...don't!" she cried out as loudly as she dared.
He had found her breast and it felt like he had sucked half of it into his mouth, but in her awkward position, she struggled to break free. The man feasted on her firm orbs, moving between the two, while she felt a mixture of anger, confusion, and shame. She kept telling him to stop, still hoping to avoid a scene, but he ignored all her pleas.
"Ayyyeeee!" she cried in pain as the man bit her small bud.
Her reaction had been so strong that she was now away from his mouth, although he still had a firm grip on her wrists. She saw him staring at her with a dangerous smile as he pulled her back, and, too late, she realized he had closed his legs forcing her to straddle him until he had her ass on his knees. When he spread his legs, it made her open and she felt the material of the g-string stretching tightly over her mound.
"I want to see that shaved pussy," Javier said, looking towards her g-string.
"Fuck you. Let me go," Kat replied, now both angry and scared.
"Not till you show it," He demanded.
"I can't. You have my hands," she replied, hoping that somehow if he released her, she could get away.
Quickly the man's hands changed position. One went to the small of her back and the other to a spot between her shoulder blades. She realized she was still under his control and knew that either she had to scream for help or do what he asked. If she screamed for help, she worried that Little Sam would make her leave. She weighed this against the sordid request that the fat jerk was demanding, and with a deep sigh, she lowered her hand, found the edge of the material and pulled it slightly to the side until her smooth slit came into view.
"You look ready to fuck," Javier said, staring at her with a hungry look.
"Let me go," Kat replied while trying again to wiggle free.
When Javier released her, it was so unexpected she almost fell off him backward. She got her balance and while she was gathering her things, she saw him flip a bill onto the chair and walk off.
"Kat, you're up next. Kat," she heard the DJ announce.
It couldn't have come at a worse time and she thought about giving up, but somehow forced herself to the stage. Fortunately, this time it all seemed to go by quickly, and although she felt like she was just going through the motions, several men came forward to tip her. When it was over, she decided she needed a break and headed towards the dressing room.
"Hey... Here you go," Roland called out when she passed the bar while pushing a drink towards her.
"Thanks," she said to him with a disappointed look, as she still remembered what he had done in Sam's office.
She found a stool at the far end of the vanity and silently sipped her drink, contemplating all that had occurred, while various girls came and went. Was all this worth it just for some damn job she wondered? Maybe she had become too focused and lost perspective. These thoughts and her husband's warnings ran through her brain repeatedly as she sat alone.
"Hi!" she heard a squeaky voice call out and looking up she saw a thin blonde that couldn't have been over nineteen.
There were tattoos on one arm, her abdomen, and her leg and her skin looked pasty like she got little sun. Katherine had seen her several times before when she had been waitressing, but they had never spoken.
"Hi," she responded, doing her best to smile.
"It's a good night," the girl remarked.
"Yes, I suppose," Kat answered.
"I thought you were a waitress. I didn't know you danced," she continued.
"My first time," the young wife told her with a shrug.
"Really, well you looked really good and the men liked you. I think you got them all going so all of us had a good night," the girl stated, and her words actually buoyed Katherine's spirits a little.
"What's your name?" Kat asked.
"I go by Ginger," she announced.
"Well, Ginger, thanks for the kind words," she told her.
They continued talking for about thirty minutes, with little being about the club. Finally, the girl said that she needed to go back to work and left Katherine to finish her drink. Two more dances she thought to herself and I get to live to fight another day. Tipping the glass back until it was empty, she rose and started back.
As soon as she emerged, she realized that she may have made a mistake. The previously filled room now held only a smattering of men, and it looked like there were more dancers than customers.
"Where did everybody go?" Kat asked Roland when she returned the glass.
"Always clears out at the same time on Saturdays. Where have you been?" he asked.
"I needed a break," she answered.
"How many dances have you done?" Roland asked.
"Eight," she told him.
"Uh oh. You better get to work then. Sam isn't fucking around," Roland responded, with a concerned look.
"What do I do?" she asked, noticing his look and now getting worried.
"Hustle like the rest of the girls. It's not long until closing," he replied.
Kat knew what he meant, but didn't relish the thought of trying to sell herself. She could see that the other girls were already working the floor hard, although with little success. It seemed like the men in the room were already engaged or had shut things down for the night. Still, it had to be done, so with a deep breath, she joined the others.
There were four tables occupied without girls so Kat summoned her courage and started the circuit, but in each case, she was turned down. Two were nice about it while the others didn't even bother to make eye contact. She found it disrespectful, but like the others, she had to deal with it.
She found a spot off to the side and watched the scene while contemplating what to do. A few minutes later, she saw a dancer leave a table occupied by a solo man, and as she walked away, the man looked right at Kat with an extended stare. However, just as she was about to try her luck, she saw another girl, who was closer, reach him. Kat looked on as the man spoke to her for several seconds before the girl moved away. Once again, the man's eyes landed on her so she made her way over.
"Would you like some company?" she asked, in her most charming voice.
"Well, I was thinking about leaving," he replied, but he also flashed a broad smile.
Kat could tell he was probably in his late thirties and was dressed better than most patrons. He looked a little out of place like he belonged in the trendier environs of the city.
"Can't you stay a little longer?" she asked, with a pouty face.
"Okay, well maybe for a bit," he said and motioned for her to sit.
A waitress came up and asked if anyone needed a drink and the man looked towards her and raised his eyebrows. Kat nodded and told the girl what she wanted and soon she returned with their orders.
"What's your name?" she asked.
"Jason. What's yours?' he replied.
"Kat," she informed him.
"Are you new here? You really don't look like you belong. I would expect to find you in a downtown club, but not here," the man asked.
"I've been a waitress for a while, but it's my first night dancing," she informed him.
They chatted more and Jason killed his drink, waved the waitress over and ordered them both another even though Kat's was half full.
"I don't come here very often. Got to be in the right mood," he explained, after downing half his drink in one go.
"What do you mean?" Kat asked.
"The clubs downtown have better-looking girls, but here things are wilder," he explained, and then said, "Drink up. You're falling behind."
Hoping to maneuver him into buying the last two dances from her, Kat finished her first drink and took a sip on the second before replying, "Would you like a dance?"
"Not now, maybe later," he said curtly.
Disappointed, she took another sip and looked around the room to see it was even emptier than it had been just a while ago. She had a sinking feeling it would be Jason or the wrath of Little Sam she would be dealing with. The nervousness brought on by this dilemma led to her quickly finishing the second drink.
"Another?" she said, raising her eyebrow and looking at him hoping to keep him around until she could muster a plan.
Jason ordered again and they chatted more. She actually found him easy to talk to and he seemed educated although he fended off personal questions. There was no ring on his finger, so she thought he was likely divorced based on his looks and easy mannerisms.
"What do you do here that's wild?" Kat asked.
She knew it was dangerous turf, but she was getting desperate as time went by.
"Depends on the girl, but let's just say that most here are accommodating," he replied.
"Have you had some dances tonight?" she asked.
"Oh yeah, I was just about to leave when you came over," he said with a chuckle.
"Don't you want some more," Kat asked demurely and placed her hand on Jason's leg.
It was the first overt act from her all night and it made her feel strange.
"I like the experienced girls. Sorry," he replied.
"You won't know unless you try," Kat responded while stroking his leg as she knew she was all-in.
"Let me see your tits," he demanded after a few seconds of silence, and knowing it was likely a test, she quickly removed her top.
"Lovely... Lovely, and all real," he said, as he gazed at them.
"Let me dance for you," she said to him, leaning close and speaking softly.
"Finish your drink," he replied with just enough gruffness that Kat thought they were through.
A minute later, Jason reached over and took a breast in his hand and gently lifted as if he were weighing her flesh, and then lightly squeezed. Kat, although nervous, forced herself to maintain eye contact until he finally spoke.
"I'll try one, but don't disappoint me," he said.
"How would I disappoint you?" she asked.
"By saying no," he answered locking his eyes into hers.
Outside, Kat did her best to maintain an air of confidence. Inside, she felt like she might pass out from nervousness. She could feel her heartbeat in her ears, and her vision seemed fuzzy as she led him on wobbly legs towards the back room. She picked a table in the corner with the least light which seemed to please Jason. After a minute of sipping the remains of their cocktails, Jason told her it was time with a nod of his head.
Knowing she had no room for error, she immediately took her top off and moved close to him letting her hands and occasionally her breasts wander across his body. All night long, she had been doing the opposite, trying to get through the ordeals quickly. Now, she was truly a titty dancer, trying to please her customer and earn his favors. She was between his spread legs, with her shins against the chair, leaning forward so her breasts were near his face when he made his first demand.
"Pull your thong down to your knees," he instructed, which made her body shiver from the decadence of the request.
After only a moment's hesitation, her hands pushed the strings over her hips and she slid the tiny garment down until it was wrapped around her knees. Kat never quit moving, swaying in time to the music, and a broad smile appeared on the man's face.
"That's a sweet looking pussy," Jason said in a voice that let her know he was excited. He watched for several more seconds, and then spoke, again, "Turn around and bend over."
Kat knew what she was being asked to do and the view she would be offering, but having no choice can be empowering and she used it as justification for her actions.
"This pussy is soaking wet," he announced when she had thrust it back so it was only inches from his face.
With her hands around her calves, she even wiggled her hips some, feeling naughty, but also strangely excited.
"Ahhhh...mmm..." she whined when she felt his fingers tracing the outline of her sex. They stayed in that special place between leg and vagina she found so sensitive, teasing her, but not touching her prize.
Then, he took her by her hips and pulled her back onto his crotch. One hand continued to tease her groin while the other went to her breasts and found her nipples.
"Wiggle your ass. Find my cock and hump it," he commanded.
Kat tried to do what he demanded and did contact what she thought was his cock, but the rough texture of his pants against her uncovered pussy caused her to tilt her hips, so it was mostly her ass he felt. When the song ended, Jason released his hold allowing her to stand and pull her g-string back into place. She realized she was breathing hard from exertion and her own arousal, and turning to face the man, Kat saw he was slumped in the chair with a smile on his face.
"You are a find," he said.
"Ready for another dance?" she asked with a smile.
"Sure, go ahead," he answered.
He had been doubtful this beautiful, first-time dancer would be any fun, but she had proved him completely wrong.
Kat started again, happy that she had achieved the dance requirement that Little Sam had demanded, and when Jason kissed then sucked her nipples, she didn't try to stop him. She could now see the light at the end of the tunnel and as soon as the song ended, she would declare victory and head for the safety of home.
Like before, Jason pulled her ass into his crotch and told her to use her ass to rub his dick. However, this time, his fingers weren't content to just tease along the sides of her pussy and he deftly snaked beneath the fabric of her g-string and landed them on her drenched slit. She wiggled, trying to break the contact, but his fingers were insistent and eventually, he located her clit.
"Uhhh..." she gasped when he touched her swollen nub.
"Damn. You are ready!" he exclaimed.
Kat's motions against his cock became more pronounced as she tried to avoid his fingers and bring his attention to his own pleasure. It partially worked, but she still felt a growing fire that radiated down her thighs. Fortunately, she made it to the end of the song and with a deep breath pulled away.
"Next song we are going to have some fun," he declared.
"Another time. I need to go," Kat said, leaving him stunned as she gathered her things and took her money.
After talking to Roland and getting him to confirm that she had done ten dances, she quickly changed then left for home. On the way, still feeling the drinks, she thought about the night and the drastic departure it had become from her normal life. Inside, her brain was a vacillating battle between humiliation and excitement. Eight hours ago, being groped by strangers for money was something she would have found ludicrous. Now, she was a real titty bar dancer with all the connotations that went with it. Her humiliation she understood, as it was in keeping with her nature. Her other actions and reactions troubled her as she couldn't deny that her body had become aroused and that she had felt excitement from the hungry stares of the men. Also, she knew that in several instances she had done more than was required just to be naughty. She realized she wouldn't solve the issue on the way home in the filthy cab, so she set it aside and concentrated on how to deal with her husband. After considering all angles, she decided it was best to hide what had occurred, rationalizing that it had been necessary and Jeff would never understand.
It was 2:05 AM when she opened the door to a quiet house. Katherine tiptoed to the bathroom and undressed down to her thong then slipped on a t-shirt, went to the bedroom and silently crawled between the sheets. She had just put her head on the pillow when she felt her husband's hand grab her waist and pull her to him.
"My God Katherine, I can really smell the club on you," Jeff said, sounding completely awake.
"Same as before," she answered, trying to deflect him.
"This is the worst it's been," he countered.
He slid his hand beneath her t-shirt and began gently fondling her breasts. Although her husband was just one of many that had touched her there that evening, knowing she no longer had to keep her guard up brought forth both a nice feeling of acceptance along with a surge of pent up need. She pushed her chest against his hand while moaning to signal her state.
"Tell me what happened," her husband demanded.
Jeff had been waiting all evening to ask the question, although his concerns about his reactions had convinced him to temper the tone. It had been sheer torture waiting alone on a Saturday night, thinking about what his beautiful wife was doing or being subjected to in the low-end club. He had tried to work then met a buddy for a beer before finally returning home, sitting and waiting until he finally fell asleep well past midnight. It was only the movement of the bed that had alerted him she had arrived, and now that she was in his arms, he struggled to hide his excitement.
From the previous nights, Katherine knew where her husband's thoughts were going. She knew he wanted to hear vivid descriptions about all the men she encountered along with details about how she was touched. Of course, he thought it was only light incidental touches while she was waitressing and had no idea what she had truly experienced. She wondered how he would react if he knew. Would he be appalled or become even more excited?
"It was like the other nights," she lied.
"Did anyone touch your legs? Your butt?" her husband asked, as the movement of his hand became more deliberate.
"Some," she answered and felt him flinch.
Then, his hands were pulling at her clothes until she was naked, and seconds later, he had shucked his boxers.
"Tell me details. Who touched your ass?" her husband demanded, as he fondled her breasts.
"Just a man," she told him, feeling her own excitement build.
"Old? Young? Big? Small?" he shot back at her quickly.
"Late thirties and average," she answered, thinking of Jason.
"Come on honey tell me. Do I have to pull out every single word?" he replied in frustration.
"He looked like he was almost forty and was average looking and he put his hand on my butt when I was taking his order," she replied in a seductive voice.
"That's it?" Jeff asked as a hand moved between her legs.
"He squeezed my butt, and when I was bent over, I think he saw my nipples," she responded, purposefully teasing him.
"Damn!" he exclaimed, surprised by her words and her wet pussy that he had just discovered.
"Oh Jeff..." she whined.
Somehow, her husband's fondling and interest in the club brought back her arousal. The excitement she had felt all night that she didn't understand and scared her was there, but now she had a way, a legitimate way to achieve relief and she immediately tried to pull her husband onto her body. He needed little encouragement and rolled over her as Katherine's hand went to his dick and guided it to her wet opening.
"God you feel good," Jeff declared with a heavy groan as he felt her heat.
"Oh...oh Jeff..." she whimpered, then took his head in her hands and pulled him down for a kiss.
He ground against her in a slow, circular motion while she looked at him through half-closed eyes. The smell of the club on her body acted as an intoxicant that brought visions to Jeff's head of her among a hungry pack of wolves.
"Did he touch you more?" he suddenly asked.
"Later he did," she said, getting into the excitement she was bringing to her husband.
The reality was far more explicit but she wasn't prepared to share it with him, yet. She would at some point, but first, she needed to sort things in her own head.
"Where?" Jeff asked, with his dick so hard that it hurt.
"On my leg," she replied, whispering this time.
"On your knee?" he asked.
His slow grinding was working against his wife's engorged clit and she was building quickly. It felt magical and she wanted desperately to release.



"Higher," she teased.
"How high?" he responded.
"Very," she replied.
"Did he touch you...there?" Jeff asked, now practically in a frenzy.
"No, but close," she moaned.
"And you let him?" her husband asked with surprise.
"Yesss...oh Jeff don't stop," she whined as the feelings became overwhelming.
"You let him?" Jeff asked again.
"Yes," his wife answered, and her message caused him to thrust into her hard.
"God, Katherine...my God...," he grunted.
"Oh Jeff....oh Jeff...faster...do it...don't stop," she wailed as she got closer, feeling tingling sensations radiate from her pelvis.
Her husband heard her pleas and moved even faster and with more purpose, driving so hard into her that their bodies slapped when they met. Suddenly, Katherine was there, crying out as her hands pulled on his ass. Then, she was falling, drifting away as waves of exquisite pleasure swept through her. Above, she could hear her husband cry out, announcing his own release and she felt his pulsing shaft spew its seed before he collapsed.
It felt like hours but it was only a few minutes later when Jeff, still breathing hard, rolled to her side and pulled her body tightly against his own. Katherine, now full of her husband's semen and feeling secure and complete, quickly fell into a deep, contented sleep.
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I have a very beautiful wife that I developed a deep desire to show off, and the story I'm about to tell describes the impact of that obsession on our relationship. Interestingly, my desires are relatively new, and an almost 180 degree turn from how I felt and acted when we first got together. At that time, I was extremely possessive and would often become insanely jealous when another man dared to look at her. After several near altercations, she finally laid down the law, making it clear my behavior had to stop. It was very tough at first but, I really didn't have a choice, and the strange thing was that as time went by I grew to like witnessing the attention she attracted.
Jacqueline or Jackie for short is a 28 year old, very attractive, educated and stylish woman who exudes charm in a way that is rarely encountered these days. She has a slender frame and is 5'7" tall with raven hair, dark brown eyes, a beautiful complexion and full juicy lips. In addition, she has C-cup breasts that sit high on her chest, and are perfectly proportioned for her body type. My favorite features are her long legs and tight butt, toned from a religious workout schedule, and of course her very kissable mouth.
I was taken with her from the moment we met and our friends never tire of telling stories about how I followed her around like a puppy. It took a while but, she finally accepted me as a boyfriend, and after dating for a year we got married. That was five years ago, and so far we have held off starting a family as we continue to enjoy our freedom and each other.
While Jackie certainly carries the title of best looking in our relationship, I feel reasonably comfortable with my looks. I'm 5'11" tall and weigh 170 pounds with a full head of sandy blonde hair. I never lacked for female company, and that was one of the issues Jackie had when we first got together, as she wanted to be completely certain I was committed to her.
Like I said above, my jealousy was a problem when we were dating and reached its peak in the first year after we were married. That's when she gave me the ultimatum and I was forced to change, and it was two years later when an event occurred that I look at now as the seminal moment in the development of my current obsession.
Amongst her friends, Jackie is held in high regard not only for her looks and style but, also for her manners and charm. She can be funny and competitive although, it's never at the expense of someone's feelings and thus, she is something of the go to person for any crisis or when a shoulder to cry on is needed. In addition, she has the reputation of being the most conservative of the group which they tease her about often although, always in a friendly way.
The fateful day occurred the weekend before her 27th birthday when a package arrived addressed to her. Opening it, she found a very risqué Brazilian thong bikini from her friend Susan.
"Jackie, hope you enjoy. I know how much you want to change your image!" Susan's note read. Clearly, it was meant as a gag gift, and I stepped off to the side to try and hide my grin.
"Oh, Susan," Jackie said, shaking her head.
"Try it on," I suggested.
"No," she stated, simply.
"Jackie, come on. It won't hurt," I tried.
"No, you'll tell. Next time you're drinking with the boys you'll tell," she replied.
"Please, I promise I won't," I begged, trying to show sorrowful eyes.
"I swear, if you tell..." she threatened, clearly delivering a message.
"I won't," I declared, again.
With a sigh, she left me in the kitchen and disappeared into the back of the small house. A few minutes later she returned and when I saw her I was speechless. She was a stunning combination of beauty, sexiness and just plain hot, and I realized that like my voice, the muscles in my body wouldn't work either. So, I just stood there and gaped at her for what seemed like eternity.
"Wow," I finally forced out, with great effort.
"I feel like I'm naked," she said, with a worried look.
"You look amazing. Besides, no one can see you so relax," I said, trying to reassure her.
"Thanks. I'm going to change," she stated.
"No, Jackie. Please...no," I implored, which stopped her turn.
"Why?" she asked.
"I don't know. Please, just no. You look so incredible. It's just us," I begged.
A tiny smile crossed her face and she said, "Okay, for a little bit."
Now that I knew I had time, I got to take in the full picture, and it was indeed incredible. Her firm breasts were heaving out the front and sides of the top and the bottoms just had a thin strip that barely covered her mound. In the back, there was just a tiny string of material that disappeared between her firm butt cheeks. I knew that in many parts of the world this was standard fare but, here with my pretty and conservative wife it was very unique.
Over the next thirty minutes we talked, and she moved about the house becoming more comfortable as the time passed. Then, I had an inspiration and although it took me another five minutes to summon my courage, I finally spoke.
"Honey, why don't we go and sit outside for a while," I asked, with a bone dry mouth.
"Have you gone insane?" she replied, instantly.
It took fifteen more minutes to convince her that no one would see her in our small, fenced back yard, and I pulled the lounge chairs together so we would be close. Like inside, at first she was stiff but as the minutes ticked by I could see her body relax, and when I was sure she wouldn't bolt I got up to get us some ice tea. It was on the way back with a glass in each hand, when I paused to look at her through the window, that my obsession was born. At that instant, I thought about someone slyly peeking through or over the fence, and rather than jealousy I felt arousal.
Later that day, after we had come inside, made love and rested I was drinking a glass of wine thinking about my reaction and wondering how I could have turned so dramatically from my previous state. I really couldn't come up with a good answer, at least not one I understood, which left it as an open issue in my brain, that in the ensuing months I returned to often. Despite those times of reflection and self-analysis, I never truly came up with an answer that made sense, and eventually I just resigned myself to accept that it was what it was.
Of course, just as Jackie feared, next time we were together with friends, and the beer was flowing I told what had happened which brought all kinds of ribbing from both the men and women. It also brought a dirty look from my wife and two weeks in the dog house with no sex.
I first broached the subject with Jackie about being a bit more adventurous when it came time to select her dress for a New Year's Eve party. Of course, I was pushing for something sexy, and when I brought it up she had asked me to be more specific and clarify what I was talking about like she was really interested in the idea but, when she appeared ready to go she was dressed in her normal style, having made no effort to fulfill my request. Unfortunately, that was to become our normal routine. I would present an idea, and although she would discuss it with great interest, in the end she would completely dismiss it.
During it all, she never got angry, and other than occasionally calling me "weird" she never became judgmental. Since she never gave an outright "no" to my requests, it left me with just enough hope to keep trying. However, she was always able to come up with a reason why it wasn't practical in the particular situation.
One of the activities Jackie and I love to do together is sail, and we are part owners in a nice 34' boat that's kept on the bay. On our route to and from the marina, we pass some inlets where the powerboat crowd, preferring calmer waters, likes to hang out. Lining the shore were several ice houses that acted as home base for the flotilla, and were notorious for the party scene that occurred most weekends during the summer.
"Maybe we should pull in for a drink," I suggested to Jackie as we passed on our way home, like I had done a dozen times before.
"Together?" she asked, with a little giggle.
My obsession, which had started in our own backyard, had continued to develop, and now included the fantasy of watching her alone in a bar being approached and hit on by strangers. Over the past year, I had brought it up often, and Jackie would always decline with a smile or a quick laugh. It had turned into something of a standard game for us, and she was no more surprised by my suggestion than I was by her response.
"I was thinking I would let you walk in alone. Just to see what will happen," I replied. It was the same general concept I had proposed numerous times, and each time her reply had been a fear that we would know someone in the bar.
"You know there is a high probability we would run into someone we know," she answered with a smile. Unfortunately, there was truth in her statement and the last thing I wanted to do was damage my wife's stellar reputation.
"I know but....I know," I replied. For a moment I thought about arguing but stopped.
"We could go in and get a mojito," she suggested.
With a smile at her, I whipped the SUV into the parking lot. It was the way the conversation ended about a third of the time. But, even though I wasn't going to get my way, I still enjoyed Jackie's company, and watching how the men reacted, even with her next to me, was always fun.
The place was packed as was normal for a late Saturday afternoon, with boats lined up three deep along the pier but, we were able to find two seats at the long bar, and after ordering drinks we leaned back in our chairs to survey the crowd. It was mostly a young scene made up of a mixture of professionals from the city and middle class working people from nearby connected by a common theme to drink and party hard.
Because the winds had been light that day, we had stayed dry so Jackie wore her t-shirt and khaki shorts over her bikini. I would have loved to see her cavorting on the outside deck in her bikini, like many of the women were doing but, I knew from experience it wasn't going to happen. Still, with her beauty, her tanned skin and her long smooth legs she was getting lots of looks. In the past, a few bold and drunk men had tried to be cool and strike up a conversation, but today we were left alone. So, after finishing the drink we left with me feeling a measure of disappointment.
Later at home, after we had cleaned up and had a snack for dinner, we were snuggled together watching TV when Jackie returned to the bar discussion.
"I still don't understand how you went from super jealous to wanting to play games," she said, just throwing the subject on the table. We had danced around the subject a few times in the past but, both of us always seemed more comfortable in just letting it die, rather than delving into details.
"I think it's because we have grown together and we know each other better," I answered, without much thought.
"Meaning you trust me now?" Jackie asked, looking at me with her beautiful smile.
"I always trusted you. Maybe I just know more about relationships and people...and myself," I replied. It had always been a hard thing to describe, and even when I was just mulling it over in my head I never was able to really get clarity on my motivation.
"I think you have a perv streak. Maybe a fetish," she giggled. It was the most pointed and judgmental she ever been although, she was still acting lighthearted.
"Uhhh...well. I'm not sure that's exactly right," I responded, somewhat defensively.
"What is it you want to happen?" she asked. It was a question that had also been asked before, and was certainly fair but, like the rest of it, it was hard to put into words. When I thought about Jackie, alone in the ice house, it was always with several men standing around her flirting and her flirting back although, there wasn't anything past that.
"You know...like I told you before. To watch you. Watch men hitting on you," I finally replied.
"Just that?" she asked.
"Well you would be looking sexy," I said.
"How sexy?" she replied, with a quick follow up question.
"I think in your bikini," I told her. Again, it was ground we had been over before.
"So you want me to act like one of those boat girls?" she asked, referring to the girls that were always hanging around the boats acting wild in tiny suits, and usually very drunk.
"Yeah," I answered, intentionally being provocative. I knew by now she was having fun with me so I decided to give some back. It was the first time I had been so specific, and it made her inhale quickly.
"You are demented," she answered after a few seconds, and I was glad to hear her laughing as she spoke.
"So, when are we going to do it?" I replied, deciding to push my luck.
"We can't. Someone might see us that we know. How would that be for us?" she replied, with her standard dismissal.
"I give up," I said, with a sigh.
"If you could ever give me a really good reason why you want to, then maybe. I mean we both know it's weird. If you could describe what you really wanted to happen, and how it won't hurt our marriage then maybe we could try. But honey, I think you won't like it and I'm worried about your jealous streak," Jackie answered, with more specificity than she had ever provided.
"Honey, why give me hope if you know you never will?" I shot back, in frustration.
"It's fun to think of as a fantasy. Plus, I like learning how strange you are," she laughed, feeling proud of her wit.
"You're not nice," I said, with a pout.
"Take your wife to bed," she demanded, while standing and pulling on my hand.
Of course, I got up and let her lead me to the bedroom. Making love to my wife was much too rewarding to let my disappointment interfere. We quickly undressed, and as soon as we were lying naked on the bed I took her in my arms and began to kiss her juicy, full lips that I loved so much. While we were kissing, Jackie began to lightly stroke my chest with her fingernails knowing how much it turned me on. From there, she worked down until she was tickling my scrotum with soft purrs coming from her through our connected mouths, and I decided then, I was going to work her into frenzy.
"Lay back," I whispered, while gently pushing on her shoulders.
Once flat on the mattress, I started softly kissing her neck and ears while occasionally letting my lips brush over hers. I took my time and was soon rewarded with the sighs and moans that I knew were sure signs of her arousal, and when her breathing started to become labored I knew it was time to move on. Jackie's nipples are quite small but very sensitive and she loves me to play with them so, I started licking and kissing her breasts but, avoided the tiny nubs which soon had her thrusting her chest upwards seeking a connection.
"Honey..." she whined in frustration, after a few minutes of teasing.
I ignored her for a bit longer then wandered my mouth to her nipples and began giving them quick little cat licks. This made her back arch even more, and caused her lower body to begin squirming while she moaned with a needy edge in her voice. When I knew that she was completely turned on and ready, I began kissing down her firm tummy heading for the main course. As I approached her sweet, shaved pussy, she started opening her legs in an unspoken invitation.
"What do you want?" I teased, with my mouth hovering just above her opening.
"I want you to lick me," she instantly responded in a little girl voice, while using her hand to try and push my head down.
"Why do you want me to lick you?" I asked.
"Because it feels good and I want to..." she began to answer, and then stopped.
"You want to what?" I asked, and then teased her further by blowing onto her clit.
"I want to have an orgasm..." she begged.
"You want me to let you cum? After you were mean to me today?" I asked. It was a risky move. She might get angry and put an end to the sex. However, Jackie is usually quite playful in bed and I was counting on that.
"Yes... I wasn't that mean," she answered, and pushed harder against my head.
I let me head drop and started licking along the sides of her pussy which brought a huge sigh. With one of her hands on my head and the other playing with her nipples, she moaned and writhed on the bed as I licked all around, occasionally letting the tip of my tongue run lightly along her slit. It didn't take long for her breathing to become hard, and her sounds and movements to get more pronounced.
"Do you want to cum?" I asked, lifting my wet face to look at her.
"Yesss..." she responded, excitedly.
"Tell me about going into the icehouse. And the hotter you make it the faster I'll get you off," I directed. Jackie, when alone, is not an inhibited lover and can be quite vocal when we are making love. But, that had always been in the form of moans of passion and words of love and encouragement. We had never tried any fantasy or roll playing before.
"God, you really are a weird aren't you?" she replied, while lifting up slightly to look at me.
Her body had stopped moving but she had a smile on her face and after a second she just shook her head and fell back on the bed. I went back to teasing her pussy and almost a minute of silence followed. I was just about to the point of thinking that she was going to ignore my instruction when she finally spoke.
"Oh, honey. It was so fun. The men all wanted to talk to me," she said, suddenly initiating the fantasy.
I rewarded her by dipping my tongue deep inside her cleft and then flicking her clit as I moved upwards. My actions drew a long moan from her but, after that it grew quiet again.
"Keep going," I said, while briefly disengaging.
"They all crowded around me. It was like I was cornered," she explained. Unfortunately, her description was so vague it provided little value in developing a scenario.
"Jackie, you need to be more descriptive," I said.
"Well I'm sorry. I've never played demented games before," she answered, and this time I noted a sense of frustration in her voice.
Silence followed again leaving me to think she had given up. But, like before, she gathered her thoughts then spoke.
"I walked in, went to the bar and ordered a glass of wine. I was only there a few minutes when three men seemed to surround me. There was Steve who was tall, with dark hair and an attorney, John who was average with blonde hair; he was a business man and then David who was tall too with brown hair. He was a doctor," she started, trying harder this time.
Now Jackie has a very small clit but, when she gets truly turned on it becomes incredibly hard, almost like a little diamond that could cut glass. As my tongue ran over her sex, I could feel the tiny appendage scraping against me. By this, I knew that she was at the peak of arousal, and at least some of the fantasy was getting to her.
After her brief description, she paused I suspect hoping I would somehow respond. Instead, I kept up my lashing and after an awkward silence she started again.
"They kept buying me drinks and they moved in close to me, so I felt like I was trapped between them," she said.
"What were you wearing?" I popped up for air and asked quickly.
"I was in my blouse and shorts," she replied.
"Honey, if you want to cum you better make it a better story," I snapped, with my own frustration.
There was another pause for several seconds. I knew that Jackie was gauging my demands versus her acceptance of play and her need for release.
"They wanted to see my bikini and they kept asking so much that I finally gave in," she said. My dick, which had been three-fourth hard, instantly jumped to full attention.
I used the tip of my tongue to caress her erect clit bringing an instant response from her body and showing her how her words would lead to direct pleasure.



"Steve put his hand on my butt and John was holding my hand and... Oh, honey that feels so good. Please don't stop. And...ummm...oh, mmmm...I bent over so they could see my nipples...and they looked. Oh...God it feels good," as her words spilled out, I backed away to keep her from reaching the orgasm she wanted as I still wanted to hear more.
"Tell me more," I encouraged.
"Oh honey. Their hands were on me and it felt so good. The guy...uh...David's hand touched my breast and...uhhh...another one squeezed my butt and oh please let me cum...please," she begged.
The few words she had spoken had made my dick so hard that I could feel cum oozing from the opening. It was such an incredible turn on, and deciding that I should take my victories in small increments I focused my tongue on her clit and tickled it until I felt her breathing stop and her body stiffen.
"OHHHH...OH...OH...OH YES...DON'T STOP," she cried out in the loudest orgasm I had ever witnessed. After several seconds of sucking for breath, her pleas continued as she pulled on my shoulders while demanding, "Put it in. Come on. Do it!"
I quickly slid up her sweaty body and pushed easily inside. Together we moaned loudly then I began pounding against her hard, trying to extend her orgasm. Slowly, it began to ebb until she just lay wrapped around me whimpering as I raced towards my own release that arrived quickly.
"OH SHIT JACKIE. SHIT...damn!" I called out, as my face contorted and all my energy shot from my dick and into her waiting womb.
It had been some of the most intense sex we had ever experienced, and knowing that the role playing had contributed I wanted to give positive reinforcement so, I took her head in my hands and began giving her light, tender kisses.
"You are so incredibly beautiful," I whispered into her ear.
Jackie was spent and was barely able to look at me but, she gave me one of her smiles letting me know that everything was okay. When I finally rolled off, I held her tightly against me until her breathing let me know she was fast asleep. To continue the positive message, I was ready with breakfast in bed when she woke the next day, which was very well received.
Numerous times over the next few days I thought about bringing up the subject about our role playing and discuss her reaction. I wanted desperately to know in detail what had been going through her head however, somewhere inside me a voice counseled to remain quiet. In fact, there was no talk about any extracurricular fun until the next time we went sailing. Then, like before, I turned to her with a stupid grin as we drove when past the ice house.
"You know the answer," she laughed.
"Even after our play the other night?" I asked, with a faux pout.
"Even more with that!" she quickly answered.
"Can we play when we get home?" I asked, referring to a repeat of our previous role playing.
"No, that was a onetime thing," she replied.
"Honey, that's not fair," I responded, expressing my disappointment.
"You'll be okay. Keep the little perv in his room," she retorted. Her words had a hint of condescension which kind of pissed me off but, with a deep breath, I held my tongue.
So, after a brief moment of seeming progress we were back where we started. I knew it was bizarre, awkward, whatever else one might use to describe it but, I had held out hope that Jackie would continue to play along, at least some. It seemed though that the door had been firmly closed.
Six weeks later, I was required by work to travel to Florida for business, and since my meetings were scheduled for Wednesday and Thursday, Jackie and I had decided we could have a nice mini-vacation if I stayed over for the weekend and she joined me. So, Thursday evening at nine, I was waiting in the arrivals hall at the airport as my beautiful wife came through security looking outstanding in her pencil skirt, long sleeve blouse and business heels. She was even wearing her horn rimmed glasses that she knew I found very sexy, and I took it as a sign that she was in a good mood. We were staying at a very nice hotel on the water and due to the late hour we went straight there and had a snack and a glass of wine in the bar before going to our room where we made love then fell quickly asleep.
The next day we slept in before getting up and going to the beach where we had lunch then spent the next several hours relaxing and soaking up the sun. We ordered beach drinks, and kept them coming so, by mid-afternoon we were feeling no pain.
Jackie was wearing one of my favorite bikinis. It was a pale yellow color and contrasted perfectly with her dark hair, complexion and juicy red lips. It was also quite stylish, and showed her to be a beautiful and sexy woman. The top was a halter, held up by a single string around her neck, and presented her breasts in a full and flattering way. The bottom connected with ties on each hip and rode low on her tummy highlighting her toned abdomen. In the back, the suit struggled to maintain coverage of her equally tight behind which, of course, made it my favorite feature.
On the entire beach, one other women was in my wife's league and it wasn't long before I realized that a male parade route had been established to come close to both of them. Each time a man would pass, he would take a good look at her, some with an attempt at discretion but, most quite openly.
Later, it was back to the room for a shower, more lovemaking and a quick nap. It was still fairly early when we left the hotel in the rental car headed down the beach to a nice restaurant that had been recommended by the hotel for dinner. We were about two miles from the hotel when we passed a collection of three bars, set next to each other, that reminded me of the ice houses on the lake.
"Hmmm...maybe we could stop there on the way back," I suggested in jest.
"Are you never going to give up?" Jackie replied, with a roll of her eyes.
"Well I'm sure no one knows us here," I answered, taking away the excuse she had always used at home.
My comment didn't generate a response and we drove on to the restaurant, enjoying a great dinner together. As usual, my wife attracted attention from the male patrons and staff, although everyone acted with the utmost respect. Nearing the bars on the way back, I was just about to speak when my wife went first.
"Eyes straight ahead," she said, then started to laugh.
"Jackie, come on..." I started to protest.
"Not happening," she said, cutting me off.
"Come on sweetie. We're on vacation. No chance of anyone knowing us," I replied.
"Together?" she asked, using another one word response.
"Well...uhhh...I thought we would go in separately and you know we would pretend you are alone," I stammered.
"No," she said, this time with a clear tone of annoyance.
"Why not Jackie? Why not? I mean we have played at this and you always claimed it wouldn't work because someone might see us we know and now here we are with no chance of that happening and you are still saying no. Hell, you are even being more obstinate! I mean back home you at least pretended you were considering!" I shot back at her, losing my temper some.
"Why not? Well first I'm your wife not a trampy boat girl. Second, you have a wicked temper. True, you have improved but I don't want to have a scene or worse see you in jail. Third, I think your little fantasy won't hold up to reality. You'll feel guilty or make me feel guilty," Jackie shot back, with equal emotion.
Her words hit me hard and I pouted in silence. I also considered her points but after the drinks on the beach and the wine at dinner I was in a state where I quickly dismissed all her concerns, and we remained quiet for the remainder of the drive back to the hotel.
"Are you sure this is what you want?" she asked, when we pulled into the hotel lot.
"Never mind. You've taken all the fun out of it," I told her, still feeling attacked.
"Whose fun? This is your deal," she retorted.
"It is now. It never was before. Before it was fun and playful but we couldn't because we might see someone. I understood that. Now, it's something different," I explained.
Our eyes locked and we stared at each other for almost a minute before she spoke, "Let's go. Let's give it a try."
"Jackie, I told you. Never mind. It's dead. You killed it," I replied.
"Come on let's try. I want to. Come on," she answered.
"No you don't," I challenged her. It was clear she was just doing it to prove a point.
"I do. I promise I will try and I'll be sincere," she said, in a softer voice.
"What are you going to try?" I asked.
"To flirt. Act available. Let strange men flirt with me," she answered and then with a quick smile she said seductively, "Be naughty."
I still knew it was all a show, a charade, to say she had tried and be done with it. Still, I wasn't sure I was ever going to get another chance so, even if it was far from perfect, with a nod I agreed.
"Okay, well let's go then," She answered, with a deep breath after a short pause.
"You need to change. I want you to go in your bikini." I responded.
She looked at me expressionless for what seemed like an eternity and I expected to hear her tell me to forget it, so I was surprised when she suddenly said, "Let me change."
I followed her into the hotel but, went to the bar while she went to the elevator. I put the likelihood of her returning at below 50% so I was pleasantly surprised when she appeared fifteen minutes later wearing her beach cover. It was a thin garment that tied with a sash in the front and came to mid-thigh which left me wondering which suit she had selected. I quickly killed the last of my beer and we walked out to the car.
"Show me which one you put on," I said when we were in the lot. Opening the cover I saw that she had on the same suit she had worn on the beach earlier which pleased me greatly.
"Happy?" she asked.
"Very," I replied, instantly.
Once in the car, it took just five minutes to reach the bars. On closer inspection, there was a set of three with the first one showing the most activity, and I pulled the car to a quiet spot three rows from the front.
"Why don't you go in first? I'm going to go to the last bar and then come back after I've had a beer," I explained. Jackie leaned over and kissed me gently on the lips and without speaking opened the door and started to step out.
"Wait," I said and in her eyes I saw something that looked like hope. When I spoke again, that look turned to something else, "Probably best if you leave your rings."
There was a pause where she looked at me as if to give me one final chance then, very quickly, she pulled off her rings and handed them to me.
I found a spot on the patio of the bar, overlooking the water, where I could see the back of the place where I had just left my wife. It seemed to be mayhem at the bar with a packed deck and people on boats that were tied up alongside their pier. Most of the men were in shorts and t-shirts while the women, girls really, were almost all in bikinis or the tops with shorts.
"What will you have?" the waitress asked, and I gave her my beer selection.
"What's with the place next door?" I asked the young girl.
"The Big Mouth Frog? That place is insane. It will get worse when the sun goes down and the band starts," she replied, then walked off. The sun was in fact just starting to set so; I thought our timing had been pretty good.
"It does look crazy," I said when she brought the beer back, hoping she would comment more.
"This is nothing. It's just the early Friday after work crowd. Wait till later. Saturday is the worst though," she said quickly, then disappeared.
Her words made sense and as I continued to look at the activity I realized something looked strange although, I couldn't quite put my finger on what it was. Exactly twenty minutes had gone by since I dropped off Jackie when I finished my beer, and rather than rush over I decided to have another.
"This place is wild," a text came from Jackie, announced by her special tone.
"How?" I sent a simple reply.
There was no immediate reply and I drank most of my second beer before it came in, "Where are u?"
"On my way," I shot back.
I left my spot and drove the short distance to the Big Mouth Frog finding a spot in the far confines of the lot, which had continued to fill. Walking inside, I could see that the place consisted of a long room with a bar that ran halfway down the right side. The rest of the room was filled with tables and ended at a live music stage. To the left, it opened to a deck that extended over the water, and on each end of the deck were bars with numerous standing tables between. Past the deck was the flotilla of boats tied up several deep in some places. Music was blaring loudly from the sound system with seventies rock songs.
Instantly, I noticed what had caught my attention but, what I couldn't place during my looks from the other bar. Unlike the ice houses back home, which were largely filled with professionals coming out from the city to party on weekends, the clientele in this place was rougher and definitely blue collar. There were lots of bellies showing on both sexes and tattoos were in high abundance.
The bar had one or two open stools and the indoor tables were roughly half filled. Outside it was completely filled, overfilled really, with no sign of an open spot. I took one of the open stools at the bar and began searching for my wife.
It didn't take long to find her. She was sitting at the far end of the bar I was at with a half empty drink in front of her and a fresh one next to it. Standing just behind her and leaning over talking to her was a tall guy who looked to be in his twenties wearing cut-off jeans and a black tank top. He had a lean but strong body, closely cropped brown hair, a stubble beard and I could see tattoos on his arms that I couldn't make out. As best I could tell, Jackie was trying hard to ignore him but, he wasn't taking the hint.
After watching for a few minutes without my wife spotting me, I decided it was outside where the real action was taking place so I typed out a quick text telling her she should go to the deck. It took five minutes before she finally noticed it but, when she did she looked around the room and spotted me. She gave me a wry smile that contrasted with my grin but, without replying she picked up her partially finished drink and headed out with her admirer following, carrying the drink he had no doubt bought. Within seconds of stepping onto the deck, she was consumed by the crowd and I knew I would need to follow.
I sipped my beer to give her some time then bought another and went outside where it was extremely crowded, very loud and most of the people were well on their way to drunkenness. Breasts and ass cheeks were spilling from the small suits worn by most of the females and there was a general feeling of raw sexuality. It took time to work through the crowd until I spotted Jackie standing at one of the standup tables a few feet from the end of one of the bars with her admirer still next to her like a devoted hound. I found a calm area near the back wall where I could watch and settled in.
"Get naughty!" I shot out a text, while fighting back a smile. It took a few minutes for her to check her phone during which I watched her fend off several advances from the guy.
"Like what?" she replied. Then looked around to try and find me.
"Flirt or something," I texted her quickly.
"Where are you?" she responded.
"Watching. Don't worry about it. Get naughty. We discussed this," I directed her in successive messages.
I saw her look at her phone and for a moment she just stared at it. Then, she turned to the guy who had been hitting on her but now I could tell it was with a completely different attitude. Her smile made him instantly more aggressive, and he moved closer to my wife with a confident smile.
Over the next thirty minutes, I watched them interact as she pretended to be interested and he kept working her hard. He bought her several drinks which she dutifully consumed likely to provide her with courage but, whatever the reason, I really didn't care and neither did her friend. My dick was hard from watching the show and seeing the guy think his charm was winning her over. The highlight of it all was when her cover got loose and the guy pulled it open revealing her bikini clad body. It was a sexy suit, on the conservative end of what the other girls were wearing but, the idea of this working man who was hitting on her hard, seeing her swelled breasts, flat tummy and tight ass up close had me very excited.
Just after dark, a rock band started playing which further energized the crowd, and it was just a few minutes later that I saw two men and a woman worm through the throng of bodies and meet up with my wife's admirer. One of the men was quite large, well over six foot and heavy. He looked to be in his mid-thirties and had a bandana wrapped over his head. He was wearing shorts that accentuated his thick thighs, a sweatshirt with the sleeves cut off, and his well-developed chest and biceps looked more like they came from work than from time in the gym. The other guy was shorter and average looking. He had on surfer type trunks and a white t-shirt with an indistinguishable logo. The girl looked like a true skank as she was very skinny with dirty blonde hair, large fake breasts and was smoking a cigarette. In addition, she wore a tiny suit that let half her ass and most of her tits show but, she didn't seem concerned at all.
The newcomers moved in close to my wife and her friend, and after introductions, they began an animated conversation. Soon, the large guy waved at the bartender and ordered more drinks. In all my fantasies about my wife flirting, it was always with the crowd close to home. I had never considered her in a scenario with a crowd like this but, now seeing it; I found it very interesting but a little concerning.
When I saw the group form, I had been worried my wife would get scared and flee so; I had prepared myself for this and even thought about how I would deal with her emotional state. Thus, I was quite surprised when she stayed in the group, and even more so when I watched her freely interacting.
When the new round of drinks arrived, first they were passed out then a toast was made. After that, all attention looked like it shifted to my wife. The original guy was standing to her left, and had his hand on her shoulder. I watched the big guy close in on her other side, and put his hand on her opposite shoulder. The other two were directly in front but, moved closer until it was a very tight nesting, and everyone appeared to start talking to Jackie at the same time. It was only a few minutes later that I watched with excitement as they pulled the wrap off her shoulders completely exposing her bikini clad body, and the big guy took the wrap and quickly tossed it onto the table before turning back to my wife. It was an incredible moment, better than I had hoped, and my body, from head to toe felt flushed while my dick strained against my shorts.
"Awesome," I texted to her in encouragement. It was only after I hit send that I realized that her phone was in the pocket of her wrap now draped over the table.
It had become so crowded now that there was a constant stream of people passing in front of me that made watching more difficult, and the noise level had reached an extreme level. There was of course the band blaring out rock music at full decibel but, adding to it was the din of the crowd on the deck and the row of boats pulled up close. It easily surpassed the craziest fraternity party I had ever attended in college.
After a crowd had slowly passed in front of me temporarily blocking my view, I realized that my wife and all but the average looking guy had disappeared. This guy was surveying the crowd and slamming a beer but, my wife's wrap was still on the bar so I surmised that they had gone to the dance floor. Now Jackie loves to dance so I knew she could be easily convinced, and the thought of her in the sexy suit gyrating to the music had me incredibly excited. Hidden in the heavy crowd would she get touched? Fondled? I thought about going inside to try and find her but, decided it was best to stay put until she returned.



It was exactly twenty-six minutes until she was back, and after the first five, each passing minute had the effect of driving me to a higher state of excitement and concern. Back in their spot, even from my distance, I could see the sheen of sweat on her beautiful body. Her admirer was pushed very close to her with their legs touching and everyone seemed to be in a very happy mood. I watched as my wife was handed her robe by the large guy and saw both girls leave the group together, no doubt headed for the bathroom. Minutes later I felt my phone vibrate and I saw I had a message from her.
"Ready to go?" it said.
"Hell no. You are doing great. You are so hot," I answered immediately.
"Aren't you jealous?" she shot back.
"Should I be?" I typed in response.
I looked at my phone waiting for her reply but nothing came and with each passing second my anxiety and arousal grew higher. Finally, almost three minutes later, I felt the device buzz and received, "Maybe."
Now, my wife is not a natural tease so my first reaction was that there was a story. Then, I thought with all she had to drink maybe she was toying with me. In any event, I responded with, "Tell me."
"Tell you in the car," she answered. It wasn't what I wanted to hear. Watching, I thought she was getting into the play however, now she was telling me she would rather go. It annoyed the hell out of me and my mind flashed in anger. Before I could think, I was typing.
"Fucking great. Just when it's getting fun. Why do you always do this?" I sent stupidly.
Despite my constant looking at the screen, there was no response, and when I saw her back with the other girl in the group, I knew there wouldn't be one. She had her wrap on but let her friend take it off without protest and once again it was thrown across the table.
It was now after ten and all around me people, after a long day at work or on the water, were reaching a point of advanced inebriation. A few women's tops had come off but, the bar staff moved quickly to make sure they got put back on. However, on the boats, particularly those in the outer rows, there were many women flashing their tits to the crowd, and receiving large cheers each time. Overall it was a Sodom and Gomorrah scene although, one I was finding incredibly exciting. Especially, since my sweet wife was a peripheral player.
The action on the deck was hard to ignore and I found myself occasionally distracted from Jackie. So, I was lucky to see her and the same three, leave their spot and head inside once more to the dance floor. It took them even longer to return this time, well over thirty minutes, and when they did there was a noticeable change in my wife. Now, she had her hand on her friends arm and she was leaning in to him. Instantly, I wondered what had happened. What had I missed? I chastised myself for not going inside to spy. Had he kissed her? Touched her ass? Her breasts? A wave of thoughts went through me as I considered what I was seeing versus her normal conservative nature but, it was clear something had changed.
"What happened?" I quickly punched out a text, although I suspected it was futile.
Then it happened. The lean guy, who had been pursuing my wife all night, bent down and kissed her. As he did, his hand went to her firm ass and slipped beneath the small garment then squeezed it for all to see. Their kiss didn't last long but it was long enough, and I found myself in a bizarre place of both jealousy and lust. I couldn't believe she had succumbed although, at the same time, I couldn't look away and wanted it to continue.
He removed his hand from beneath her suit but it stayed on her ass, and over the next few minutes he kissed her several more times. She accepted each advance but, didn't let their lips remain connected long. After watching them for almost thirty minutes, it began to grow redundant and my desire to get my wife in bed grew stronger until I finally texted, "Let's go."
It took her another fifteen minutes to answer and I was surprised by her message, "He wants me to go home with him."
My immediate reaction was that she was teasing me no doubt helped by the alcohol she had consumed, and after thinking about it for a minute I responded.
"What do you think? Do you want to?" I typed, totally throwing it back at her.
Even though I couldn't see her with her phone, very shortly I got an answer which said, "Should I?"
Now fully committed to the give and take, I replied with, "Yes."
At first, there was no response and I watched intently as she continued to interact with the group. I knew there was practically no chance that she would go with the guy however, the very small probability she would had me on edge. It was exciting to consider but, at the same time, I wondered if I could really live with the reality and the consequences.
Finally, minutes later, I felt the phone buzz and looking at the screen the words said, "Time to go honey. Meet me at the door."
The way it came across was so simple and straight forward that I felt like a child that had just been told it was time to leave the playground. Plus, it became immediately apparent that most, if not all, of her texting had been designed to toy with me which I found disappointing. Still, I realized she was right about leaving so I acknowledged her message and began moving towards the door.
Jackie appeared soon thereafter, and the smile on her face let me know that we were going to have fun in bed. In fact, as soon as we were in the car I pulled her across the console and planted my lips on hers tasting the cigarette smoke the man had left with her. I could also tell she was feeling the effects of the alcohol as she rarely went this far.
"You are incredible. Thank you," I said, sincerely.
"Let's get to the hotel," she replied, giving me a hint at her arousal.
Minutes later we arrived and impatiently rode the elevator to our floor. Once in our room, we tore at our clothes until we were naked on the bed entwined in each other's arms. My hands roamed her body, and when they explored between her legs I was pleased to find her dripping wet.
"Someone got you excited," I said, unable to hide my smile.
"You did," she answered, attempting to deny the reality.
"Not me. Your lover," I answered.
"Mack," she clarified, providing his name.
Jackie took the initiative and pulled me into position between her open legs then helped guide my rigid dick into her well prepared opening. Her hands went to my hips and encouraged me to move faster until we were fucking at a torrid pace. She was as excited as I had ever seen her, and she responded to my thrusts with gasps and moans of pleasure. It proved too much for me and it wasn't long before I felt my balls tighten. Rather than fight it, I let it happen knowing that with my excitement I would be able to recover quickly. I cried out loudly as I filled Jackie but, after a hard push, continued on with a slower, more deliberate movement.
"You feel so good," I whispered.
"So do you," Jackie answered.
"You looked so incredible, so damn hot. Did you have fun?" I asked.
"I did it for you," she replied.
"I know honey but, did you have fun too?" I asked.
"You know you can be an ass sometimes. I didn't like when you barked at me," she responded.
"I know. That was bad but tell me you had fun too," I probed, wanting to know at least a part of her had enjoyed it.
"It was different. Some of it was okay I guess," she said, as I continued moving slowly.
"He made you wet," I whispered, suddenly frustrated with her coy answers.
"He was a good kisser," she replied quickly.
I expected a defensive answer so her words surprised me but, also made my dick stiffen even more and my movement quickened. Jackie noticed the reaction and looked up at me with an odd expression.
"His hand was on your butt," I stated.
"Yes," she replied simply, but I could feel her body molding into mine.
For the next few minutes, we were quiet as we made love while giving each other deep, passionate kisses. Our pace increased, and when our lips weren't connected I was serenaded to the sounds of my wife's purrs and mews of pleasure. I could tell Jackie was getting close so I concentrated on giving her a deep, steady pace until I was rewarded with the cries of her orgasm. While she recovered, I ground my pelvis slowly into her and planted soft kisses on her face. Finally, I rolled to her side and pulled her tightly against me but, finding my dick still hard I turned her back to me and slipped inside her from behind. With one hand on her breast, I nuzzled into her neck and whispered loving words.
"I don't understand you," she spoke, several minutes later.
"Why honey?" I asked, although I suspected I knew the theme.
"I know you love me and you can be so tender. I just don't get the bar thing," she said.
I thought about her statement for a bit. It wasn't the first time by any means she had asked the question in some form but, we had never done anything like we had that night so I wanted to pick my words carefully.
"Jackie, it's like we talked about before. It's just play and it's just between us. And, it's to have fun and you haven't told me yet if you had fun," I replied.
"Some of it was fun," she finally admitted.
"What parts," I asked, eagerly.
"Teasing you," she answered, and began to giggle.
"Cute," I responded laughing too then continued, "But he got you excited."
"Honey, I'm human! You were pushing me!" she replied, finally admitting her arousal.
We cuddled for several minutes before Jackie suddenly asked, "Why did you say yes when I asked if you wanted me to go home with Mack?"
"I...uhhh...I was just teasing," I replied, but the guilt in my voice came through.
"I don't think you were. At least not completely," she said, and turned her head to look into my face.
"Yes I was," I responded, not wanting to get into the discussion.
After that, we both grew quiet and soon the long day and the alcohol had us drifting off. For me, it was a fitful sleep as I thought about both the excitement of the evening as well as my own motivations and reactions. My wife had been correct as I had thought about her leaving with Mack and being thoroughly fucked by the stranger, and that confused me greatly.
Interestingly, it was Jackie who initiated sex the next morning with her small hand stroking my dick, and as soon as I was hard she straddled my waist and started a rocking motion while my hands went to her breasts. When I pulled her down for a kiss, I got a whiff of stale alcohol and cigarette smoke which brought back memories of the night before. I let her set the pace and it wasn't long until I saw her bite her lips and seconds later, her face contorted and a series of high pitched whimpers came from her as she experienced a small climax.
"You look beautiful when you cum," I whispered, after she had collapsed on my chest.
"Mmmm..." was all that escaped her mouth. I let her recover in silence while stroking her hair until she asked, "What are we doing today?"
"I'm going to make love to my beautiful wife again then take her to the beach," I said, and felt her hug me tightly.
We did make love, and from there it was to the beach where we set up and enjoyed the sun and the clear ocean water. Fortunately, our hangovers were not severe and quickly faded, and like before it didn't take long for a circuit to be set up by the men who wanted to get a close up look of my wife in her bikini.
After coming in from a swim, I decided I wanted to hear more details of what had occurred in the bar so I said, "Jackie, describe what happened with that guy and the others."
"The guy's name was Mack," she started. Of course, I knew that from the previous night but, I just nodded my head.
"Who were the others?" I asked. It wasn't something I was all that interested in however, I thought it would help fuel discussion.
"Steve, Larry and Tammy. Steve was the big guy," she explained.
"Okay, tell me everything," I said.
"What did you see?" she asked, a smile highlighting her face.
"I saw you at the table near the end of the bar first with Mack and then the others. I saw you take the cover off. I saw you leave the first time. Then the crowd got heavier so I couldn't see everything. I saw that you left again and that's about it" I told her.
"Well, you saw most of it. Mack was talking to me and you wanted me to flirt so I did, or at least tried. Then the others arrived and Steve started ordering drinks. They weren't bad people. Tammy was kind of trashy," she explained.
"And you let them see you in your bikini. That was awesome," I said, hoping my positive comments would help extract more info.
"That was for you sweetie," she answered, demurely
"You kiss him for me too?" I asked, quickly.
"Actually, yes. But he was a good kisser," she replied, and started giggling.
"And his hand on your butt?" I followed.
"You told me to be naughty," Jackie explained, and I could see her position was going to be it had all been for me.
"Well, it was fun to watch. Thank you for doing it and playing along," I said.
"Well, I hope you got what you wanted and it's out of your system," Jackie answered.
"Now that I know my wife can be a little naughty, definitely want to do it again," I answered, realizing that although my words hadn't been thought through they were very true.
Later, it was back to the room for a shower and a nap however, both of us were feeling antsy so after an hour we decided to go down to the beachside bar for a drink. I quickly put on shorts and a polo shirt but, Jackie took her time and ended up in a sassy sundress that reached mid-thigh and showed off her well-shaped and now nicely tanned legs.
The bar wasn't that crowded, and we ended up on two stools on the beach end and ordered drinks. I was still feeling a lingering excitement from the events of the previous night and this, coupled with the warm breeze and the wonderful view combined to seduce me into drinking quickly. I suspect that my wife had similar feelings because, although not keeping up drink for drink, she was definitely taking more in then the norm.
"Dinner?" I asked, as the sun started to set.
"Too much trouble. Let's just order a snack here," she suggested, which was music to my ears.
We shared some appetizers while we continued to drink, and the small bar got a bit more crowded. I sensed it was a spot people frequented for a drink or two before they headed out to other places. Of course, with the increase in patrons, it became easier to spot men stealing looks at my wife, and they were treated occasionally when a sudden gust of wind would blow her dress around providing a full view of her legs. Watching them look had an impact on my thoughts, and that along with the heavy drinking soon had me thinking of my wife in the Big Mouth Frog although, even partly drunk, I knew it was a stupid idea. Better that we sit here, get wasted then spend the rest of the night in bed but, I couldn't shake the idea. Every time I forced it away, it snuck back in my brain and I would find myself visualizing her in a bikini surrounded by strange men.
"What are you thinking?" Jackie asked after I had been quiet for some time, and hearing her voice I realized my mind had been wandering.
"Huh, oh...nothing," I replied.
"What?" she asked again, knowing I had evaded her question.
"Well, ummm...I don't want to say," I replied as a grin spread across my face. The thought of her back in the bar in her bikini was appealing however, this was a discretion being a better part of valor situation.
"I know what you're thinking," she said, and turned away.
"You do? Really?" I answered, calling her bluff.
"Yes, you want to do something like last night. I can see it in that silly smile!" she declared. Having been so easily read, I was both surprised and impressed.
"That's not true..." I started, in a voice that lacked conviction.
"Yes, it is. Don't lie," Jackie interrupted.
I let her comment pass and took the last sip of my drink then waved the bartender over and ordered another. I could tell she was waiting for a response from me as she stayed quiet but, a minute later when the bartender had delivered my cocktail, she finally had to speak.
"Tell me what you were thinking," she demanded.
"No," I replied, deciding I wasn't going to be manipulated.
"Tell me," she said again. In all our time together, my wife has been able to use some secret power on me to get her way. Now, like countless times before, I struggled to withhold the information.
"You'll just get mad," I whined.
"Tell me. I won't get mad," she answered, while giving me a soft look with her eyes. Instinctively, I knew it was a trap.
"I...I was thinking...you know...maybe...uhhh...maybe we could go back," I replied, suddenly feeling like a kid that had been caught with his hand in the cookie jar.
"To the bar?" she asked.
"Yes," I answered, avoiding eye contact.
"With me in a bikini and alone I suppose?" she stated, more than asked.
When I nodded my head, she just slowly shook hers with a look of disgust. After that, there was an awkward silence that was only interrupted when the bartender came over to ask my wife if she wanted another drink, and before she could reply I ordered one for her.
"So, what do you think?" I asked, sarcastically.
"Sure let's go. I'll go change after this drink," she responded, with equal sarcasm.
"Fantastic, wear the red suit," I suggested. It was one of my favorites because it contrasted so well with her dark hair and skin. Plus, the bottoms seemed to always draw into her butt crack providing an awesome view of her ass.
"Should I text Mack and let him know?" she asked, not backing down. The fact that she might have his number brought a lump to my throat and shorts.
"Do you want to hang out with him or someone new?" I deadpanned the answer.
"I prefer him. I like his kisses," she said, and my dick got harder.
"Okay, up to you," I said, and immediately she picked up her phone.
"Text sent," she announced a minute later.
Any thought that she was toying with me was proved wrong when just a few minutes later I heard the sound from her phone indicating an incoming message. She picked up the phone, looked at the screen and a smile slowly came to her face.
Then, she put the phone on the bar, took a sip from her drink and turning to me with her eyebrows raised said, "Last chance."
"I think you would have more fun meeting someone knew but if your heart is set on him that's fine," I said to her. My words were chosen to convey that we were going and she only had a choice in her company.
"He's who I want," she immediately responded, and picked up her phone.
We finished our drink then had another and amazingly the conversation was about things other than going to the Big Mouth Frog. When she finished, she left to change leaving me to continue drinking. Twenty minutes later she returned, and although she had a t-shirt over the suit I could see just enough of the bottoms to know that she had indeed put on the one I requested.
"Good choice," I said.
"It's all for you baby, I really hope you enjoy it," she replied, although her words seemed to come out like a warning.
As soon as I stood, it hit me how much I had consumed. Just for a moment, I thought about canceling the whole thing but, by now my "little head" had assumed control so I moved deliberately out of the bar with just enough remaining sense to know to take a taxi. Fortunately, there were several in the hotel queue so, we were at the bar within ten minutes, and like the waitress had said it was crazier and more crowded than the previous night. With a quick kiss, I sent Jackie in while I stood in the lot for a few minutes then followed.



Once in, it was immediately apparent just how much more crowded it was. Both inside and on the patio there were so many people it didn't even look like there was room to walk, and like the previous night the bulk of the people were in skimpy attire. By the time I worked my way to the bar and ordered a beer, it had been over twenty minutes since I had seen Jackie, and I set off on a slow, difficult path to try and locate her.
It took almost forty-five minutes and three circuits of the club, inside and out, before I spotted her just off the end of one of the outdoor bars, very close to the dock, with Mack and another couple. Her shirt was already off and she looked damn hot in the red suit. Mack was wearing long shorts, and a sleeveless button shirt that was open showing part of his chest. The other couple consisted of a shorter, stockier guy with dark hair wearing shorts and a t-shirt and a long-haired blonde woman with large breasts in a dark bikini. She was an inch or so shorter than my wife and probably ten pounds heavier but still looked attractive. Both couples were swaying to the beat of the music and I noticed that Mack's hand was sprawled across my wife's hip and ass.
"See you," I sent to her.
Ten minutes or so went by before I saw her step to the end of the bar and pick up her phone. Seconds later I felt the vibration and looking at the screen read, "Okay."
I was disappointed as I had expected a bit more, and when I looked up she was back with the others then suddenly I watched as she tugged on Mack's arm and then embraced him in a deep kiss. Instantly, I realized that she was going to rub my nose in it and push my limits but, I also wondered how much she was enjoying it. She had admitted getting turned on by him and I wondered if he might relight her fire. It was going to be interesting to watch, and a little voice told me I needed to make sure I stayed in control.
I watched for over an hour leaving only once to hit the bathroom and grab a beer. All that time, the two couples stayed in a tight group with Jackie occasionally kissing Mack, and in their embraces her hand would usually slide inside his shirt and rub his chest. His hands never seemed to leave her body as he was always in contact in some way with her waist, hips or ass.
"You look happy," I texted, mostly because I couldn't think of anything else to say. Like before, the minutes ticked before she checked her phone.
"Yes are you?" she replied, then, another message came through right after, "And wet."
Her declaration told me one of two things. Either, she truly wanted to make me pay for pushing her to do this or she was drunk, or both, as I couldn't think of another reason why she would send me such a provocative text. Seconds later, she was back next to Mack, and once again, for my benefit, she pulled him into a kiss. However, this time I could see she had her phone in her hand.
"You're being naughty." I quickly typed. This time she noticed the message almost immediately and turning from the group I watched as she manipulated the device.
"Yes," she replied and seconds later another one was received, "For you."
I was still looking at the small screen when yet another one came through from her, "Want me to stop?"
I read her message several times as I continued to get jostled by the tight crowd, and contemplated how to respond. Continue to push or take my beautiful wife to the hotel for a night of hot love making? I felt like a pioneer, a scout in the old west who has a burning desire, almost a need, to know what's over the next hill.
"Have fun," I said to her.
Instantly, I looked over and waited until it was received to see her reaction, and it was clear when it arrived as I saw her frown.
"He wants me to go home with him," she informed me.
It was the same message I had received the night before and I knew this was her way of pushing the decision; an out she had to make me relent and tell her it was time to leave. I thought about what to say and whether to push but, eventually I decided to do nothing, I merely wouldn't respond. For the next few minutes, I watched as she continued to check her phone until Mack, tired of her absence, stepped over, took her hand and brought her back to the group. Little did he know, that at that exact moment, he may have actually claimed his prize.
Even though it was occasionally interesting, I was growing bored with playing the voyeur from fifty feet away. It was so crowded I had to fight to maintain a view and was constantly being bumped by the drunken throng. I was just about to text Jackie and grant her wish to leave when I saw her and the blonde girl moving in a way that made it look like they were leaving. The bathroom instantly came to mind and I knew it would be an opportunity to meet her as she came out, and let her know it was time to go. I walked in parallel with the women as they pressed through the crowd and arrived at the bathroom just as they disappeared through the door. Knowing that they would take longer than me, I bolted into the men's side and was back waiting within a few minutes.
Jackie appeared and was talking to the blonde so, when she saw me, she was startled but regained her composure quickly.
"Oh, hi," she said to me then to the girl, "This is my brother Warren."
Warren is my middle name and she knows how much I hate it so, I knew her use of it was intentional. I was introduced to the girl whose name was Melanie, and up close she looked to be in her mid-20s. Hearing her voice, it seemed that she had stepped right out of the backwoods as she had an uneducated way of speaking; used curse words often and had a pronounced drawl that made her difficult to understand. On the positive side, she had large, full breasts, a nice complexion and wide hips that seemed to be made to bear children. I wondered what in the world Jackie had found to talk with her about.
"He comin over?" Melanie asked in her country drawl.
I saw my wife's eyes light up and she replied, "Yes, Warren come over and talk to us."
"I need to speak with you for a second," I said to my wife in a way that implied it was a private discussion, and Melanie shrugged and left. As soon as she was a few steps away I said to Jackie, "You ready to go?"
"Oh, now you want to go?" she asked in an annoyed voice, but also showed a hint of a smile.
"Yes, I'm ready," I said, and only when I saw her reaction did I realize the way it sounded.
"I'm not. I'm having fun. Maybe in a little while," she announced.
"Jackie?" I tried, but she was already starting to move.
"Come by and say hi if you want," she said over her shoulder, without stopping.
Realizing I might have pushed a bit too hard and was now reaping the payback, I decided to give her a few minutes to make her point, then collect her and leave. I was certain her comment about "having fun" was just an attempt to rub my nose in it, and once she had the glory of the victory she would be ready. Getting a beer, I slowly made my way back to my spot but, when I got there I couldn't see either couple. Hoping they were dancing, I slowly made my way inside, and on the crowded dance floor I first spotted Melanie then deeper in the mass of people I saw my wife.
I was shocked to see the way my wife was dancing with Mack. He had his hand firmly on her ass pulling her tightly against him, and with her arms draped around his neck they moved seductively to the deep bass beat of a reggae song the band was trying to play. Her suit had pulled into her ass crack showing almost all of both cheeks, and the way they were positioned it made it look like they were trying to fuck. The only salvation was that about half the couples were dancing the same way.
When that song ended, they continued to the next one without separating and then did the same on a third. Anyone watching them would easily reach the conclusion that they were a couple, and that he would no doubt be enjoying her charms later that night. Then I witnessed something that truly shocked me. With my wife pulled close, Mack moved his hand between them and slipped it into the left cup of her top and took hold of her breast. She accepted it without protest, and he maintained his fondling until the song ended.
With a set of diverse emotions assaulting my senses, I followed them back to their spot by the bar watching as he guided my wife with his hand still on her ass. He must have thought by now that he was going to be between her legs before the night was through, and I hoped we would be able to exit without a scene.
"Let's go," I texted.
A few minutes later I saw her look then type, "Not yet."
Now, I was getting pissed. I was ready to go and she had made her point. I shot a message back, "Okay, I'm leaving. Have fun."
Her reply came faster this time, "See you later. Get some sleep."
I read her message three times and grew angrier with each effort. She had managed to inflame my temper that I had worked so hard to keep under control, and I set off for the door where I was fortunate to find a cab waiting. A few minutes later I was sitting alone in the hotel bar drinking a beer while the bartender watched TV.
I sat there continuing to stew as I thought about her attitude. Sure, I had pushed maybe a little too hard but she had completely gone with it and was now acting the total slut. Let her go home with him and get fucked I thought. Hell, I even thought he deserved it after all the prick teasing she had done. It would serve her right and may even do her some good I rationalized.
It took an hour and three beers for me to calm down, and I watched as the bartender prepared to close wondering how I was going to get it all to end. Compounding my problem was that I was now completely hammered. Twice I had gone to the bathroom, stumbling my way each time, but fortunately I was still self-aware enough to know my condition and limitation. I was just about to go back to the Big Mouth Frog when my phone beeped.
"Where are you?" her message said.
"Hotel," I answered.
"You left me?" her reply said.
"Yes," I provided the simple answer.
"I need you," the message said and like a bolt I was out the door, but unfortunately there were no cabs and it took one twenty minutes to appear after I called.
"Are you okay?" I asked, while I waited impatiently, but by the time the cab got to the bar I had still not received a reply.
Although still quite crowded, it wasn't as bad as when I left, so I was able to make my way to the spot I had left Jackie fairly quickly. Finding it empty, I decided to make a circuit through the place to look for her and was near the dance floor when I spotted her with Mack dancing once more.
I had read her message to imply some distress, but seeing her with him she didn't show any sign of concern, and in fact looked quite happy. She had both arms wrapped around his neck and her head was against his chest while they basically danced in one place to the slow strains of the band. I watched until it ended, and when they left I followed them back to the same spot. The other couple had appeared from somewhere, and was waiting when Jackie and Mack arrived.
"Hi Warren," my wife said when I walked up to the group. Instantly, I could tell she was trashed -- more so than I had ever seen.
"Hi Warren," Melanie chimed in, and while not as bad as my wife I could see she was too.
I was quickly introduced to Mack and Jerry, who like Melanie spoke with a heavy country drawl. Mack, with a show of possessiveness, looped his arm around my wife's waist while he looked at me, and I noticed my wife break out in a little smile. I tried hard to be friendly with the intent to find an easy exit point, and learned through the conversation that Jerry was a mechanic at a car dealership while Mack was a HVAC installer on condo and apartment projects.
Mack leaned down and whispered something to my wife and when she nodded he held her arm, began to step away and asked Jerry, "We're going to dance wanna come?"
"Nah, we'll sit this one out," he replied.
"They make a good couple," Melanie said as soon as they were gone.
"She got a boyfriend?" Jerry asked.
"Nothing serious I don't think," I answered, to which they just nodded. I wondered what Jackie had told them about herself.
Like the previous night, she had taken off her rings but I still had mine on.
"Hell, they already talkin children," the girl said with a laugh, in her country voice.
"What do you mean?" I asked, quite confused.
"Oh, Jackie say said she wanted two kids but Mack said if she's his he'll give her at least six," she laughed as if the description somehow made him worthy as a husband to my sister then, she added while laughing, "Says she needs to be barefoot and pregnant."
"She's going with us to Mack's right?" Jerry asked Melanie.
"Yeah, she said she was," the blonde girl answered, and her words floored me as I struggled with the concept that my wife had agreed to leave the bar and go with them.
"I'm going to the pisser," Jerry announced, and left me with Melanie.
"Jackie is very pretty," she said to me.
"Yes, she is," I replied.
"Don't worry about her and Mack. He's a good man and he's already in love with her. He'll treat her right," she explained, and it seemed surreal to be having the conversation about my wife.
"Jackie doesn't get serious that fast," I told her.
"Oh she is. She been asking me about him all night," she responded.
"Like what?" I asked, very confused.
"Like had he been married? Kids? And other stuff," she said, while starting to giggle.
"What did you tell her?" I asked.
"About Mack? He been married twice and has two kids, one from each. He loves those kids too, both boys," she replied.
"What other stuff?" I tried, though I suspected I knew the subject.
"Girl stuff," she laughed then added, "She'll find out soon enough."
Just then, Jerry returned and the conversation switched back to meaningless subjects while we waited for the couple to return. Another ten minutes went by before they appeared with sheens of sweat on their bodies from the dancing and the humidity in the heavy night air.
"Jackie, can I talk to you?" I asked, and my words brought dirty looks from the others as if they expected I would try to take her away.
We stepped away and I immediately spoke, "What's going on?"
"Jackie, everything okay?" Mack asked, before she could answer, and I saw concern on his face
My wife stepped towards him and he turned her so he was between us. I watched as he leaned down and began a whispered conversation with her while the rest of us looked on, and after a few seconds his hand went to her waist and then seconds later she placed her hand on his bicep. Then, they were together in a deep kiss which I watched, forcing myself to be still, until they finally stopped.
"Mack wants everyone to go to his house," Jackie announced when she stepped back to me, and a hopeful look was evident through her drunkenness.
I suspected based on my conversation with Melanie, that she had made some promises that now she felt bad about breaking. While I was tired and annoyed with her, I was also very intrigued, and there was a part of me that wanted to see how far it would go, even if it might be the product of liquor.
"Are you serious? You want to do this?" I asked, very drunk as well with my main concern being how to exit the situation once started.
"Maybe just for a bit," she answered, after a brief pause.
We stared at each other for several seconds before I responded with a shrug, "Okay."
A minute later we were leaving the bar and getting into the cars with me riding with Mack and Jackie in his company pickup. My wife was upfront and along the way I saw Mack reach over and take her hand. We drove for about fifteen minutes, leaving the beach area and entering a working class neighborhood of small bungalows. Mack turned down a poorly lit street and several hundred yards down turned into the driveway of a small house desperately in need of painting. Just as we were climbing from the vehicle, Melanie and Jerry pulled up along the curb and together we walked inside.
We immediately entered a small living room that had a worn fake leather sofa and an overstuffed chair that had clothes piled on it. The furniture faced a very large flat screen TV with a dinged up coffee table between. Mack tossed the clothes from the chair onto the floor and I sat in it while the two couples descended on the couch. He took the TV remote and found a music station, and then reached beneath the table and pulled out a bong and a large tray filled with pot.
Mack quickly loaded the bong and handed it to Melanie who sucked in the smoke eagerly while he lit the bowl. Jackie was offered next, but she declined with a quick glance to me so Jerry took it. When I was offered and accepted, my wife gave me a surprised look. We had both admitted smoking occasionally in the past but had never done so since we had been together. However, after all that had occurred that night, I had sort of a "what the fuck" attitude, and surprisingly I was able to take the smoke in without a hacking fit. When I finished, it was Mack's turn and then it went around again, but this time Jackie accepted.
It didn't take long for the effects to be felt, and since it had been so long since I smoked I was hit hard. In fact, everyone but Mack seemed to be in a similar condition, and with the girls still in their t-shirt covered bikinis, I found myself staring at my wife's legs in a trance like state.
I must have drifted off because sometime later I came to and found Jerry passed out on one end of the couch and Melanie staring blankly at the TV with the remote in her hand. Mack and Jackie were nowhere to be seen, and I had enough of my wits left to know it wasn't a good thing.
"Where's Jackie?" I asked Melanie, when I saw her looking at me as I tried to stand.
"They wanted some time," she mumbled in her country drawl, that I could barely understand.
Finally, able to stand, I stumbled towards the back of the house where I thought I would find the bedrooms, expecting to be challenged by Melanie who surprisingly stayed quiet. In the dark hall, I was drawn towards a room from the moans I heard that I knew were coming from my wife. The door had been left partly open providing a three inch crack which allowed a full view of the bed where my naked wife was on her back with her legs spread wide, and Mack, wearing only his boxers, had his head buried between her thighs. The sounds coming from Jackie made it clear that he was doing something very well.
Mack had Jackie in a frenzy when he suddenly stopped, which brought whines of disappointment from her, and pulled off his boxers. My eyes were immediately drawn to his large cock that I realized was both longer and fatter than mine, and in addition, it was incredibly rigid and jutted from his groin at about a sixty degree angle. He positioned himself on his knees between my wife's open legs and began to move forward towards his target.
"No, I can't," I heard Jackie whimper and I knew his cock must be touching her. There was a whispered conversation between them, then another declaration came from Jackie, "Not tonight...please."
I realized my wife was trying to maintain her fidelity, and that it was a moment where I could step in and be her savior. At the same time, it was an incredible sight to see her spread and ready for sex, and I felt a certain amount of sympathy for Mack with all the teasing he had endured. Over the next minute, I listened to her say no nine times and was quickly getting to the point of intervening when I was suddenly startled.
"What the fuck dude?" a voice I realized was Jerry's broke the silence behind me, and I felt his hand grip my wrist.
"Hey, let go I need to..." I tried to explain in a low voice, but he wrenched me away from the door.



Due to our condition, we both lost our balance and hit the far wall, and just as I was trying to get up the sound hit me.
"Ohhhhh..." a loud moan in my wife's voice filled the hall, and I knew in that moment she had been penetrated.
Jerry struggled to get up, but after several failed attempts he seemed content to lie still on the floor. Quickly, Mack's grunts joined my wife's moans and then the squeaking of the bed springs was added to the chorus.
Then, a final plea came from my wife when she cried out, "It's not right."
For the next ten minutes, that was the last sound of protest that came from her mouth. From then on, all I heard were sounds of passion and moans of pleasure, and when I realized that Jerry posed no threat, I returned to the door where I could see her legs folded around his waist while he took her with a hard, fast pace. This was not the gentle lovemaking a husband and wife might experience rather; it was the fucking a man would give to a good piece of pussy.
I stayed at the door until she screamed out as her climax hit then watched Mack's movements get out of synch and heard his grunts as he planted his semen into my wife. After that, I walked down the hall and out the front door passing Melanie still staring at the TV. It took an hour of walking to get to a place a cab would pick me up which provided plenty of time to think, but unfortunately I couldn't find a positive in anything.
Jackie tried to call me several times in the morning, but I ignored the phone and she finally showed up at the hotel just passed noon looking horrible. She had just enough time for a quick shower and change before we needed to go to the airport, so it was later that evening after we were home, that we finally got a chance to talk.
"Why did you leave me," she asked, as we sat down.
"Jackie, don't even go that direction," I replied, knowing how easily she could manipulate me with her words and determined to stay in control, "I think the best place to start is for you to tell me what happened."
"Look its bad. Do we really need to go through it?" she replied.
"I think so. I don't want to always wonder," I answered.
With that, she looked at me for a long time and then said, "Okay, but please don't interrupt me. It's going to be hard to get out."
"Go ahead," I acknowledged, nodding my head.
"Okay, well we were at his house and we smoked that damn pot," she started, then stopped and took a deep breath before continuing, "And, well I started feeling sick and everyone but Mack was passed out and he told me to lie down and took me back to a bed. Then, I guess I fell asleep but I woke up and he was uhhh...he was...touching me. And he started licking me and okay I admit I messed up and it felt good. I should have stopped him but I didn't."
She paused again and sipped on some tea and when she was finished I nodded for her to continue.
"Well, then...uhhh..." she started then stopped and it was quiet for some time before she continued, "He wouldn't take no. I tried to tell him no but he kept...kept...pushing and I...I...gave in."
We looked into each other's eyes for almost a minute and I desperately wanted to ask questions, but I held my promise of letting her speak. However, the silence made her nervous and suddenly her anger flared.
"Look it's not all my fault. You pushed and pushed. It was your situation and I was just trying to make you happy so you have to have some guilt here too," she let out, struggling not to cry.
After regaining her composure she spent the next few minutes giving the chronology of the rest of the evening and informing me that they had fucked three times with her cumming each time. This was certainly a blow to my ego as Jackie doesn't always reach an orgasm when we have sex, but I rationalized that it was part of the circumstances.
I also learned that he fucked her hard twice, but the last time was slow and gentle. She went on to describe how they had heard Jerry and Melanie having sex early in the morning, and that it had excited them and led to the second session where she sucked him and he took her from behind. She acknowledged that she had walked around the small house in her t-shirt giving good looks to Jerry, and that by her quick count she had eight hickeys on her breasts and three around her pussy. However, the biggest revelation was that it was her that had initiated the last session and that it had occurred right before she left for the hotel. When I pressed her on his cock size she admitted it was the biggest she ever had, and it was part of her desire for a final act.
Along the way, there were several points where she brought up my culpability and the fact I wasn't there to protect her, and internally I knew she had a valid point.
"Now what?" she asked, when I was all questioned out.
"Jackie I wanted to know the truth and I think you provided it. But, you're right. I'm at fault too. Some things about it all were exciting and some things were surprising, but I'd rather we go forward with no guilt," I said while taking her hand.
"Okay," she replied quickly, with a look of relief on her face.
"But, there's something else," I said.
"What?" she asked looking nervous again.
"I don't want to lose my naughty wife," I told her, looking straight into her eyes.
"Honey!" she exclaimed in surprise.
"Jackie, don't pretend. I know you loved the sex. I know you loved his cock. I heard you in bed before I left and then before you leave you beg for it again," I replied and stopped to let the words sink in then continued, "Now, not all the time but, occasionally you are going to dress sexy and be naughty."
There was a long pause while we stared at each other before she answered, "Not where there is anyone we might know."
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The smell of the club and last night's sex still filled her nostrils when Katherine awoke just after noon. She took a long shower then found her husband watching TV.
"Hi honey. Since this is your only day off, I thought we should do something," he said with enthusiasm.
"Sound great," she responded. She knew Jeff wasn't getting much attention and she wanted to try and make it up to him.
They had a late lunch and then spent the afternoon at the zoo. It was an amazing time and the throng of young children with their parents helped clear her head from the whirlwind of events that had occurred in the past week. Later, they split a bottle of wine then made slow love, thankfully without any talk of the club.
By mid-afternoon Monday, Katherine was filled with trepidation wondering what was going to happen that evening. She had left early Sunday morning without speaking to Sam and didn't know exactly what to expect. Fortunately, when she entered the club everything seemed to be relaxed, and she went directly to the dressing room and changed into her waitress attire. It was only when she finished and had approached Roland at the bar that he announced that Little Sam wanted to talk to her.
With deep concern, she moved the short distance to Sam's office and cleared her throat before addressing the club owner, "Uh, Sam. Roland said you wanted to talk to me."
"Sit down," he replied, without looking at her.
Katherine sat on the couch with her legs squeezed closely together and waited for the black man to reply. Several minutes ticked by before he looked up and asked, "How was the other night?"
"It wasn't what I wanted to do," she replied, with some defiance in her voice.
"I know that girl, but you did it and you did a good job. I might need to call on you again and I need to know I can depend on you," he said, in a not unpleasant voice.
"I don't know...," Katherine started, but was quickly cut off.
"Can I depend on you?" he asked again, this time in a stern voice.
"Yes, Sam," she answered, looking at the floor. Her time at the club had taught her to deal with one thing at a time and she thought this was not the right moment. Just get through today, she repeated over and over to herself.
"Good, I knew I could. Now let me tell you something. Your dancing going to help you with the others. You're one of them now. You spend more time chatting with them now and get to know them better then you can start getting your information," he explained.
His words immediately lifted her spirits and with a quick nod and a hint of a smile she stood and left. Sam thought about her night of dancing and the reports he had gotten back. It had surprised him she had gone as far as she did, although he realized she had been full of surprises since she came into the club. His mind toyed with things he might try, however for now, he decided to leave her with some positive encouragement. It was something he learned long ago when dealing with club girls; take some, then give some.
The demand from Sam that she needed to be prepared to dance again tempered Katherine's enthusiasm with his acknowledgement that she would soon be able to start gathering data. Surprisingly, she had been able to accept most of the night as a necessary task in achieving her goals. The last couple table dances were too much, but she knew it was her being pressed for time and the effects of all the alcohol she had consumed that forced it to occur. Still, it wasn't like her at all, and she certainly didn't want to have to do it again. Thus, it was important to progress with the girls as fast as possible.
For the rest of the week, Katherine worked as a waitress with renewed enthusiasm, and spent any spare moment purposefully seeking out the dancers to chat with and get to know. She thought she was making good progress, and also had to admit that Sam's statement concerning "being one of them" was proving to be true as they were now much easier to approach. Also, she was pleased that Sam was not being demanding and, in fact, she had only seen him once since they talked and that was when he was just passing through the club.
Even Jeff seemed to be calming down. He did wait up for her Monday night, although for the last few days he had been asleep when she got home. She felt bad for hiding things from him, but she knew he wouldn't understand and would force her to stop if she told him the truth.
Friday night was uncharacteristically slow at the club and Katherine was able to leave early. Before she left, she spoke for a few minutes with Sam who told her she could try her questions on a couple dancers he picked out the following week. This made her giddy and when she got home Jeff was still up, and they shared a snack and a drink before heading to bed.
That night, Jeff returned to his questions and in her good mood Katherine played along a bit getting him worked up by telling him some made up stories of her being touched. In reality, she had learned how to position herself to avoid most of the groping. Nonetheless, it got her husband excited which made her aroused and they had some hot sex before falling asleep.
Saturday started out slow as well and Katherine was hopeful she would be able to leave early once again. However, around nine a crowd started pouring in and within an hour it had reached the point that she was worried, with each new entrant, that she would be summoned by Sam. It was in that time frame that she noticed two of the girls leave with their customers through the back door. While working in the club, Katherine had seen it happen several times before, but a voice inside her had told her it was a subject to stay away from. It had just hit 10:30 PM and Katherine thought she might be out of the woods, when she was told to go see Sam.
"Need you to dance. Go get dressed," he told her abruptly. Kat's presence the last time had gotten the crowd going and the club had one of its best nights in months so, he was hopeful it might happen again.
"Sam...," Katherine started to whine, but was cut short by his angry glare.
"No back talk. And, take your pill," he barked, knowing the mixture of the drug and alcohol would help with her inhibitions.
With a defeated sigh and an affirmative nod, Katherine turned and left the room but stopped just outside, leaned against the wall and looked at the ceiling as she thought about what to do. So close, she thought to herself. Next week was supposed to be the start of the data gathering and now this.
"Shit!' she finally proclaimed to no one, and headed towards the dressing room dropping her tray on the bar as she walked by.
"Hey!" Roland called after her but she ignored him.
Twenty minutes later, Kat stood in front of the long mirror making final adjustments to her make-up. She was dressed in a red sequined g-string and top with a black baby doll that tied in the front as a cover. On her feet were matching red heels with spaghetti straps that came partly up her calves.
At that moment, a larger girl that went by the name Sadie came in and said to her, "Better hurry baby, they been calling for you."
"Thanks," Kat replied, rolling her eyes with exasperation.
"Baby, you are going to make some money tonight," Sadie responded, while looking her body over.
The DJ must have spotted her leaving the dressing room because he called her name as soon as she stepped out. Minutes later, she was on stage and like before the crowd's attention was instantly piqued.
Kat was surprised at how much easier it was to get on stage, move and remove her top. She wasn't happy about it by any means, however she forced herself to take on an air of indifference while thinking about how she might be able move forward with her work.
Dutifully, she stepped to the edge of the stage so the leering men could put the bills in her g-string, and when she finished her set she retreated immediately and caught her breath just off stage. Sam hadn't put a quota on her like before so, she had no incentive or intention of working the crowd and for the next hour she was able to avoid sitting with a customer. It was just before midnight, after she had been on stage for a third time, that she saw Roland approaching.
"Sam wants you," he announced.
Kat anticipated what the conversation was going to be about and cringed. She thought she had been clever by moving around and being noticeable while never settling, but it seems her plan hadn't worked.
"What the fuck you think you doing bitch?" Sam yelled at her angrily, as soon as she stepped into his office.
In all her life, Katherine had never been spoken to in such a manner and her first instinct was to walk out. She actually did turn part way, however with a deep breath turned back and faced him.
"What do you mean?" she answered after several seconds, when she couldn't think of anything else to say.
"Don't you play that shit with me. You know damn well what I mean. Now you want to get out there and take care of the customers or do you want me to kick your skinny white ass the fuck out of here," he said in the same loud voice.
Another short pause ensued before she answered, with her head down, "Okay, Sam."
Kat walked out into the center of the club and within minutes was asked to sit with a man. For the next hour, she sat, drank and did table dances for the men. Fortunately, she had been able to remain in the main room for the dances as in her current mood, she didn't want to deal with the aggressiveness she knew would occur in the back.
An hour later, when the guy she had been sitting with left, Kat took the opportunity to go to the dressing room for a break. Habit made her sit in front of the mirror and touch up her make-up as other dancers came and went, and she had just stood, intending to go back out, when Sadie and another dancer, a thin white girl, came up to her.
"Hey girl, you making money?" Sadie asked. She had clearly become inebriated since their previous meeting, and spoke in a deep, sultry voice.
"Some, maybe a hundred," she answered.
"You should have started sooner," she replied.
"I'm a good waitress but a horrible dancer," Kat said with a laugh, hoping to reduce the situation.
"No baby. You're a good dancer. You get everyone hot," Sadie responded, and stepped closer to Kat until they were practically touching.
Kat gave a nervous laugh, unsure of what to say as Sadie's intentions were becoming very obvious.
"Amber and I are going to go to my place and party when we finished. Why don't you come too?" she asked, as she pushed her full breasts against Kat's arm.
"Thanks but I need to get home," she answered quickly.
"You got a man waiting?" it was Amber, speaking this time. Unlike Sadie, who was voluptuous with full hips and large breasts, Amber was thin, almost waifish with long red hair and a pale complexion. Like her friend, Amber moved closer until Kat was boxed in by the two seductresses.
"Yes," Kat gave a simple reply. The situation was making her nervous and she could feel herself perspiring.
"Too bad. We could have fun," Sadie said hoarsely, with her mouth close to Kat's ear.
Suddenly, gaining control, Kat stepped away from the two girls and then turned to face them, "Sorry I can't make it. I'm sure you two will do fine."
"Next time girl, you're coming," Sadie responded, as Kat began to head towards the door. After several steps though, a thought came to her and she turned back towards the dancers.
"That door. The one that goes out back. What's out there?" Kat asked, hoping these girls, that had come on to her, would fill in the mystery.
"It's a special place," the larger girl answered, with a drunken grin.
"What do you mean?" Kat asked, trying to get more information.
"It's a place to party," Amber blurted out.
"Yeah, you go back there with a guy to party," Sadie added.
"What kind of party?" Kat asked with a confused look, still not understanding.
Sadie stepped forward and put her mouth to Kat's ear and said slowly, "You go there to fuck."
The sudden realization hitting Kat caused a surprised expression to cross her face and the two other dancers giggled for a second at her expense.
"But, only if Sam says you can," Amber stated.
With that the girls drifted towards the end of the dressing room leaving Kat alone for a moment before she turned and left. Back inside the main room of the club, she stopped and contemplated the message she had just received. At first she was shocked, although the more she thought about it the less surprised she became, as she knew that these were troubled and often desperate women. Hell, in many ways, it was one of the key aspects of her study. However, the knowledge that these acts were really happening mere yards away brought with it a strange feeling of involvement to Katherine. It wasn't necessarily good or bad, but it definitely felt different, and she found herself looking at the individual dancers wondering how prevalent it was and which ones had made that step.
As soon as she walked into the room and was spotted, Kat was quickly snatched by a customer and over the next hour she consumed several drinks and did three table dances, interrupted only by her turns on stage. At closing, she realized that other than Sam's admonishment it had been a much less stressful evening than the previous time, and she was happy that she had been able to minimize the groping and stayed out of the back room.
On the cab ride home, slightly buzzed but not drunk, she was able to think about the club, the revelation she had learned and her second experience as a dancer. She tried to rationalize that Sam's requirement for her to dance was almost a blessing, as she was gaining a perspective that a disengaged researcher would never appreciate. Despite the attempt, her morals couldn't be completely set aside and feelings of embarrassment, shame and humiliation kept creeping back in. There was also the money. She knew she was being paid for sex and even if it was titillation instead of intercourse it put a knot in her stomach.
Also, Katherine realized that her responses and arousal were being muted with each passing day in the club. In many ways, it was like the shocking things were becoming learned, almost passé, and it made her think about the other girls and the long term impact of the work on their lives and relationships. While it wasn't something she had planned on covering in her study, she thought that it might be an area to explore in future work.
Since it was Saturday night, she was certain that Jeff would be up and eager for sex, so she wasn't surprised when she walked in and found him watching TV.
"Hi, Katherine. How did it go?" he asked, patting on the couch for her to join him, and in that instant she had a fleeting thought that he was another customer in the club looking for some company.
"Same as always. Hopefully, next week I can get things rolling and start the surveys," she sighed, as she sat next to her husband.
Jeff turned her head and kissed her softly then said with a quick laugh, "I'm getting used to the smell of alcohol and smoke."
"Good, then take me to bed," Katherine answered, suddenly ready.
In less than a minute, they were naked in bed, and holding each other in a passionate embrace. She was ready to go but her husband, as was now the norm, wanted to hear her describe any touching that had occurred.
In the few weeks that Katherine had worked in the club, she had watched, and in some ways learned, how women could sexually manipulate men. With the more hardened and usually older men it could be challenging, although with the young, green ones she had been surprised at how simple it could be. Of course in the club, it was about getting money from a customer's pocket into their own, although now in bed with her "green" husband, the goal was to see how excited she could make him.
"It was just more of the same," she replied, purposefully being vague in response to his questions.
"What do you mean? Like what? Tell me," her eager husband demanded. Jeff realized that he was becoming obsessed and in the bright light of day he often chastised himself for his perverse thoughts, but every time his wife arrived home and he smelled the club on her a strange feeling came over him that he struggled to hold back.
"Just like before," Katherine repeated, as her fingernails lightly tickled her husband's scrotum. The young wife knew the power she held over her loving husband both mentally and physically, and she wanted to toy with him a bit for her own amusement.
"Damn it honey. I feel like I always have to pull every word from you," he cried out in frustration, repeating a common theme.
"It's not a big deal. It's just part of how things work," she answered, once more with purposeful vagueness.
"Okay, enough Katherine. I want the details," her husband demanded, suddenly sitting up in the bed.
Enjoying the game, she pulled her husband back down and took his hand.
"They touch me here sometimes," she said in a sultry voice, as she placed his hand on her hip.
"Where else?" he replied with a gasp.
"Here," she answered guiding his hand down her thigh. Jeff's dick was now completely hard and pressed into her tummy.
"My God Katherine," he said between breaths. He was smart enough to know that his wife was likely playing with him, but the mere chance that some of it might be true drove him mad.
"Here too," she said, and placed his hand on her firm ass.
"Please tell me that's all," Jeff said in a shaky voice.
"Usually," Katherine replied, still intent on teasing.
"What else? Tell me," her husband practically yelled at her.
Slowly, she directed his hand around her leg and placed it on the narrow juncture where her leg met her abdomen barely an inch from her pussy. It was exactly where the material of her waitress outfit ended, and in reality several men had attempted to touch her there, although she had fended them off. Of course, Jeff didn't know this nor was he aware of the small costume she wore. There were no words in her husband's reaction, instead he pushed her onto her back, spread her legs and pushed his hard and aching member into her wet slit.
"Oh shit!" he cried out, when he hit bottom. His rapid entry caused Katherine to moan loudly too, and soon they had established a rapid rhythm. She was pleased with the way he had assumed control and wished he would do it more often.
"Slow down," she pleaded with her husband soon thereafter, knowing that he had become too excited and wouldn't last long.
"Okay," he replied, and for a few seconds he did slow, however the thoughts of the strange men feeling his wife were too powerful and he returned to his fast pace.
Katherine's body was just starting to respond when she sensed her husband was at the point of no return, and it wasn't long before he began groaning loudly. Then with a few hard thrusts and a final yell he released his semen, and once again she was left very aroused but unfulfilled. This time though she wasn't going to let it pass and as soon as he fell to her side she pushed him onto his back then climbed over him straddling his legs with hers until her pussy came into contact with his now half-hard dick.
"Did you like that?" she asked softly, as her hips moved seductively.
"Mmmm...yeah," her husband replied, now feeling a bit awkward that he had become excited from his wife's descriptions.
"They want to touch my breasts too," Katherine whispered very softly into her husband's ear.
"Huh? What?" Jeff responded, suddenly very alert.
"Yes, they ask to. Should I let them?" she whispered again.
Her words had an immediate impact on her husband. She felt his dick begin to swell and it was only seconds later that it became fully erect against her soaked pussy. Katherine took her husband in her hand and guided him to her opening, and with a satisfied sigh, she pushed back until she had become completely impaled. Now on top and confident that he would last longer, she began to ride him for her own pleasure and release.



"Katherine, you've gotten so wild," Jeff said to her, staring up with a look of concern.
"Have I?" she answered, with an impish smile then leaned down and kissed him lightly on the lips.
It didn't take long for the magical feelings in her body to start to build. She could feel a warmth, centered deeply in her pussy, that began radiating outwards which was soon joined by a tingling sensation. Pacing her movements, she managed to stay near the point of release, and enjoyed the feelings knowing that she could tip over whenever she was ready.
"Do you want them to?" her husband asked after several minutes of not speaking. Katherine had been in a trance holding herself up with her hands on his shoulders, and she looked down at her husband's face as the meaning of his words sunk in.
"What do you want?" she moaned back at him, still in the mood to tease.
"Will you tell me when they do?" he asked, giving her a strange look.
It wasn't the response she expected. Her husband was basically giving her permission to be fondled by strangers but his words and the thought caused a jolt of electricity to quickly course through her body. Suddenly, she was past the tipping point and an incredible feeling swept through her as first her body became rigid then, stars appeared before her eyes and somewhere far away she could hear her voice crying out.
Jeff watched her have the biggest orgasm he had ever seen. Her mouth opened and she seemed to be screaming although no sound was coming out. Then, her eyes fluttered and rolled back in her head and finally the sounds escaped in a series of high pitched cries until she collapsed on top of him with her chest heaving for air.
"Katherine...Katherine..." she returned to consciousness sometime later, hearing her husband's voice, and when he saw her eyes finally open he asked, "Are you okay?"
"Mmmm...hmmm...just hold me," she replied in a faint voice, and Jeff pulled her tightly against his body until they were both fast asleep.
The young couple needed the day off, and they enjoyed doting on each other and hanging around the house. Unfortunately, it went by quickly and they were soon facing the new week. Thankfully, for Katherine, Sam was true to his word and with his help she was able on Monday afternoon to begin to go through interviews with several girls, and with each completed survey she became more and more excited with the quality of the data she was getting. Her only concern was the overall sample size, but for now she wanted to focus on the ones she could get.
The next few days went by quickly and before she knew it Thursday had arrived. She had completed one survey earlier that day and had been hoping to do another, however that girl had not come into work. Katherine was in the main room delivering drinks to a customer when she noticed a young black woman staring at her while seated on the knee of a man. They made eye contact that was more intense than normal, and even after turning away for a moment, the girl was still staring at her openly when she turned back. It was a bit disconcerting, however Katherine knew that many of the girls in the club were strange, so she dismissed it. However, thirty minutes later, when she dashed into the dressing room for a quick break, she came face to face with her.
They stared at each other awkwardly for several seconds and in that time Katherine got a good look at her. She was about her height and build with wavy hair that fell over her shoulders and luscious full lips. In addition, her eyes seemed to bore into Katherine with a fixed stare that, while non-threatening, still created some discomfort.
"Hi, my name is Chantal." the girl spoke in a heavy, syrupy voice that Katherine found completely engaging.
"I'm Katherine," she replied, and held out her hand. The young black girl took it and lightly stroked it as she maintained her hold. Katherine guessed she was in her very early twenties, but her mannerisms intimidated her.
"You are so beautiful," Chantal said, while looking over her body stuffed into the romper.
"Please!" Katherine quickly responded, although there was something about this young girl that made her both nervous and excited. Maybe it was her lovely, smooth caramel skin, her voice or the penetrating stare. She couldn't put her finger on it but she felt her nipples stiffen and a light tingling sensation between her legs.
"I want to know you. Let's spend some time together," Chantal said with passion, which made Katherine even more nervous. She wasn't sure how to interpret the words so she turned and left, and although it made her feel childish, she needed the distance.
For the next couple hours, Katherine worked the room occasionally noticing Chantal sitting with a customer or going to the back room for a table dance. She tried to act detached, although there was no question the black girl had gotten into her head. She was just finishing a quick break and was touching up her makeup when she saw her walk up behind her in the long mirror.
"I'm in love with you," the black girl declared when Katherine rose from the stool and turned.
"Don't be silly," Katherine answered. The girl's sudden over the top, overt approach had suddenly broken the spell.
"I'm sorry. I know I'm acting crazy and I'm not a crazy person it's just I'm so drawn to you," she said in a very sincere way, that knocked Katherine off guard again.
"I need to go back to work," Katherine replied, and quickly brushed past the black girl.
"Please. Let's talk before you leave tonight," she called out to her back, but Katherine kept walking without acknowledging her plea.
Katherine spent the rest of the night waitressing and purposefully not looking for Chantal. While she had to admit the girl was very beautiful and exciting, she was also strange and the professor in her wanted to stay focused on her work.
She was in front of her locker, changing out of her outfit, when she felt a presence behind her. Turning while dressed in just a thong, there stood Chantal still in her skimpy dancing outfit, and without speaking she stepped forward, grabbed her on the shoulders, and kissed her. Katherine's stunned confusion allowed Chantal to slip her tongue into her mouth and for the next few seconds they were connected.
"What!?! No!" Katherine cried out when she finally broke away. Quickly looking around, she was relieved to see that no one was watching.
"Your lips are so sweet," the black girl declared, ignoring her words.
"Please leave me alone," Katherine requested, not wanting to cause a scene and eager to leave.
This seemed to have an effect on Chantal because she backed away, but remained staring while Katherine quickly dressed and departed. In the taxi on the way home, she thought about the strange girl and the surprising effect she caused in her body. Katherine had never had an experience with another girl, in fact had never even thought about it although, in the last few hours, she had definitely been pushed.
Jeff was waiting up when she got home and she teased him with innuendo about her being groped in the club that once again got him excited. He took her swiftly and emptied himself before rolling off and falling asleep. Exhausted from the long day, although still aroused, Katherine used her finger to slowly circle her clit while she thought about the evening and Chantal.
"Where are you? How many you got?" Sam asked the next day. He had called her to his office and asked for a run down on the status of her data collection.
"I've interviewed thirteen and have eleven to go," she explained. Sam had been surprised with how fast she was working the girls, as he hoped to have her with him longer. First, she was good for business both as a waitress and especially as a dancer. Also, he still had hopes of enjoying her himself and knew it would take time.
"Well don't bother them tonight. We're busy and I don't want distractions," he said.
"But I need the girls that only work weekends," she replied.
"Just hold off. You can do it next weekend," he told her.
"Okay," Katherine replied dejectedly. She was exhausted from the constant circle of school and club, and she was eager to get it over with.
"Oh and I will likely need you dancing tonight so be ready," Sam said.
"Okay," she answered looking at the floor, knowing it was pointless to argue with him.
"Here. You look tired," he said, and pulled two of the small pills from the drawer.
"Two?" she asked with concern.
"It will be fine. You'll be fine," Sam replied. Routinely, she would go to Roland for a pill if she was feeling rundown so she wasn't sure why Sam was doing this, but she let him place them into her open palm.
Outside, she went to the bar for some water and Roland saw the pills in her hand.
"Two?" he asked.
"I guess. Sam said it was okay," she told him.
"Look, take one now and keep the other for later," Roland advised.
With a nod, Katherine accepted his advice and swallowed one and handed him the other. Fucking Sam, Roland thought to himself. He's going to push this too damn far. He knew Sam always had an angle and wanted her in a bad way, however he had grown to like Katherine and had become somewhat protective of her.
At exactly nine-thirty, Katherine was called in to see Sam and told to get ready to dance. It wasn't really a surprise and on the way out she stopped and told Roland.
"Here. Now's a good time," he said, handing her the second pill knowing it would help.
Without questioning him, she took it quickly then went to change. Twenty minutes later she was back and was immediately called to the stage. As she danced, she noticed Chantal seated with two burly men, and saw her pointing towards the stage as she spoke to them. During her second song, with her naked breasts on display, one of the men stood and moved to the front of the stage, and as Kat approached him she could see he was clearly a working man with a broad chest and bulging arms. Dutifully, she stooped to let him put the bill in her g-string, and looked up to see him looking at her with a thin smile.
"I'd like you to come over when you finish," he said.
"Okay," she answered. Kat knew Chantal had likely put the man up to it, but the lesson she had learned last time about avoiding customers was still fresh in her head.
She was unable to avoid eye contact with Chantal who gave her a smoldering stare when she joined the group. Quickly, a round of drinks was ordered, and she joined the conversation while learning that the man who had approached her was named Mark and his friend was Ed. While rough, the men were still respectful, and with Chantal safely across the small table from her, she was able to relax.
Over the next hour, they had several drinks and Chantal and Ed left twice to the back room. Mark seemed content to drink and talk, and Kat didn't press him instead, she kept up the conversation as best she could while the effects of the drug and alcohol kept her buzzing.
Finally, Mark decided it was time and rose while lifting Kat to her feet. She briefly thought about trying to convince him to stay in the main room, but since his friend and Chantal had used the private one she decided to let it go. In the back, there was only one other couple and Mark directed them to the opposite side of the room and settled into a dark corner. He nodded to her on the first new song and she began dancing. During their time chatting in the main room, she had developed a certain level of trust with the man, so she was fairly relaxed as she danced.
During the first two songs, Mark's hands stayed in safe places on her body; her hips, the front of her legs and her shoulders. Kat moved between his legs and when she looked down at him he was staring back at her with a contented smile. After the second song ended, Mark told her to stop for a bit, and had her sit on his knee with her breasts uncovered. Kat's back was to the door, however she noticed Mark's eyes staring behind her and quickly turning she saw Chantal and Ed coming towards them. Within seconds, chairs had been pulled up to create a loose circle, and Chantal began dancing.
Unlike his friend, Ed was much more aggressive, but Chantal didn't seem disturbed by the attention. His hands moved from her ass to her breasts, and he licked and sucked on her nipples when she bent forward. Then, when she had her back against his chest with her arm draped around his neck he let his fingers rub over her g-string covered mound. Looking towards Mark, Kat saw that he was watching intently and she became concerned that his friend was planting ideas in his head.
Her concerns were well founded because when soon thereafter he told her to dance, his hands were now much bolder. It didn't help that Chantal too was dancing, so he was getting real time visual instructions on what to do. His hands started on her ass, kneading the firm muscle and soon moved to her breasts where he maintained contact despite the attempts she made to break free by moving her shoulders. Fortunately, his touch was fairly gentle and wasn't causing any pain, and in fact, Kat had to admit he knew what he was doing.
By now, Ed had his fingers beneath Chantal's g-string and was stroking her pussy while she moaned sexily. Mark tried to move Kat into a position where he could do the same thing, but she recognized his intent and stayed standing.
"Looks like I got the wild one," Ed said when the song ended.
"But, she's the beautiful one," Chantal replied.
"She's fine and she is damn beautiful," Mark stated, and the sincerity in his voice touched Kat. In fact, she had a strange feeling of pride that didn't seem to fit in the decadent club.
Both girls were perched on their men's knees waiting for them to buy another dance, and it wasn't long before Kat felt the man's hands slowly and gently work up to the top of her leg then move to the inside. Closer and closer, while tracing small circles with his fingertips, he moved towards the juncture of her legs. She let it continue, waiting for the moment to come where he got too close and she would have to stop him, however the gentleness of his touch and the anticipation was having an effect on her too and she felt goose bumps wash over her body. Finally, he was at the point where the fabric of her g-string met her leg, and with the small garment any further movement meant contact with her sex. She braced herself to stop him, however the movement of his fingertips ceased.
A new song started and Chantal rose to her feet between Ed's legs. Soon his hands were all over her and it became more of a groping session than a dance. Kat wasn't oblivious to the site of the pretty caramel skinned girl writhing beside her, and she felt her nipples stiffen.
It wasn't long before Chantal put her ass into the man's crotch and started humping against him in an obvious attempt to get him to climax. It was all so real and so close that Kat couldn't look away, and she felt her pussy tingle, joining her nipples in mild arousal.
Mark chose that moment to let his fingers move over her g-string covered mound. With a gasp, Kat looked at the man while her hand grabbed his arm, but his stare was strong and persistent and she slowly eased her grip. He started moving his fingertips in the same slow circles and soon found her slit through the fabric and began to trace it up and down. Surprisingly, he guessed correctly the location of her clit and would give it a flick on each upward movement, which soon had Kat biting her lip to keep from crying out as she watched Chantal and received Mark's attention.
"Keep going I'm almost there," she heard Ed say when the song started to end, and Chantal transitioned seamlessly to the next one.
Her movements stayed deliberate and Kat watched as the man's face contorted and then suddenly his mouth opened and he grunted while thrusting his hips forward. Just a few seconds later, he slumped back in his chair and a satisfied smile came to his face.
Kat realized she had just witnessed the man ejaculating into his pants which were no doubt now messy with his semen. She had never experienced anything remotely like it, however the decadence of it and Mark's manipulation of her pussy had combined to make her excited. The realization that she was very close to an orgasm frightened her so, she was relieved when the man spoke.
"I want that," he stated, and used his hand to nudge her hips.
Kat let him move her body between his legs and suddenly she was moving her hips to the driving base beat of the music. With her eyes closed, she searched for his cock until she felt it pressed against her mound.
"Fuck yeah," she heard Mark groan, as they got a good rhythm going.
The man's fingers that had been rubbing her through the g-string moved to the edge of the fabric and seconds later were beneath it. For some reason, she let him have his way and the tips of his fingers quickly found her wet slit. Then, he was touching her clit in just the right way and she was back in the place where she knew she might climax at any moment.
"What's that pussy feel like?" she heard his satiated friend ask, and rather than offending her she found it exciting.
"Let it out baby," she heard Chantal whisper to her, which inflamed her even further.
"Go baby," she heard the man's voice speak with urgency, and knew he was very close.
It was only seconds later that she felt him push against her and then, like his friend, he grunted loudly as his cock exploded inside the confines of his pants. The man's fingers somehow never stopped moving on her clit, and when he pinched her nipple with his other hand, suddenly her climax was released.
"Ohhhh...ohhhh...ohhhh..." she cried out openly, as the wave of pleasure hit her.
The man kept after her, massaging her clit and extending the orgasm until she became too sensitive and she grasped his wrist.
"No more, please," she begged, with her body now sprawled against his.
Kat opened her eyes and saw the others looking at her and instantly the reality and shame hit. She sat up straight and nervously pulled her clothes into place.
"I've got to go," she cried out, fighting back the tears as she left, practically running to the dressing room.
Katherine was sitting in front of her locker changing when Chantal joined her a few minutes later. She knew things had gone too far and she needed to get away. This wasn't her and no job was worth the complete abandonment of her respectability.
"Baby, are you okay?" the black girl asked in her sweet voice.
"I...I don't feel well. I need to go," she replied, while pulling on her clothes.
"Well here," Chantal said recognizing it was best to leave her alone, and placed a stack of twenties next to her then, with a last look that expressed her concern, walked away.
Like many nights before, the cab ride home offered time to reflect on things that had taken place, and tonight she was mostly disgusted by her behavior. She had let a stranger manipulate her to an orgasm in a public place, and had taken money to make him climax which essentially made her a prostitute. It was one thing to tease, but a big line had been crossed and on top of it all was her own arousal. She had wanted to orgasm and she had wanted to please the man that was helping her get there, which made her little more than a cheating wife.
To emphasize the point, when the cab pulled up to drop her off, Katherine reached into her jeans and realized she was paying him with money she had earned from her sordid act. It brought a fresh welling of emotion, and she had to stand outside for several minutes to calm down before she entered the house. Once inside, she told her husband she wasn't feeling well, and retreated to the bathroom where she took a long shower before going to bed.
Monday morning, Katherine had a meeting with her mentor at the University, Professor Helen Dominguez, to review the status of her project. After listening to the synopsis then going over the collected source data the older woman, who was fully tenured and held a Chair, leaned back and with a deep breath spoke.



"Katherine this is really good work. I mean really, really good," she stated.
"You think so?" Katherine replied, practically shaking with excitement.
"Yes, I really do. Just...I mean it's all real right?" the woman asked.
They had been through the data, the survey forms and Katherine had described the setting where she was collecting the information, however she had left out the details concerning what she had been required to endure in the process.
"Yes, it's all real," Katherine replied instantly.
She knew her mentor would be distressed if she knew about her waitressing and stripping, but she had spent hours contemplating the impact of it on the quality of the data and had convinced herself there was no conflict. She felt strongly the data was sound.
"When will you be through with the collection?" Professor Dominguez asked.
"Uhhh...a few weeks I think, but do you feel...I mean is there a way that what I have is enough?" she answered.
"The issue is sample size like we have discussed before. I've always felt that you needed more than what you thought you could get so, anything less won't work. Why, is there a problem?" she followed.
"No, it's available and I guess...I mean there is the potential to expand to other sources if you think it's really required," the young professor responded, hoping that it would not be needed.
"Katherine, it might be the difference between a paper, a good paper that is published and something that is award winning," she explained. Her words caused a surge of adrenalin to shoot through the young woman's body as she considered the ramifications of the statement. An award winning paper at her age and status at the University would launch her on the fast track.
The women discussed the project for several more minutes with the older woman continuing to praise the work, and by the time they broke, Katherine was both very excited and nervous. She had struggled all weekend with what had happened and had not gone to work Saturday, so she wasn't even certain if she would be allowed back. And did she want to go back?
For the rest of the day, she was in turmoil with her thoughts. That afternoon, as she did every Monday, Wednesday and Friday, she taught a junior level class in sociology. It was a good group of students which made it her favorite class and it was there, while interacting with them, that she realized how important the University was to her and how she needed to succeed.
"Sam?" she said softly, while standing behind the black man who was busy at his desk. She was dressed in her waitress outfit hoping she could explain her absence Saturday.
"Yeah?" he said turning, and looking at her with a scowl.
"I'm sorry I missed Saturday, but I was very sick," she told him.
"Why didn't you call in?" he challenged her.
"I meant to...I took some medicine and went to sleep," she lied.
Sam had found out from Chantal what had taken place so he knew she was lying to him, although in reality, he hadn't expected her to return. The fact she did he knew was a good sign so, he was happy to let her return although he needed to make a point.
"How many last chances you going to ask for? You come in here and ask me to help you and then you fuck me around. What the hell girl? Let me tell you I better see a good attitude from you and no damn back talk. You understand?" he scolded.
"Yes, Sam," she answered, feeling some exhilaration she was going to be allowed back.
Instinctively, the black man knew that she had given him the leverage he needed to push things, and his cock stirred thinking of sinking it into her sweet pussy.
Monday went by uneventfully and on Tuesday she was able to get another survey done which pleased her. It was also the first time she saw Chantal who shadowed her in the club before finally cornering her in the dressing room during a break.
"Baby, I'm glad you back. I was so worried." she said, which came out like a seductive whisper.
"Thanks Chantal, I didn't feel well Saturday," she replied.
"I know," the black girl said, and started to stroke her shoulder then whispered, "I'm here for you."
The soft touch of her hand and the mellow sound of her voice began to hypnotize Katherine and she closed her eyes.
"Thanks, Chantal," she said with a shudder, catching herself.
"It's all okay baby," the girl answered, and began to move away. She was halfway to the door when a thought hit Katherine.
"Chantal, I'm doing this thing for school and I wondered if you would let me ask you some questions?" she asked. Katherine had been purposefully holding off on surveying her because of their initial interaction. She had felt it would be better to wait and see if the awkwardness they had encountered might go away.
"If you come home with me," the black girl said with a smile, then turned and left.
Katherine let her go without responding deciding she would try again later. She quickly finished up then returned to work serving the smattering of customers that had come in on a Tuesday night. Few girls were getting much attention, and it seemed like every time she looked Chantal was staring at her from a spot she had staked out near the back. It was several hours after their last interaction when Katherine saw the young girl headed for the dressing room and decided to try once more to get her to do the survey.
"Chantal, can we talk?" Katherine asked when the girl stepped from the bathroom.
With a smile, she moved seductively towards the professor then took her arm and led her to the alcove where the lockers were located. She moved to kiss Katherine, however the young professor turned her head to avoid the dancer's lips.
"Chantal, please," she whined, but made sure to do it playfully to not upset her.
"Ssshhh..." the dancer whispered in her syrupy voice.
Their lips met and this time Katherine allowed it intending to accept a quick kiss from the black girl before asking her again to help with the survey, but her soft lips felt good and before she knew it she was kissing back. Suddenly, she was being embraced by the black girl, and with their bodies pressed together she let her mouth be invaded by her probing tongue. Soft moans were coming from Chantal and she could hear her own whimpers as they remained connected. Somewhere nearby she could hear the sound of heels on the floor, and despite knowing they could be easily seen, she let the dancer passionately kiss her until she too was pushing her tongue back in a seductive dance.
"You are so hot. I want you in my bed," the black dancer said when they broke. She was loud enough that anyone close by could hear which sent a shiver through Katherine.
"Chantal..." she tried to speak, but was cutoff when the girl's lips pressed against hers again.
Katherine's body was pulled hard against the young dancer and they kissed deeply. She could feel her body trembling and between her legs it felt like a faucet had been opened. Although she had never been attracted to women before, there was no denying that something powerful was happening.
"Please..." she whispered as a plea for mercy, when they broke again.
With her head tilted down, she could see the dancer's barely covered breasts heaving with excitement which stimulated her even more. She allowed herself to be kissed again, and it was equally long and passionate.
"You coming home with me," Chantal demanded.
"I...I can't," Katherine replied, finally slipping from her arms.
"Baby, you can," the dancer declared and reached for her again, although she was able to avoid the embrace.
With the kissing, all thoughts of the survey had fled the professor's mind, and after a few more minutes of talking the girls split to continue their respective roles in the club. However, for the rest of the night they made constant eye contact and on the way home Katherine pushed her head back against the seat and thought about the encounter. She couldn't deny she had liked feeling Chantal and had enjoyed the kissing, and it made her wonder what it all meant. Her well educated mind knew it was too easy to jump to simple labels, however the views on her own sexuality were definitely questioned.
"Remember I have the retreat coming up," Jeff reminded her over coffee the next morning.
"How long are you gone?" she asked.
It was an out-of-town team building event for the law firm that Jeff had told her about over a month ago however, with everything going on in her world, she had forgotten it was coming up.
"Thursday thru Sunday," he replied and after a pause added, "Maybe you shouldn't go to the club while I'm gone."
"Jeff, you know I have to go. I'm getting close to finishing and I can't risk things now," she answered, and her husband responded with a nod.
Katherine had decided to stay well clear of Chantal. It was decision borne of her desire to complete her work and her own insecurities concerning her response. She would keep her survey for last or perhaps forego it all together if it wasn't absolutely necessary. Fortunately, the black dancer didn't work Wednesday which allowed her to relax, and on Thursday she made sure she tracked her movements staying on opposite sides of the room and never going into the dressing room when she wasn't occupied. Still, their eyes met numerous times and the lust in the girl's eyes was obvious, making Katherine wonder if she was giving off a similar signal.
Jeff and Katherine had rarely been separated since they got married so it felt strange to return from work that night to an empty house, and even though they had made love the night before, she felt anxious and a bit horny which made it difficult to fall asleep. She tried to think about being snuggled close to her husband, but for some reason, visions of Chantal and her lovely body kept dancing in her head.
She could tell by the early crowd on Friday that she would be asked to dance that night, so it came as no surprise when she was summoned to Sam's office. Acceptance had replaced reluctance in her psyche, and it was only twenty minutes later that she stepped onto the stage. Dressed in a surprisingly cute baby doll outfit, she quickly attracted the attention of the bulk of the patrons, and was immediately corralled when she finished.
Fortunately, she sat with a very pleasant fortyish man that seemed happy to just buy her drinks and talk. Since, unlike the other girls, she wasn't seeking to make money this was fine with her, and she actually enjoyed the conversation. It was almost eleven when he left after two hours and two dances, and Kat made her way to the dressing room for a break.
"Baby," she heard Chantal's voice behind her, and turning she was quickly embraced by the black girl. Kat had seen her sitting on the knee of a guy and thought she was safe, however evidently the dancer had seen her go to the dressing room and followed.
"Chantal..." she replied wiggling to get free, but the black girl's mouth found hers. They were in the open area of the dressing room, and other girl's were sitting in front of the mirror able to witness their kiss which terrified Kat.
"No, please," she was finally able to say, while breaking free.
"Come with me," the black girl demanded, and led her into the same alcove they had made out in before.
Kat was surprised she had followed the dancer, as she knew it was a dangerous spot, however there she was and it wasn't long before Chantal tried to take her into her arms.
"No, Chantal," Kat whispered, remembering she had been warned about making a scene.
"Just one kiss, baby," she whispered back in her sweet voice, while looking at her with seductive eyes.
Rationalizing it would be easier to let the young dancer have her way, Kat let her move forward until their lips met. The black girl went lightly at first just barely touching then slowly advanced her efforts until her tongue was gently tracing the professor's soft lips. Ever so slowly she pushed it forward and Kat let it enter her mouth and explore, hearing soft mews in the background that took her awhile to realize were coming from her. Chantal wrapped her arms around her waist and pulled her until their breasts were mashed together. Then, the dam burst and Kat was no longer fighting. Instead, her tongue moved with the dancers and they purred in mutual pleasure as they enjoyed a powerful and passionate kiss.
"Wow, can I join?" Kat heard a girl's voice say although she was too far gone to respond.
They continued together for several more minutes with Kat now completely engaged before the black girl said, "Come sit with me."
Struggling to speak, she nodded her affirmation and together they left the dressing room and returned to Chantal's guy. The dancer immediately placed herself on the man's knee while Kat pulled up a chair and sat beside him. There was a questioning look in his eye that disappeared when Chantal spoke into his ear and soon they were settled in. He was a large white man with a full beard dressed in a fairly typical way for the industrial part of town they were in, and before long his hand was high on the black girl's leg, inches from the g-string.
Chantal maintained a conversation with the man that was difficult for Kat to hear, and after finishing his beer, she saw them began to stand in what she assumed was going to be a trip to the back room. Kat was preparing to move on when she saw the black girl reach out her hand.
"You're coming too," she said, and together they walked to the back.
They moved to the dark corner where Kat had been manipulated to orgasm the previous week which brought conflicted thoughts to her head, however she pushed them aside with determination to maintain control. Chantal immediately started to dance and when she was finished the man looked at Kat and with a nod directed her to do the same. While his hands had been aggressive with the black girl, he was more reserved with her so she was able to complete the dance without issue. Now with Chantal back on his lap, the man ordered a round of drinks when the waitress came by, and they sipped them while chatting.
"Let us dance together," Chantal said to the man, when the drinks were almost gone.
With a nod, the man indicated his ascent and quickly the two girls were up with Chantal splitting her attention between the man and Katherine. By his look, the girls could tell he was enjoying the show although when the song ended he indicated for them to stop, and soon thereafter he left. The club had mostly emptied and the girls retreated to the dressing room.
"Let me ask you the questions," Kat begged, after they finished a long kiss. Once more, they were in their spot in the alcove.
"If you come home with me tonight," the black dancer replied, repeating her previous demand.
The soft look Kat gave her was encouraging and Chantal once again took her into her arms while gently stroking her hair. When she pulled away, with a tiny voice the young married professor answered, "Okay."
They were barely out of the parking lot of the club when they began kissing on full display to the East Asian taxi driver who kept glancing at his mirror. It wasn't a long trip; however, Katherine became nervous when they pulled into a very rundown apartment complex. Even at this hour, there were some men hanging out, and she stayed close to the black girl as she moved to a second floor unit after paying the driver.
Inside, she found a very unkempt single bedroom apartment that looked like it hadn't been maintained for years. A dirty couch, covered in clothes was on one side of the room facing a battered TV, and the kitchen was dirty with plates filling the sink. Further back was the bedroom, and on the floor was a large mattress with no springs or frame and rather than a dresser, clothes were stacked on cardboard boxes. The only nice thing she saw was a pretty comforter that was haphazardly thrown on the mattress. Chantal tossed her things into the corner then turned to the young professor and took her into her arms.
"Let's make love," she declared, while tugging on her sweatshirt.
"Chantal," Katherine cried out in mild surprise. She had come with the girl expecting to have sex, although now facing the reality, it seemed very awkward.
Still, she let the girl remove her top exposing her perfect breasts and watched while Chantal did the same then they fell onto the mattress together. Somehow as they embraced and kissed their other clothes came off until they were writhing naked in each other's arms like mating snakes. To Katherine, feeling her breasts pressed into the soft mounds of her lover was so sensuous and arousing that she found her pussy throbbing with excitement. Back and forth they went until she felt Chantal's hand on her shoulders pushing her onto her back.
"I'm going to fuck you," she said from her position above Katherine, with her legs straddling her waist.
The only response came from the needy look in the professor's eyes as the dancer leaned forward and began kissing her neck softly before descending and taking her small nipples into her mouth, where she sucked and nibbled on them. She took her time and the minutes ticked by, as she excited her lover until she traced her tongue over her tummy and nudged Katherine's legs apart.
For a moment, the decadent situation made Katherine question what she was doing, however when the tip of the black girl's tongue began tickling her all doubts vanished. Katherine loved oral sex and she quickly realized that receiving it from a woman instead of a man was like the difference between a virtuoso violinist and a high school student. Chantal not only knew where to touch, but how and for how long and when to return. Soon, she had turned Katherine into a quivering sexual being on the brink of orgasm.
"Chantal, please..." she called out, and her begging actually heightened her own arousal.
"Not yet, baby," the black girl responded, looking up with Katherine's juices covering her mouth.
She played and teased with the young wife for a few more minutes enjoying her moans and squeals of pleasure before deciding it was time. Then, with focus she started on the special spot that she knew would send Katherine into orbit.
"Oh God...oh my God...OH GOD...OH GOD," she cried out rapidly as the orgasm hit her, and Chantal held the thrashing woman in place while continuing her assault on her nub until she couldn't take anymore.
It was Katherine's lips that sought out the dancer's, and she tasted her own juices as she used her remaining strength to wetly kiss the girl. Chantal pulled Katherine close, feeling her body still trembling, and snuggled so that her guest would feel content and safe.
"Thank you," Katherine whispered, and kissed the black girl softly once more.
"I love you," the black girl whispered back, which brought a soft purr from the professor, and within minutes they were both drifting to sleep.
Katherine was awakened from a deep sleep by the sounds of movement in the outer room. For a moment, she was disoriented and confused wondering where she was, and once her mind registered her situation with her new lover beside her, she became nervous thinking an intruder was in the apartment.
"Chantal, someone's here," she said in an urgent low voice, while prodding the black girl's naked hip.
"Mmmm..." she initially responded, but when Katherine continued her pushing she replied with a sigh, "It's just Myles."
The sounds continued for several minutes making Katherine subconsciously pull the comforter close to her chin. Suddenly, a form appeared in the doorway then stepped into the middle of the room, and by the light filtering in around the curtains, she assessed that he was a tall, slender black man wearing dark pants and a light colored pull over shirt. He looked down at the bed for a moment then began to remove his clothes until he was standing naked just a few feet away. When he turned in profile, the young professor's eyes were drawn to his large cock that was draped in a slow arc over a fat set of balls. It was easily the largest organ she had ever seen, much larger than Jeff's, and as he moved around the room she could see it gently swinging back and forth.



Myles lowered himself and slid under the comforter next to Chantal who immediately put her arm around him. Their embrace intensified, and it turned into a kiss that lasted for a long time. Katherine thought about leaving, however she was too nervous at the late hour, so she tried to ignore the movements next to her that she realized were rapidly heading towards sex. She turned so that her back was to the couple although she couldn't block out the sounds that were building in intensity. Finally, she decided she would get up, find her clothes and go to the other room, however just as she was about to move she felt Chantal's hand grasp hers.
"Ohhh..." the black dancer moaned loudly, and Katherine knew she had been penetrated.
Then they began moving, which she could feel through the mattress and the comforter, with their passionate sounds keeping time. Chantal pulled on her hand which made her partly turn before she was able to break her grip, and now she could see Myles on his arms above the young woman thrusting his hips forward powerfully. For some reason, she didn't turn back and for the first time in her life she watched two people have sex with the scene only inches away.
"Ohhh...fuck me baby. I need it," Chantal cried out in a needy voice, which sent a chill through Katherine.
While the black girl moaned in pleasure, her lover grunted with each thrust, and the erotic sights and sounds worked on Katherine making her nipples harden and her pussy flood. Before she knew it, she was flat on her back, openly watching, and using all her willpower to keep her fingers from going between her legs.
Chantal's orgasm quickly arrived and Katherine watched in awe, wondering if she looked like her when she climaxed, as it was an incredibly erotic sight. She saw the look of abandon come to her face, and knowing the feelings that were coursing through her body, she became strangely jealous. Myles fucked her through her release, never slowing, and shot his seed into her with a series of deep thrusts and grunts.
It instantly became quiet except for the breathing of the couple, and once more Chantal's sought out and found Katherine's hand. The young dancer's head turned and made eye contact with her and seconds later Myles did the same making her feel like a discovered voyeur, however she didn't look away, and they remained that way until the black man rolled between the two women. As soon as he was in place, Chantal pulled on Katherine's until they met over his chest where they swapped a quick kiss.
Katherine's married body was now pressed against the black man, and she had to twist her hips to keep her wet pussy from coming into contact with his leg. His arms went out in both directions wrapping around each girl's shoulders, which brought them even closer together and instantly made the professor feel trapped. Unsure what to do, Katherine became still, and before long the sound of Chantal's heavy breathing indicated that she had gone back to sleep.
Katherine's nerves kept her awake despite the heaviness she felt from the long day, the drinking and the sexual release she had experienced earlier. She didn't think Myles was asleep either, but she was reluctant to look at him, so she kept her eyes focused down and to her side which put her gaze on the comforter hiding the black man's torso. Finally, after several minutes, she looked up and saw that he was staring intently back at her which caused a small shiver to pass through her body and her eyes to quickly look away.
"Baby," he said in a deep voice, that instinctively she knew was meant for her. When she didn't respond he continued, "Look up here. I ain't going to bite."
Slowly, Katherine's eyes traveled upwards until she was once again looking at the black man's face.
"You want to fuck too?" he asked.
Katherine had been hit on countless times in her life, from light flirting to full on attempts at seduction involving candlelight and wine, but she had never been propositioned so straightforward and deliberately. It caused her to gasp and her body to tense, although there was something else too that was centered in the pit of her stomach.
"No," she whispered back.
"Baby, I see you watching and know you horny and wet. Try on this dick," he followed, not ready to give up.
"No," Katherine stated again, however as she was speaking, Myles removed his arm from behind Chantal and turned his body so he was now looking down at her.
Besides frightening her with his look, his movement resulted in his large cock coming into contact with her leg, and she could feel the wet remnants of his recent coupling. Katherine felt intensely vulnerable both from his physical presence and his knowledge of how turned on she had become while watching. She could feel her body begin to shake partly from fear, but partly due to her arousal, and recognizing this fact made her feel guilty and ashamed.
"Huh?" she gasped when he used his arms to pull her closer, followed with another plea, "No..."
In the new position, the man's organ had taken position against her abdomen, and she could feel it rapidly hardening. The black man looked at her with a thin smile that made Katherine think he was reading her mind. Slowly, his hand snaked beneath the cover and moved to her breasts where she tried to shrug it away.
"Don't," she called out.
Her demand was ignored and with a surprisingly gentle touch Myles hand moved between her mounds teasing and tickling her nipples with his fingertips. Back and forth he went and Katherine's discouraging words slowly waned and were replaced with heavy breathing.
"No, not there," she spoke out, when the black man's exploring fingers descended towards her pussy. Like before, Myles' touch was insistent and he fought her clenched legs until she felt his finger split her lips making her try to wake her friend, "Chantal..."
"I'm here, beautiful," the girl responded, and looking over Katherine could see that the young black girl was on her side watching.
"Chantal, I can't. I'm married," she said, hoping she could get help with the man.
"It's okay baby. It will feel so good," she whispered back softly.
Chantal reached over and took Katherine's hand and Myles used the moment to move between her legs. With his knees, he opened the married professor's legs and she could see his cock, now fully hard, hovering inches above her opening.
"He's your boyfriend," Katherine said as a plea to Chantal, while squeezing her hand.
"He's our boyfriend," she replied then a moment later added, "Take it girl, it will feel so good."
Myles lowered his body so that she could feel his rigid shaft against her body, and moved his hips in a sawing motion. There was quiet in the room for almost a minute while he did this until he put his mouth next to her ear.
"Put it in," he whispered.
Myles had successfully aroused Katherine's body to a very high level with her deep breathing and occasional sighs giving her away, however his words were still startling to her.
"No..." she responded, although the word came out more like begging.
"Put it in," he demanded again.
Katherine looked at Chantal again hoping for some support, however the girl's smile told her she would receive none. As if her hand belonged to someone else, she realized it was moving between them and then it was on the black man's cock; longer and fatter than any she had held before it seemed to pulse in her hand like it was a separate living creature.
"Ohhhhh..." she moaned loudly when the fat head touched her wet entrance then when he pushed his hips gently forward and the head entered she gasped, "Ohhhh...Oh God."
Myles had broken in many women to his heavy cock so he knew how to be deliberate but patient in his efforts, and for the next few minutes, he worked the shaft into the married white women while she moaned and whined in pleasure.
When he had a few inches inserted, the shock of realizing she was an adulteress hit Katherine. This wasn't dancing in the club where indecent touching sometimes occurred nor could she claim it was for the benefit of her research. However, there was no question that it felt incredible, so she decided to let a bit more go in and then she would stop. Indeed, several times she was on the cusp of stopping, but the feeling continued to build and she let it go on until he was all the way there, filling her in a way that she had never dreamed of. When he pulled halfway out then pushed back in, she knew she was on the brink of an orgasm that she wanted badly.
When fully inside, Myles went slow on the first few strokes until he felt her lubrication was well spread then he began moving with a moderate, deep movement that he knew was working from the continuous sounds coming from her.
"It's...ohhh...so good...never...oh my God," she whimpered.
Katherine had an intense feeling of fullness that was far different than anything she had experienced and the fat shaft stretched her opening bringing her clit in direct contact with the heavily veined skin of the black man's thick cock. Each stroke was equal to ten of anything from her past lovers, and she knew she was experiencing something for the first time. Adding to the uniqueness was the lack of emotional connection with her partner that made it completely about the raw, physical aspect.
"He's fucking you good," she heard Chantal's voice whisper.
"Uh...uh...uh huh," Katherine answered, no longer wanting to deny her arousal.
"I knew she was hot to fuck," Myles added, which surprisingly only increased the young wife's excitement.
Katherine only lasted a minute more before she was cumming with her nails biting into the black man's shoulders and a loud wail coming from her open mouth.
"OH GOD...OH GOD IT FEELS SO GOOD...PLEASE...OH PLEASE...MAKE ME CUM..." she called out like a complete harlot, in a huge release.
The feeling of her pussy gripping his cock in a series of spasms coupled with her wails excited Myles and just as she was beginning to come down he released his seed into her stretched hole.
"Fuck yeah baby...fuck yeah...take the baby juice...take it..." he grunted, as he arched his back and thrust hard with his eyes closed tightly.
The black man collapsed onto Katherine and they stayed connected while their breathing slowed. When they moved to uncouple, Chantal was there to take her by the arm and pull her to the middle of the bed, so that she was now between her two black lovers. Katherine was so shattered from the orgasm that she had no energy to stop the black girl when she began licking her sweaty body then descended to her flooded, gaping vagina where she eagerly lapped at her with her tongue.
Twice more during the night, Katherine was fucked hard and brought to a powerful climax by the black man, and in the last encounter, he took her powerfully from behind while she buried her head between Chantal's thighs, tasting pussy for the first time. She drifted off to sleep as the morning light began showing around the curtains realizing she had experienced something that would change her life forever.
The young professor didn't get home until just after noon having to turn down multiple attempts by the black couple for more sex. She drew a bath and stayed in it for over an hour appreciating the feeling of the warm water on her worn genitals. So much had occurred and most of it was completely different than anything she had experienced before or thought about herself. The fact that she had so powerfully responded confused and frightened her, although she knew she couldn't deny the amazing pleasure she had experienced.
That night, by the second time that Chantal and Katherine were spotted in the dressing room kissing, Sam was aware of it, and after consideration, he was pleased by the information as he thought it brought to him another lever that he could use. Since things were slow, Kat wasn't called on to dance and she was able to leave early after turning down an invitation to return to Chantal's apartment. After a glass of wine and a text to Jeff that went unanswered, she went to bed where she fell asleep quickly.
Katherine had several hours to herself on Sunday morning before she picked up Jeff at the airport and she spent that time contemplating everything that occurred and what it meant for her personally and professionally. With regards to her work, she didn't think there was a conflict and in some ways felt it increased her credibility with the other girls. Personally though, it was a completely different story especially, the sex with Myles, however after debating things in her head, she decided it was something best kept from her husband. Maybe at some point in the future the time would be right and she could open up, but there was too much going on at the moment and she knew he would demand she cease her job at the club. Then, there was Chantal and the clear interest that both girls held for each other. She considered ending things with her, although she knew it wasn't something she felt confident she could do, so in the end she basically decided to play things by ear.
As soon as they returned from the airport, Jeff wanted his wife in bed and dutifully she let him take her. There were several moments where she wondered if he could tell anything was different, however he was quickly inside and although the young wife tried not to, she couldn't help but compare him to Myles. Her trained analytic mind quickly realized she was dealing with a spectrum of love and intimacy versus physical sex and the two men sat on opposite ends of the curve. She loved the tenderness of her husband and the intimacy they shared, although there were moments when her mind went to the hard penetration of Myles' big cock.
By the following Thursday, Katherine had only two girls left to survey, although with her sample size issue each one of them was extremely important. Adding to her dilemma was the fact that both these girls were notoriously unreliable, so she wasn't sure exactly when they would be available or if she would get to them before they were fired.
"I got a special assignment for you tonight," Sam told her when she appeared in his office.
He had sent Roland to find her and when the bartender had told her she was needed she wondered why as the club was not very busy.
"What's that?" she asked with trepidation.
Sam felt she had answered with some insolence and for a moment he considered giving her a rebuke, but he let is pass then said, "Some special guests are coming by and there is going to be a party out back. I want you to be the waitress for them. You don't have to worry about the rest of the club."
Katherine knew what he meant by "out back" and that it meant she would be in close proximity to acts of sex taking place. It in no way appealed to her nor did it add to her professional needs so she wanted badly to decline however, she knew with Sam there was never any discussion so with a slight nod she accepted the disgusting assignment.
It was thirty minutes later that she noticed two scruffy Hispanic men enter Sam's office. A few minutes later all three exited, and after a brief stop at the bar, Roland led the two guests out the back door.
"Follow Roland and make sure they get what they want," Sam said ominously to Katherine, after closing the short distance to where she was standing.
Professor Kupersmith reluctantly went through the door and stepped outside. Seeing a small detached building nearby and hearing loud rock music, she walked to it and opening the door found that she was staring into a medium sized room with couches against two walls and a coffee table separating them. The Hispanic men were already seated with one engaged with two of the girls from the club while the other sat next to Chantal. It both shocked and surprised Katherine and forced a wave of strange emotions to sweep through her.
All eyes were on her as she stepped through the door and the look from the two men made her feel practically naked. Avoiding eye contact with her friend, she took the drink order from the other group then turned towards Chantal quickly received their request while refusing to acknowledge the dancer's smile and probing eyes. As she turned to leave, she saw that on the table was a large tray that held packs of cigarettes along with a pile of condoms. In addition, sitting next to it was a baggie that contained some white powder that she assumed was brought by the men.
"Shit, I don't want to do this," she said to Roland when she reached the bar.
"No choice," he quickly replied while he filled the order, and when he was done he added, "Just get through it."
Katherine stepped into the room with the drinks just as one of the girls was finishing snorting some of the drug off the table top through a rolled up bill. She flopped back in the couch, and the young professor passed out the glasses then quickly left assuring the men she would check back in a few minutes.
"Bring some tequila. Good stuff," one of the men shouted and with a quick nod she acknowledged his request.
Returning just a few minutes later carrying a bottle of liquor and a tray with the accoutrements, she was a bit surprised to see that one of the girls was already completely naked and that Chantal and the other one were topless. In addition, the men's shirts were unbuttoned and they were receiving close attention. She set everything down, noticing more drug residue and was about to leave when the man with Chantal spoke.
"Hey baby, pour me a drink," he demanded.
Biting her tongue, she opened the bottle and poured the liquor into the five shot glasses then arranged a lemon next to each. When she handed the man his requested drink, the other's stopped their cavorting and she passed out the rest.
"Salud!" he called out, and everyone downed the liquor. Quickly, he followed with, "More!"
Katherine took the bottle and stepped towards him and when she got close his hand reached out and grabbed her crotch making her jump back.
"Ruben! Be nice," Chantal cried out coming to her defense.
"I'm not here for that," Katherine added, thinking she needed to say something.
"You can be. We got money. Take that shit off and join us," he stated.
"Baby, let her pour the drink. She's a waitress not a dancer," her friend tried again, while taking his arm.
That seemed to settle him down and Katherine proceeded to circle the room refilling the small glasses. After this, she received several more requests for drinks and left thankful that things had not become ugly.
"Who are those guys?" she asked Roland, when she arrived at the bar.
"Drug guys. Dealers, smugglers...probably some of both. Sam has something going with them and wants to keep them happy," he explained.
Katherine purposefully took her time in getting back so by the time she stepped outside almost fifteen minutes had elapsed. When she entered, she could see the threesome had disappeared to one of the other rooms, however still present was Ruben who now had Chantal's head between his legs sucking his dick. Katherine felt a wave of jealousy mixed with anger sweep through her body, and she quickly placed the drinks on the table and prepared to leave.
"Let me see your tits," Ruben called out in his heavy Latin accent.
He had one hand on the back of Chantal's head and his arm was resting on the back of the couch while he smoked a cigarette and received her attention. The smile on his face belied the evil in his eyes, and after pausing for just an instant, Katherine once more turned to leave.
"Wait," he said, and his hand left the back of the dancer's head, fumbled with something beside him, and as it appeared holding a $100 bill he spoke again, "Show me your tits."
A fresh surge of anger swept through her as she looked into his smirking face that was compounded by the fact that Chantal was providing him with pleasure. It took all her strength to turn and leave without throwing her tray at the man or saying something that she knew would get her fired. Once outside, she stopped and collected her thoughts before she entered the club knowing she needed to calm down, and after regaining control she realized it was the jealousy that bothered her more than the man's rudeness. She knew she couldn't blame Chantal as it was just part of the reality of her life and that it wasn't a reflection on them - their new relationship.



Katherine was coming out of the dressing room when she saw Sam exit through the back door and instinctively she knew it wasn't a good sign. A few minutes later he reappeared as she was talking to Roland and with a nod of his head directed her to his office.
"Why the fuck you acting like a bitch?" he asked with no preliminaries.
"What? What are you talking about?" she answered, although she had a sinking feeling in her stomach.
"Those motherfuckers say you acting all high and mighty," he stated.
"Sam, I..." she started, before being cut off.
"Girl, I don't care what the damn excuse is this time. Those two are important to me which means they are damn important to you. They want to see your tits then you drop your top and show them," he yelled.
"Fuck no Sam. Fuck no! I'm not a prostitute!" she yelled back.
Her voice and anger surprised the club owner, however he managed to control his temper and soften his voice some, "No one is saying you're a whore. And I ain't saying to fuck them. But, this is a strip club not a church and seeing some tits is normal. Hell, you've shown them before so what the fuck is the problem?"
"Sam...they're assholes," Katherine said softly, using language that surprised her.
"I know they assholes. That don't matter. I need them so you got to be right...and you forget your girlfriend Chantal. She needs to do her job," he replied. His reference to the black girl caught her off guard and she stared at him unsure of how to respond.
"I'll try to be nicer," she finally said, thinking it was best to just get through the evening.
"Good. Now you go change into a dancer outfit for the rest of the night," he said.
"Why Sam?" she shot back quickly, now confused.
"Best way to keep everyone happy," he replied dismissively.
"Everyone but me!" she exclaimed.
"Listen, you close to being finished here. Don't fuck things up now. You ain't being asked to do something you haven't done before. Now, no more mouthing and come back when you change so I can have a look," he replied in a scolding manner.
Katherine's anger had returned and once again she had to force herself to remain quiet and walk away. She ignored Roland as she walked by the bar on the way to the dressing room, and she took her time changing so it was almost twenty minutes later when she finally got back to Sam. He turned when she stepped into the small office and she could tell he was upset although he said nothing. She was dressed in hot pants and a halter top that was sexy, although it showed no more than her waitress outfit.
"Try again and you got five minutes. You won't get another chance," Sam said and turned.
Five minutes later Katherine was back wearing a red lace halter dress with matching red three-inch platform shoes. A small thong covered her bottom although her breasts were easily discernible through the gauzy material.
"Now, I don't want to hear about any trouble," he warned, acknowledging his acceptance of the outfit.
Katherine turned and left feeling humiliated, but lacked any idea of how to deal with the situation. After picking up her tray and ignoring a questioning look from Roland she walked out the back door towards the small structure, certain trouble was ahead.
The small room was empty when she stepped inside although from the sounds emanating from the bedrooms she could tell that things were in full swing. She started picking up empty glasses and cleaning the mess on the table making sure to work around the spot where the drug was laid out. She left then returned ten minutes later with more tequila and a round of drinks. After placing them on the table, she was just about to leave when Ruben's friend emerged from one of the back rooms completely naked with his fat, uncircumcised dick, shiny with wetness, flopping back and forth between his legs as he walked towards her.
"Fucking nice," the young man said, making her instinctively turn to hide her barely covered body.
For a moment, she thought he was coming for her, but instead he took the bottle of tequila and without ceremony tipped it back. After a grimace, he directed his gaze back to her and looked her up and down before focusing on her breasts.
"Need anything right now?" Katherine asked, eager to leave.
"Nah," he replied still looking hard at her body through the translucent material.
She left quickly and now felt she could wait a while before returning so she stayed close to the bar and talked with Roland, ignoring his leers. It was almost thirty minutes later that she returned and this time Ruben, his friend, Chantal and one of the other dancers were all sitting on the couches completely naked. The other man had the dancer on his lap and by their position Katherine thought it was likely his dick was inside her, but she couldn't tell for certain. Chantal gave her a broad smile while Ruben looked her over much like his friend had.
"Bitch, that's better," he stated rudely.
Chantal instantly reached over and took his hand in an attempt to distract him, however he shrugged her off and continued.
"Come closer so I can see those tits," he followed.
"Baby," the black dancer tried again to divert his focus, but was once again ignored.
"You can see them from here," Katherine finally answered, and turned to leave.
"Bitch, I ain't through. You want me to make another call? Why the fuck you think you dressed like that? Cause I made it happen! Now move your ass over here!" he shot back, with his words escalating in volume.
Katherine, seething in anger, stopped her movement towards the door and stood still for a moment before turning and stepping closer to the drug dealer. She was shaking slightly in rage as she stepped in front of him, and was surprised and angry to find that the adrenalin had made her nipples stiffen.
"Take it off," Ruben demanded.
"No," she quickly responded.
"Bitch, take it off," he said again.
"Why? You can see everything," she asked, fighting back her tears of frustration.
"Take it the fuck off," he said even louder as he began to lift his naked body from the couch.
"Baby...," Chantal said, trying once more to defuse the situation.
"Damn you!" Katherine called out as she lifted the gauzy top over her head and off.
It took all her willpower not to cry and now stood in only her thong and shoes before the man. Ruben looked her over without speaking as a smile came to his face then quickly he plucked the garment from her hand and tossed it on the floor next to him.
"Get us some more drinks and when you come back I'll titty fuck you," he laughed, as he gripped his dick in his hand.
"Sam, they're scaring me," she said to his back, after retreating from the structure.
"They ain't going to hurt you..." he started to speak as he turned, then stopped when he saw her uncovered just a few feet away. For a moment, he thought about throwing her flushed body down and taking her, but with a deep breath he leaned back and continued, "What happened?"
Katherine explained the event and the nervousness she felt and his demeanor made her feel she was sympathetic to her plight however, that thought was killed when he finally spoke.
"It will be alright. He just wanted a look," Sam said although, for the first time since she had known him she sensed doubt in his voice.
When the young professor returned to the room, she found it once more empty, and after setting the drinks out she made a hasty exit still uncovered from the waist up.
The Hispanic men didn't leave until three in the morning with only Sam, Roland, Katherine and the three dancers staying past closing. It was only when they talked just before leaving that Katherine learned that Chantal had put all her efforts into getting Ruben drunk and sexually satiated so he would leave her alone. It was an amazing show of friendship and it made the young professor's bond with the dancer grow even stronger.
Fortunately, she received no calls or texts from Jeff which indicated to her that he had gone to sleep, and when she finally got home, she quietly went to bed and was successful at slipping in without waking her husband.
Amazingly, the final two survey happened the following Tuesday afternoon when the two straggling girls showed up at the club within minutes of each other. Normally they only worked weekends so, she was thrilled to catch them and within forty-five minutes she was done, and with a huge feeling of accomplishment she went to tell Sam.
"Sam, I got them. I'm done," she announced to his back.
"Well, don't you leave me hanging. You need to work tonight," he replied not looking around.
"I will," she responded feeling it was a fair request.
Sam was disappointed that the opportunity to get a taste of her never worked out. He was certain he was going to get there when he learned about Chantal, however she proved to be more industrious than he expected and took care of her business. Inside, he had to admit he was going to miss her too. Besides, being a boon for the club, especially when she danced, he was drawn to her beauty and spirit.
"Chantal, I'm all done. I got the other surveys," she told the young black girl during a break.
The look of disappointment on the girls face instantly removed her own euphoria and she allowed herself to be drawn into an embrace.
"You can't leave," the dancer whined, close to tears.
"You knew I was just here for work," Katherine answered.
Now that she was finished, her rational mind was quickly returning, and she knew she needed to make a clean break with the club. However, she was very fond of Chantal and certainly didn't want to hurt her feelings.
"I know, but..." she girl started, then became quiet.
"Chantal, we'll stay in touch. Leaving here doesn't mean we can't," she said, while trying to figure out how it could work.
"Okay, baby," she answered and hugged the young professor tighter.
With the data all in, Katherine set a time with her mentor to review her preliminary findings. Since the data collection had taken so long, she had worked to advance her paper and had already prepared a solid outline along with a full write up of the opening sections and a bullet point synopsis of her findings. Fortunately, the latter surveys had not altered the direction of things so she felt that, after receiving the blessing from Professor Dominguez, she could finish up in a matter of weeks.
The email she sent requesting a meeting was almost instantly returned and she could sense the excitement from her mentor who informed her she could meet the following Monday. Katherine knew she would need to spend some time cleaning up some loose ends to be ready, but accepted the suggested time. So, less than two business days later, she found herself in Professor Dominguez's office excited, yet nervous to present her case.
Helen Dominguez let the younger woman present all the material then peppered her with a litany of questions that Katherine felt she handled well. Two hours later, with a smile and a sigh, the full Professor leaned back in her chair and spoke.
"Katherine, I can honestly say I have never seen work of this quality in someone at your stage in their career. You have set the bar quite high for your peers and yourself I must say," she stated, and Katherine found herself choking back tears.
"It's so exciting. You know it was exactly the type of thing I was interested in researching," she finally was able to respond after several deep breaths.
"Look, Katherine..." the older woman started. She paused for a moment when she saw her look startled then continued, "You know we talked before about sample size and I just feel that it will be the area where your work gets attacked. You know as well as I that the community will focus on something to go after. Isn't there some way you can get more surveys?"
"I...I don't know. It will be quite hard," she replied softly while looking at the floor.
The enthusiasm her mentor had shown to this point had made her feel that she was passed the sample size issue, so it took the wind from her sails. She knew it would mean begging Sam, and even though they had parted on good terms, she didn't trust him nor did she want to.
"Katherine I can say this with some confidence. If it weren't for the one issue I believe your work would get you promoted to Associate Professor," Professor Dominguez said.
"Are you kidding?" she responded with surprise. There were fairly strict rules concerning time in roles and something like this, while not unheard of, was very rare.
"I'm not kidding," came the firm response.
"Let me look into it," Katherine replied, with her mind suddenly alive with ideas.
She had come so far, overcoming so many obstacles and compromising her values, that she just wasn't ready to deal with any negativity. Thus, she called Jeff and told him the good things about the meeting and agreed to his suggestion for a celebratory dinner. They went to their favorite restaurant and over a bottle of wine and several after dinner drinks had a good time reminiscing about the past few months.
"I still can't believe you did it. It was so bold!" Jeff exclaimed with a proud smile.
"I can't either," she replied, letting her mind wander just for a moment to all the craziness and the things her husband didn't know.
"Well, I'm glad it's over although I will miss your stories," he said, with a little boy grin.
"Oh really? Maybe there are some I haven't told you yet," she teased, then laughed when she saw the look on his face.
Later that night in bed, while she sucked on her husband's dick, she told him enough to get him to explode in her mouth then, after giving him a few minutes to rest, she started again with the teasing that quickly brought back his stiffness. It was something she had learned that allowed them to both be satisfied and she climbed on top and rode him until she reached a nice climax of her own.
The following Sunday, after going to church for the first time in weeks, she brought up the subject of needing more data.
"Jeff, there's something I'd like your input on," she started.
"What's that?" he asked with enthusiasm.
"Well, when I met with Helen and went through my work she was very enthusiastic, although there was one thing she felt was a little weak," she said.
"Okay, well nothing is perfect. What is it?" he asked.
"It's the sample size. The number of surveys. She thinks I should get more," she explained and cringed inwardly.
"Oh," Jeff replied.
He was smart enough to understand the implications of her description, and the thought of losing his wife again for who knows how long was not appealing.
"Jeff, she said that if I didn't have that issue I would get promoted because my work is so good. Promoted to Assistant Professor at my age is unheard of!" she explained, hoping he would see the compelling case.
Her husband knew enough about the academic world to understand that what she was saying was significant. So, he fought the urge to get flippant and replied, "Seriously? She said that?"
"Yes!" Katherine answered, feeling he appreciated her motivation.
"Darling, I hate the idea of losing you again for weeks, but I'm not going to get in your way on something this important to you. You would never forgive me," he told her.
An immense weight was instantly lifted from her shoulders and she felt grateful to her husband for being so unselfish and supportive, however at the same time a wave of guilt washed over her as she thought about her infidelities. She made a pledge to herself that this time round she would stop well short of any adulterous behavior.
Katherine left school early the next day and was at the door of the club at two where she hoped to have a productive conversation with Sam. He certainly didn't owe her anything so, she was relying on the small relationship she felt they had built to carry the day.
"Hi Sam, do you have a second?" she spoke to his back, while he sat at his desk. She had bypassed Roland so he had no idea she was in the club.
The club owner had no idea why she was there as he expected never to see her again, however he was quick enough and clever enough to know that her presence likely meant she needed something from him. He took his time to think through the situation then very slowly turned in his chair.
"Well, well...did you forget something?" he asked, seeing some distress in her eyes.
"Sam, look...uhhh...I think I may have told you before about the number of surveys being a problem," she began before realizing that he was likely completely unfamiliar with rules of statistics so with a sigh she started over, "In research you have to have a certain number of data points to validate your findings and well...after going through my work with my supervisor she...we...think that the number of surveys I have is at the low end of requirements."
The black man remained silent and she wondered if he understood. She was just about to try again to describe the situation when he said, "So you need to talk to more dancers?"
"Yes," Katherine blurted out instantly, happy that the subject was now on the table.
"And you need my help," he followed, while his mind considered the possibilities.
"Yes," she replied once more, although this time in a lower voice.
Sam purposefully stayed quiet letting the young wife's nervousness grow before he finally spoke, "And what is it you want?"
"Uhhh...you have the other club and I wondered if I could work there and do the same thing I did here," she said.
"That's a nude club and the waitresses are topless. You ready to be topless every night and nude when you need to dance?" he asked.
Katherine was aware it was a lower end place, and she didn't know the details so his description took her aback. For several seconds, she tried to determine a solution that would work, but failing to think of anything, she finally responded, "No, I guess not."
"Then I guess we're done," he replied and started to turn. He knew he had his fish on the line, but needed to play it well to land it.
"Sam, please. Can't you make those girls available in some way? I can go there before the club opens and interview them or they could come here. It would be over quickly and wouldn't cause a problem," she begged.
"Girl, I told you before these dancers will lie unless they know you and get comfortable. Is that what you want? A bunch of bullshit?" he asked, reminding her of why she had dealt with the ordeal of working in the club.
"Fuck Sam...FUCK! What can I do?' she let out in frustration.
Sam knew she wasn't using her normal language and that she was quite upset however, he didn't let it bother him and stayed focused on his goal.
"How many more you need?" he asked, giving the young professor a glimmer of hope.
"A dozen," she shot back.
"Then your best chance is to keep working here and talk to the new girls that come in," he stated.
Katherine knew from her experience that the dancers came and went with regularity. Still, she felt that following Sam's suggestion would take at least a month.
"Sam, that will take weeks," she responded.
"Likely," he said, but offered no sympathy or alternate plan.
There was silence in the room and the club owner could tell she was running the idea through her head. Finally, she replied, "Well, I guess I have no choice."
The tone in her voice pissed him off and he quickly went off on her, "Baby, you have a choice. You can walk the fuck out of here and leave me alone. That's your damn choice."
"I'm sorry Sam. I didn't mean it like that," she replied, realizing she had been sarcastic.
"Now look girl. I let you come in here even though I thought it would be a problem. You did mostly good, better than I expected, and I did what I said. Why do I want to start all this again?" he asked.



Katherine knew he had a point, however she wasn't willing to let him dismiss her hard efforts so she said, "You know I was a good waitress and that when I danced it helped. The other girl's told me."
"Maybe, but not enough," he replied, and once more began to turn.
"Sam, what do you want?" she asked, before thinking.
The older black man quickly seized the opening and said, "What do I want? I want you to strip out of those clothes and bend over this desk."
The words stunned Katherine. She knew exactly what he meant and it wasn't to merely see her nude body. After several seconds of silence with their eyes locked, Katherine stood and walked out the door.
Interestingly, the confrontation provided her motivation and on the drive home she considered other ways she could source the data. After all, Sam's club wasn't the only one in town by any means and she decided that when she got home she would create a list of other places. With her experience, she felt she was much better prepared to discuss her goals with the owners than she was as the naïve girl with Sam.
When she got home, she saw she had a text from Chantal that said, "Baby, I want to see you."
She had hoped that the separation from the club would provide some distance that would allow her to let go of the girl, however the message brought pangs to her body and she knew that she wasn't ready to give her up.
"Soon," she messaged back, wanting to get her work organized before she allowed herself some play.
It took her two weeks to locate potential clubs and arrange meetings. Unfortunately, things didn't go as she hoped as she was almost raped by one Middle Eastern man and the other two laughed openly in her face when she described what she planned on doing. Despite her efforts and lessons learned with Sam, it just wasn't working and she found herself in a depressed funk. For days, she considered other ways of collecting the information, but each approach eventually proved undoable or risked biasing the data. Her husband could see that her euphoria had evaporated although she didn't want to explain the details to him and bottled things up inside. It was on a Sunday afternoon, after killing almost an entire bottle of wine by herself, that she realized she was defeated, and she consoled herself with the understanding that a good paper was better than nothing even if it meant foregoing the promotion.
It was mid-afternoon on the following day when Sam heard footsteps behind him and turned to see Katherine standing in the door frame wearing a simple dress. Without speaking, she closed the door, pulled the dress over her head and continued with her bra and panties until she was nude. Then, she stepped forward and bent over his desk presenting him her beautiful, firm ass.
Sam wasn't the kind of man that dallied with emotions, however he was pleased and excited by what he saw and rose from his chair and stepped behind the young wife. Seconds later, Katherine heard the clinking of his belt buckle as it came undone, and as more time went by without contact she became even more nervous with anticipation. She had coached herself relentlessly to approach it as a purely physical act - no joy, no emotion and had her head resting in her hands with her eyes tightly closed.
Sam could practically feel his blood rushing through the veins to harden his large cock. Still, caught completely off guard, he needed some time to get fully erect. While stroking his length, he gazed down on the beautiful women and knew instinctively she would be a good fuck. His experience had taught him that there were women that had sex mechanically but were not truly engaged and there were those that really enjoyed it. He felt Katherine would be the latter and he was certainly going to find out.
With his fingers, he probed her folds to gauge her arousal and found her to be only slightly damp so, he stepped closer and pressed the fat, spongy head of his cock against her slit. Back and forth he moved it knowing that given time her body would respond no matter what her mind was telling her.
It took all her willpower not to jump when she felt him make contact and she bit her lip as he began moving along her opening to make her aroused. Katherine knew, as he did, that she would eventually get wet, although she was determined to maintain as much dignity as possible by being an indifferent participant.
With four inches of cock extending past his meaty hand, the black man directed his assault, and after several minutes he could feel her wetness. Still, no words had been spoken and when Sam pressed forward, penetrating the young wife with his fat head, Katherine shivered and drew blood from her lip with her teeth.
Sam pushed more in and when he felt resistance he would back out very slowly then move forward again. The technique was slow and relatively gentle, but after several minutes his dark black, heavily veined cock was completely inside and he could feel her moisture on his ball sack.
"You got it all, baby," he announced, although Katherine remained silent.
Three times, Sam pulled out and pushed back in slowly getting her fully lubricated then, he began moving faster with a deep, deliberate motion. His hands started on her hips, holding and guiding her, and he took one hand and snaked it beneath her to feel her breasts and torment her small nipples. While doing so, he assaulted her senses with a litany of comments about how hot her ass looked and how good her pussy felt.
Katherine concentrated on staying detached, hoping he would finish quickly. She had convinced herself that she was being forced, that she really had no choice and therefore it was practically rape. She was angry with herself that her body had so easily submitted, although she knew it was basic physiology.
Suddenly, Sam changed pace and began to hammer his cock into her now very wet pussy with a rapid rhythm. It caught Katherine by surprise and she was barely able to catch herself before she cried out. She felt completely filled like she had with Myles, although that was consensual and this was something different. She knew it was wrong to feel good, to enjoy it, however she was being challenged to fight back and remain quiet.
"Ohhhhh..." came the sudden, unwanted sound from her mouth. She couldn't maintain the tension in her body and mind and it slipped out.
With a smile, Sam took his hand from her breasts and slapped her hard on the ass causing a loud "whack" to resonate in the room.
"Uhhhh...nooo..." she moaned.
"Whack!" he slapped her again.
For some strange reason, the pain from his hand coursed quickly through her pussy and nipples like an electric current bringing with it an amazing feeling. Katherine had never been spanked before, so it was new and different and she couldn't deny the feelings.
"Noooo..." she moaned without conviction as she realized, as Sam did, that she was losing the battle.
"Whack!" the sound filled the room once more.
"You like that baby?" Sam asked rhetorically.
"Stop, it hurts," she replied, although her words came out more like a horny plea.
Sam could tell her pussy had become almost sloppy with wetness and she was, very slightly, pushing back into his thrusts. He rarely cared if the women he was fucking achieved an orgasm, however with Katherine he knew it was important to his victory and her submission, so he renewed his rapid assault while slapping her ass every few seconds.
With one last attempt, the professor tried to regain control, however the feelings were too overpowering and she surrendered, letting her body and mind experience the pleasure of the raw sex. Near the end, she began openly moaning and whining while her ass forcefully pushed back against Sam's invading cock.
"OH GOD...OH GOD...FUCK...FUCK YES...YES!" she cried out loudly, and her thrashing body knocked a lamp and multiple stack of papers to the floor.
Sam fucked her through her orgasm, extending it and enjoying the complete abandon the young wife was experiencing. Her passionate moans and whines slowly faded and were replaced with a soft sobbing which signaled to Sam that she had been truly conquered. Finally, with a series of deep grunts he pushed hard into her and held it in as he deposited his thick juices in a spot well past where her husband's semen had ever been placed.
Sam collapsed into his chair and with Katherine still bent over the desk he was treated to an incredible view of her open pussy surrounded by a frothy mixture of their combined juices. His fat cock had completely destroyed her pussy and he felt immense pride in that fact.
It was several minutes before Katherine slowly stood, and while avoiding eye contact put on her clothes sniffling several times along the way.
"I...I'm going home," she announced when she was fully dressed.
"Bullshit, you go get changed and ready for work," Sam replied, still with his pants around his feet and his fat cock sprawled over his thigh.
He had purposefully wanted her to see the weapon that defeated her and was pleased when she stole several glances.
"Okay," she replied with a deep sigh, too exhausted to argue.
"Get yourself cleaned up," he added.
"Sam, I'm not...I...I'm not doing this again. You made me and...not again," she stated, showing courage that impressed the black man.
"Don't give me that shit. You've wanted it since the day you walked in," he countered mercilessly.
Katherine's eyes flashed with anger, however she turned and left without speaking and after she left, Sam pulled his pants up and reflected on the encounter. There was no doubt that he had conquered her and that she had climaxed hard despite her efforts not to. For him, it had been the best fuck he had had in a very long time, and while he knew he would want more, he wanted it to be the right way. Getting a nut for Sam was as easy as getting a drink of water. The club was filled with skanky girls that knew how to get a man off, but getting an educated, professional woman like Katherine to give in was unique. He would absolutely fuck her again, however he would wait for her to come ask for it.
As soon as she entered the dressing room, she made a beeline for the bathroom stall where she cleaned up her soaked pussy, stunned it was still so wide open as Sam's cum drooled out. When she finished, she dropped her head in her hands and had a good cry as she thought about the adultery she had committed not once but twice with the black men. What made it even more difficult to deal with was her own wanton reactions and intense orgasms. She wondered if her field of study had something to do with it. Maybe the sex trade was too provocative for her and she would be better off working in a different area of research.
In addition, she knew she had become consumed by the idea of success and was compromising so many of her values for the carrot of recognition and promotion, however something inside her just wouldn't let it go. So, after finishing her cry, she committed once again that she would get the remaining data as quickly as possible and leave the club forever.
It was several hours later that Chantal spotted Katherine and she crossed the club rapidly then pulled her lover into the recesses of the dressing room where she embraced her in a deep kiss.
"Are you back?" the young black dancer asked with excitement.
"Yes, for a few weeks," Katherine answered. She had allowed the girl to kiss her although she still felt strange after everything that had occurred.
"Baby, are you okay?" the girl asked sensing something was wrong.
"I'm okay. Sam made it difficult to come back," she replied.
"Did he fuck you?" she asked, and the boldness of her question caught Katherine off guard and made her blush.
"Yes," she whispered in reply. She felt like she needed to confide in someone and for some reason she wanted it to be Chantal.
"It's okay baby. He fucks all the girls. I knew he would be after you," she said, while pulling the professor's head against her bosom.
Amazingly, the interaction with Chantal helped calm her and she was able to return to work with a better feeling. Being a Monday, it wasn't very crowded and the two girls were able to sneak off several times to the dressing room to kiss, hold each other and talk.
"Did you cream all over Sam's big dick?" Chantal asked during one of their sessions.
"Chantal!" Katherine exclaimed and lightly hit her on the arm.
"Girl, you've gone full black. Me, Myles and now Sam. You must really like it," she laughed.
Initially, Katherine was a bit offended by the girl's comment, although as she thought about it, she had to admit that there might be some truth to her statement. She had some of the biggest orgasms of her life with the three of them even though she still clung to the view that the encounter with Sam had been forced.
Later in the evening, just before closing, Chantal tried to convince Katherine to go home with her, although she knew it was impossible with Jeff at home. After hearing the black girl whine about not seeing her, Katherine agreed to try and meet on Saturday for a few hours before they went to work at the club.
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"Goodbye Justin, have fun with Grandma and Grandpa and behave for Daddy," Sarah Clemens said into the phone before hanging up.
Copeland, her husband of seven years, and their three-year-old son Justin were away for a long weekend visiting his parents. Sarah was supposed to have gone too, but she had been away on business and a canceled flight home had upset their plans. Since it was a five-hour drive to Copeland's parent's house, it was decided they would go on without her leaving her alone for the weekend at their home in the city.
Talking to her husband and son had made her feel a bit lonely. She had taken Friday as a vacation day and had nothing planned for the weekend since she was supposed to be away, so she resigned herself to reading and watching TV.
Sarah grabbed the book that had been sitting on her nightstand for months. She had been meaning to get to it and now seemed like a good time, so she poured a glass of wine and curled into a large leather chair with some soft jazz playing in the background. An hour later she had only made it to page fifteen, and deciding that trying to force her way through the book would be more work than relaxation, she dropped it and picked up a recent issue of Vogue. Unfortunately, the magazine offered no more escape than the book, and she soon tossed it aside in frustration.
It was mid-September and the evenings were quite pleasant, so Sarah had several windows open and the curtains, drifting slowly with the soft breeze, had the effect of adding to her restlessness. She rose from the chair and began to putter around the house trying to think of something to do before finally deciding she needed to get out. Perhaps, a trip to the grocery store or maybe an indulgent trip to the ice cream shop would help.
She changed into a pair of jeans, a sleeveless blouse, and a light jacket then stood in front of the mirror to check her appearance before departing.
"Not bad for a mommy," she said to herself.
In truth, Sarah looked very good. She was a slender 5'7" tall weighing 126 pounds with raven hair, full soft lips, and nice C cup breasts. After having Justin, she was worried it would be a lot of work to get her body back into shape, but it had been quite easy and she was down to her pre-pregnancy weight in four months. If anything, the baby had added to her femininity by making her look less girlish. Sarah had long, shapely legs that ended at a nice butt that stayed firm due to a thrice-weekly workout regime, but despite her looks, she always dressed conservatively due to her upbringing and her husband's tastes.
Thinking that she would only be gone for a short time, she left the windows open and headed out in her 325i. In seconds, she was out of the driveway and headed down the street towards the nearby shopping district. Sarah and Copeland had foregone the large suburban spread for a modest bungalow closer to the city center where they enjoy better dining and cultural events, rather than settling for strip malls and the fast-food joints that were endemic to the "burbs".
As she drove, Sarah's mind wandered, thinking about college and the fun she had in her sorority. In retrospect, if she could have changed one thing, it would have been the long-term relationship with David. Unlike some of her sisters that had played the field, Sarah had started dating him her sophomore year and their relationship had lasted almost to graduation. They had split in the spring of her senior year, which had devastated her at the time, but now seemed like a blessing. She had given him her virginity, but the sex had been unfulfilling, and it wasn't until she made love with Copeland that she realized he had been a selfish lover.
Sarah met Copeland at a charity event almost a year to the day after the split from David. In that intervening time, she had moved to the city, landed a job in marketing, and developed a network of friends. They began dating, hitting it off from the start, and a year later got married despite some minor concerns she had about things moving too fast. They enjoyed four great years of friends, fun, and travel, as a young married couple, before they decided it was time to start a family. Sarah got pregnant with Justin almost immediately, a standard trait amongst the women in her family she was told.
Justin brought a new dimension to their lives, and the world became almost exclusively about him. Being the first grandbaby on both sides, meant that family was always close by, too close sometimes, which had taken some balancing at first. Also, like many couples in their situation, there was the occasional flare-up about the lack of intimacy, but usually, it just took one giggle from Justin to make them realize how petty they were acting.
Sarah pulled into an empty parking spot at the grocery store and went inside, half-hoping she would see one of her friends, but after wandering the aisles for twenty minutes and getting a bag of carrot sticks and a bottle of nail polish remover, she was back in her car without seeing a single familiar face.
"Maybe I should just get drunk," she thought, frustrated but unsure exactly why.
When she got to the edge of the parking lot, instead of turning right back towards her house, she turned left. The restlessness she had been feeling all evening would just not go away and for some reason sitting at home, even with some good wine, was not appealing. She began aimlessly driving the streets telling herself she was being productive by exploring and finding new places for her and Copeland to check out, and she had to admit that it was actually a bit of fun to turn down a random street and see what she might find. It was certainly better than sitting at home in her current frame of mind.
However, as she drove the bright lights and fancy signs of the fashionable boutiques gave way to trade shops and warehouses. Likewise, the nice homes with well-manicured lawns transitioned to unkempt ones, many with barred windows and broken-down cars in front. Streetlamps seemed to be spaced further apart and the overall feel was darker and more dangerous.
"Better find my way back," she thought while surveying the changed landscape.
She used a parking lot to make a U-turn and headed back the way she had come, her vehicle providing a feeling of security. She knew vaguely where she was and knew that a nice well-lit street was three blocks to her left, and this knowledge empowered her to stay on the street she was on and continue to explore. Passing where she had originally turned, she decided to go another couple blocks then take the left.
Ahead Sarah could see neon lights illuminating the otherwise dark street. They were coming from the right and as she drew closer, she slowed to see what business was being highlighted and laughed when she saw the lights were coming from the Westside Adult Emporium, which had three older cars parked in the small lot on the side of the building.
"Well, I guess that's my thrill for the night," she laughed to herself.
Sarah had never been to an adult anything. She recalled some of the girls from work talking about their visits to the Megaplexx, which evidently had the best selection of toys. It wasn't like she was a prude about that sort of thing, but the idea of some device being rammed inside her just wasn't appealing. In her case, she had learned from a friend how to use a dripping water faucet in the bathtub or a Jacuzzi jet for self-stimulation when she was a teenager and had stuck with it.
However, as she continued down the street, she questioned why she hadn't at least gone inside such a place. Plenty of girls went, she knew that, and she had never heard of one being threatened. Sarah was three blocks past the Emporium when she slowed then turned the car around, telling herself she wasn't going to go in but wanted to take another look.
This time she passed more slowly. The building was long and low appearing to be made from cinder blocks and was painted a dark gray color. Besides the main sign, there was an illuminated "OPEN" sign in a window next to the door and several pole lights in the parking lot allowed her to make out the words MOVIES, VIDEOS, MAGAZINES, TOYS and EROTIC ITEMS written in white on the side of the building.
When Sarah was several blocks past, she once more turned and headed back, this time telling herself that she was just returning to her route home. The traffic on the road was very light so when she got close, she was able to creep past slowly.
"Well hell," she said out loud and jerked the steering wheel turning the car into the lot.
Just barely off the street, Sarah stopped and stared at the building nervously debating whether it would be an adventure or stupidity to go inside. She realized this was definitely sketchier than the Megaplexx, but there was at least little risk she would see someone she knew. There was no question she was feeling some fear, although the fear also acted as an intoxicant. In the end, her annoyance at her nervousness was what pushed her forward and she pulled her car up next to the old dented Ford parked in front of the door.
Sarah stared at the door and wondered what her friends would say if they knew she was sitting in front of this seedy place. She knew that Copeland would think she had lost her mind, as he had a bit of a Madonna complex about her which was sweet, but also occasionally frustrating.
"Just a quick look around," she said to herself, to bolster her courage.
She had to laugh when she caught herself checking her makeup in the mirror before getting out. She closed the car door behind her, clicking the lock button three times on the remote, then with five short steps she was in front of the heavy metal entrance.
Wayne Steinman, the cashier, looked up from his magazine when he heard the bell announcing a new customer, and seeing Sarah, he sat up quickly on the stool devouring her beautiful appearance with his eyes. Single women were rare in the Emporium, but there was the occasional visitor, and most had a nervous, self-conscious look just like Sarah displayed. However, none that he had seen were as beautiful as her.
"Need help?" Wayne asked as she approached the counter.
"Uh, no. Not right now. I'm just looking," she replied, speaking too quickly.
Sarah could only see the top half of Wayne since he sat behind a waste-high wall on an elevated platform, but from what she could gather he seemed young, maybe in his early 20s, and was short and obese. He had thick glasses that made his eyes look crossed, a double chin, and his complexion was sickly pale. Stringy hair was stuck to his head like it had not been washed in some time, and she suspected that if she got close, she would be rewarded with body odor.
Wayne just nodded in response but continued to stare while Sarah stood still for a moment and surveyed the room. The door and cashier's box were at one end of the long building, separating the entrance from the store's contents. In front and just past the box were shoulder-high magazine stands and past these were the higher DVD racks that blocked her view of the rest of the building. Behind Wayne, she could see a hand-drawn poster that said: "Video Arcade -- Tokens Required" with an arrow pointed towards the back.
Sarah forced herself to move past Wayne towards the DVD section. He watched her ass as she passed admiring how firm it looked and the way her shoes forced it up slightly. He reached down and stroked his cock through his pants, then used his other hand to push the small button under the counter.
Leo Tumbarello heard the buzzer and turned his attention from the baseball game on the small TV to the closed-circuit monitors from the store.
"Well, what do we have here?" he said to himself, hopefully.
Leo watched the screen intently following Sarah's movements until she left his vision then stood and straightened his shirt.
Each rack of DVDs was about twenty feet long and six feet high and she guessed there were a dozen or so of them. Sarah quickly discovered that the DVDs were organized by category and she wandered between the sections scanning the boxes and titles, too nervous to focus on any particular one.
Once past the last rack, Sarah found the toy section where shelving held a variety of products from small vibrators to life-size dildos. She could also see there was some lingerie for sale as well as bondage gear. Sarah was worldly enough to know these items existed, and that she would likely see them in the store, still she found her hands shaking with nervousness as it all seemed so taboo. Part of her wanted to turn and run out the door, but there was also an undeniable excitement she was feeling from doing something naughty.
She decided to check out the rest of the store then maybe come back and look at the toys, so she continued deeper into the building, past a last set of shelves holding more toys, until she found a series of doors along the back wall marked 1 -- 8, and as the sign near the front stated, there was one here saying "Tokens Required"
Three of the doors were without knobs and two more had large pieces missing from their bottoms. Of the three intact, two were open and Sarah moved closer to the open No. 5 and looked inside. She could see a machine that looked like a TV with a set of controls and a coin slot to the right that she assumed was for the tokens.
She was about to go back to the toys when the door to room No. 2 suddenly flew open and an old man burst forth with his shirttail out using his right hand to push his cock back into his pants.
"Huhhhh," she exclaimed in surprise.
In turn, she startled the old man momentarily, but he quickly recovered and finished his task while cackling with laughter at the young mommy's expense.
Sarah was stunned, but her eyes still watched his efforts as for some reason she couldn't manage to look away. They stood a few feet apart from each other for only seconds, although it seemed like forever to her. He was old, close to sixty she guessed, and skinny with close-cropped gray hair. In addition, his clothes were baggy, and she thought he looked one level above homeless. Finally, with a smile, he wandered away disappearing from her view behind the shelves.
With that, Sarah concluded that she had definitely had an eventful evening, but it was now time to go. However, turning to leave, she came face to face with Leo.
"Good evening my lovely lady. I'm Leo Tumbarello. The owner of the place," he announced, extending his hand.
As a matter of habit, Sarah shook his hand which he then tried to hold a bit too long forcing her to pull away. Sizing him up, she could see that he was swarthy, about 5'10" tall, and 200 pounds with thick shoulders and arms. His hair was black with a few streaks of gray and was pulled into a short ponytail. His face was ruddy and pock marked and he had a nose that appeared to have been broken at least once. She thought he looked to be in his mid-40s and he was dressed in too-tight jeans and a red silk shirt. The only thing missing was the gold chain, she thought to herself.
"Will you allow me the pleasure of showing you my shop?" Leo asked in his most charming voice.
"That's kind of you, but I'm just leaving," Sarah replied in a shaky voice, still impacted by the old man.
"I promise you it will just take a moment and if you see something you like I'll give you half off," he announced.
Leo had seen Earl, the old man and steady customer, startle the young woman. He had been watching discretely from behind a rack and had bolted to head her off expecting her to react badly.
"No really. I must go," she said and went to step around him.
Leo turned with her and keeping several steps ahead got to the toy section first where he quickly took three boxes from a shelf and turned in front of her.
"Let me give you one of these as a gift from me for coming in," he said, blocking her exit.
"Okay, give me that one," Sarah said, hoping to end the discussion and leave.
"Oh, that's a good choice. A nice butterfly. It's rated very highly. It fits around the pelvis with a remote that can be operated by either you or your husband. My customers have reported that it brings on a sensational orgasmic feeling," Leo described, before opening the box.
Leo Tumbarello was a part-time crook, a full-time jerk, and a captivating pitchman. He had learned the trade by doing everything from selling used car sales to promoting fraudulent land deals and securities transactions. If he could get the hook set, just a little, he would always land his fish, and this was a beautiful fish he wanted badly. Leo knew he needed to get her talking.
Leo placed the contents of the box on a display case and described in detail how the device worked always making sure he used proper terminology and avoided any crude slang. Sarah, trained in good manners, struggled to end the interaction despite her embarrassment which the older man used to his advantage. Leo knew how to work his mark and as he continued to talk, he could tell she was beginning to feel less threatened.
"Now I would be happy for you to take this but why don't you let me show you the other two," he proposed, sensing he was making progress.
Sarah had indeed relaxed some and was now feeling she was regaining her control. She knew that Leo was playing a game, but it was entertaining, almost comical in a way, and rather than feeling threatened by his actions she felt empowered by her understanding of his intentions.
Unfortunately, there was much that Sarah didn't understand. Leo existed on the fringe of society, vacillating between criminal activity and shady albeit legal business. He had been to prison twice and if Sarah could see beneath his shirt, she would see the prison ink that memorialized those visits. Currently, besides his ownership of the Westside Emporium, he had a minority interest in two bars and a majority interest in a seedy massage spa. Through these ventures, he operated side activities selling drugs and dabbling in prostitution. He could be utterly ruthless in getting what he wanted, which his victims often realized too late.
"Well, if you can do it quickly," Sarah told him, playing the game of control.
Leo's experience told him she was beginning to get cocky, but he didn't mind. In fact, he intended to use it to his advantage at the right time.
Wayne watched the interaction from a distance, wishing he could hear, and marveling at Leo's ability to engage the lovely woman. Five minutes later, Leo had described in detail the workings of the butterfly, a small pen vibrator, and a remotely operated egg that was meant to be inserted in a woman's vagina. He had worked hard to describe them as toys for the husband and wife to use together, and to give the descriptions professionally.
"Which one are you going to go for?" Leo said with purposeful excitement, as any good salesman would.
"I think I'll go with the first one. The butterfly," Sarah replied, using the trade name for the device, and mocking his enthusiasm with her voice.
"A good choice. Would you like to try it out?" he asked.
"Excuse me?" she replied in surprise.
"Yes, I'm suggesting you could try it out before you leave to make sure it's to your satisfaction," he said, waving to the rooms in the rear.
"Uh, no," she answered, suddenly annoyed with his rudeness, "I must be going."
"I understand. It was just a thought. But if that's the case, I suggest you take all three and return the ones you don't prefer," Leo announced with feigned graciousness.
He realized he had pushed too hard, too fast, and was talking rapidly to try to get back in control.
"Never mind, I'll just leave," Sarah said, and started towards the door.
"Please my dear. I would be a lousy businessman not to give my customers choices. Take them and just drop off the ones you don't like. As a favor to me, please. It was an honor having you stop by," he offered, again rushing to move ahead of her and get her to stop at the next counter.



"Okay, thank you," Sarah said, with a sigh while accepting the boxes, as she had decided she would rather just take his offer than argue further.
"My pleasure," Leo responded, and followed her to the door watching her lovely ass along the way. Arriving, he opened it for her and said, "Thank you so much for dropping by. I certainly hope we'll see you again."
"Thank you," she answered, and exited into the parking lot.
Sarah quickly opened the door to the car throwing the contents she held onto the passenger seat, and for some reason, she felt more nervous in the car than she did in the store.
"Wow, that was strange," she thought as she drove away, with her body still trembling from the nervousness and excitement of the experience.
"You just gave her over a hundred bucks worth of stuff!" Wayne said as Leo came up to the counter.
"Shit asshole. That stuff cost me maybe $10 bucks tops. What do you think it's worth if she comes back?" his boss replied, as he started to laugh.
"You think she'll come back?" Wayne asked, a bit in awe of Leo's ways.
"You never know kid, you never know," he answered, as he turned and walked away.
Sarah had calmed down by the time she pulled into her driveway. She was now feeling guilty for going into the store and for taking the gifts offered by the disgusting owner. Going inside, she threw the packages on the kitchen counter vowing to throw them away then poured herself a large glass of wine which she quickly downed.
The wine calmed her nerves and she began giggling at the comedy of the encounter while she poured another glass. Feeling the start of a buzz, she caught herself looking at the packages which held the strange devices. It was so unlike her she thought, but the naughtiness continued to be exciting, and the wine was keeping the "good girl" away.
"What the hell," she suddenly announced as she drained the second glass, "Maybe it's something Copeland would like."
Sarah gathered the packages and went to the bedroom. She took her time undressing then put on her robe before sitting on the bed. The first package she picked up was the small vibrator. It looked simple enough. It was about the size of a high-quality pen, held two batteries, and had three settings. Taking it from the box she examined the plastic and then unscrewed the top finding the location for the battery.
Realizing that all the devices needed batteries, she decided to examine them all first. Fortunately, Copeland was a gadget freak and kept a large supply of batteries in the utility room, which made her fairly certain they had the appropriate sizes.
Sarah next looked at the butterfly. It took a few minutes but reading the instructions and examining the device she learned that it had two leg straps that held a vibrating device against a woman's vagina. It had a control device that held the battery with a wire that connected to the vibrating mechanism.
The last device was an egg which adequately described what it looked like. The device was the size of a small chicken egg with a six-inch wire protruding from one end. It was to be inserted in a woman's vagina, and the illustration on the package showed a man furtively working the remote while the woman reacted in pleasure.
Sarah went to the drawer in the utility room that kept the collection of batteries and found the sizes she needed. Returning she loaded them into each device then decided to start with the pen vibrator. Sarah had never had any sex toys before so she was entirely green on what to expect, and it was with some trepidation that she flicked on the device.
It immediately came to life humming in her hand, which made the young mommy start to giggle recalling her friend's descriptions of their "battery operated boyfriends", and feeling very naughty to be now trying one out. She lay back on the pillow, letting the robe fall open, and holding the vibrator in her right hand, she used her left to spread herself open feeling the wetness already starting from anticipation.
"Ohhh..." she gasped, as the device contacted her nub.
The feeling was so strong that she realized she needed to go slow and build up to any direct contact. She worked the small device along the sides of her smoothly shaved vagina, occasionally touching her labia before finally getting bolder with small insertions. She kept the touches light and the movement rapid, but she could feel herself getting excited and very wet.
"Damn, my friends were right," she said to herself, feeling her body responding.
She began letting the tip brush gently over her clit which made her body jerk in response and forced more gasps from her mouth. She realized her legs had spread wide and her body was writhing a bit on the bed, and as she learned how to use the device, she became more adept with her touches finally moving the setting to medium.
"Ohh... ohh...mmm...this is good," she whined, as she continued her play.
Sarah knew she was close to cumming and with an impressive display of willpower, she stopped the vibrator.
"Well that one's a keeper," she laughed, feeling her body now damp with sweat.
Placing the device on the bedside table, she picked up the egg. The package had recommended using a lubricant to aid insertion, but she was so wet she only needed to rub it up and down her slit once then push gently and it popped inside. Looking down, she could see the wire hanging between her legs, and just for a moment, she thought about her body being invaded by some alien creature. Holding the remote in her hand she selected the low setting and felt a slow vibration inside her body. It was an odd feeling and mildly arousing but nothing like the pen. She stood to see what effect it would have, as the woman on the package was dancing while her lover manipulated the controls. Sarah found it difficult to stand still, and it certainly kept her attention, but it was not that arousing.
"Guess that's a return," she laughed, turning it off and reaching inside to pull out the egg.
Sarah was now eager to get back to the vibrator but decided to try the butterfly quickly to get it over with. She returned to the bed and pulled the straps up her legs adjusting the bands until the vibrating device was snug against its target.
"Ohh... ohh... oh my God!" she exclaimed, as the thing buzzed to life, and quickly realizing she had started on high, she used her shaking hands to turn it down.
It slowed markedly and now felt like she was being pleasurably rocked in a sexual cradle. Sarah closed her eyes and rolled her hips to the wonderful feeling. All the good feelings from the handheld vibrator came rushing back and she found herself on a nice erotic plateau. She thought about staying there, but this night was about experimentation so she flicked the control to medium.
"Mmm... ohhh... ohhh... nice," she declared.
Sarah's realized her hands were now massaging her tingling sweaty body, and soon one hand was kneading her firm breasts while the other was pushing two fingers inside her wet pussy. Her orgasm was rapidly approaching when she remembered the pen vibrator on the night table. After grasping it and turning it too high, she ran it over her sensitive nipples while the butterfly continued to assault her clit.
"Yes, yes...oh yes!" she gasped, as her body moved beyond her control.
As her orgasm washed over her in waves, stronger than anything she had experienced before, she saw Leo at the foot of the bed watching her cum. He was looking down at her with an odd grin and she knew that he knew what she would be doing that night. However, the knowledge that she had been manipulated only seemed to heighten the experience, and she enjoyed the sensations until she became too sensitive, finally using her hand to push between her clit and the butterfly as her fingers were shaking too much to operate the control.
The next day the guilt crept in and Sarah felt ashamed by the whole prior evening; from the visit to the store to the orgasm she had experienced with the toys. She was a conservative married woman, a mother for Christ's sake! Sex was supposed to be shared with her husband as an act of lovemaking. She thought about taking the toys and throwing them away, but just couldn't make herself do it. Deep inside she knew the real issue, the real dilemma, was the powerful nature of the experience.
Sarah worked out hard that day as an act of penance for her behavior. Her normal routine typically lasted an hour, but this one went two and afterward, she did errands then went shopping for the baby. Mid-afternoon, her best friend Kim called, and they decided to go to a movie that evening.
Sarah normally shared everything, or almost everything, with Kim, but this situation was causing so much turmoil in her head that she decided to remain silent for the time being. When she got home after the movie, she called Copeland and got caught up on their day then fell into a fitful sleep while watching TV.
Saturday was more of the same. Sarah tried to find things to keep busy, but was bored and missed her baby. Plus, since she was supposed to have been out of town with her family, all her friends had made plans, so there was nothing to do. Finally, she whined enough that she convinced Kim to meet her for an early dinner. Kim had made a commitment to her husband to be home that evening, so they had to be finished by eight.
Her close friend could tell something was on Sarah's mind, but despite her efforts to ferret out the information, Sarah wouldn't open up. However, Kim's attempts resulted in them drinking a lot of wine, so by the time they left the restaurant, both girls were feeling quite good. When Sarah got home, she poured another glass and sat down to watch TV, and during a break, she went to the bathroom and saw the toys still sitting on the vanity where she had left them. She thought about returning them but decided to stick to her original plan of throwing them away.
"God, anything is better than this," she exclaimed, after watching another mindless show and finishing her glass.
Sarah went back to the bathroom, and after several minutes of looking at the toys with her mind telling her not to do it, she suddenly grabbed the egg and its packaging leaving the other toys alone.
"How am I going to hide them from Copeland?" she thought to herself, as she turned and left.
She grabbed her purse and keys, went out to her car, and fifteen minutes later she was cruising back and forth in front of the adult shop debating whether or not to go in. It was so crazy she thought, certainly the owner didn't really expect her to return the items. Still, the nervousness and excitement were there pulsing through her body like the previous night. She could feel it between her legs too, in a way she didn't completely understand, and the sensations along with the liquor were driving her on against her better judgment.
Finally, she convinced herself that she would walk in and drop off the egg, pay for the vibrator and leave.
"Five minutes at most," she rationalized.
Wayne looked up when the door opened.
"No fucking way," he said to himself.
Sarah was still wearing her clothes from dinner which consisted of a jean skirt that reached mid-thigh with low heels and a sleeveless sweater top. Immediately, Wayne began frantically pushing the buzzer hoping that Leo was in the back office. The shady man looked towards the monitor as a result of his employee's efforts and smiled when he saw Sarah at the counter.
"I want to return this and pay for the other thing," Sarah blurted out nervously, with a slight wine-induced slur.
"What thing?" Wayne asked, stalling for time, which proved unnecessary when Leo walked up.
"Good to see you back!" he said to her with a toothy smile and then asked, "Did you make your decision?"
"Yes, I want to return this and pay for the, uhhh...vibrator," she responded, feeling shame knowing that they now knew she had used the devices, but for some reason, the shame also came with an excitement that made it difficult for her to focus.
"Of course, not a problem. With the discount the vibrator is $10," Leo replied, quoting her a price one-fourth of the tag, "But, before we settle up let me ask a few questions."
"Questions?" Sarah replied with a pained look.
"Yes. You know so I can improve my customer service," he responded.
"Well, I'm kind of in a hurry," she answered, feeling uncomfortable with the direction he was going.
"It won't take long," Leo replied.
"Okay, go ahead," she relented, once more thinking acquiescence was the easiest path.
"Let's step back here," Leo said, motioning towards the back of the store away from Wayne, rightly sensing that she might be more comfortable in a one-on-one discussion.
As Sarah passed, Leo could smell the alcohol on her breath which gave him greater hope that he could talk Sarah into getting dirty. There were two other customers in the store so Leo moved to an aisle that gave them good separation.
"Now it seems like you liked the butterfly and the small vibrator, which are very good selections and quite popular, but can you say what you didn't like about the egg?" Leo asked, phrasing it open-ended on purpose.
"Well, uh, I don't know I just didn't," she answered, feeling herself blush.
"Well, some women feel not knowing when it will be turned on creates erotic anticipation. You didn't find it that way I guess?" Leo asked.
Since she wasn't exhibiting any of the cockiness she had the other night, Leo was unsure of the best way to play her.
"No, well I don't know what you're saying," she asked, confused.
"Did you use it with your husband? With him in charge of the control?" Leo followed.
"Uh, no," Sarah said, giving Leo the answer he wanted to hear.
"Oh, I see. Well, I think you missed the value of the toy," Leo told her.
Sarah actually felt a bit naïve for not understanding the intent of the device and looked down at the floor.
"What about the other toys, did you climax?" Leo asked, deciding to intentionally try to get her more off-kilter.
"What, uh, that's uh none of your business," she answered, stammering for words and looking at him with an attempt at defiance.
What she saw was that grin that had swept through her brain when she had climaxed with the toys, and it shook her, forcing a strange chill to run through her body. In addition, her nipples suddenly grew hard, and she hoped they wouldn't show through the shear bra and top she was wearing. However, Leo did in fact see them through the sweater which further emboldened him.
"Did you climax?" he repeated, his tone now more demanding.
There was a long pause. Sarah opened her mouth several times but nothing came out. She knew he had no right to ask that question, but oddly she felt she needed to answer.
It took her several tries before she answered in a soft voice, "Yes."
Sarah immediately regretted having said anything and felt stupid for answering. She didn't know what had possessed her to share something so intimate with this shady stranger, but Leo wasn't surprised. He had dealt with and manipulated women from across the spectrum, from ladies to prostitutes, and he knew that they were all very similar. Deep down they all wanted sex, but many hid behind a veil of self-imposed respectability. He sensed that Sarah was one of these women and he knew that her return to his store was a sign, a good sign, that somewhere in her head she had an interest. He was going to do his damnedest to exploit it.
"That's very good!" I'm glad my products fulfilled their intended purpose. Did you prefer the small vibrator over the butterfly?" Leo spoke rapidly, trying to keep her off balance.
"Uh, yes...well both really," she stammered.
"Good, good. I have some others I want you to try," Leo replied in an excited voice designed to keep her interest, and before she could speak, he turned and began rummaging the shelves.
Sarah stayed frozen in place. For some reason, she couldn't make herself move, and as she felt her body tense and start to tremble a dull throbbing started between her legs. She knew that beneath her thong she must be very wet and realized that the naughtiness of being in the sex shop, and speaking with Leo about the effects of the toys on her body, was having an effect.
Leo pulled a package from the shelf, brought it to her, and began describing its function. "It's called a rabbit. It's like a combined dildo and vibrator. Of course, this part goes in your pussy, while this part vibrates against your clit at the same time. I'm told it's very effective. You want to try it out in one of the rooms?"
Leo had once more made a strategic error. Thinking he had Sarah in an aroused state, he became less reserved and used bold language in describing the toy. However, it had the opposite effect of what he intended as she was startled back to the reality of the situation.
"You know I don't think so," she replied with clear disdain in her voice.
He knew he had screwed up, but Leo was, if anything, resilient. So, with barely a shrug he replied, "Well it's not for everybody. Let's see what else we have."
The other customers, sensing something was going on, began drifting slowly towards them. Wayne noticed their movements and to Leo's delight, he left his post and nonchalantly moved in their direction blocking the path.
"Well, I just wanted to drop off that thing and pay for the other. I must be going," Sarah informed him.
"A pity that you would leave so soon," Leo replied, showing some desperation for the first time as he realized his fish had thrown the hook, and he searched for some way to reset it.
"It's late," she replied curtly and turned to go.
"Let me give you a parting gift," Leo said quickly, walking to the movie aisle then almost running to catch up to her before she got to the door. He grabbed a pen from near the cash register and wrote on the package before extending it to Sarah, "Here. I've been told this is quite good. After you have a look, text me and let me know what you think."
Sarah took the package then walked outside while Leo held the door.
"Goodnight. Return any time," he said.
"Goodnight," she replied, making the short walk to her car.
Leo was angry with himself for overplaying his hand. In retrospect, he realized he had taken too much comfort in the fact that she had been drinking, and he hoped he would get another chance, but knew the likelihood was low. Giving her the movie was a desperate act, although by then he knew he had nothing to lose. However, if he knew what Sarah was thinking at that moment, he would not have been quite so hard on himself.
Sarah was a bit upset with herself for losing her cool and leaving. Leo's questioning had aroused her, and when he then started describing crudely the new toy it made her anger flash. Once she reacted, she didn't know how to turn back even though she really wasn't ready to leave. For some odd reason, it excited her to be in that seedy situation even though she couldn't explain it, and now, she was just going to go back to a boring empty house.
Even though she knew she would have a hangover in the morning, she poured a drink as soon as she walked in, took it with her to the bedroom, undressed, and put on her robe. She lay back on the bed and turned on the TV then remembered the movie that she had thrown onto the passenger seat of her car. Leaving her drink on the nightstand, she made her way to the garage, collected the film, and returned.
"Neighborhood MILFS" was the name on the box. Sarah knew what a MILF was from conversations with her friends, and although there was no description on the packaging, she suspected she knew what the movie was about.
She had only seen one porn movie in her life and that had been in a hotel room with her husband when they had been married just a few months. Actually, it had been only part of one as Copeland had started making love to her after about fifteen minutes, and by the time they finished the movie had ended. She remembered that she had become somewhat turned on even though the production and acting were poor.



Using her fingernails, Sarah tore off the wrapper and opened the case then went to the TV and put the disc into the machine before returning to bed. The intro was starting on the screen while she arranged the pillows then took a sip of her drink.
She watched as two men, one black and one white, dressed in work coveralls approached a suburban house and rang the bell. A slender blonde woman with large breasts opened it wearing shorts and a halter top and let them in. They started to work on her refrigerator, but in no time, they were all on the couch making out. Sarah watched as they stripped the woman then themselves, and while the black man kissed her the white man began licking between her legs. Soon they had a cock in her mouth and in her pussy, and Sarah marveled at the size of their penises which were much larger than her husband's.
Despite the corny acting, Sarah was getting quite turned on and she jumped from the bed and collected her new vibrator. Turning it to medium, she put the tip on her left nipple while she watched as the men traded the blonde back and forth.
The woman in the film was moaning loudly and getting close to a climax when Sarah began fingering her wet pussy with one hand while guiding the vibrator with the other over her clit. The woman onscreen came first, but Sarah was close behind spreading her legs wide, arching her back, and groaning loudly when it arrived. As soon as the orgasm dissipated, Sarah rolled to her side exhausted and drifted into a half-sleep as the movie continued.
Sometime later she woke and saw that the movie had ended. She turned it off then placed the remote and the vibrator on the table and picked up her phone to check for messages. There were none and she was about to put it down, pull the bed covers down, climb under and go to sleep when she saw the handwritten number on the torn movie packaging. Sarah thought for a moment, then with a wicked grin she typed in the number and wrote out "good movie" before hitting send.
Leo was both surprised and delighted when he saw the text on his phone. This girl likes to play with fire he thought to himself and he wrote a response, "send pics".
Sarah was expecting a reply from Leo, but not what he requested. She knew what he wanted and she recalled several of her girlfriends giggling while telling stories about sending their boyfriends revealing photos. The difference was Leo wasn't her boyfriend. In fact, he was basically a stranger, but something was interesting and exciting about replying to his text. She thought about it for several minutes then sat up, placed the phone about a foot from her chest, and hit the button. There was a blinding flash and when she looked at the screen there was a nice picture of her left breast with the small pink nipple standing up.
"I'll be damn," Leo smiled when he looked at the picture, "Nice tit."
"more," he texted her immediately, but she ignored his request and went to sleep.
Leo knew that it was unwise to push, and he felt good that the fish was back on the hook, vowing that this time he would play it more carefully.
Sarah did in fact wake with a mild hangover, but some coffee and breakfast made it disappear, and by the time her husband and son got home she had washed all her things and hidden her new toys in her closet. She didn't feel as guilty as she feared, and was able to greet Copeland and Justin in a way that didn't provide any hint of her adventures.
Life quickly returned to normal for her and with work and Justin she was so busy that within just a few days she was no longer thinking about the weekend. Leo was thinking about it though, and thinking about her. He knew it would be crucial to get her to engage with him with texts, but he wisely remained patient waiting two weeks before reaching out.
"how are things?" he sent to her during the middle of the afternoon when he knew she was at work.
Sarah didn't recognize the number and it wasn't until she saw the message history that she realized who it was. She cringed for a moment thinking about how crazy it was to have sent the picture, but she rationalized that hers was indistinguishable from most any other breast.
"doing fine, thanks," she responded, after about five minutes.
This started an interaction that went on for weeks mostly initiated by Leo, but also at times by the young wife and mother. Leo made a point of keeping the messages benign hoping that an opportunity would present itself to probe deeper or get flirtier. He still wanted badly to fuck her, but he knew it was going to be difficult and he had to remain patient.
Weeks turned into months and the frequency of texts began to wane. Leo was losing hope, not seeing any path towards moving things forward, and started to think about another bold approach as a last chance effort since he was growing tired of the pursuit. It turned out however that fortune was about to shine on him.
One of Copeland's closest friends had grown up in the country and his parents still lived there on a nice piece of property with horses and cattle. He had a son the same age as Justin and the two men decided that going to the country would make a nice father-son weekend trip. Their plans were to leave on Thursday right after work and return late on Sunday, and although Sarah feigned insult that the wives weren't invited, she in fact was looking forward to a weekend doing things with her friends.
An hour after the boys left, Sarah was on her way to meet Kim and another girlfriend, Angela, for dinner. Angela was recently divorced and as the drinks flowed before and during dinner, they listened to her tales of the life of a young attractive woman back in the singles world. Angela was having lots of sex and to hear her tell it, all good sex, so when she compared it to the routine and infrequent couplings while she was married, it made both Sarah and Kim wonder if they were missing something, although neither dared to speak.
It was ten-thirty when they finally left with plans to go shopping the next day after lunch. The closing conversation had been about the effects of all the sex talk and the plans Angela had to meet one of her new lovers, Kim's return to her horny husband and Sarah's upcoming lonely night.
"Thanks, girls. Y'all are the best," she said sarcastically to roars of laughter from her friends.
Sarah climbed into her car, pausing for a moment wondering whether she should be driving, before starting it up and heading home. She had made it two blocks and was at a stop light when a sudden urge hit her and she reached for her phone.
"what are you doing?" she typed out quickly to Leo.
The sex talk had made her a bit horny, and with her husband and son away she had a strange feeling of freedom.
Sarah was already home when Leo's response came, "still working, you?"
Leo was checking out a strip club he was considering buying, and the loud music had masked the arrival sound of Sarah's incoming text. It was only when he noticed the light flashing on his phone that he retrieved the message and saw it had been sent twenty minutes earlier.
Walking into the kitchen, she paused and replied, "went out with friends but home now"
Leo sensed that there might be more to it than just a casual text. Recalling that the time she had come to the store was when she was alone for a weekend, he decided to probe.
"where is your husband?" she read when the beep indicated a new arrival.
Sarah wondered whether it was wise to answer the question but feeling secure inside her home she typed out, "out of town with our son for the weekend"
As soon as she hit send, she shivered from a rush of nervous energy that swept through her body from the realization that she had just told this coarse man, who in many ways was a predator, that she was alone. She wondered if he would take it that she was available.
A smile crossed Leo's face when he read the message. He had felt that there might be something going on with her and now he had the confirmation. Certainly, she wouldn't have started texting him if she didn't have something in mind, he thought. The question was what was it and how far was she ready to go. Regardless, he knew that this was the chance he had been waiting for and pressed on.
"come to the store," he texted her.
"can't drive been drinking," came a quick reply.
"get a cab," Leo typed and sent in less than ten seconds.
This time there was a break in the rapid texting that lasted for several minutes. He was just about to ask her where she went when a message finally came through, "probably not a good idea"
Thinking a meeting on neutral turf might be more appealing, Leo responded with, "lets meet for a drink"
There was another long break before his phone beeped and he read, "where?"
Leo smiled broadly. Finally, some damn progress he thought. He knew the place he wanted to meet. It was an old-style bar with no fancy accouterments or kids on the wait staff and was dark with small booths that were perfect for intimate conversations. It was also just a few blocks from the shop.
"gaslight lounge on 34th street," he fired off.
Leo was expecting a long wait for a reply so he was surprised when he saw the reply after only a few seconds, "okay"
After she sent the text, she set the phone on the counter and took a deep breath. She knew it was crazy, but she was dealing with a cocktail of confused feelings that included boredom, naughtiness, and a need for adventure fueled by the alcohol she had consumed. The previous time with Leo had been strangely intoxicating, such an exciting departure from the norm, and the fact that she had easily moved back to her wife and mother routine afterward gave her confidence. But even as she reached for the house phone and looked up the taxi number that was kept in the drawer, she debated whether to back out. However, when the dispatcher came on, she heard her voice ordering the car for immediate pick-up.
Leo spoke to the club manager briefly before leaving through the back and jumping in his black Escalade. Even though it was only a fifteen-minute drive, he didn't want to risk her arriving first.
Sarah was still wearing her work clothes having gone to meet her friends directly from the office. She was in a stylish, black pencil skirt that ended four inches above the knee, a white long-sleeved shirt, and low heels. Nestled in the shirt opening were her grandmother's pearls which perfectly accented her graceful neck.
It was forty minutes after the last text when the cab pulled up to the bar. Leo had arrived twenty minutes earlier and had scouted then secured a small booth in a dark corner. On her way to the bar, Sarah once again questioned why she was doing this. She thought about all the men at work that had hit on her. Hell, even some of Copeland's friends had done so, and these men were all educated and professional and would likely come running if she gave them a hint of interest. Thinking about it all, she realized that at least part of what this was about was the departure from her comfortable, staid world.
When Sarah entered the bar, she glanced at the 3-piece band playing a jazz song then saw Leo rising from his seat in the booth. He walked towards her, dressed in dark slacks and a silk shirt like he had worn before, with a mass of dark hair protruding from the open buttons.
"Hello, Sarah. So good to see you," he said, taking her hand in his and caressing it.
"Hello," she replied, her voice cracking as a sudden surge of anxiety engulfed her.
Leo guided her into the booth and instead of sitting across, followed her in on the same side. Sarah scooted further in trying to maintain some space, but Leo trailed until they were positioned at the very back. A waitress appeared as soon as they settled, and they placed their order, wine for her and a whiskey on the rocks for him.
"Well, it's been a while, but I'm glad you could come out," he said to her, knowing she was nervous.
"Thanks. So, what have you been up to?" she answered.
Sarah was indeed very nervous and didn't want it to show, but her forced words were an immediate giveaway.
"Oh, just doing business. Trying to make some money and getting by," Leo replied, intentionally giving a vague answer.
They drank and chatted for the next fifteen minutes on a broad set of subjects including her job, her background, and the local sports scene. However, one subject both stayed away from was Sarah's husband and son. As they talked, she began to relax until she found that she had sunk into the soft padding of the booth so that she was now looking up at the man. It gave her a submissive feeling that caused butterflies to start moving in her tummy.
Leo noticed it too and the change in the look in her eyes. Gone was the defiance, now replaced with a wondering, almost playful look, and he decided it was time for a bold move.
"You know I never thought you gave this a chance and I dropped by the store to get it on the way. Why don't you put it in and I'll show you how it's supposed to be used," he said to her, as his hand reached into his pocket and set the egg on the table.
Sarah's mouth fell open and her eyes got big with her first thought that someone would see the sex device. After several seconds and a deep breath, calm returned and her eyes left the orb and turned to Leo. He was giving her the same silly grin that she had seen when she had fantasized about him while using the vibrator, and she felt her body flush.
"Come on baby. Have some fun," the rough man encouraged, with their eyes still locked.
Seconds went by without speaking and Leo started to think he once again had pushed too much.
"I have to go to the bathroom. This skirt's too tight to do it here," she replied with a grin.
Leo's hand immediately went to her covered thigh and stroked it, "That's fine, baby. Just fine."
He slid out of the booth while helping the young wife and handed her the device. Just as she was turning to leave, he leaned into her and whispered, "Lose the bra, too."
Without responding, Sarah went to the bathroom and locked herself into a stall. She took her skirt down and peed then remained sitting and thinking. What had she gotten herself into? It was fun to play with this rough, vulgar man, but was she going too far? She knew the answer, although she still rationalized that she could leave at any time and find safety at home, just like before.
Slowly, she took the egg and rubbed it along her wet slit watching it slowly disappear. With a gentle push, it was inside and she used a finger to push it into a comfortable place. Standing, she fixed her thong and skirt, feeling the wire against her labia, then took off her shirt to remove her bra. Looking down she was happy to see that the material was heavy enough that it was not possible to see that she was now braless and leaving the stall, she dropped the garment in the trash then primped at the mirror for a minute before returning to Leo.
She had expected him to activate the device as soon as she appeared, but instead, he stood and greeted her, helping her back into the booth where fresh drinks sat on the table. Sarah was nervous with anticipation expecting at any moment to feel the vibration, and Leo, knowing that this was part of the fun, kept the remote out of sight and started chatting with her again. Sitting to her side, he could also see through the opening in her shirt, that her bra was gone which pleased him greatly.
"You know I'm dying to see those breasts in real life after seeing the pic," he whispered softly into her ear.
"I can't...here," she said immediately, giving a teasing smile.
Although she knew she was playing with fire, it was so exciting she couldn't stop.
"Just undo your top button," he instructed, then added, "For now."
With the alcohol helping to fuel the erotic thrill, she hesitated only for a moment before using her fingers to release the button. Leo stared at the opening created that brought to view the swell of her breasts, and just as her hand fell back to her side, he pushed the button on the remote.
"Uhhh..." Sarah grunted in surprise, and her eyes shot to his.
He smiled at her and she smiled back as the device, its faint sound masked by the music, vibrated inside her soft tunnel. Her first reaction was to touch her thighs or lower tummy, somewhere close, but the long, tight skirt didn't allow this. Instead, she was left clenching and releasing her muscles and squirming into the padding of the seat.
"Feels good doesn't it, baby?" he said, with his now trademark grin.
Leo had been right. It was much different when someone else was operating the egg, and with a sensual look in her eyes and her mouth slightly open, she nodded. Suddenly, it stopped and Sarah was left moving her hips seeking out the feeling that had quickly vanished. Looking at him again, she could see he was still smiling, no doubt reveling in the power he held.
During Sarah's ride on the vibrating egg, Leo had put his arm on the back of the seat. Now, he leaned in and with his left hand found the opening in her shirt and inserted his fingers until he found the rigid nipple of her right breast.
"Leo, no!" Sarah gasped, as she suddenly returned to the world of conservative wife and mother.
"Don't worry. No one can see," he answered, thinking this was the motivation for her denial and continued to tease her nipple.
"Look, you need to...uggghhhh..." Sarah started to protest. As the words were leaving her mouth, Leo activated the device again which caught her mid-sentence. Suddenly, the feeling was back with the radiating warmth and all she could do was whine, "Leo...ohhh...mmm..."
Leo moved his stroking fingertips between her breast and nipple, teasing it with a gentle tug and roll. Then, he pushed his hand in further, opening the shirt more, until he could cup and lift her breast with his hand. All the while, Sarah's pelvis moved as if it was trying to dig through the padded seat.
"Do it right Leo, do it right and you'll be riding the beautiful young woman tonight," he coached himself, as he tried to arouse and seduce Sarah.
His fingers went back to her nipple and this time pinched it slowly with just enough pressure to make her stiffen and groan. He released the nub and waited a few seconds and did it again.
"Ohhh...ohhh...mmm..." the low whimpers emerged from her closed mouth, as she fought to keep quiet while she pushed her breast against Leo's hand and squirmed in the seat.
"Baby you're on fire. Let it take you. Go with it. You look so beautiful right now," Leo whispered into her ear.
Sarah was as aroused as she had ever been, but the feeling, while glorious, wasn't completely fulfilling. She wanted to cum and needed to as well, but she knew the egg wouldn't get her there. She turned and looked at him with pleading, begging eyes letting him know that he had won, that she was his if he would just make it happen.
"Let's go, baby," he said sliding out of the booth and pulling her with him. She didn't bother to button her top and Leo left the device buzzing in her pussy while he pulled a $100 from his wallet and flipped it on the table.
Sarah could feel the eyes on her as they walked through the club, but rather than embarrass her it actually turned her on even more. Leo helped her into the Escalade then turned and pulled her to him so he could kiss her hard on the mouth. She returned the kiss with passion while his hand once again snaked inside her shirt and fondled her firm breasts. Leo thought about having her right there, turning her so that her long legs were on the ground and she was bent onto the seat so he could ram into her from behind. But his place was a short drive away, and he relished the idea of having her in his bed where he could keep her for the night.




The drive took only a few minutes and Sarah leaned over the console and held his bicep while he drove, looking at him with her big eyes and silently giving him the message to hurry. Leo pulled into what looked like a small warehouse made from brick and hit a button on his steering wheel which caused a roll-up door to rise. He pulled inside, turned off the key, and moved quickly to collect his prize. Once up a set of metal stairs, Leo unlocked a heavy door and they entered a loft-like space that had been converted to living quarters. He hit several switches and the space was filled with a very low light that illuminated his king-sized bed at the far end.
Both their hands went to the buttons on her shirt and within seconds it was off followed by her skirt. Sarah was left in just her thong and without any prodding, she pushed it down her long legs and off her feet. Leo, still fully clothed, pulled her naked body to him and kissed her deeply while kneading her shapely ass. When they broke, he slid a hand down over her tummy and found her slit then, using the wire, he pulled the still humming egg from her and tossed it onto a stuffed chair.
"Damn, I'm going to enjoy you," he told her, as his hands started working on his clothes.
Sarah stood still and watched as Leo removed his clothes revealing a thick, hairy body with indistinguishable tattoos on his biceps and chest with one on his back that looked like a demon carrying a woman on its shoulders. Unable to look away, she watched as he pushed his boxers over his hips revealing a heavy cock nestled in a deep matting of hair. In fact, it looked like the hair extended halfway up his shaft. Sarah had not seen many penises in her life but she guessed he was about the same length as her husband, but much thicker. The heavy appearance was different than any she had seen before which added to her excitement.
Leo pulled her to him again and kissed her hard on the mouth. To Sarah, their naked bodies now forced together with his body hair teasing her nipples and thighs was a powerful aphrodisiac. It wasn't like she needed much of one though as she had been sloppy wet since the bar.
Leo walked her backward to the bed then pushed her shoulders forcing her to fall. For a moment, he stopped to feast on her beauty and felt his cock stiffen even more in anticipation. Then, he climbed onto the bed, positioned himself on his knees, and pushed her legs wider, but at that moment Sarah had thoughts of her son flash through her brain. In her vision, it was Christmas and along with her husband, they were helping the young child open presents.
"Leo, maybe this isn't a good idea," she said as a wave of guilt swept through her.
Leo had been expecting some reluctance. In fact, he was very surprised he had made it this far without some pushback. However, from experience, he knew that once he got inside a woman their reluctance always evaporated.
"Nonsense," he replied, and knee walked forward forcing her legs further apart.
The rough man took his cock in his hand and began rubbing the fat head along her slit smearing her juices until her whole pussy glistened. The electric feeling his actions produced coupled with the intense visual eroticism resulted in her lust winning out. Really, she rationalized, she was practically being forced, which helped relieve her of responsibility.
"Mmmm...ohhh..." Sarah heard herself gasp when Leo pushed his fat cockhead between her wet lips.
"Yeah, baby. It's going to be a good ride," he said, responding to her sounds.
Leo flexed his hips driving his cock deeper into her tight pussy which brought more cries of passion from Sarah. It took him a good minute to work it completely in so that his thick matting of pubic hair was pushed against her pussy and his balls nestled against her ass. With a sigh of satisfaction, he fell forward onto his elbows so that his entire body was now in contact with hers.
Sarah felt trapped by his body, but it was an intensely pleasurable feeling. When Leo began thrusting into her with a steady, deep pace and his hot breath began to hit her neck she knew she was experiencing something completely different. This wasn't the gentle lovemaking she received from her husband. Instead, she was being fucked hard, taken by this coarse man for his own simple pleasure, and the feeling emanating from between her legs, shooting out in all directions through her body, made it undeniable that she was enjoying it, too.
Leo knew she would be a good fuck, but it was still better than he expected. Her body was responding nicely and he could feel her pussy juicing making it easier to go deep. When he felt the small nipples that crowned her luscious breasts scraping against his chest, his cock stiffened even more.
"You like this?" he asked, already knowing the answer but wanting to hear her say it.
"Yes," came a faint, whispered reply.
"Louder baby. I can't hear you," he demanded.
"Yes," Sarah answered, this time in a clear voice.
"Good. I want you to like it. Now, tell me to fuck you. Say fuck me, Leo," he demanded, wanting to push her sensibilities. When there was no response after several seconds, he commanded again, "Say it, baby. Say fuck me, Leo."
"Fuck me, Leo," Sarah answered, and he felt a quick shiver in her body as the words left her mouth.
Hearing her say the words excited him too and he started moving even faster lifting up with his hips at the end of every thrust to hit her clit. He felt her legs, which had been at his side, circle his waist, and her hands which had been on his shoulders drifted down until one was on the small of his back and the other was holding his ass.
"Say it again," Leo grunted between thrusts.
"Fuck me, Leo," she spat out without hesitation, and her hips started pushing back into him.
Leo took his right arm and looped it under her left leg opening her further then lifted himself on the other until he was resting on his elbow. In this position, he could drive into her and watch her face as they fucked. Her eyes were squeezed shut with tension in her brow and her mouth was partly open. Overwhelmed by the pure sexual look she was giving, he leaned down and kissed her, pushing his tongue into her mouth and receiving hers back lustily.
"Fuck me, Leo. Fuck me good. Ohhh...Leo," Sarah cried out without prompting, as soon as their kiss broke.
He knew she had never experienced sex like this and he wanted to make it memorable. He wanted her to be thinking about this encounter days, weeks, and months later so that she would want more, need more, and be ready to visit him when he called.
"You're the best fuck I ever had," Leo grunted then slowed, unable to keep the torrid pace which brought a whine of disappointment from the young wife.
She had felt herself building towards something special and now it was drifting away. Fortunately, Leo didn't let her dwell long as he took her arms and pushed them over her head, holding her hands in his. In this position, stretched and bound, she felt out of control which brought a fresh wave of excitement rushing through her body. Leo's moves, now slower but still deliberate, quickly took her back to the special place, and soon she felt heat building between her legs and an electric tickling sensation began to grow and spread throughout her body. When it hit her nipples, it became too strong to hold inside.
"Ohhh, Leo... almost...almost there...please don't stop," she begged shamelessly.
Leo concentrated on giving her a steady, consistent rhythm then said once more, "Say what you want, baby."
"Fuck me, Leo. Fuck...ohhhh...ohhhh...oh God...please...oh please!" she cried out loudly, as her orgasm hit.
Leo rode her through the release, feeling her body pulse and her pussy throb against his thick cock.
Sarah had never experienced anything like it. First, stars exploded before her eyes quickly followed by a series of strong spasms that wracked her body. Then she began to float most amazingly like she was on a soft cloud that was gently massaging her and bringing her deep satisfying pleasure.
When she finally came back to the moment, she could feel Leo still moving deliberately inside her and when she opened her eyes, she could see by the contorted look on his face that he was very close to cumming.
Watching his new conquest experience a huge climax and feeling her pussy milk him had pushed him forward, but he wanted the orgasm to be completely through her before he released, so with gritted teeth, he had held back. Now, it was time to let go and he hoped that she was not on any birth control, as thoughts of inseminating the pretty woman took him to the edge of control.
"Can't hold it. Can't..." he grunted, and when he felt Sarah's fingernails lightly glide down his back, it was too much and he exploded, "Oh fuck, baby. Fuck yeah! Take it baby...take it all."
His movements quickly lost rhythm and Sarah could feel his cock throbbing against her opening letting her know that he was releasing his semen into her married pussy. With a last, deep push, Leo held tightly against her for several seconds and then collapsed onto her sweaty body. Together they struggled to catch their breath, while they remained connected.
When Leo rolled off of her, Sarah experienced a momentary feeling of emptiness that made her squeeze her legs together. She felt his arm encircle her and pull her back against his hairy chest and his hand went to her breasts. She could feel his lips softly kissing the back and side of her neck which made her purr.
"Damn that was good. I haven't come that hard in forever. I think yours was big, too," he said in a soft voice.
Sarah didn't respond and now that it was over her lust was rapidly evaporating as guilt crept in. She thought of Copeland and Justin and realized she was now a cheat, a dirty adulteress. The thought was overwhelming, and she suddenly felt trapped like an animal, desperately wanting to retreat to the safety of her home.
"I need to go. Please let me go," she blurted out while trying to work her way out of his tight embrace.
"No, baby. You're staying the night," he replied.
His words weren't loving or angry, rather they were just stated matter-of-factly.
"Really, I have to. Please let me up," she answered, now fighting him harder.
"Be still," Leo commanded and pulled her harder against him.
Sarah knew she couldn't fight him, so she quit struggling deciding to wait until he fell asleep to sneak out. However, the drinks, the sexual workout, and the emotional energy she had expended had tired her and she was the first to drift off.
Sometime later, she awoke from Leo's manipulation of her body. With two fingers, he explored along the outside of her pussy while occasionally dipping inside. Despite the tingling sensation he was creating, she tried to resist at first by closing her legs.
"No more. I've had enough and I...I need to go," she pleaded.
Leo ignored her request, pushed her legs back open, and rolled on top of her.
"I was waiting for you to come to life," he whispered, ignoring her state.
She realized how wet he had made her when the head of his cock penetrated her easily.
"No, please," she implored him, but instead of stopping he pushed in deeper, and then he took her ass in his hands, and with a firm thrust, he went balls deep.
"Love your pussy, baby," he said as he started moving slowly.
At first, Sarah was able to keep herself detached from Leo's efforts but the relentless assault of her snug opening by his thick shaft soon drew her in, and as soon as she gave a little the floodgates opened. It only took a few minutes until she was once again moaning in time to his thrusts.
Leo rolled onto his back, never losing the connection with his new prize, and pulled her on top. She was surprised to find herself suddenly upright, on display, and looking down at her lover, but with his hands guiding her hips she began to rock against his hardness. Leo enjoyed the view he had of her almost perfect breasts and sexy undulating tummy. Plus, her disheveled hair gave her a lusty, wanton look that was quite different than the norm.
It didn't take long for the magical feelings in Sarah's pussy to take over and she began to move faster. Leo watched as she worked herself into a sexual frenzy until in a series of loud cries she came once again then collapsed onto his chest. For a time, he tried to continue to thrust into her but soon gave up and contented himself with holding her body against his while he stroked her hair.
The morning light was streaming through the gaps in the curtains when Sarah woke to the sound of movement in the loft. Finding herself alone, she assumed it was Leo that was making the noise, so she was shocked when a small, elderly Asian lady appeared at the foot of the bed.
"You get up...you go. You go now," the lady said to her in a loud voice, while waving her arms.
Surprised and frightened, she pulled the bed sheets up to her neck and held them tightly while wondering what was going on with the strange woman. The old woman continued her tirade telling Sarah to go and suddenly pulled on the sheet ripping it from Sarah's hands and stripping it from the bed until the young wife was left naked. Frantically, she tried to use her hands to provide some cover.
"Stop it! Leave me alone," she yelled at her.
"Mr. Leo want you to go. You get clothes on and leave now," she told Sarah, picking up her clothes from the floor and throwing them onto the bed.
She reached for her things, but evidently wasn't moving fast enough for the Asian woman who stepped closer, took her by the arm, and began pulling her off the bed.
"Stop, damn it!" Sarah cried out in anger.
"Mimi it's okay," Leo's voice called out from behind the old woman, and Sarah looked behind her to see him standing naked with a smile on his face.
Mimi turned and looked at him, showing no surprise at his nudity, then left, going past him as she wandered to another part of the loft.
"What was that about?" Sarah demanded, angrily.
"That's my housekeeper Mimi. She's a tad too possessive," he chuckled.
In fact, he had trained Mimi to run off the women she found in his place after he had gone. Mimi had been unaware that Leo was in the bathroom and that Sarah wasn't one of his standard skanks.
Sarah had continued to try and put on her clothes, but Leo wasn't ready yet for her to go just yet. She was on her back in the bed about to put her feet through her skirt when he took the garment in his hand and began a tug of war with her before finally getting it away.
"I need to go," Sarah said in a firm voice. Her guilt had come back again and Mimi's interference had insulted her. But she could tell by Leo's half-hard cock, the look in his eye, and his grin that he wanted more sex.
"One more time, baby," he told her.
"No Leo. No way," Sarah replied, but already he was climbing on the bed.
"I'll make you feel good," he said as he took hold of her legs.
"Please no. That woman's here!" Sarah tried again, but Leo completely ignored her pleas as he spread her legs and moved between them, and he used his fingers to test her slit, pleasantly surprised to find it slick.
"Ummm...uhhh...." Sarah moaned seconds later as Leo inserted his thick cock in her for the third time, and while there was some soreness, there was also the same amazing feeling of fullness she had experienced before.
It wasn't long before she had her hands on his shoulders and her legs wrapped around his waist. Her reluctance and embarrassment when they started had made her think there was no way she would be able to climax. However, it was beginning to feel very good, and the tingling in her nipples and groin made her wonder. Leo had his head buried in her neck as he concentrated on the mating and he would occasionally nibble on her ear. His hot breath hitting her neck made it all seem very raw, but also very erotic.
Suddenly, she caught a movement in her peripheral vision, and lifting her head slightly she saw Leo's maid had returned.
"Leo, your maid is watching!" Sarah said in shock.
"It's okay. She doesn't care," he replied and continued his rutting.
At first, Sarah felt embarrassed and she closed her eyes to block out the sight of the old woman. But, when Leo raised up on his arms and began pushing deeper, she looked up to see him staring intently into her face while the maid swept the floor just a few feet away. It was all so sordid, but it lit some strange, unknown fuse in the young wife and mother.
"Ohhh...ohhh...Leo..." she moaned loudly, as something in her now wanted the maid to know how good it felt.
"That's it, baby. Tell me how good it feels," he encouraged.
Sarah was about to respond when suddenly her lover pulled out without warning, used his hands to roll her to her knees, and then quickly took her from behind.
"Ohhh...mmm...ohhh..." Sarah whined when he entered.
She loved the position although her husband, always the gentleman, rarely wanted to make love that way and Sarah was too timid to request it. Leo wasn't a gentleman at all and intuitively knew what women needed.
"Now we can get serious," he grunted and holding her hips began to move powerfully.
"Ohhh...yes...ohhh...ohhh...it feels good..." Sarah cried out.
Reveling in the wonderful feelings, she dropped her head to the mattress and gripped the sheet tightly.
"You ready to cum?" Leo asked between breaths.
"Yes..." Sarah whimpered in response.
"Tell me, baby. Tell me what you want," he demanded.
"I want to cum...let me cum...please..." she whined.
Leo's movements went into overdrive and he started thrusting like a jackhammer. It immediately created a wet slapping sound between their bodies and Sarah felt the telltale tingling starting to build. Seconds, just seconds more was all she needed and then it happened. The tingling turned to pulses that swept throughout her body with a special focus on her pussy and nipples.
"Awwwhhhh....fuck...fuck me! Oh God fuck me," the young mother cried out and pulled even harder on the sheet.
It felt so good, and it immediately drained all her strength requiring Leo to hold her by her hips to keep her from falling forward. He kept the motion as best he could against her limp body then finally let her go, but stayed connected and continued to fuck her while she lay prone.
"Here it comes baby. Here it comes. Hope you're on the pill," he grunted in time with his thrusts then he pushed deep and held himself completely inside her as he let out a loud roar.
Leo collapsed on her back and she could feel his heaving chest struggling to catch up. She felt strangely satisfied that he had climaxed inside her and she squeezed her muscles a few times to milk his heavy cock, which brought a contented sigh from him.
Opening her eyes, she saw Mimi looking down at her from the edge of the bed, and it dawned on her that she was looking at her wedding ring. She knew she was being judged, and once more pangs of guilt started to form, but somehow the aftermath of the amazing climax managed to hold them at bay.
Leo tried to get her to stay and even offered to drive her home when she insisted on leaving. But she was adamant about taking a cab, so thirty minutes later she allowed him to kiss her fully before she took the few steps from his door to the waiting car.
She hadn't had the opportunity to clean up much and she knew she looked a mess and probably smelled of sex. So, she wasn't surprised when the Indian cab driver repeatedly looked at her in the mirror as they drove. Her mind went to her college days where her friends would laugh about the "walk of shame". How ironic she thought that her first experience at it was as a wife and mother.
Sarah headed straight for the bath. She peeled off her clothes and when she got to her thong she was appalled at the sodden mess. There was a creamy viscous fluid that she knew was Leo's semen that ran the length of the material, and more was still draining from her slit. Pubic hair was mixed in with the mess, and when she looked at her body, she could see Leo's body hair clinging to her from neck to waist.



Once the tub was full, she lay back in the hot water and soaked, hoping it would relieve her sore and throbbing pussy, while she recalled events. After showering to make sure the hair was off her body and the tub was clean, she slipped on a t-shirt and crawled into the comfort and safety of her bed for some much-needed sleep.
She was able to sleep about five hours, to mid-afternoon but when she awoke, she immediately went into a panic. The reality of everything finally hit home and with it came continuous waves of embarrassment, humiliation, and regret. She spent an hour bouncing off the walls before she decided she needed to call her friend, Kim. Picking up her phone, she could see there were five missed calls, all from Kim.
"Girl, we were supposed to go shopping. What happened?" Kim launched on her in mock outrage.
"Oh, Kim. Something...something..." she started, but the emotion hit her full force and she started sobbing.
"Sarah? Are you okay? What's wrong?" her friend asked, deeply concerned.
"I'm okay. I just need to talk," she was able to compose herself enough to say.
"I'm on my way," Kim instantly responded.
Twenty minutes later the doorbell rang and Sarah met her friend. She had put on flannel sweatpants with her t-shirt, and her eyes were red from crying.
"Sweetie, talk to me," Kim said, guiding her friend to the living room couch.
"Oh, Kim. I did something horrible. I'm so ashamed. I really just don't know..." she started, but then stopped and looked at the floor.
"Sarah, go slow and take your time. I find it impossible to believe you did anything that bad," her friend responded, as of all the girls in the circle, Sarah was the one everyone looked to as the purveyor of good manners and charm.
"I'm sorry, I just can't," Sarah answered, and started to whimper again.
Kim got up and went to the kitchen. She knew from experience where the wine was kept and she opened a new bottle of Chardonnay and returned with two large pours. At first, Sarah didn't want any wine, and Kim didn't push letting her friend find the way she wished to communicate. They awkwardly talked about various things, but after almost an hour Sarah reached for the wine glass. As soon as it was empty, Kim refilled it and Sarah was partly through it when, with a deep sigh, she spoke.
"God Kim. What have I done?" she asked her friend, with a pained look.
"Tell me when you're ready," Kim answered.
More time went by, then Sarah looked at her friend with wet eyes and said, "Kim, I had sex with another man."
To say that Kim was stunned was a massive understatement. Sarah and Copeland's marriage was "the" relationship. It was always held up as perfection, a beautiful couple with a lovely child living in a great home. She fought hard to maintain her composure knowing her friend really needed her.
"Sarah are you serious?" then thinking about the silliness of her question she added, "Tell me what happened, but take your time. We have all night."
Sarah tried several ways to tell it but each time it just made things confusing so she finally went back and started from the beginning, giving her friend a chronological explanation that ended with them sitting on the couch.
Kim was surprised and shocked by the description, but there was something else too, the utter disbelief that her friend had it in her. She was much more worldly than Sarah, but even for her, it was quite out there. It wasn't like she had a surreptitious rendezvous with one of the husbands in their group. That, she could understand since it was clear all of them wanted her. Instead, Sarah's encounter or encounters had been very base and sordid with a man, by her description, from the fringes of society, and her intuition told her there was something psychological in play, too.
The good news for Sarah was that Kim was truly a good friend, and at that moment she wanted nothing more than to ease her pain. So, making sure to choose her words carefully, she started to ask questions.
"Sarah, you're sure it wasn't rape?" it was a confirming question and from the description, it didn't sound like rape, but she felt she needed to ask.
"No, it wasn't," she replied, looking at her feet.
"You're on the pill, right?" she asked, to confirm as well.
"Yes," Sarah answered, looking up.
"Sarah, I'm going to suggest we go to one of those walk-in clinics and get you tested for STDs. Hopefully, they can do the tests on Saturday, but you need that behind you as quickly as possible," Kim said.
"Now?" Sarah asked.
"Let's do it now then we can come back and talk," her friend pushed, and fifteen minutes later they were headed towards a place they had located on the internet.
"Honey, I'm going to spend the night with Sarah. Copeland's out of town and she's lonely," Kim announced to her husband while they drove and after a pause, she added, "Yes, everything is okay. Love you."
Sarah was pleased she had her best friend for the night, and she said in a soft voice, "Thank you."
It took them an hour at the clinic, and Kim had to warn off the doctor when he tried to give a lecture on unsafe sex. They were told the results would be back the following Tuesday, but that she needed to come back in a month for another AIDS test.
Back at Sarah's house, they settled on the couch and returned to the subject at hand.
"Are you and Copeland doing okay?" Kim asked.
It was a question she had wanted to bring up for a while, but only now did she think Sarah was ready for it.
"Yes. Well, I mean I think so. I mean...well are we if I did this?" she replied in confusion.
"One thing at a time sweetie. What I'm asking is if you were fighting, and were you having sex?" Kim queried.
"No on fighting and yes to sex," Sarah replied, and Kim sensed that the non-judgmental discussion was helping to strengthen her friend.
"Do you have a fantasy about naughty sex? I mean there is a girl I know who fantasized about black guys. It just ate on her until she had to try," she explained.
"No, I don't think so. It all started so...well not innocent I guess but without any...purpose...or idea of cheating," Sarah answered.
"Why did you go to the bookstore the first time?" Kim asked.
Sarah was quiet for a few seconds as if collecting her thoughts then spoke, "I was just so bored. I was by myself and I just wanted to get out and do something. And, well Copeland and Justin being gone. I felt like I could...you know. I could be a bit adventurous and no one would ever know."
"That sounds like thrill-seeking behavior," her friend replied.
"Maybe. I mean I know I had butterflies," she answered, looking down at the floor.
"You should have gone parachuting," Kim retorted.
"It was dark," Sarah shot back, and they both started laughing.
The alcohol was helping, but so was Kim's counsel and she was pleased to see her friend calming down.
"How was the sex?" Kim asked when the laughter died.
"What do you mean?" Sarah responded, instantly stiffening.
"You know what I mean. Answer," her friend demanded.
"Good," she replied and began fidgeting. Kim sensed there was more, but stayed silent until she spoke again, "It was awesome."
"Okay honey. Let me summarize. You got bored and went a little wild. But at least you didn't sleep with one of your friend's husbands. Now you can forget it and move on and no one will ever know. My advice is to forget it. You'll have an interesting memory when your sixty," Kim counseled.
There was silence in the room for almost a minute before Sarah spoke.
"Kim, am I a bad person?" Sarah asked, looking very vulnerable.
Kim scooted next to her and put her arm around her shoulder. "No honey. You're a wonderful person. The best I know. But you definitely got your freak on."
"Kim!" Sarah squealed and hit her friend on the leg.
"Don't worry. I'm actually jealous," she replied, with some sincerity.
"What do you mean?" Sarah asked.
"Sweetie, that was one wild adventure. Who wants to grow old and gray with no adventures?" Kim answered.
"Should I tell Copeland?" she asked.
"No! This is a secret we are both carrying to the grave," her friend replied, adamantly.
The girls continued to drink and talk becoming completely hammered in the process. Just barely able to make it to bed, they slept till almost noon before Kim left so Sarah could prepare for the return of her family.
The boys showed up just after two, and she took her son in her arms for a big hug then kissed and hugged Copeland. For the next hour, she listened while they described their weekend and all the fun they had. When Copeland asked about her weekend, she dismissed it as uneventful but did say that Kim had spent the night in case the subject ever came up.
Copeland wanted to make love that night and she felt guilty when she put him off with an excuse about having a difficult period. She felt even worse when she realized she could still feel soreness in her pussy caused by the hard fucking she had received from Leo.
The tests came back negative on Tuesday, and after getting reassurances from Kim that AIDS was not a realistic issue, she let Copeland make love to her that night. It was loving and gentle as always and she embraced that feeling like it was a special safe spot.
That same night, while Sarah was with her husband, Leo was in bed too. Unlike her, he was alone, but she was part of his evening as on his 70" TV a replay of their time in bed was showing while he stroked his hairy cock. He knew that she was very likely going through a period of guilt and that the best course of action, at least in the near term, was to leave her alone and give her space. He was counting on the fact that she likely had the best sex of her life as captured on his hidden cameras. But the timing would prove to be everything.
Days turned to weeks and then months for Sarah and along the way her guilt dissipated along with her fear of contact from Leo. She surmised that he had gotten what he wanted and moved on, and while it was relieving at first, over time a pang of disappointment developed as a woman doesn't want to be so easily forgotten.
Once Sarah got her feet back under her, Kim began an incessant teasing of her friend. When they were out, Kim would make a point to pick out some seedy-looking guy and ask Sarah if he was hot. Sarah always took it good-naturedly, but it did act to remind her of the sex with Leo.
What Kim didn't know was that she now found herself comparing sex with Copeland to what she experienced with Leo. One was loving, gentle, and respectful, exactly what she had been brought up to believe was the right thing. The other was raw, urgent, and physical, not meant for a respectable lady, but regardless, the remembrance played incessantly in her head. She wanted so badly for her husband to push her down, force himself upon her and take her hard, but she knew that it would never happen. Nor could she explain her desires to him because in the process of doing so the whole idea would be defeated. Still, she was mostly happy and if she had to keep a secret masturbatory fantasy to herself then so be it. So, Sarah concentrated on being a good wife, mother, and friend.
It had been almost four months since their night together and Leo had stayed true to his conviction of not reaching out to Sarah. He had held out a small hope that she would take the initiative, but it never happened. It was a Thursday evening and he was at home when he came across the video of their coupling which brought the young wife to the forefront of his mind. He debated the issues of texting her before finally deciding he had nothing to lose.
"hey there. how have you been?" he sent, choosing the most innocuous message he could think of, and while Sarah heard the beep, it was thirty minutes later before she picked up her phone and retrieved it. After a quick glance, she immediately deleted the message.
She wondered what had prompted him to contact her after all this time. Probably drunk and horny she thought, although in her process of passing judgment she realized she was thinking of him, which both scared and annoyed her.
The phone beeped again and she tried to ignore it but just a few minutes later she was collecting the message, "just checking to make sure you are doing okay. let me know."
"doing fine," Leo read the response on his phone, and although it wasn't much, it was better than nothing.
"look I kept from contacting you because I knew you needed some space. but I have been thinking about you every day. our time was very special to me. I hope for you too," he hit send, hoping his words would connect.
Sarah read the message and put her phone down. It wasn't at all what she had expected from the rough man, and she found herself aimlessly piddling about the house while her mind churned.
"Mommy, can I have some ice cream?" Justin asked in his sweet voice.
"Sure honey," she replied and headed towards the fridge.
"Sarah, it's after eight. I thought the rule was no sweets after eight?' Copeland asked from his spot in front of the TV.
"Well, just this one time," she answered, realizing she had been distracted.
The young wife put a small dish in front of her son then went to the phone.
"not a good idea to communicate. sorry," she typed and sent.
Leo read the message and was disappointed, but knew it had been a long shot. He thought about sending her a clip of their time in bed, and while not ruling it completely out, he decided to wait a few weeks and try again first.
"understand," he sent to Sarah in reply.
Leo let three weeks go by then, while sitting at the strip club he had acquired having a drink, he decided he would give it another shot.
"you doing okay?" he fired out.
"'fine...how are you," came the reply, less than a minute later.
Surprised but encouraged, he started to think about what tact to take. What he didn't know was that Sarah had been thinking about their past exchange and wondering if he would in fact try again. It scared her that he was out there still trying to communicate, but in the pit of her tummy remained a small kernel of excitement. For some strange reason, she wanted to be wanted by him.
"fine too. been busy with work and things. tell me what's new," he answered, intentionally being vague.
"Who are you chatting with?" her husband asked when the phone beeped.
"Just Kim," Sarah answered, and a little wave of guilt tinged with naughtiness swept through her.
"nothing really new. work and family," Sarah responded.
"okay well just saying hello. take care," Leo answered quickly.
His message and timing were purposefully planned to surprise her, which they did. Sarah looked at the text, surprised that he wasn't being more aggressive.
"bye," she sent, not knowing what else to say.
Leo was happy and proud that he had established contact in a positive way and been the one to terminate the exchange. He knew women and he correctly surmised that Sarah was wondering why he had ended their chat.
He waited two weeks and then once again started a seemingly innocent exchange that ended after just a few messages. What he was trying to do was establish that interaction with him was not something to be feared, and he felt he was making good progress. He repeated the same process several more times until they reached the point that they were conversing via text every few days.
Still, the conversations had been tame with no attempt by him to get her to meet. Initially, Sarah felt that it was a ruse and he would make a play for sex, but with each passing conversation, she thought she had been wrong and that maybe he truly did care about her.
Their frequent texting went on for several months with Leo trying to find an opening to make a play. Unfortunately, no opportunity presented itself, and if Sarah was being left alone for the weekend like previous times, she was keeping it to herself. Still, for her, he would be patient, and the texts only took a few minutes anyway.
"what are you doing?" Leo recognized it as the exact same text he had received from Sarah months before which had led to their night of fucking, and since it was a Friday night and almost ten o'clock, he instantly became hopeful.
"at the club. you?" he replied quickly.
"out with a friend," Sarah answered.
In fact, she was out with Kim and after a lot to drink had admitted to her that she had been texting Leo. It was Kim that had goaded her into sending the message.
"boy or girl?" came the reply which made the two women giggle.
"girl," she answered.
"send me a pic," Leo responded with his own laugh.
It was less than a minute later when his phone buzzed, and opening it he saw a picture of Kim from the shoulders up. Unlike Sarah, she was blonde and looked a bit heavier. Still, she was a woman that most men would gladly be seen with, and in the picture, she was giving a devilish smile which told Leo that Sarah had explained their situation.
"very nice. up for a drink?" he asked, deciding to push his luck.
After fifteen minutes with no response, Leo had about given up when a text came in with the message, "same place?"
What he didn't know was the delay was caused by the time it took for Kim to arrange with her husband to stay the night at Sarah's. The story her friend had told her months ago had intrigued her and she was dying to meet the man that had rocked pretty little Sarah's world.
"okay. should I bring the egg?" Leo sent back, now greatly enjoying how things were shaping up.
"bring two," hit his phones which made him laugh hard and he thought things might indeed turn out very interesting.
Looking over Sarah's shoulder, Kim squealed then hit her arm when she saw what her friend sent as she knew the story and realized the not-so-subtle message. She wondered if he would take it seriously and what trouble they were getting into. Certainly, she had been teasing and goading Sarah, but now her close friend seemed to be taking off.
"will do," came the reply.
"it will take us an hour," Sarah informed him, and they signaled for the check from the waiter in the small bistro.
They were going to take their cars to Sarah's then take a cab like before to the bar.
"see u then," Leo answered, and both parties started putting things in motion to make the rendezvous.
Leo quickly finished up a few things at the club then swung by the store where he found the egg in a drawer then grabbed another from the rack and picked up some batteries from the front. He was very doubtful that she had been at all serious about the eggs, but he was damn sure going to be ready just in case. He made the club in forty-five minutes and was glad he did because just five minutes later he spotted Sarah walking with Kim.
Both girls were wearing simple sundresses, and after spotting him they made their way to the small booth he had staked out even deeper in the shadows than before.
"Leo this is Kim," Sarah said nervously. but expecting some awkwardness he extended his hand confidently and shook hers as if it was a business meeting.
The rough man extended his hand confidently and shook the woman's hand as if they were at a business meeting, then they climbed into the booth with Sarah in the middle. The waitress arrived and they quickly placed their order.
Leo could tell they had been drinking and were clearly feeling no pain. It pleased him because he thought that with her friend with them it would allow a less stilted interaction. In fact, there was some shyness and Leo had to work to keep the conversation going at first, but after the drinks arrived the girls became more engaged. Soon they were having a lively discussion, and Kim wanted to know about him so he spent some time answering her questions, while asking his own as well.
Leo quietly placed his hand on Sarah's thigh and was pleased that she accepted it with no reaction. Slowly, he kneaded her firm flesh through the thin fabric of her dress, and after several minutes, he became emboldened, found the hem, and began moving his fingers beneath the dress.



Other than becoming a bit less involved in their conversation, Sarah exhibited no negative reaction to his play. In fact, he felt her shift in the seat in such a way that opened her thighs, which brought a smile to his face. Slowly, knowing it was a difficult challenge, Leo teased Sarah's inner thigh with his fingertip in a slow circular motion.
"Do you and Kim want to come back to my place?" Leo asked after they had been drinking for an hour. He could sense in Sarah a desire as well as a fear so he suggested, "Talk it over with your friend while I go to the bathroom."
Leo was not a man that fawned over women. He liked Sarah, enjoyed their interactions, and thought she was an excellent fuck, but he wasn't going to act like a teenage schoolboy and beg to be with her. If she didn't want to come over, his phone was filled with dozens of good-looking women that would be there in short order, so he relieved himself in the bathroom then returned to the table.
"What are we doing ladies?" he asked, as soon as he arrived.
"We're going to go home. It's late," Sarah announced.
As she spoke, Leo could see in her eyes a desire and figured it was Kim pushing the decision. Regardless, he wasn't going to play games.
"Yeah, it's late. I'll get a cab for y'all," he replied.
Leo called for the check and asked the waitress to get a taxi. Minutes later it was paid and they were standing just outside the door waiting for the car.
His instincts had been right about Kim, as she had counseled her friend that, although it had been an interesting evening, she would be far happier with herself in the morning if they headed home. Sarah had made a feeble plea to at least see his place and have a drink, but Kim remained firm and finally convinced her to go.
"I can't with Kim," Sarah whispered quickly to Leo when her friend had stepped away to check her phone.
"Hey, no worries I understand," he answered, showing complete indifference.
The car came about five minutes later and, after the goodbyes, the girls went to leave, but they stopped at the taxi door and began an animated conversation that lasted several minutes. Finally, they broke and Sarah looked towards Leo and said, "We'll come over for a little while."
Leo stepped forward and gave the driver $20 then directed the girls to his SUV. They climbed in with Sarah in the front and drove, mostly in silence, to Leo's loft. Soon, they were in front of the rising door, and seconds later Leo had pulled into the parking place.
"I told you it was a cool place," Sarah said to her friend when they had climbed the stairs to the living area.
Leo immediately went to the bar, poured two glasses of wine and a whiskey, and handed out the drinks. Even with the wine, the girls showed some nervousness as they moved to the large leather couches. Leo took a remote from the coffee table and with a push of a button, jazz began playing.
He sat at one end of the sofa, with Sarah in the middle and Kim at the other end, and while they chatted and sipped their drinks, Leo tried to figure out how to get around the cock block of Kim. He liked a challenge, as it made things interesting, and although he knew it would be difficult with these uptown women he wasn't about to give up.
The good news was they were both hammered. They had clearly been drinking a lot earlier, then with the drinks at the bar and what they were now sipping, he knew they were far past tipsy. It wasn't long before the girls were ready for a refill, and he was pleased to see that they appeared completely relaxed. Even Kim, who he had worried would remain nervous and pester her friend to leave, was showing no outward signs of distress.
Standing to refill their glasses, he had a sudden inspiration. "Hey, while I grab the drinks why don't y'all take care of these."
He dropped the two eggs on the table and quickly turned. Behind, him he heard the girls gasp, and then Sarah began to giggle. His hope was that Sarah would take the bait and somehow get her friend to follow suit, so he took his time giving the girls several minutes alone. Within the loft, areas were only separated by partitions and he was able to hear an ongoing conversation although he couldn't make out the words.
When he returned with the glasses, he was excited to see that both devices were missing from the table. The girls were quiet and Leo handed out the drinks then took his seat and started a discussion about the local football team, watching closely as Sarah and Kim shot furtive glances at each other. It was a good sign, a very good sign, but Leo wanted to build suspense. Slowly, after a few minutes of chatting, he slid his hand into his pocket unseen until he found one of the remotes.
"Huh! Uhhh..." Kim gave a startled squeal, while her legs slammed together and she writhed on the couch.
He let Kim be the center of attention, and all eyes were on her as she regained some composure and tried to calm her body. However, her eyes had a fiery look and he could see she was biting her lower lip.
"God Kim, you look...ohhh...Leo!" Sarah cried out when he started the orb in her pussy.
He had purposefully cut her off before she could tease her friend. Unlike Kim, Sarah was used to the effects, and she pulled her legs under her on the couch and started making soft purring sounds while she impishly looked at the others.
Watching her, Leo realized that she was his and had been since they fucked. He now knew that in all the ensuing months he could have been fucking her regularly with just a little pushing. But, no point in being upset over that as he was going to have her tonight for sure, and with luck maybe a threesome.
"Come here baby," Leo said to Sarah while standing.
There was just a moment of hesitation before she stood and walked to him. He put one arm around her waist, landed his hand on her ass, and took her hand with the other. With the soft buzzing in the background, he moved slowly to the jazz music with the young wife and mother. Over her shoulder, Leo saw Kim reach underneath her short dress.
"Leave it there," he spoke firmly to Kim. Startled at being caught, she quickly pulled her hand away and leaned back into the couch. A few seconds later, Leo said to her, "Come join us."
It was his play, and if he could get her to move his hopes would be raised considerably. Sarah kept her back to her friend, so it was up to Leo to convince her. Their eyes made contact and remained connected for what seemed like a long time to the young woman. Slowly, as if it was someone else directing her body, she stood and shuffled the short distance to the dancing couple.
Leo turned off the devices and like Sarah, Leo put his arm around Kim's waist and put his hand squarely on her ass. He saw that she had big eyes and looked like she might faint from fright, but she didn't pull him away.
It wasn't long before Sarah, with no prodding, began unbuttoning Leo's shirt until it was undone to the waist. As soon as she finished, she put her hand on his broad chest and began running her fingers through the thick hair. Sarah told her friend to join her and she did for a few seconds then removed her hand.
Although things were going well, Leo knew he had not yet reached the mountaintop and somehow, someway, he needed to cause something to occur that would get Sarah's clothes off. He was confident that if he could make it happen, he would get to fuck her, and the added treat of having her friend watching made the anticipation almost unbearable.
"Baby, don't you think it would feel better if we danced without all these clothes?" Leo asked.
It was meant as a probe to get a response that might give him information on how to proceed.
"Mmmm...maybe," Sarah giggled.
Her words encouraged him as he had expected resistance, but she seemed to be ahead of him. In reality, he shouldn't have been too shocked by her response as she had been surprising him since they first met, and he suspected it was the powerful memories of the thorough fucking he had given her previously that was fueling her desire.
Sarah!" Kim cried out in shock to her friend, making her giggle.
Leo, not wanting to let her lose her nerve, turned and started pulling the light dress over her head, and as soon as it was off, he was treated to the beautiful woman's body covered only in a matching baby blue bra and panty set. The bra was quite sheer and he could easily see her erect nipples trying to force their way out of their confines.
"No way," Kim protested and crossed her arms over her chest when Leo turned to her.
"Come on Kim. You wanted to come. Don't leave me alone," Sarah implored her friend.
"I didn't expect this...it's crazy!" she replied, but it wasn't a "no" which made Leo hopeful.
In truth, Kim was very aroused, as much so as she could ever remember, and she was on the ragged edge of control, fearing that if she gave an inch, she wouldn't be able to stop. Since Sarah had first told her about her affair and described her lover, she had been intrigued. That he was an older man that operated on the fringes of decent society had excited her much like she knew it had her friend. Besides all that, the descriptions of the sex that she had shared over the past few months when they were drinking, made her wonder if her own sex life was dull and uninspired.
Kim had been there for Sarah throughout her panic as a good friend, but never let on how she felt a certain sense of jealousy. Tonight, she had jumped at the chance to tag along and meet Leo as it seemed so exciting and risky. Despite Sarah's assurances that it was just for a drink, she suspected there might be more, maybe some kissing or light fondling, but this was way beyond her expectations.
"Come on girl," Sarah said and reached towards her friend.
Leo liked what he saw as the dress came off. Kim too was quite fit and, although her breasts weren't as full and shapely as Sarah's, they were still quite nice. She had on a tiny red thong that left her ass completely exposed and an opaque white bra, and he took the opportunity to take a good, long look at her ass.
"Your turn," Sarah said, turning to Leo.
The girls were in for a surprise as Leo rarely wore underwear, and that fact was about to become apparent to his two guests. After kicking off his loafers, he unbuckled his belt and dropped his pants to the floor.
"Leo!" Sarah cried out, while Kim gasped loudly.
"Sorry, I forgot," he said with a big smile.
His cock was rock hard, as erect as it had been in a very long time, and extended out from his thick body. Kim realized his dick was much bigger than her husband's and now understood part of the reason Sarah had been so completely pleasured, which only added to her jealousy.
"Come on now," Leo said and opened his arms again to let the girls move in close.
Immediately, his hands went to the girl's butts and neither said a word or made a move to stop him. He pulled them in against his body but turned slightly so Sarah would feel his cock against her tummy. They moved as one and Leo took the opportunity to assess his targets. Sarah was in heat and practically begging for his attention and he knew she would not be a problem. Kim was still acting nervous, but at least going with the flow and he thought, maybe hoped, that she could be brought along, too.
Leo's cock had been rubbing against Sarah's body for several minutes when he felt her grab it with her hand and start a slow stroking motion. It felt great and he responded to her touch by squeezing her ass more firmly and snaking his fingers between her legs until they were against the fabric of her small panties. He played with her crotch, lightly stroking along her slit, and then, after several minutes of teasing, he found the edge and pushed his fingers tips beneath it until he contacted her slick opening. He let his other hand leave Kim and reached to Sarah's back where he deftly unclasped her bra then pulled it from her shoulders without protest.
"I'm going to fuck you so hard," Leo whispered into Sarah's ear, which caused her to squeeze his arm and dig her fingernails into his skin.
Now in control, he thought about what to do, how to proceed, that would maximize his enjoyment. Fucking Sarah was a given, she was dripping and ready. But he wanted more. He wanted both girls in bed together.
Knowing the best path was still through Sarah, he let his fingers begin to slide up and down her slit, occasionally dipping deeper, but with each motion flicking her sensitive clit without dwelling on it. She pushed her lovely full breasts against his arm and began making soft mewing sounds that let everyone know how aroused she was. He felt the wire from the toy as he manipulated her with his fingers and thought of reactivating it, but decided he wanted her focused on his own touch.
Leo maintained his play with Sarah but returned one hand to Kim's ass and while they all slowly moved in time with the jazz music, he started moving his fingertips up and down the small piece of material that was wedged deeply between her cheeks. At first, his touch made her pull away, but he was persistent and it wasn't long before he had pulled her closer and was tracing the full length of the nestled garment.
Going for broke, he pushed his fingers beneath the material and was rewarded with the slick mucous of Kim's excited pussy. If anything, she was wetter than Sarah and the look she gave him told the full story that she was ready, too.
"Let's go to bed, baby," Leo said to Sarah.
It was not a whispered voice and it was intended to show ownership and control. The look she gave him acknowledged her acceptance, and as a group, with an arm around each woman and still softly moving to the jazz, they shuffled towards the large bed in the back of the loft. When they arrived, Sarah jumped on the bed and pulled her panties off showing no shame about her friend watching. Leo released Kim and followed Sarah onto the bed, quickly covering her with his large hairy body while they kissed. Quickly, he helped Sarah remove the orb, while Kim was left alone, still in her bra and panties, very aroused, and mesmerized as she watched the couple on the bed prepare for sex.
"Unnnnhhhh..." Kim heard Sarah gasp when she saw Leo's hips thrust forward.
She knew that he had penetrated her friend, and strangely her thoughts went to Sarah's husband and the look of doting affection he had always shown his wife.
"Damn, baby you're hot," Leo spat out when his cock found bottom.
Instantly, it brought back the good memories of their last encounter and he knew that the wait had been worth it.
Sarah's legs wrapped around his waist and for the next ten minutes, Kim watched as her friend got well fucked while both of them emitted sounds of carnal pleasure. Tired of standing, Kim moved to a small chair but continued to watch as she had never seen others have sex before, and she found it impossible to look away. She was shocked when she realized she had pushed a hand inside her panties and was rubbing her wet clit in time to the fucking Sarah was receiving.
"Ohhh...ummm...Leo. Oh, Leo...fuck me," Sarah called out.
"You like it?" Leo asked rhetorically.
His upper body was mostly still, but his ass was pounding Sarah with a strong, steady pace.
"Uh huh...uh huh..." she grunted in response.
"Damn you're a good fuck. Tell me what you want baby," he demanded.
"Oh, do it. It's so good and I'm so close. Please don't stop," Sarah pleaded in a whiny voice that signaled how excited she was.
Leo, doing as instructed, and thinking about the waiting Kim held her head in his hands and kissed her hard on the mouth before starting an even harder and more deliberate motion into her now sloppy pussy.
Sarah came hard and Kim watched excitedly as her face became contorted and her body began to spasm while she wailed loudly. Then, she saw her eyes roll back in her head and her body go limp. Her friend's orgasm had been so powerful and complete that she was left feeling like a prepubescent school girl who had never had sex.
She watched Leo slow and begin an easy movement into her still shattered friend. It took almost a minute before Sarah came back to life and when she did, she wrapped her arms around Leo in a tender embrace. They kissed many times and Kim heard her friend's constant moans of joy and whispers that bordered on professions of love. They slowly came to a stop and then several minutes later, Leo rolled to her side.
Sarah looked content with her eyes closed but Kim now realized that Leo was looking directly at her. Suddenly ashamed, she remembered that her hand was pushed into her panties and she quickly pulled it out.
"Your turn," Leo said.
His words seemed matter-of-fact, almost clinical, and yet Kim knew it was what she wanted. Still, female denial is a well-taught and powerful coping mechanism.
"I can't," she said, without explanation.
"Why not?" Leo asked.
Given the situation and how obviously horny Kim was it seemed silly.
"You're with Sarah and besides..." Kim started then stopped.
"Sarah, can I fuck Kim?" Leo asked.
"Mmmm...hmmm," came the sound from her that she delivered without opening her eyes.
"No. Well...still..." Kim tried to explain.
Sensing that words weren't going to work, Leo got out of bed and walked to the chair where Kim was sitting. Standing naked before her with her friend's juices glistening on his cock, Leo took her under her arms, lifted her to her feet, and guided her towards the bed.
It was exactly what Kim wanted. Too embarrassed and shy to openly admit her desires, she needed to be pushed just enough where she didn't feel like a complete slut. Leo sat her on the edge of the bed and quickly removed her bra while she looked between her feet at the floor, then he pushed her back until she was lying flat.
Kim's eyes were closed and she was practically shaking from the excitement when she felt Leo's lips wrap around one of her nipples and begin sucking.
"Mmmm...ohhh..." came her soft whine, which encouraged Leo who moved to the other nipple receiving a similar response.
When Leo went to pull her panties down, Kim at first forced her legs together in a faux act of defiance. However, Leo's persistent tugs soon won out and the tiny garment was swept off her legs and discarded unceremoniously on the floor. Leo was pleased to see a smoothly shaved mound and just like Sarah's it looked like a delicate flower.
The hairy man returned to licking and sucking on Kim's nipples and after several minutes began a slow descent over her tummy until he was just an inch above her pussy. Purposely teasing, he began licking around the outside of her labia getting her even more excited and making her open her legs as she sought direct contact. When he had her the way he wanted her, he dove in, licking the length of her dripping slit and tongue lashing her clit until she turned into a moaning, heaving mess.
"Are you ready to fuck?" Leo asked, purposefully being provocative as pushing her sensibilities turned him on and he wanted to hear her ask for it.
"You need a condom. I...I...don't have protection," Kim whimpered, while her body writhed in anticipation.
"Sorry, I don't have any," he replied.
The truth was he had a carton as he almost always used protection when fucking the girls from the club, but he wasn't going to use them with Sarah and Kim, and the fact that she might get knocked up excited him greatly.
"But, I'm not on the pill," she whined.
"I'll be careful," Leo lied.
"He'll pull out," Sarah added, suddenly back from her near comatose state.
Kim looked at Leo's cock which was still completely full. It was bigger than her husband's in every way -- longer, fatter and had a look of raw power. She saw the effect it had on her friend and she wanted more than anything to experience the feeling.



"You have to pull out," Kim begged.
With a nod, Leo climbed between her legs, lined up, and began to push into Kim's wet hole.
"Mmmm...uhhh...uhhh...ohhh...." Kim panted, as Leo's cock invaded her opening and provided a feeling of fullness she had never experienced.
"Go slow," she said expecting some pain, but when Leo hit his third full stroke and all she felt was complete pleasure she spread her legs wide and let out a loud moan that released all her tension.
Each time Leo hit bottom it felt like the air was being knocked out of her but in a very good and exciting way, and when he got into his full rhythm and started fucking her with deep, powerful strokes Kim felt like she was experiencing real sex for the first time. All other efforts paled into insignificance as this rough man had his way.
"You like it don't you baby?" Leo asked.
"Uh huh..." she grunted in response, as her hands found his ass and tried to pull him deeper.
Kim was so aroused that it didn't take long for her to reach a climax, and as it approached, she knew it wasn't going to be like anything she had experienced before. Already, her entire body was tingling and a special connected feeling between her pussy, ass, and nipples developed that fired magical feelings between them. Leo's pace was steady and strong which was just what Kim needed to orgasm.
When it arrived, it hit her hard and it took a few seconds for her to comprehend the loud cries filling the loft were coming from her. Her body began having spasms that arrived without warning and it felt like her temperature increased ten degrees. It was incredibly intense and powerful to her psyche then suddenly she felt like she was floating and the most pleasant feeling filled her brain as if she had no cares. Leo was still fucking her with his steady rhythm which seemed to draw out the orgasm into an amazing state that she didn't want to leave.
"Going to cum baby. Get ready," Leo announced.
"Okay..." she answered in a soft voice
"Here it is! Shit...fuck yeah..." her lover cried out.
Kim could feel his cock swell and pulse as his semen fired out but, for some reason, in her condition, it seemed natural and good, and she merely stroked his back while he planted his seed.
"Jesus Christ," Leo exclaimed when he finally collapsed exhausted between the two married women. It had been a truly memorable experience, one of the best ever and his mind was racing with the possibilities for more, but right now he just needed a minute to recover. He took both girls by their arms and pulled them closer until all three were wrapped together tightly and collectively they began to give off soft mews of pleasure.
Sometime later, Leo awoke to find Sarah stroking his now limp cock and Kim fondling his balls.
"We want more," Sarah demanded.
"You better get me hard then," he laughed.
However, his laugh disappeared when she moved down and sucked his cock into her sweet mouth, and seconds later Kim joined her swapping him back and forth for the next ten minutes.
When he was fully rigid, Sarah climbed on top and rode him until she had a small orgasm and then Kim climbed on, but after a few minutes, he flipped her over and took her from behind bringing her to another loud climax with her head pushed into the mattress.
After that, they all slept until noon then Leo made breakfast which they ate naked. The girls left soon thereafter, going to Sarah's place where they climbed into bed and discussed what had transpired. Of course, Kim kicked herself for letting Leo cum in her, but other than that she felt surprisingly at ease with what had occurred. However, they agreed it was a one-off event or at least a very rare event and decided they wouldn't contact Leo again.
The next day, both Sarah and Kim were resting and watching TV when their phones indicated an incoming message. Sitting with her husband and seeing it was a video from Leo, Sarah got up and went to the bathroom. Likewise, Kim was with her husband but decided to turn the sound all the way down and watch it. Although they weren't aware of being recorded, the video clearly showed them in bed taking turns sucking Leo's thick cock.
At first, they didn't grasp the meaning of the message but fifteen minutes later another text arrived that put it into perspective, "lets meet thursday for drinks."
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"Baby," Chantal said softly to Katherine, as she lay curled up next to her on the mattress.
They had spent the previous several hours making love, and now the black dancer needed to wake her so they could get to the club on time.
"Mmmm...hmmm..." Katherine's exhaled an exhausted but satisfied reply.
"We need to get ready for work," her lover whispered.
Numerous times during the week she had tried to think of ways to get out of meeting Chantal at her apartment, but the continued excitement exhibited by the young dancer had made her keep the appointment. Now that it was over, she was glad she did, as they had experienced several hot hours together, and her concerns about Myles' participation proved unfounded when he didn't appear.
An hour later, they were in a dirty cab headed for the club wearing jeans and sweatshirts, which was in stark contrast to how they would soon be dressed. Together they primped and prepared for their respective roles in the club's dressing room, and walked into the main area a few minutes before their scheduled time.
The week thus far had been quite challenging for Katherine. It had started with her acceptance that she needed Sam to fulfill her academic goals which led to their sexual encounter. She still clung to the idea that it had been forced upon her, although she continued to be wracked with guilt by her lewd responses. Also, there was the inertia around getting back into the routine of the club. She had mentally disengaged when she succeeded in acquiring what she thought was the full set of surveys, and was now struggling to regain a comfort level. The hours in the club seemed to creep by, and so far, no new girls had started which further added to her stress.
Slowly, over the next couple weeks, Katherine found a renewed balance with the routine and vibe of the club. She was pleased when several new girls appeared, and since Sam had placed no restrictions on her, she was able to approach them and quickly conclude their surveys. It was progress, although slow, and by her calculations it would take at least two more months to get the required data.
Amazingly, other than the periodic calls for her to dance, Sam didn't approach her for sex. It was something she had been quite worried about after giving in to his demand, and she had actually thought through and rehearsed in her head the response she would give if he tried. She thought his apparent lack of interest was odd, and for some reason her mind kept coming back to it.
It was late on a Friday and Jesus Vasquez drove his battered fifteen-year-old pickup into the parking lot of the strip club and parked in the rear, passing several empty spaces along the way. For some reason, it just seemed right that he take a spot in the back, as that had always been his place in life. Crossing the border when he was just a teen, he had scrabbled together an existence that always seemed one step away from catastrophe. Now, his meager earnings first went to his four children, divided between two ex-wives, leaving him with very little to live on. His visit to the club was a treat, a rare treat, that he really couldn't afford, but he was at a point where he just had to live a little or go insane.
Jesus was a thirty-eight-year-old nondescript man that went through life attracting little attention. Everything about him, from his 5'9" height to his 170 lbs. frame cried out average. He was so used to moving through life unnoticed that when something did occur that brought the spotlight to him it made him nervous and anxious.
After a short walk across the lot, he entered the club, paid the cover and moved quickly to the only empty table along the back wall. A skinny blond girl was onstage, just starting her two-song set, which instantly drew his attention. Jesus liked blonde women and they were usually the subject of his sexual fantasies when he was alone in his apartment and in the mood.
"What can I get you?" a female voice asked.
"A beer please...a Bud," he answered in a thick accent, without breaking his gaze from the stage.
The beer arrived and he sipped it slowly while watching the blonde finish her set. Only then did he take the time to more fully look around the club and take in his surroundings. He had been inside once before, and although it had been over a year ago, he realized that in that time nothing really had changed.
He was just finishing the beer when he noticed a new dancer arrive on the stage. He saw she was a fresh looking dark haired woman that seemed out of place. He also had the odd feeling he knew her from somewhere and he stared at her trying to determine the reason for the apparent familiarity while she moved. It was only when she turned away, when he saw her lovely ass in the tiny g-string, that the thought struck him. He struggled to accept it as reality as the idea seemed so preposterous, but her pretty features and shapely rear reminded him of the young woman he sometimes saw in the late afternoon at the University where he worked as a janitor. He had seen her only a few times as he didn't go on duty until six, but he had vivid memory of her in a tight red skirt walking away from him. Even though he was a man more into blondes, it was something that had stayed with him.
Kat continued to dance unaware of the unwanted recognition she had garnered. The voyeuristic opportunity to see her become almost naked while she remained unaware greatly excited the Hispanic man, and as more of her well-toned body came into view, he felt his cock harden. Also, he could tell by the reactions of the men around him that he was not alone. She had the room's full attention, and some were now moving towards the front of the stage.
Jesus was well into his second beer when Kat, having finished her turn on stage, joined a man at a table only ten feet away. Now, with a closer view, he became even more convinced that she was the woman from the school. Unsure why she would be working in such a place, his mind, helped by the beer, began to consider reasons. Was she doing it for the money? Was she some slut that got off on getting naked?
It wasn't long before she started a table dance for the man, and when her top came off and he saw her breasts with the small nipples pointing up, his cock once again became hard. Even though twenty dollars was a lot of money for the janitor, he knew he wasn't going to leave until she danced for him. Jesus had downed two more beers by the time Kat came to him, fulfilling a request he made to the waitress almost an hour before. When she arrived, he was so nervous that he directed her to dance at the first change of song, which occurred almost immediately. The young professor gave no indication that she recognized him, so he relaxed and enjoyed watching her as the few garments she was wearing came off leaving her in just the G-string. Her marveled at the beauty of her toned body as she danced, but there was something else too. Something about the fact that he knew of her from outside the club acted like a catalyst to multiply his excitement leaving him practically shaking.
Katherine indeed had experienced a brief sense of recognition of the man, but put it down to someone she had previously seen in the club. She made no connection to her real life, her position at the University, and simply concentrated on the dance. Near the end of the song, Kat moved close to the man while facing him and Jesus, unable to resist, lifted his shaky hands and placed them on her breasts. His thumbs quickly found her nipples and began tweaking them rapidly.
"Easy," she softly reprimanded him, when seconds later he squeezed the soft flesh.
Soon, the song was over, and Jesus realized he was breathing deeply as she moved away with his twenty-dollar bill in her hand. With a quick swig to finish his beer, he rose and left the club as he processed what had occurred.
For some reason, on the following Monday Jesus consciously worked in areas of the building to avoid seeing Katherine, thinking somehow, he might get in trouble. However, by Wednesday his mindset had changed and for the remainder of the week he arrived early and was conspicuous with his presence in the hallway near where he thought was her office. It was late on Friday when he suddenly saw her office door fly open about twenty feet away, and she burst forth in a flurry with a handful of papers headed towards the copy machine in the opposite direction. She was wearing stylish gray pants and a pale blue sweater, and he watched her pretty butt swing as she moved. Jesus pushed his cart until he was directly in front of her door and pretended to be working on a spot on the floor until the sound of her shoes indicated her return.
Katherine was looking down at the papers as she walked, but when she got close she looked up and they made eye contact. A second later it hit, the recognition and meaning, and the young woman stopped dead in her tracks with an astonished look. However, just as quickly she recovered and stepped into her office closing the door swiftly behind her. Jesus knew he had been right and also knew she had recognized him. With a smile, he shuffled down the hallway pushing his cart before him.
Katherine was shaking as she fell into her chair and just as quickly stood back up, suddenly unable to remain still. Her mind was filled with thoughts about the disastrous situation she now faced. She knew that if the University was aware of the reality, no explanation would keep her from being terminated. She also realized she was running late and needed to leave immediately for the club or risk Sam's wrath, so there was no opportunity to try and talk to the janitor even if she wanted to.
"Baby, are you okay?" Chantal asked in a sweet purr, instantly sensing something was wrong.
They were sitting in front of the long mirror in the dressing room getting ready for the evening, and she saw her friend's eyes instantly well up with tears.
"I'm in trouble," she declared.
"What? Tell me about it," the black dancer said in a calm, deliberate voice.
Katherine tried several times to explain, but kept getting flustered. Finally, she started to cry and Chantal let her go knowing it would help calm her. Slowly, she was able to collect herself and she started the explanation again, but this time went back to the encounter she had with the janitor at the club. Even though Chantal was not an educated person, the meaning was not lost on her. She knew her lover was in an awkward position and couldn't think of any easy way to deal with it.
"You going to have to talk to him," she finally said, after asking a few clarifying questions.
"I know...I mean maybe. But, why would he listen and cooperate?" she replied as she exhaled deeply.
"Maybe he's a nice guy," Chantal responded, although she thought it more likely that Jesus would try some kind of manipulation.
Like the previous week, the club started getting full around eight, and it wasn't long after that Sam called for Katherine to change. She was far from being mentally ready for it, but she learned long ago that arguing with Sam was pointless, so she went about the task of getting ready. Chantal came into the dressing room to provide support and they continued to discuss her situation, although they made no progress towards a resolution.
Kat had been on stage twice and was just leaving the main area after doing several table dances when she spotted Jesus sitting at the same table he had been at the previous week. They made eye contact, but the young woman kept going towards the dressing room as she thought about what to do. Ten minutes later, as soon as she stepped out, a waitress approached and told her a man wanted her to dance. By her description and the location, she knew instantly it was the janitor from the school. With a deep breath, knowing the confrontation had to occur, she moved slowly towards him.
"Hello," Kat said when she arrived, taking the other chair at the small table.
Jesus merely nodded as his mouth was too dry from nervousness and excitement to speak. They sat in silence for several awkward minutes before he summoned the courage to make his request.
"Will you dance?" he asked.
With his heavy accent and the loud music playing, it was hard to discern his words, although Kat felt she knew what was being requested. So, at the next song break she stood and began to move as she caught the beat. Slowly, her clothes came off and when his hands reached out she didn't fight him, letting him touch and fondle her breasts. Surprisingly, he was quite gentle, stroking her sensitive flesh with a light, teasing touch. When the song ended, she returned to her seat and awkwardly accepted the money he presented.
"What do you want?" Katherine finally asked, after more silence.
"What do you mean?" he replied, and she could tell by his words that he was quite nervous too.
"You will get me in trouble if you tell anyone," she stated, and almost immediately realized that it was probably the wrong thing to say.
"I don't want trouble," he replied, but offered nothing more.
"Then...what?" she followed, unsure how to proceed.
It dawned on Jesus that for once in his life he held some level of power. He wasn't by nature a bad man and it felt strange to him. He didn't want to hurt the young woman. None of his thoughts were about being evil or getting anyone in trouble. But, now with the leverage on his side, he didn't want to just let it go away either. Katherine incorrectly read his reluctance as evasiveness with the intent to manipulate and began to get very concerned.
"Please, let's figure something out," she said, once more showing more than she should.
"Like what?" he answered, more confused than anything.
"What's going on here?" the booming voice of Sam filled the space, and looking up Katherine saw him standing behind them with Chantal at his side.
"Nothing," Jesus quickly answered, and openly began to fidget.
"Why don't everyone come with me and let's get a drink," the large black man said, more as a command than a request.
The janitor, sensing trouble, tried to decline but Sam kept after him in a calm but firm way and eventually he relented. Together, the three of them walked towards the bar while Chantal disappeared into the crowd. They took up a position at the quiet end of the counter, and after getting Roland to bring some drinks Sam started.
"Now, what exactly is going on? Chantal tried to explain, but I'm not sure she got it right," the club owner asked.
"This man...he...uhhh...he works at the school," Katherine replied, realizing she didn't know the man's name.
Sam took a moment to make sure introductions occurred all around, then continued, "Okay, I understand. Is Jesus threatening to make trouble?"
"No, I don't want trouble," Jesus responded, now feeling that he was back in the familiar place of being persecuted.
"It's just...I mean...if anything is said. Sam, you made me dance and they...you know..." she stumbled, catching herself at the last minute from giving away too much information.
Sam realized the tack she had taken and admired her forethought. There was no reason to give the man any more ammunition, even if he did say he wasn't looking to make waves.
"Jesus, don't make no trouble and don't come back here again," Sam said looking at the man sternly.
Jesus' demeanor changed almost instantaneously. It was like a coiled spring had broken in his psyche. Like countless times before, he was like a mangy dog being kicked even after he said he wasn't going to cause trouble. Hell, all he wanted was to get a look at Katherine's body. After all, she was showing it to everyone. Why not him, too?
"Hey, fuck you. Man, fuck you. You don't tell me what to do. I can tell what I want. Fuck you," he yelled at Sam.
Fortunately, Sam was well practiced in dealing with volatile situations. He realized he may have pushed too hard and offered the man nothing in return. He let Jesus calm down for a bit before he answered.
"Jesus, you said you wanted no trouble and we want no trouble either. I can't let you mess with her, so tell me how we make this good for everyone," he said, giving the man a chance to be part of the resolution.
"Man, I just wanted to see her...see what she looked like. I told you I didn't want trouble," he replied.
"I know Jesus...I know..." Sam responded. Then, after several seconds of silence he spoke again, "Okay, Jesus. Here's the deal. You get to spend some time with Kat, but when you done, you done."
"Sam..." Katherine started, but his quick glance silenced her.
Jesus slowly nodded, unsure about what he meant exactly, but sensing it was better than he was expecting. With that, Sam stood and motioned for them to follow and lead them to the back door.
"Sam?" Katherine tried again, knowing where they were headed.
"Hush girl," came his fast rebuke.
They left the main building and crossed to the door to the special annex. As soon as they stepped inside, Jesus sensed what the space was for and a smile came to his face.
"Jesus, listen to me. You have an hour with her. You can't fuck her though. Look and touch but no fucking. Get your fill and when it's over you going to leave and not come back. You also going to keep your mouth shut. We all clear?" he explained.
Jesus merely nodded, although the expression of excitement on his face was clear. For once, he was going to get more than he hoped and it made him feel alive.
"Sam?" Katherine tried for the third time to interject, but was once more dismissed.
"Girl, you make it worthwhile for Jesus. You asking for a favor, so you better make it good," he stated, and with that he spun on his heels and left.
For several seconds, they stood and looked at each other, both unsure as to how to proceed. However, when Jesus reached out with his hand for her breast, Kat knew she needed to try and take control. Moving to the end table, she flicked on a switch that she knew from experienced piped in the music from the club and the small room was instantly filled with a heavy beat. With that, she directed Jesus to the couch thinking she would provide him with some dances to fulfill the obligation. However, just before she was about to start the door opened and a waitress brought in two rounds of drinks for the couple.
As soon as she left, Kat started and for the next several songs she danced for the Hispanic man. He stayed amazingly still and his only touch was to softly stroke her breasts and nipples like he had done before.
Dancing over the couch instead of the chairs in the club put a strain on her body and it wasn't long before Kat needed to take a break. She pulled her top into place then handed the man his beer while she picked up her drink. They sat next to each other in silence for several minutes, but the she could tell he was getting antsy, no doubt thinking his time was ticking by. So, after another quick sip, she stood and started once again, rationalizing it was best to keep him happy and get through the hour uneventfully.
This time though, Jesus was more aggressive. Almost as soon as she started, his hands went to her legs then up to her ass and fondled her with a soft, but insistent touch. Kat didn't fight him, thinking this was no worse than what she normally dealt with in the club. Then, when she leaned forward, his mouth went to her nipples and she was forced to make a decision as to whether to move or let him suckle. Since his mouth had a tight lock, she ceased moving and soon he guided her body until she was kneeling on the edge of the couch, between his open legs, as he nursed on her nubs. It wasn't long before his hands were at the sides of her g-string trying to push the garment over her hips, and she had to use one hand to hold it up while she balanced against the back of the couch with the other. Kat felt she was still in control so she didn't stop him, but after two more songs had concluded she broke the connection.



"Let me rest for a minute," she said to the Hispanic man, for some reason letting it come out as a whisper.
Jesus accepted her request and released her nipple, but when she tried to put on her top, he stopped her and motioned for her to sit next to him. Again, accepting it as normal club activity, she did as he asked and moved to his side. This time, it was Jesus that reached for the drinks and handed Kat hers before taking a long swig of his beer. As soon as Jesus put the bottle down, his hand went straight to Kat's breasts and she merely looked on as he stroked, lifted and tweaked both orbs. But, when his head descended and moved towards her nipple, she blocked him with her arm.
"No, Jesus," she pleaded.
"He said no fucking," the Hispanic man replied, as if to imply everything else was fair game.
After so much silence, his words startled her and she allowed him to move her arm. His mouth found the bud and he once again locked on, sucking hungrily like a baby, and despite the bizarre situation, Kat felt a small pulsing sensation start between her legs. Like before, he alternated his attention between her breasts, with her dancing appearing to be a forgotten activity. It wasn't long before both her breasts were glistening with saliva and her pussy tingled from his gentle but relentless attention. She knew she was getting wet and several times had to stop moans from escaping her mouth.
Jesus left her nipples and the sudden loss of sensation actually made Kat gasp. He dropped quickly to his knees and forcefully tried to push his head between her legs.
"No," Kat spoke, and tried to move his head with her hands.
"No fucking," Jesus answered, as if this was the now the magic phrase that allowed him access.
The school janitor tried to pull her g-string down but she was able to grab one side, and rather than fight her he lifted the crotch with his fingers and dropped his tongue onto her wet slit.
"Uhhh...no...Jesus...no..." she begged while trying to wiggle away, but was ignored.
Jesus tongue was able to make contact with her slit and he was pleased to find her nicely lubricated. It made him feel powerful to have excited such a beautiful woman and he wanted badly to push her further. He loved to give oral sex to women, something he had done often since he was teen, and he began to lap at Kat's opening with his practiced tongue. It wasn't long before he was rewarded when ever so slowly she started to relax and allow her legs to be opened.
The young professor knew that what she was receiving was coming from an experienced man. He was hitting all the right spots with just the right intensity and she was now having to use all her willpower not to show her arousal. Then, while her eyes were closed and she was drifting in a nice place, she felt her g-string slide over her hips and before she could respond he was pulling it over her feet. Quickly, his mouth returned and she fell back without protest, now naked save for her heeled feet.
The tip of Jesus' tongue found her small, engorged clit and began to flick it with a rapid movement. Kat gave up on her efforts to hide her excitement and started to moan openly while her hips undulated from the intense feeling. Closer, she was getting closer by the second, as the sensation built like a filling dam that would breach at any second. With a last effort, she tried to hold back and gain some control, but it was all too much and then she was there - crying out and releasing with the feelings rolling through her in waves. As she started, Jesus thrust two fingers deep into her pussy and pistoned rapidly inside her, deepening and prolonging her orgasm. Her hands went to the back of his head and her legs jerked in the air while she struggled around her cries to catch her breath.
Slowly, Kat calmed and she realized she had become so consumed by the release that she had lost track of Jesus who was now standing between her spread legs, naked from the waist down, rapidly stoking his cock. She saw a determined look on his face, but her attention was drawn to his shaft. In that moment, she knew he could have her if he wanted, he had earned that right, but he seemed happy to bring himself to a climax with his own hand.
Kat could see he was uncircumcised, although he was fully extended. He was average in length, but slightly fatter than what she thought was normal, and hanging beneath was a set of well-developed balls. His pace never slowed and seconds before his release he made the last half-step forward until his shins contacted the couch.
"Ugggghhh...uggghhh...uggghhhh...," were his final sounds before a long jet of semen shot forth landing on Kat's breasts.
With another loud grunt, a second stream escaped and landed on her sweaty tummy, and the final offering fell even shorter, dropping directly onto her upturned pussy where some of the fluid instantly disappeared into her folds. Even on wobbly legs, the vision wasn't lost on Jesus who realized he had in fact fucked her.
Kat was still cleaning up when Jesus left the small building and entered the club. Sam was waiting and pulled him into his office where he presented him several vouchers for his nude club and provided a stern and clear message that any trouble would be answered with violence. However, even with the threat, Jesus left feeling quite proud, and for the first time in very long while thought he had gotten the good end of the stick.
The next day, Katherine went to Sam's office when she first arrived to discuss what had occurred.
"Sam, I want to...I mean...thanks for helping me," she said softly.
Her acknowledgement of his help required that she let her guard down and show some vulnerability which was difficult, but also strangely exciting. The club owner turned and stared at her for several seconds which made her shiver before he finally spoke.
"You know I'm here when you need me, as long as you're there when I need you," he said in a not unpleasant voice.
"Thanks, Sam," she responded, and started to turn to leave.
"I don't think he is going to cause problems, but if he does you come to me and let me know," the large black man added.
His words were both supportive and comforting, and the two locked eyes for several seconds before the young wife slowly turned and left. A small smile came to Sam's face as he considered the exchange. He knew he had struck a chord and thought about how his experience with the downtrodden club girls carried over so easily to this educated, professional woman. They're all the same he realized as he turned back to his desk.
The following Thursday a nice crowd filled the club and Kat was summoned to change. The evening proved quite lively and she bounced from table to table drinking and dancing so that by eleven she was feeling pleasantly drunk. During a break, while she sat in the dressing room in front of the mirror, her mind returned to Sam and the help he had given. It wasn't the first time since the encounter with Jesus she had done so, as in fact, in the intervening days, it was something continuously on her mind. Numerous times, she had thought about going to his office and thanking him again, but something kept holding her back.
"Sam?" Kat spoke, as she stepped into the small office.
"Yes?" he replied after he turned.
Sam could tell by the look in her eyes that she was drunk, but he saw something else too, and he instinctively knew what it meant. Katherine was back for more and ready to be taken like he knew she would eventually. He was certain that with a few demanding words he could have his cock planted in her tight pussy, but he wanted more; he wanted her to ask for it.
"I...I...just want to say thanks again," she said with a choked voice.
"Okay," he answered, while looking directly into her eyes.
"Sam..." she started again, but stopped mid-sentence.
After several more seconds of staring, the young wife turned and started to close the door.
"Leave it open, baby," he spoke in his deep voice, stopping her effort.
Katherine turned and looked at him for a moment, but did as she was instructed. Then, with slow steps, she approached the black man and dropped to her knees before him with her hands immediately going to his belt.
Sam could see the beautiful young woman's breasts heaving in the small dancer's outfit she was wearing and knew that she was extremely aroused. He let her unbuckle him and open his pants until she had them and his boxers to his knees. With that, her hand found his partially erect cock and brought it to her mouth. He leaned back in his chair enjoying the sensation and let her work on his fat cock until she had him fully erect. He wanted her to do all the work and make all the decisions so there was no question they sprung from her desires.
Katherine reveled in the feeling of the texture of the dark shaft as it moved between her lips. For some strange reason, she was almost desperate to please the black man, as if that made her more worthy. Minutes later, when she had him hard and his cock glistened with her saliva, she stood and quickly stripped then pulled Sam's shoes and pants from his legs.
"On the couch baby," Sam finally spoke when Katherine tried to mount him.
He stood and took the few steps over while the young wife anxiously waited and when he was seated she immediately straddled his waist and grasped his shaft. Katherine's nipples ached with desire and her pussy throbbed with need, but she guided his spongy head along her slit several times before she brought it to her opening and pushed firmly downward, feeling the spear enter her and stretch her tunnel.
"Ohhh...uhhh...uhhh..." she whined loudly, as her throbbing was replaced with a feeling of fullness.
Katherine looked up into his face and saw in his eyes that he was pleased, but there was something else too. It was a confident, knowing look like he had expected her to come to him.
"I can't help it," the young wife declared.
"I know baby," came his simple reply, as he placed his hand on her ass.
Katherine rode him with complete strokes, letting his heavy cock almost leave her before she pushed down upon it, and each cycle caused a tingling feeling, almost like a flutter, to sweep through her tummy. It made her squeeze her muscles to ensure that Sam's tool didn't escape, a fact not lost on him. He knew by the contorted look on her face that she was losing control.
"You liking it," he stated more than asked.
"Yes..." she forced out in a soft gasp.
"Ride it baby. Feel it and let it take you," he coached her.
"Suck my nipple," Katherine whined, and it was she that lifted her breast and presented it to his mouth.
Sam took it and sucked hard while finding her other nub with his fingers. His actions brought high pitched whines and whimpers from the lovely wife and her movements became less fluid and more urgent.
"Yeah baby...give it up. Give it up to me," he demanded.
"Oh Sam...ohhh...oh Sam...uggghhh...uggghhh...now...uggghhh..." she moaned loudly as an orgasm engulfed her.
It was a complete climax that Katherine could feel from her toes to the top of her head. Waves of sexual pleasure crashed through her and a buzzing sensation started in her ears. Several seconds must have passed while she was in the euphoric state and when she regained awareness she realized her back was arched tightly and a deep groan was escaping her mouth. Capturing a little composure, she looked down and saw that the black man was looking at her with a small knowing smile still on his face.
"I need to rest," she announced, leaning forward until her head was on his shoulder.
"Rest later. I need to nut in this pussy," Sam fired back, and with a quick turn he had her on her back on the couch without losing the connection.
Instantly, he started hammering into her soaked pussy, and amazingly for Katherine, she felt the euphoric feeling return. It wasn't at the same level it had been at when she climaxed, but it still felt damn good, and her sighs and moans of pleasure quickly joined the wet slapping sound of their mating.
"Oh Sam...ohhh...oh yes..." she grunted, unable to keep stay silent.
"Yeah baby. You mine now," he answered.
"Yes..." she whined, and her admission only increased her arousal.
Sam knew he had her now, and the fact that she had come to him only made it better. His mind raced with thoughts of what he might do, which soon had his large balls boiling. He knew he wouldn't last much longer so he concentrated on pushing into her deeply and forcefully, and was rewarded when fresh sounds of excitement sprung forth.
"Going to fill you up now," he told her.
"Just a little more...please just a little more," the professor begged knowing that she too was close.
Sam typically didn't care if a girl peaked or not, but for some reason he wanted Katherine to. So, with all his willpower, he continued to piston into her until he felt her body tense and her fingernails dig into his ass.
"Oh Sam..." she started, but her pronouncements were mostly drowned out by the loud grunts coming from the black man as his seed shot forth.
"Oh, fuck yeah...fuck yeah...fuck!" he grunted loudly.
The couple slowed but kept a gentle movement going, and as Sam's senses returned he looked down at Katherine and realized she was covered in sweat. He felt a sense of pride knowing he had so thoroughly taken this married woman. As they looked at each other, Sam got a sudden urge, dropped his head and kissed her hungrily on her full, juicy lips.
"You mine now," the black man said again when the kiss ended.
"Yes, Sam," Katherine replied in a tiny voice.
"You can fuck your husband to keep peace in the house and you can play with Chantal if you want, but no one else gets this pussy unless I say so," he stated firmly.
"Yes, Sam," she answered once more.
"Good baby. Now get up and get dressed and go back to work. You need to make me some money," he responded.
The reality of his words surprised her, as she expected that since they were lovers he would take a softer approach with her. However, she remained silent and as soon as he lifted off her she moved to collect her outfit.
Unbeknownst to the two, their coupling had been discovered by Roland who had come to the door to speak with Sam. He heard the sounds first and guessed his boss was banging one of the dancers, which was not uncommon, but when he peered in enough to see it was Katherine he was taken by surprise. He moved back enough to go undetected and watched the black man thoroughly fuck the young woman that he had grown fond of, shaking his head in disbelief at the powers Sam seemed to possess.
Sam was considerate enough to give Katherine a hug and a quick kiss before she left, then he sat down and thought about the situation. He knew he would have fun with her, and thought that she might entertain him for quite some time. However, he knew he would eventually get tired of her, like he always did. He doubted turning her out would be much good as his clientele couldn't afford what she was worth, but there were always a favor to give or someone to bribe, so she might come in handy for that.
Katherine knew a big line had been crossed, but despite feeling like she should be angry with herself, she just couldn't go there; at least not all the way. It had been incredible sex where she felt she had completely let go, something she had never been able to fully achieve with her husband. She had experienced a bit of it with Myles and when she first had sex with Sam, but this time she had definitely gone over the top.
Later that night, she had to fend Jeff off when he asked for sex, as she felt a strange obligation to Sam and wanted more time to elapse after their encounter. Fortunately, he accepted her rejection without question and merely went to sleep. In truth, she had been surprised to find him still up when she got home, as his lust around her activities in the club had noticeably waned. Only rarely now did he pester her for details on what had taken place and whether she had been touched.
Later, while lying in bed staring at the ceiling, she wondered how he would react if he knew the full truth; all the strange and often sordid scenes. Would he reject her? Divorce her? Or would it be otherwise? His behavior around the touching she teased him with had been much different that she had expected, but she had now surpassed those relatively tame encounters. In any event, she knew it wasn't the right time to tell the truth. Maybe later when it was all over she could find the right time, but not now as there was still too much to do.
On the following Saturday, she was just walking past the bar when Roland stopped her. The fact that Sam had fucked her had broken the allure he had for her and he now looked at her as just another dirty stripper.
"Sam wants you," he said, and by the look on his face she thought it was something outside the norm.
"Sam?" she spoke when she entered the office and saw Chantal sitting on the couch still wearing her every day clothes.
"Yeah, we're going to my place," he announced, while turning around.
Katherine shot a glance at Chantal and saw that she was smiling then looked back at Sam.
"Why?" she asked, although she felt she knew the answer.
"Going to have a party," he replied.
"With whom?" she followed feeling nervous.
"Just us three, girl. Don't worry," he announced.
Still feeling awkward, but having no idea what to do, Katherine let the large man direct them out of the club and to his Escalade. Twenty minutes later, they pulled into the garage of a very nice high rise building and were met by a valet. Quickly, they were on the elevator, receiving only a "good evening" from the concierge on their way.
"I'm going to start fixing things while you girls go in there and get dolled up. Now, I want you looking fine, hot as a firecracker," he said as soon as they walked into a large, well-appointed space that belied the nature of his work.
Sam had indicated they should head down a hall, so together the girls walked until they came to a large bathroom that was filled with all kinds of makeup along with a clothes rack very much like the club.
"Chantal?" Katherine whined, indicating her nervousness.
"What's wrong girl? I know you like him. Just relax and let's have some fun," she replied.
Katherine gave her a mock look of annoyance, but quickly the girls were undressing and preparing themselves. Twenty minutes later, after several demands from Sam to hurry, they emerged. Katherine was wearing a red, gauzy baby doll which was essentially see-thru with a matching thong and heels while Chantal was dressed in a pair of hot pants and a bikini top. Both garments were so tight that her ass cheeks and the top of her breasts bulged out giving her a look of being ripe and ready.
"Good...worth the wait," Sam spoke as they approached.
He was sitting on a leather sofa, dressed in a dark silk rope and before him on the table were three fluted glasses of Champaign and a small tray with multiple lines of white powder. The girls sat on either side of him and took the glasses as they were offered. After a quick clinking of the stems, they each took a drink, and as soon as the black man finished he picked up the tray with the drug.
"Got some good stuff for us," he declared.
Katherine knew what the powder was, even though she had never experienced cocaine. Sam sensed her nervousness and saw the trepidation on her face, so he turned towards the black dancer.
"Go first and show our girl how," he said.
Chantal took the rolled-up bill that was on the tray and toyed with it in her fingers before dipping her head and snorting a line.
"Another," Sam stated, as soon as she finished, and with almost no pause she proceeded.
"Hope I do it right," Katherine giggled when the tray was turned her way.



She had resigned herself to try the drug and took some comfort in the easy way her friend had imbibed. Still, she was nervous and started looking over the bill as she summoned her courage.
"Just do what she did," Sam coaxed.
He was horny and looking forward to a good sex session, and he knew that the drug would lower the young wife's inhibitions, especially given its quality. When almost thirty seconds had gone by and she still hadn't partaken, he was just about to prod her again when suddenly she bent down and started. It took her several attempts but she finally erased the line and as soon as she finished her free hand went to her nose.
"It burns," she declared.
"Just for a second or two. Do another and use your other nostril," he responded.
With less delay, Katherine did as she was instructed and consumed the second dose. Sam quickly followed, snorting several lines in quick succession, and after finishing he set down the tray and poured more Champaign.
It took several minutes for Katherine to feel the effects, but when they appeared she suddenly felt more focused and her sensitivity became more pronounced; particularly in her nipples and pussy which now tingled pleasantly.
"Feels good, don't it?" Sam asked when he noticed her change.
"Makes me horny," Chantal offered with a giggle.
"Let's go fuck," the black man announced suddenly, and quickly stood.
He directed them towards a hallway that led to the master bedroom that contained a huge bed raised high. Along the way, the young professor thought about what was going to occur. She was about to be part of a threesome again, although this was a planned event and not the serendipitous event that had taken place at her friend's apartment. She thought about how just a few months ago, she would have considered it an impossibility. But, what surprised and confused her the most was that part of her was looking forward to it.
Chantal climbed onto the bed and Katherine followed while Sam hung back. They lay back on the mound of cushions looking expectantly towards him and saw that his robe was open and his heavy cock was draped lazily over his large balls.
"You girls get started," he demanded.
Before the words were completely out of his mouth, Katherine felt the hands of the black dancer on her body. Quickly, her body followed and she found herself pinned beneath the black girl who pressed her body down, smashing their breasts together, while showering her face with kisses. Initially, Katherine was self-conscious as she thought about Sam watching her have sex with Chantal, but the dancers body was so warm and soft that, helped by the drugs which continued to heighten her sensitivity, soon she was responding with her own embraces and kisses.
The black girl mouth moved to her lover's breasts and teased her nipples with the tip of her tongue until they were fully erect and her body was squirming. Then, she kissed her way down her body until she arrived at her smooth, shaved pussy that was already oozing in anticipation.
"Uhhh..." Katherine whimpered when she felt the contact on her clit.
"Baby, you so wet," Chantal said softly, with a little giggle.
Katherine realized her hand was playing with her aroused nipple, and with an act of abandon, she used her other to push the black girls head back down while she spread her legs lewdly. Chantal positioned herself between the open legs and began to rapidly lick Katherine's pussy which brought more excited sounds from the professor.
Sam had been watching and slowly stroking his cock which was now mostly hard. With the dancer's ass now presented to him with her glistening labia on display, he climbed onto the bed, moved behind her and without ceremony found her opening with his cockhead and plunged inside.
"Ohhh...ohhh..." Chantal cried out like a wounded animal when it hit bottom.
"Keep licking that pussy while I fuck you," he demanded, while his hands gripped her hips.
For a while, they were able to get a workable rhythm going, but Katherine could tell that the black girl's tongue was losing connection with her pussy, no doubt caused by the pounding she was receiving from Sam. The licking slowed then ceased altogether and Chantal merely rested her head on Katherine's flat tummy and enjoyed the fat cock. All kinds of sexual sounds escaped her mouth and occasionally she would make eye contact with the white wife. The look wordlessly transmitted the knowledge that she was in heaven and it wasn't long before Katherine wished it was her receiving Sam's attention.
Fortunately, the sounds coming from Chantal soon announced that she was on a path towards a climax, and less than a minute later, with a series of high-pitched squeals, she let go. Sam's strong hands kept her from moving much, although she did flop her head back and forth several times across Katherine's body as she let go. When it was over, she became quiet and the black man behind her slowed then stopped. Sam looked over the girl's body at Katherine and immediately she knew he wasn't finished, which made her pussy throb. Together, they guided Chantal to the side and quickly the black man moved forward until he was over her.
"Put it in," he demanded, and without hesitation she reached for his thick cock and guided it to her opening.
"Uhhh...uhhh...ohhhhhhh..." she moaned, as he worked past her tight opening and penetrated her completely.
"Fuck yeah," Sam spat out as he started rocking his hips.
Without coaxing, Katherine's wrapped her arms around his neck and her legs around his waist. She received his tool, feeling the joy her friend had only moments ago. Her mind raced to their recent encounter in his office, but this was even better. Now, she was in comfort of the huge bed feeling his large body pressed against hers, and with each thrust she was being taken to a higher level.
"Baby, you look so hot," Chantal whispered.
Her friend had recovered enough that she was stroking her arm with her fingernails while she looked on. Katherine turned her head to look at the black girl, but was instantly admonished by Sam.
"Look at me," he demanded.
She instantly complied, staring straight into his eyes, knowing that his words were meant as a message. By following his direction, she was acknowledging that he controlled her and she would be subservient.
Sam had her well on the way to a release when he stopped momentarily and put his arms beneath her legs. Now, her pelvis was tilted back and splayed lewdly open, and he began to thrust into her with full, deep and powerful movements. Katherine had never been taken this way, as she was used to meaningful love making. Occasionally, when fully aroused her past lovers might move fast, but they had never been so raw and purposeful. It made her feel vulnerable, but somehow that feeling morphed in a way that made her even more excited. Soon, a strange feeling began to oscillate between her breasts and vagina, like water in a tank, and she instinctively knew that if he kept going she was going to have a mind-blowing orgasm.
The final step came with almost no warning. It was like a wave that suddenly appeared before her and knocked her down. Suddenly, her body was firing and her mouth was screaming. She could feel the walls of her vagina gripping and releasing his cock and her puckered anus spasm. Even her breasts felt like they were climaxing with her small nipples suddenly painfully yet deliciously hard. Sam's movement never slowed and then the wave appeared again, but this time she was gone.
Chantal watched Katherine climax, mesmerized by the truly erotic sight she was witnessing. She could tell it was huge and that it was staying with her and then she saw her eyes roll to the back of her head as she lost consciousness.
"You fucked her out," she announced to Sam who kept going at Katherine's now limp body.
"She'll come back," he answered as if it was normal fare for him.
Chantal stroked her friend's hand, which had fallen onto the bed, and slowly life returned to her. Then, as if waking up from a nap, her eyes fluttered and she was back.
"Ohhh...oh my God," she groaned.
"Yeah, you finally getting fucked right," the black man said.
Sam had worked up a sweat and he could feel beads of perspiration roll down his back. He fucked the beautiful woman like a machine, relentlessly thrusting his heavy shaft to her full depth. When the telltale feeling in his balls started, he knew he was getting close, so he concentrated on the steady pace and less than a minute later he felt them begin to tighten.
"He's going to cum," Chantal said, stating the obvious.
"Yeah, I'm going to cum. Going to fill this goddamn pussy up," he grunted.
He made two more deep moves then on the third he pushed all the way in and held it firmly. Katherine could feel his cock expanding and releasing at her opening and knew he was blasting a large amount of semen deeply inside her. Even though she was religious about taking her birth control pill, a part of her still wondered if it was adequate protection against something so powerful.
For four more hours, they had sex, interrupted only by brief periods of rest along with breaks for more cocaine and Champaign. By the time Sam announced he was fucked out, she had received another load of cum in her pussy, sucked his cock several times and even licked Chantal's slit as semen dribbled out. It was a raunchy evening, and when she stepped into the bathroom to clean up, she was surprised her body looked mostly unscathed. Her hair was damp and she reeked of sex, but other than that there was just a light bruise on her inner thigh she would need to be careful about.
After sharing a shower with Chantal, they ordered cabs and went their separate ways. Alone in the dark back seat, suddenly the guilt hit her full force as the reality set in. There was no way to rationalize this time; something necessary for the project, the unplanned situation at Chantal's apartment or the moment of weakness in the club. No, she had been a drug taking, eager participant, that achieved sexual satisfaction and gave it. But, what was even more disturbing was the knowledge that she would likely do it again; the experience had just been too powerful.
Sex with Sam became a routine thing, sometimes with Chantal but usually alone. Typically, Roland would stop her as she walked through the club on her way to change and they would spend hours at his place with numerous rounds of sex. He taught her how he liked his cock sucked and showed her how to fondle his balls just right, and she became so good at it that he often had to stop her to keep from cumming too quickly.
In addition, the older black man's cock totally conquered the young wife. It seemed he could make her orgasm at will and he knew how to take her hard and deep once she started to make it last. She learned her favorite position was on her back with her legs pushed up like he had taken her the first time with Chantal, and it wasn't uncommon for her cries of pleasure to become wails as she climaxed.
It was always afterwards, on her way home in the cab, that the guilt would hit her. Countless times she swore it was there last meeting, but each time the guilt would fade and she would find herself accepting the next invitation.
When Sam began fucking Katherine, he thought it was some of the best pussy he ever had. She was fresh and responsive and in most cases eager to please. However, he had been with hundreds of women and knew that regardless of their looks or talents it would eventually get old. After fucking her a dozen or so times, he was beginning to get that feeling and knew it was about time to move on.
"Sam said you and Chantal should take a cab to his place," Roland told Katherine, when she arrived at the club on a Friday.
He had a telling smirk on his face which she ignored, and with a nod she walked to the dressing room to discuss the situation with her friend. She didn't spot the young black girl, so she waited for her to arrive and busied herself by primping at the mirror. Twenty minutes later Chantal arrived and by the look on her face she must have received the same message from Roland.
"You ready to go?" the dancer asked.
"Well, I'm not sure. I mean we were just there two days ago," she replied.
Sufficient time had not elapsed from the last meeting to allow the guilt to fade from Katherine psyche. In addition, she took some solace in it being an occasional thing, so it worried her that Sam might be wanting to meet more often.
"Not much we can do," Chantal responded, while shrugging her shoulders.
Katherine knew she was right if she wanted to remain in the club, and once more she found herself leveraged by the black man. She was getting very close to finishing and with luck the two more surveys she needed to meet the lower statistical threshold would occur in the next week. So, with a feeling of resignation she nodded to her friend and together they walked out.
Soon, they were past the concierge and in the elevator riding up to his place. When they stepped out, Sam met them fully clothed looking a bit nervous. Only once before, when the drug dealers visited the club, had she seen him look this way which immediately brought on a feeling of foreboding. He directed them to the bathroom where he kept the outfits, and instructed them to hurry and to look "fucking good".
Kat and Chantal emerged fifteen minutes later; the young professor in a purple minidress with three inch heels and her friend in a vinyl micro skirt with a matching cropped top. The loud clicking of their heels on the marble floors slowly faded as they walked towards the living area where jazz music was playing. As soon as they entered the room, they could see that in addition to Sam, there was an older white man along with a black man that was a bit younger. Both had shed their suit jackets and ties, and were lounging with cocktails in their hands.
"Girls this here is Mr. Bennett and this is Mr. Jackson," Sam explained, introducing the white man first, then after the girls nodded he continued, "And here we have Kat and Chantal."
"Might as well mix things up," Mr. Bennett spoke, and patted on the seat next to him as he looked at Chantal.
With a demure smile, the black girl moved towards the man and after a few moments Kat awkwardly approached the black man and settled to his side. Sam acted as bartender, which further surprised Kat, and quickly he was handing drinks to the girls. The men continued to chat while the girls sat by quietly. Despite her nervousness, the young wife was picking up enough from the conversation to realize that these were important men in the community and that Sam needed something from them. He had just finished handing out a second round of drinks when she saw him pull out the small wooden box that she knew held his drug stash. He worked behind the bar for a few minutes then stepped out holding the tray that now held four lines of coke.
"It's good," he said, offering it first to Mr. Bennett.
The older man, with a full head of silver-gray hair, picked up the rolled-up bill on the side and quickly pulled the powder into his nose. From there, it was offered to Mr. Jackson, then Kat and finally Chantal.
Kat had trepidation about taking the substance, as she was still trying to understand what was taking place, but did so thinking it was the path of least resistance. Like the times before, the effects hit her quickly and she felt her nipples tighten and tingle as a sense of euphoria raced through her lovely body.
"Damn good," Mr. Jackson stated, after Chantal was finished.
The discussion started again, but it was only a few minutes before Mr. Bennett's hands began to wander over the black girl's body. Even though he soon had her breasts out and was mauling them, he was somehow able to maintain the conversation. Kat was happy that her man had thus far kept his hands to himself, however this was about to change.
"Take that thing off so I can see those white titties," Mr. Jackson demanded seconds later.
Kat looked towards Chantal and received a strange expression in return, but when she glanced at Sam, he was staring at her with mean, narrow eyes. Although still unsure, she lifted the garment over her head while rationalizing once again that it was no worse than the club.
"Have you had these two?" Mr. Bennett asked, just as Mr. Jackson's hand found Kat's breasts.
"Damn right, they're the best," he announced, and suddenly things were becoming clear, which made Kat very afraid.
"Take those bottoms off so I can see your sweet pussy," Mr. Jackson stated.
"Baby, come go with me to the bathroom," Chantal said, and her words were like a life saver as Kat felt almost paralyzed.
With laughs from the guests and a stern look from Sam, they moved quickly down the hall to the bathroom.
"Baby, Sam's wanting to turn you out," Chantal spoke, as soon as the door closed.
"What do you mean?" she asked, wanting to clarify the meaning even though she felt she understood.
"He wants you to fuck for money or for favors from those men. You going to be a pro after tonight," she explained.
"I'm not going to..." she started, but suddenly the door was thrown open and Sam's large frame filled the opening.
"Chantal, get your ass out of here. NOW," he yelled, and the young black girl gave a quick fearful look at her friend before she hastily left.
"Sam..." the young wife started, but was again interrupted.
"You shut the fuck up. Those men are important to me and you are going to go out there and do what it takes. You going to fuck them and anything else they want. They want their dick's sucked, I better see one in your mouth. They want to fuck your ass, I expect you to hold your cheeks open. You understand me?" he stated in a voice filled with menace.
"Sam...I...Sam please I can't..." she tried to start, but her eyes filled with tears and she became too emotional to speak.
Sam took her by the arm and his grip felt like it was going to break it as he threatened, "Get yourself together and get your ass out there. I ain't fucking around."
The large black man left her with wobbly knees requiring her to use the vanity for support. She looked at her almost nude body in the mirror and the reality suddenly hit home with full force. The time she had spent in the club had been an illusion. This was the real Sam and the true nature of what she had been involved in. The truth was she had just been lucky to make it this far, but now was the moment of reckoning. Rationalization had gotten her through the groping in the club and even her infidelities, but now she knew it had all been a lie - a lie she had told herself. There was no way she could rationalize being a prostitute, and although her mind raced trying to find a solution, a way out, none appeared.
"Jeff...please...I'm in trouble...I...I need help right now," she spat into her phone, as soon as her husband answered.
Fortunately, he sensed the gravity of the situation and hung up as soon as he had her location. He even accepted her request not to involve the police as he too knew the damage it would create for both. Katherine quietly closed the door and set the lock, hoping against hope that her husband would reach her in time.
Jeff was out of the house like a bolt, but had the sense to take a deep breath and program the address into his phone before setting off. He drove as fast as he dared, pushing the speed limit and racing through several yellow lights. His wife's voice and her plea had been the realization of his worst nightmare since her job at the club started. Many times, he thought about the dangers, but like her, time had managed to soften his concerns.
A block away he realized the address was the high rise coming up on his right and for a moment he let his mind wonder why his wife would be there. Then, he pushed those thoughts aside and concentrated on reaching her as quickly as possible. There would be a time later for those questions to be asked, but not now.



When Sam returned to the living room, Chantal was on Mr. Bennett's knee doing her best to engage him, but Mr. Jackson had an annoyed look on his face. He made another drink for the black man and offered him another line of coke, however when almost fifteen minutes had elapsed and there was no sign of the white woman, he strode back to the bathroom.
"Open this motherfucking door," Katherine heard Sam's demand.
The clicking of the doorknob and his strong voice frightened her and she cowered in the corner.
"Leave me alone," she finally said with a choked voice, after he had tried several more times to open the door.
"Bitch, you best open this door or I'm going to beat your skinny white ass until you beg to fuck," he threatened her.
"I...I called the police," she whimpered.
"Then you best uncall them or everyone at that school will know how you been slutting it up," he replied.
Jeff strode through the lobby of the building, and when the doorman tried to stop him he shoved him hard in the chest, catching him off guard and knocking him onto his fat ass.
"I'm going to 1602 and if you get in my way I'll call the police," he told the man as he entered the elevator.
The doorman knew enough about the resident of 1602 to realize the police were the last thing he wanted to see in the building. Still, even that was better than a major scandal or perhaps even a murder. The large man pulled himself up and moved back to his desk, contemplating what to do as Jeff rose swiftly towards the 16th floor.
Sam was still trying to enter the bathroom door when he heard a pounding at his door. There had been no call from the building people, which was unheard of, so his immediate thought was it might be the police.
"Yeah?" he said into the closed door, while looking through the peep hole and seeing the man he recognized as Katherine's husband.
"Open the door. I am here for my wife. Either let me in or I'm calling the police," Jeff said using his best attorney demeanor.
At that moment, Sam knew his little party was over and with it his chance to get a favor from the men. From his view, he had helped and coddled the young wife, so to be treated this way pissed him off immensely. Seething with anger, he opened the door and immediately threw a punch that caught Jeff full on the chin. He staggered back, almost done in, but was able to stop his fall, and with a surge of adrenalin he raced forward and put his shoulder into the larger man driving him into the opposite wall.
"Ummpphhh..." Sam grunted, as most of the air was knocked from him.
"Where's my wife," Jeff demanded, still grappling with the club owner.
"You motherfucker," the larger man yelled out, as he finally was able to get a grip on the husband and fling him down the hallway.
What followed was a melee that moved down the hall until it entered the living room where the startled guests moved away from the two, unclear of what was occurring. Sam's punches were stronger and better placed countered only by Jeff's ability to use his body to ram into the black man and force him to fall over tables and chairs. Still, it was clear the young husband was not only losing, but rapidly running out of energy.
When Jeff looked back on the fight, he wasn't sure whether it was dumb luck or providence, but in any event, he was somehow able to land a defining blow that stopped Sam cold. He had just been shoved back into the bar and while trying to steady himself his hand came into contact with a wooden object, a heavy box, that he gripped and swung at the black man's head with all his remaining strength. Miraculously, he landed the blow with the edge catching Sam on the temple and he fell instantly face forward onto the floor. As Jeff looked down at the man while gasping for breath, he wondered why the room seemed to be filled with a white powdery substance.
"Where's my wife?" he finally got out to the stunned observers.
"She's in the bathroom. Down that hall," Chantal replied.
Jeff stumbled his way towards the bathroom, suddenly feeling nauseous, and was met by Katherine now changed into her everyday clothes.
"Jeff...of Jeff...are you okay?" she barely got out as her crying started again.
Her husband merely nodded and together they made their way out of the building, past the stunned doorman, and into Jeff's car still parked in front. Twice they had to stop for Jeff to throw up, but finally they made it home and Katherine quickly went to work to see to her man. Over the next hour, she found multiple contusions on his body along with a busted lip and skinned up knuckles. She didn't think anything was serious, although she knew he would be sore for days.
"Jeff, I need to tell you what..." she started after making him take some aspirin.
"No, not now. Later maybe, but not now," he replied.
In that moment, all of Katherine's guilt came welling to the surface and she began weeping. Now, everything seemed so silly and selfish. She had compromised her morals and committed adultery with multiple men, and yet when she needed him most her husband came forward without hesitation risking everything for her safety. Despite his numerous attempts to calm her, she was inconsolable for hours as the harsh reality hit home.
The doorman finally summoned his courage and went to check on things a half hour after the couple had raced by. He was pleased to see that by all outward appearances things were normal although he still knocked on the door.
"Yeah?" Sam asked, as the doorman looked at him holding an icepack to his head.
"Just checking if everything is okay," he answered in a cowed voice.
"Everything's fine. Just a jealous husband," Sam responded, and since that fit his view of events and wasn't something that required further involvement, he nodded, turned and left.
Amazingly, his two guests had stayed on rather than flee after the couple's departure. Reluctantly, and since Mr. Bennett was something of a mentor to Little Sam, he explained the events leading up to the altercation. In addition, with Chantal present, he decided to keep mostly to the truth.
"But, don't you worry. I'm going to get my revenge," he stated, as a wave of anger rolled over him.
"Sam, you can do what you want, but my suggestion is you forget the whole thing. Hell, it's your fault in the first place for letting that young woman in the club. You know better than that," Mr. Bennett counseled.
"Look at my goddamn head," Sam responded, indicating that was reason enough to go after them.
It was Mr. Jackson's turn to speak and he gave a similar message, "Sam you'll be better off taking the advice. You go messing around with a young white married couple. Wife's a professor at our best university and husband's an attorney...people will want a noose around your neck and you hanging from on overpass."
"Did you fuck her?" Mr. Bennett asked.
"Hell yes," Sam replied with some pride.
"Well I bet it was good pussy. Let it go at that," he added.
The next day Chantal texted Katherine and they talked on the phone. The dancer explained the conversation between the men and how Sam had been told to leave them alone. It was a huge weight off her shoulders, although there were still many other issues to deal with.
"Am I going to see you again?" Chantal asked in a soft voice.
"I don't know Chantal. I am confused and feel like shit. And poor Jeff," she replied.
"Baby, your husband's a badass," she answered with a laugh.
Jeff waited for two weeks before he let Katherine explain what had occurred. During that time, she had attempted on multiple occasions to initiate a conversation, but in each case, he had declined to discuss it, saying he wasn't ready yet. Finally, as they sat on the couch and sipped wine on a lazy Sunday, he indicated he was ready.
"I guess we need to talk about it," he said, and although vague, she knew what he meant.
"Okay honey, just please let me get through it all before you ask questions. I'm not sure I can otherwise," she begged.
Katherine started at the beginning and went through the events in detail. She described the costume she was required to wear and how she would occasionally be touched as a waitress. Then, she went through the part about being coerced into being a dancer in the club, her time on stage as well as the table dancing that was part of the job. She even explained the extent of the touching she had endured. Finally, she talked about Chantal and how they had grown close and made love. Only her adultery, with Myles and Sam, and the incident with the school janitor were left out.
"Geez Katherine," Jeff sighed.
"Do you hate me? I understand if you do," she asked, feeling very vulnerable.
"So, when you were coming home and telling me about being touched...some of it...I mean most of it was true?" her husband tried to clarify.
"Yes," she answered, looking down at the floor in shame.
"Well, I guess I was giving you strange signals on that," Jeff responded magnanimously.
"It's my fault," Katherine answered as a mea culpa.
"And this black girl...Chantal. I mean you really...really did it? Like lesbians?" he followed, with a look of confusion on his face.
"Yes," she replied softly, as his tone seemed full of judgement.
"Did you have sex with any men?" Jeff shot out in a pointed way.
"No...no," she lied, fighting hard to hold eye contact.
She knew it was wrong to lie. Jeff deserved the truth, but she was deeply ashamed by her actions and she felt she was already so close to the edge with him that an admission would likely lead to divorce. It wasn't something she wanted. Instead, she wanted to rededicate herself to her marriage over everything else.
Jeff knew there was more to the story, and he knew Katherine well enough to understand that she would eventually tell him. However, he too wanted to stay in the marriage. He loved Katherine and loved her being his wife, so he decided forgiveness was the right course.
"Okay Katherine. Thank you for telling me. I know it was difficult. You got so caught up in this research that you lost perspective and I blame myself too for not getting you to see that. But, you got to promise me there will be no more field work like this," Jeff said, and in the last sentence a smile came to his face.
"I promise!" Katherine exclaimed, practically crying in joy as her husband forgave her.
Katherine went to work on updating her research and editing her paper. The fact she was two short of the lower statistical threshold was something that she would just have to live with. Fortunately, the new data was consistent with the old and her outcomes didn't change, so it was just a few weeks before she emailed Prof. Dominguez.
"Two short. And, there's no way..." her mentor started before Katherine cut her off.
"No, Professor. This is the data set," she answered giving the older woman a determined look.
"Okay, well that's a pity. But, let's go with it," she said.
Jeff had continued to be amazing. He never brought the club up, although he certainly had the right to say I told you so, and he seemed sincerely excited about her paper. For a bit, there time in bed was effected as both seemed to be uncertain as to the mood or mindset of the other, but that slowly worked itself out. Now it was just like normal, better really, as Katherine respect and admiration for her husband had skyrocketed.
Jeff and Katherine had just finished making love. It was a slow, gentle yet passionate encounter where the young wife was brought to a small but satisfying orgasm and several minutes later her husband buried his face into her neck and grunted repeatedly as he fired his semen into her warm pussy. They stayed connected and for the next few minutes sighed and let out soft mews of pleasure before Jeff rolled to her side.
"I got something to tell you?" he whispered almost immediately.
"What?" Katherine quickly asked curious but nervous at the same time.
"I got excited thinking about you being touched...in the club," he admitted.
"I know honey," she answered stroked his hair.
"How did you know?" he asked.
"Honey, it was impossible not to see. You were always up when I got home," she laughed.
"Well, I feel stupid now," he followed.
"Don't Jeff. I have to admit that you getting turned on turned me on. Sometimes in the club I would think about you when it was happening," she explained.
"Hmmm..." he replied and it was quiet for a moment before he continued with, "I want to meet Chantal."
Katherine and Chantal were texting almost daily. The young black girl was keeping her apprised of anything with Sam that she might need to know, which thankfully so far had been minimal. They hadn't seen each other since the night at Sam's, and despite Chantal's pleas, she had decided to move on.
"Why?" she asked in surprise.
"I want to meet my wife's lover," he said with a quick laugh.
There was a long silence that lasted over a minute before Katherine responded, "Are you sure?"
"Yes, just ask her over for a drink. No big deal," he said in a way that made her think his request was not a spur-of-the-moment decision.
The following Sunday at a little past seven the light knock on the door announced the arrival of Chantal. Katherine had to stifle her excitement and force herself to walk slowly as she went to meet their guest. When she opened the door, her friend and lover stood before her looking like a normal college age girl, and she realized that she had never seen her except in club attire or the sweatshirt and jeans she wore back and forth.
"You look great!" Katherine said with a big smile, as she ushered her inside.
Jeff walked up at that moment, and as introductions were made the young wife could see her husband was enthused, almost excited, to meet her friend. From there, they moved to the living room, and while the girls got comfortable, Jeff disappeared to the kitchen and returned quickly with a bottle of wine and three glasses. The conversation was a bit stilted getting started, but as the alcohol relaxed them it became more free flowing.
"He wants to see us together," Chantal whispered to Katherine when Jeff went to open a second bottle.
"No, he doesn't," she replied quickly without pausing to consider the words, but after thinking about it for several seconds she followed with, "Why do you think that?"
"Baby, he can barely sit still. He's wired," she answered.
"I can't do that. We're just now getting back to normal," Katherine responded, in a tone that sounded like a plea.
"He does baby," Chantal countered, and ran her fingers through her lover's dark hair.
Katherine had been keeping her friend up to date on the situation at home, and they chatted at length when she called to invite her over. She had explained how shocked she had been at her own behavior and how thankful she was at Jeff's non-judgmental acceptance. In addition, they had discussed their relationship, and while Katherine admitted she was attracted to the black girl, she didn't think it was healthy to continue. She knew her decision had disappointed Chantal, although she remained supportive.
"Don't," the young professor warned her friend when she heard her husband approaching.
Jeff returned, poured more wine, and the conversation picked back up. The relationship of the two women was being deftly skirted around, however with each sip of the liquor the glances and innuendo became more pronounced. Finally, when half of the new bottle had been consumed, without warning Chantal's hand returned to Katherine's hair and she began stroking it again.
"Chantal!" the young wife protested, while giving a half-hearted effort to twist away.
Neither her husband nor the black girl said a word, but when Katherine's eyes shot between them, she noted both were sporting smiles. The silence continued as Chantal's soft hand moved to the young wife's lovely neck and began to tease it with her fingertips. Katherine remained motionless but her husband, sitting directly across from her could see the tiny bumps in her pullover sweater that indicating her nipples were aroused.
Katherine was about to protest her friends action when she felt the girl turn her head and suddenly their lips connected. It was just for an instant as she quickly pulled away, and this time when she looked towards Jeff his thin smile had grown into a wide grin. It was clear by his expression that he wasn't upset rather, his look appeared to be encouraging. Once more, Chantal moved her face so they could kiss and this time it lingered, lasting for several seconds before Katherine broke away.
"It's okay honey," she heard her husband say in a soft but strained voice.
Her husband's encouragement effected the young dancer and instantly her kisses became more urgent and insisting. However, Katherine was still in turmoil. Over the weeks since she had left the club, she had returned to her normal, routine life, but suddenly it was all coming back. Although she felt she needed to fight it, that it was truly the right thing to do, she could feel both her mind and body slipping into the cauldron.
Chantal sensed it too and knew her lover's defenses were rapidly falling away. She missed her friend and wanted desperately to feel their embrace, so she kept at her. The first true sign of her surrender was when her lips pushed back. Seconds later it happened again and after that things moved quickly. Now, Katherine was openly returning the kisses and soft mews were escaping each time they connected, and when the black girl's hand found her breast, rather than recoil, she felt her body push against it.
Jeff quietly witnessed his wife's capitulation and with each step he could feel his dick getting harder until he was forced to reach down and move it to a less painful position. It was very erotic to watch them in the throes of passion and his knowledge, or apparent knowledge, of his wife's normal and conservative ways made it even more powerful.
Chantal began to work on her lover's clothes and received only token resistance until she reached her bra and panties. Katherine suddenly became resistant, but rather than force things, the black dancer took it as an opportunity to quickly shed her clothes. The room was silent as husband and wife watched and she received no negative words from either. Once fully naked, she dropped on top of Katherine and began to slowly move her body in a slow, seductive motion that quickly brought moans of arousal from the married woman's lips.
"We can't," she tried in once last feeble effort to slow things down, but the huskiness of her voice gave away her excitement.
Once more, Chantal's hand went to her bra and this time she received no resistance as she released it and pulled the garment from between them. Now, their breasts were pushed hard together flattening each in a way that mesmerized Jeff as he anxiously fidgeted in the chair.
"My God," he whispered in a low voice, meant for no one.
It was only a short time later that the black girl's hands went to Katherine's panties and this time she received help in pushing them over the toned butt and down her smooth legs. As soon as they were off, Chantal positioned herself between the white girl's legs and pushed her mound hard against Katherine's which brought forth a deep moan that was only silenced when their lips once more connected. Jeff watched as the black girl fucked his wife, much like a man might, while he stroked his hard dick through his pants. It was truly an erotic sight, much more powerful than he imagined, and it left his mouth dry and his body practically shaking.
"Let's go to bed," Chantal suggested in a throaty whisper.
Their bodies ceased moving and Katherine looked towards her husband where she saw the fire in his eyes and his hand working the bulge in his slacks. For just an instant, there was hesitation, then they were moving; climbing off each other and standing.



"Come on," Katherine said in a demanding voice to her husband, as she held out her hand.
Together, they made the short march to the dimly lit bedroom where the girls left the young husband standing as they flopped onto the bed, and in seconds they were once more entwined. Jeff quickly sat and his hand returned to his dick, massaging it roughly through the fabric of his clothes. He felt awkward sitting and watching, wanting desperately to be a part of the scene playing out before him, but unsure of what to do. However, when Chantal rolled to her knees and buried her face between his wife's legs while presenting her ass to him he could no longer hold back. Much like Sam had witnessed weeks ago, the glistening wetness of the dancer's labia protruded towards him like an express invitation and suddenly he was on his feet removing his clothes.
With his dick in his hand, Jeff stepped behind the girl's ass until he was just inches away and took in the sounds of Chantal lapping and his wife's cries of excitement. He had just summoned enough courage to step forward and push inside what he knew would be a wonderful feeling tunnel, when his wife, with a series of deep groans, started to climax. Chantal maintained the assault on her clit, extending her orgasm, until Katherine became too sensitive and pushed her head away. The black girl moved forward until she lay across her lover, but with her legs still spread Jeff view of her pussy was held. With a sudden impulse, he dropped his head and speared Chantal's folds with his own tongue.
"Ohhh...fuck," their guest whined instantly.
"What?" Katherine asked in response, as she wasn't able to see what had occurred.
"He's sucking my pussy," she moaned.
The black girl's head was resting against her breasts and for a moment she tried to rise and look at her, but Katherine used her hand to push her back down. She could tell by the whimpers and the movements against her body that her friend was enjoying the attention, so she merely stroked her hair while her husband did the work. In a way, she was jealous about Jeff's involvement, but she quickly realized how foolish her thoughts were, and after some consideration she knew she should be happy with what was transpiring. Even though it was unplanned and sordid, it simplified things considerably, and helped allay her guilt for the things she had not yet confessed.
Jeff's efforts soon had her little nub fully engorged and he took it between his lips and sucked softly while rapidly flicking his tongue back and forth. His effort's had the desired results and it wasn't long before Chantal was groaning loudly and pushing back against him which soaked his face with her juices.
"I'm going to cum," she forced out in a labored voice.
"Cum baby," Katherine coached her, suddenly feeling like it was her own orgasm that was about to happen.
"Can I?" Chantal whimpered back, showing her vulnerability.
"Yes, we want you to," she answered using phrasing that wasn't lost on anyone.
Seconds later, she exploded and while her body thrashed Katherine held her head hard against her breasts. When her movements became too pronounced to maintain the connection with his mouth, Jeff stood and used two fingers inside her soaked opening to finish.
"Fuck, y'all are crazy," Chantal declared when she regained some control.
Her body was still moving slowly and Katherine pulled on her arms causing her to slide up until her head was resting on her shoulder. Once settled, she looked towards her husband and they made eye contact for several seconds. Each seemed to be seeking the answer to the question - what now?
Without speaking, Jeff slid next to his wife until their bodies were pressed together, and he used his hand to turn her head, then kissed her hard. When that embrace ended, it was Katherine who quickly followed it up with another and as their lips worked together she felt the hardness of his dick pressed against her hip. Freeing her hand from Chantal, she wrapped it around the shaft and started to slowly stroke it.
After a minute of manipulation, Katherine looked up to see her husband's eyes staring across her and turning she could see that Chantal was watching the action. Then, as if on cue, all three became aware of the other and there was another awkward moment.
"Get in the middle," the young wife finally stated to her husband after several seconds, and shifted to create a space.
Without further prodding, Jeff moved between the two beautiful women eager to see what might be in store. Quickly, his wife's hand resumed her efforts but it wasn't long before it was joined by Chantal's. Together, the girls worked him over and then his wife fingernails began to tickle beneath his balls which made his back arch and forced a heavy moan from his mouth.
"Shit," he declared when he caught his breath.
"You like the attention?" his wife purred in a seductive voice.
"Hell yes," he replied, as the black girl started to laugh.
It was only seconds later when he felt his wife start to scoot down in the bed and instantly he knew what was coming. Her mouth locked around the head of his dick and sucked hungrily while their guest worked him lower, stroking him firmly with her hand. Then, suddenly there was more movement, and a second mouth was on his shaft. As they swapped back and forth between locations, Jeff quickly lost awareness of whose mouth was where, and even though they occasionally giggled, it in no way diminished the extreme arousal he was feeling. He was close, very close, and when a tongue moved beneath his balls he knew he was about to lose all control.
"Who do you want?" his wife asked when the contact suddenly stopped.
"You baby," he replied, knowing instinctively what she meant as he looked up at her through half-closed eyes.
With his hands helping, she straddled him and immediately brought him to her ready opening. They groaned in unison when they connected and Katherine started a slow and full motion with her hips. Jeff felt the fingernails return to his balls which brought another loud groan from him as the black girl began to tease.
"Cum in your wife baby. Fill her up good," he heard the husky voice of Chantal.
With the needy whimpers from his wife and the light strokes from her friend doing their work, he lasted exactly seventeen strokes before his body became stiff, light exploded in his eyes and with a loud cry he thrust his hips up and shot what he knew must be the biggest load of his life.
"Ohhh...oh fuck...fuck...baby...shit!" he yelled as jet after jet fired from him.
It seemed like forever, but in reality, it was all over in seconds and Jeff lay spent as his wife slowed then fell forward onto his chest. They cuddled for a bit before Katherine rolled to his side and as soon as she did his dick was encapsulated by a warm sensation. Looking down, he saw Chantal's mouth slowly sucking his half-hard member and with a moan he let his head fall back.
"Chantal!" his wife exclaimed, but the tone of her voice was of humor and not anger.
"Sssshhh..." you're next, she declared.
"You're crazy," Katherine replied.
True to her word, after cleaning Jeff's shaft, she moved across the bed and found the young wife's pussy, dripping with her husband's semen. Katherine offered only faint resistance and was soon whimpering in joy as her lover feasted on her gash. It wasn't long before she was worked up, and Jeff watched his wife have another orgasm, although smaller this time. What particularly enthralled him was seeing her pull on her own nipples as the climax approached and then rolled through her. It was a new experience for him, like most of the things that had occurred that night, and he wondered what more was left to be discovered.
Later, he awoke in a completely dark room, illuminated only by the outside light filtering through the shutters to find himself between the two women. He was spooned against Chantal with his wife cuddled behind him and his arm was draped over the black girl with his hand touching her breast. He had no recollection of moving to this position or falling asleep, but certainly wasn't going to complain.
While he thought about the situation and what had occurred, he could feel his dick harden until it was pressed into the cheeks of their guest. At the same time, he became aware that his fingers had begun tracing circles on Chantal's breast.
"Mmmm..." the black girl sighed, momentarily startling him and causing his hand to stop its movement, but Chantal with another soft moan said, "Don't stop. It feels good."
Jeff hesitated only for an instant before letting his fingertips brush her breast and after a few seconds, emboldened by her words, he moved to her nipple. His attention quickly caused the puffy flesh to stiffen and brought little purrs of pleasure from her mouth. When he felt her push her round ass back against his hard dick, he wondered whether he dared do more with his wife asleep next to him. However, that decision was soon taken away from him when Chantal lifted her leg, reached for his shaft and brought the head to her wet slit. She ran it up and down several times then pulled him inside, and as she pushed back the young husband thrust forward fully embedding himself in her soft and warm place.
"We can't wake Katherine," he whispered, tense with nervousness, but unable to stop.
"Baby, just go slow," Chantal purred back, while pulling his hand hard against her breast.
Jeff was able to remain quiet but the black girl's moans grew louder and more frequent while her thrusts against him began to make the bed move. So, he was startled but not surprised when he heard his wife's voice and felt her hand on his back.
"Chantal, are you doing it with my husband?" she asked, and the playfulness in her voice let him know he wasn't in trouble.
"Just for a little while girl. I'll give him back," she answered.
"You better," Katherine replied and Jeff felt her fingers begin to tickle his balls.
Katherine put the final touches on the new office she moved to as a result of her promotion to Associate Professor. It had been almost a year to the day that she submitted the basic paper on her study and in that time it had generated quite the buzz within the academic community. Fortunately, the content was so strong that the sample size didn't generate near the negativity she feared. In fact, she had garnered quite a bit of praise for capturing such real, meaningful data. In addition to the academic submissions, she had provided two summary articles, more designed for the layman, to well-respected popular magazines and had been asked to speak at a half-dozen seminars.
All-in-all, everything had worked out better than her wildest expectations which helped make the compromises she endured feel less significant. Still, in quiet moments of honest reflection, she knew she had come very close to disaster and only survived from sheer luck.
"All settled in?" a voice from the door interrupted her activities and turning she saw Professor Dominguez standing in the opening.
In addition to the personal recognition that Katherine had enjoyed, her mentor had also benefitted by being viewed as the coach and primary supporter in the young woman's efforts.
"Yes, thank you," she answered just as her phone began to ring.
"I'll leave you then," the older woman stated, letting Katherine take the call.
"Hi honey," she spoke, seeing it was Jeff
"When are you leaving?" her husband asked, and his tone suggested a sweet desire for her to get home.
"I'm leaving now," she giggled, reaching for her purse.
"Hurry, Chantal is already here," he laughed in reply.
"Stay out of the bedroom!" she declared with faux concern, which made them both laugh again.
"Maybe...maybe," her husband replied.
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"Okay folks. Gather round for a second. We need to decide what we're going to do for the next party," John, our host, announced to the assembled guests.
Kelly and I were one of eleven couples, all residents along Pecan Street, in attendance at the current party and we closed around John to discuss the theme for the next gathering. John was essentially the social director for the group, and had managed with his periodic events to create a scene that was unique for suburban life. His large house, at the end of the street in a cul-de-sac, with a pool, hot tub, spacious back yard and outdoor bar made it the ideal gathering spot. He relished the role of host and social leader, and because of his efforts and prodding most of the street residents would get together several times a year.
There were ten core couples that made most of the parties, along with a half-dozen more that would attend on occasion, and supplementing the group were participants from other nearby streets in the neighborhood or friends of residents that would often be invited in.
An interesting thing about the group was that it spanned all age groups. The youngest couple was in their late 20s and the oldest was in their early 60s. Kelly and I were on the younger end of the scale, both being thirty years old. Despite the disparity of ages, everyone got along well and enjoyed letting their hair down, and it was not uncommon for assistance to be needed in getting someone home after an evening of heavy drinking.
"Let's do something wild," Susan, the female partner of one of the forty something couples, blurted out.
"A woman after my own heart!" John replied, with a hearty laugh.
John was also a forty something guy and was tall, barrel chested with a smile that never left his face. He was one of those individuals that was instantly your friend and never met a stranger. Conversely, while John liked to be the center of attention, his diminutive, but very attractive wife Donna seemed to enjoy staying in the background.
"Let's do something fun and different," another of the wives suggested.
"Like what?" John asked the group, as he nodded in agreement to the comment.
John loved playing the part of facilitator, and he was a master at getting the various members of the group to open up and speak their mind. I knew from past discussions like this that he had something in his head, but would let the group dynamics form and then interject his ideas along the way.
"How about a costume party?" Jill, the youngest of the wives, replied.
"I thought we were going to be wild?" one of the men answered.
"Well let's think about this for a moment. Maybe there is a way to put both together. A costume party with a wild theme," John stated.
"Bikinis!" Carl, another husband, yelled which brought a wave of laughter from everyone.
"We're not in college, Carl!" a female voice quickly answered.
"T&A is timeless," Carl replied, bringing a collective groan from the group, and an elbow from his wife.
"What other ideas are out there? I like Jill's suggestion, but maybe it needs something edgy added," John said.
His question was followed by several moments of silence as everyone tried to think of a good idea.
"John, do you have an idea?" Dana, the oldest wife, asked.
"Well I'm just standing here listening and really haven't thought it through, but I was wondering what it would be like if everyone brought a guest?" he answered.
"Well that could be fun," Jill replied.
"How is that wild?" Dana shot back quickly.
"Yeah, I was looking forward to wild," a male voice in the back joined in, causing more laughter.
"Well to answer your question, I was thinking that everyone would bring a guest of the opposite sex," John said with a broad smile.
There was a gasp from the group as his words sunk in and another period of silence ensued.
"We aren't swingers, John. We're too old anyway," Dana finally answered, which broke the tension.
"John, I can see the wheels spinning in your head. What are you thinking?" Dana's husband Sam asked.
"Well like I said I'm kind of making this up as I go, but I was thinking that it could be edgy and fun if everyone asked someone to come with them. It would be a different party for us with half the people being unknown. Doesn't mean there is going to be an orgy here, in fact I'm pretty sure Donna wouldn't allow that," John explained, which brought more laughter, although it also carried some tension.
"That wouldn't be too bad. Craig, you can take Leslie and I can go with Phil," Cary said to her husband.
"Are Leslie and Phil married to each other?" Dana asked.
"Yes, they're our best friends," she replied.
"Well, I'm not positive, but I don't think that's what John has in mind," Dana answered.
There was now confused chatter from most of the group and John suggested a refill of our drinks. Since he had always been the leader, no one wanted to challenge him directly, but I could see trepidation on many faces. When everyone had fresh drinks, John moved to the center and started to speak.
"You know if you guys want to do this I guess there would need to be some rules. Like no husband and wife combinations, no family members, things like that if we want to get the right mix," he said.
"So, John, if I understand the proposal on the table it's that the next party, and we will have to set a date, is to be a costume party and each attendee needs to invite and come with a guest of the opposite sex that is not a family member or a part of an existing couple relationship. Do I have that correct?" Darrell, a very successful attorney in his late thirties and known for his bold manners, summarized for the group.
"Darrell, I think that's it," John replied with a nod.
"I'm not sure about this," a woman named Chris said, with a worried look.
"Oh Chris, don't be a prude. Ask one of those hot young doctors you work with," Susan replied immediately.
Soon after, it was decided that everyone would let John know individually if they wanted to participate and if enough agreed, we would go forward with the party on the first Saturday in October, some six weeks away. Walking home, Kelly and I discussed the idea.
"What do you think? Something you want to do?" I asked her, with her hand in mine.
"Who would you take?" she replied, which made me burst out laughing.
"I don't even know who to ask and you are already jealous," I accused her.
"Won't you be jealous?" she replied in a pout.
"Of course not. You know I trust you. Just make sure you behave," I answered with some sarcasm.
"I guess I'm game if you are, but I have no idea who to invite. God, it will be so awkward," Kelly replied.
"Yes, but it should be an interesting party. Which I guess is the point," I answered.
In the end, three of the eleven couples elected to pass, but two others who were not at the party wanted in, so it looked like there would be ten in total, which would become twenty people for the party.
It was actually much harder to find someone to invite than I imagined and I was starting to become worried that I would strike out. I wanted to stay away from work people or close acquaintances to avoid starting a rumor mill. Finally, I decided to ask Sharon, my hair stylist, who I was pretty sure shared no mutual friends. Sharon was younger, in her mid-twenties, blonde haired with a body people would describe as voluptuous. Her best features were her dimpled cheeks and full breasts that I had trouble not staring at when she was cutting my hair. Fortunately for me, she found the concept intriguing and agreed to go.
We decided to dress up as Bonnie and Clyde, although she didn't look anything like Mia Farrow and I didn't look anything like Warren Beatty. But, it was one of Sharon's favorite movies and she told me she had always wanted to go to a costume party as Bonnie, and since she had been so gracious agreeing to go with only minimal questioning, I couldn't say no.
Kelly knew who she wanted to take after a couple days of thinking, but it took her weeks to get the courage to ask. She was nervous about his answer and I had to reassure her several times that no sane man would say no. You see, Kelly is a lovely mother of one, and is 5'6" tall with sandy brown hair, dark brown eyes, long legs and peachy B-cup breasts. Her slender body filled out just right after the birth of our daughter and she now weighed a perfect 124 pounds.
Her proposed selection was the mechanic that took care of her BMW whose name was Josh, and like Sharon, was also in his mid-twenties. I had seen him only a couple times when picking her up, but I remembered him to be tall and muscular with a tightly trimmed beard. I was a bit surprised by her choice, as I thought she was not attracted to the jeans and work shirt types, but I supported her without comment.
Of course, when she gathered the courage to ask he quickly said yes, and since Josh liked motorcycles, they decided to come to the party as a biker couple. Josh assured her that he had all the paraphernalia needed and all she had to have ready were jeans and a t-shirt.
As the party date approached, two more couples dropped out taking the total to eight and there was some talk of canceling, but it was eventually decided to go ahead. I speculated to John that the couples dropped out from the stress of finding partners, and he agreed saying everyone had struggled.
When the date finally arrived, Kelly took our daughter to her parent's house to spend the night then returned home to get ready. The party was scheduled to start at 8:00 PM and at 7:30 PM I set off to pick up Sharon wearing my cheap gangster suit and carrying a fake Tommy Gun. Josh was scheduled to arrive at 8:00 PM to pick up Kelly on his motorcycle, and had provided her with a leather vest, chaps and boots that she was going to wear over her jeans and t-shirt. The plan was for us to arrive separately at John's house to minimize the awkwardness.
Sharon looked better than I expected when I picked her up. She was wearing a skirt and a low-cut blouse that showed off her large breasts, and on her head, she wore a beret like the character in the movie. We chatted as we drove to the party, and she was upbeat and funny, so I felt that she would be accepted well by the group.
We arrived at precisely 8:15 PM and were the sixth couple to get there. There was a definite buzz amongst the people, so I was already thinking the party was going to be a success, with our host's broad smile supporting my view. We went to the bar and made some drinks and started mingling with the others, and quickly I learned that, like Kelly and I, the invitees all seemed to be from the fringes of the Pecan street couple's lives.
John and his date, Sophie, had come as Tarzan and Jane. Sophie, who looked to be ten years younger than John, had long red hair and a nice body that was accentuated by her skimpy cover. Donna, John's wife, had chosen a younger guy as her escort as well, and they had dressed in colorful Mardi Gras themed outfits with beads. I learned later that Donna's date was her personal trainer while John's red head was the wife of a friend.
As I looked around at the gathering it struck me that except for Jill and her husband Steven, everyone had invited a younger guest. In fact, Carl a 50ish guy that was fairly boisterous looked to be almost robbing the cradle. His date had to be in her early 20s and was very attractive with a sexy, petite body, and since she was dressed as a hooker, she was already attracting lots of attention from the other men. I didn't know the exact psychology behind the younger date thinking, although clearly there had to be something going on, but everyone seemed be blending in and having fun.
At 8:45 PM, when everyone else had arrived, I was just about to walk over and check on Kelly, thinking she got stood up, when I heard the roar of a motorcycle out front. Soon, Kelly and Josh walked into the back yard causing everyone to turn and check out their costumes.
Kelly had an odd look on her face, but said her hellos and took the wine that John put into her hand. I dismissed her look and turned to talk to Sharon and the others standing around us, getting to know some new people. It was thirty minutes later, on my way back from the bathroom, that I stopped to chat with Kelly.
Josh had stepped away, and when I got closer I could see that her costume was not what she had described. Instead of long jeans underneath her chaps she had cut-off shorts that showed almost all of her legs from the back. Others were around and I didn't want to make a scene, so I joined the conversation without bringing up her attire. I was in for my second shock when she turned to speak to a man to her right, and I saw what appeared to be her nipple poking through her t-shirt beneath the leather vest.
At a pause in the conversation, I excused Kelly and I so we could step away and chat.
"What's with the costume?" I asked.
"Well you're the one that always tells me I should dress sexier," she replied, trying to avoid the question by teasing.
"Kelly, come on. What happened?" I responded.
"Josh said I wouldn't look authentic unless I dressed this way," she replied, with some embarrassment.
"Did he hit on you?" I demanded.
Although, I wasn't sure why the thought came to my head, it was out of my mouth before I realized it.
"No," she replied emphatically, while giving me an odd look.
"Why were you so late?" I challenged again.
"Arguing about these clothes," she answered immediately.
"Are you wearing panties?" I asked, suddenly finding her dilemma a bit humorous.
"I guess you will have to find out later," she replied with a wink, then turned to join Josh who had returned.
I went back to Sharon and rejoined the conversation, and Jill was standing with her in a Barbara Eden, "I Dream of Genie", outfit with her escort dressed as an astronaut. You could see her full, bra covered breasts through the gauzy covering, and I had to force myself not to stare. Since Jill had always seemed to be a bit reserved, I was surprised by her choice of costume, and wondered if the party was proving to be an opportunity for people to show something of their hidden selves.
"All the ladies are jealous of Kelly," Jill said, and I could tell by her voice that she was already tipsy.
"Why, Jill?" I asked.
"Cause of that hot hunk she is with," she replied, leaning closer while trying to whisper, but failing.
"Jill!" I answered in surprise.
"Well, it's true," she giggled.
I sensed that even though everyone was mingling and enjoying themselves, there was still a certain tension caused by the split of husband and wife and the "dates". I think because of this; the liquor was going down fast and it wasn't long before everyone was well lubricated.
I was purposefully trying to stay away from Kelly, as I didn't want to come across as the jealous, clingy husband. Besides, I had Sharon who was not at all bad to look at, and we were enjoying ourselves. Still, I would occasionally look over my shoulder or step back from the group I was in to get a look at my wife.
"Let her have fun," Sharon said during one of these moments, and I knew I was busted.
"Sorry," I said turning red.
"Oh, don't worry about it. All the husbands are doing it. Funny that none of the wives are," she laughed.
"How do you know the wives from the dates?" I smiled, challenging her.
"Oh, it's easy to tell," she answered, without elaborating.
As the evening progressed it grew chilly so John fired up several outdoor patio heaters which brought everyone closer together around the warmth. Many people were quite drunk by this point and the conversations were getting looser, often with sexual innuendo thrown in. It was certainly a more risqué party than anything the Pecan Street crowd had experienced before, and it was at that moment that I saw Cary, Craig's pretty, mid-thirties wife, getting her butt fondled by her date. Strangely, rather than the volatile reaction I expected from her, Cary just smiled up at him and softly pushed his hand away.
"Looks like the girls are getting attention," Sharon leaned in and said to me, having seen the same thing. When I just nodded and smiled she continued, "You might want to check on yours too."
I had to look around to find Kelly and I finally saw that she was in a group with Josh, John, Darrell and their dates. Josh had his arm around my wife's waist with her pulled snuggly to his side. Kelly's arm was resting on his shoulder which caused her vest to ride up and exposed a hard, pointy nipple protruding through the thin fabric of her t-shirt.
"She's a big girl," I said, stepping back next to Sharon.
"Okay, but he's got that look," she replied.
"What look?" I asked naively.
"Hungry...very hungry," she explained.
"Kelly assured me she explained to him like I did with you that it was all platonic," I said to her, thinking she must be mistaken.
"Your wife is very good looking. Throw in the drinks and trust me he doesn't remember anything she told him," Sharon laughed, and when I gave her a troubled look she said, "Look over there."
Following her eyes, I could see that Cary's date had his hand on her ass once again and this time she was making no effort to get it off. I looked quickly around for Craig, and when I found him I saw that he was looking on as well but making no move to intervene.
"Wow," I whispered softly to myself.
"I think there's going to be some shenanigans on Pecan Street tonight," Sharon whispered to me with a giggle.
It seemed like that now that I knew what to look for everything became much clearer, as there were multiple couples just a little too close or being a bit too flirty. Then, like Cary, there were a few cases where it was more blatant because some touching was going on. While it wasn't everyone, my guess was that with half something was going on and of those it seemed like the majority were the Pecan Street wives, and I realized that if I was honest, I had to put my own wife in that category as well. I could tell from the quick, furtive glances I was getting from others that they thought something was going on too.
John had cleared out a small area as a makeshift dance floor, but it had gone unused so far even though he had kept the music playing non-stop.
"Come on," I said, taking Sharon's hand, suddenly needing to move.
We instantly attracted attention when we began dancing and it was like "breaking the ice" because we were soon joined by several others. I turned to see John and his "Jane" dancing behind us very closely. Her breasts were moving quite freely in the small outfit which mesmerized me for a second before Sharon grabbed my arm and got my attention back. After three songs, we left, but now it seemed like dancing was the focus of attention and our place on the small floor was quickly filled by another couple.
"You sure this isn't a swinger's party?" Sharon asked me with a big grin.
"Well it wasn't when it started. But who knows," I replied, still somewhat amazed by what I was seeing.
We walked up and began speaking with Carl who had the young "hooker" date. He was trying to flirt with her but getting nowhere, although she seemed to be taking it with good humor. We found out her name was Stacy and that she was a friend of Carl's daughter which only reinforced my view that he was a dirty old pervert.
I looked over Carl's shoulder and tried to spot Kelly, finally finding her on the far side of the dance floor partially blocked by several couples. It seemed to take forever for people to move so that I could get a good look, but when they did I was in for another surprise. Kelly was turned with her back to Josh and his hands were on her hips, under the chaps, and calculating the position of his fingers as best I could, I suspected they were resting on her upper thighs and lower tummy. They were moving in a very sensual way, although by now I think everyone was so drunk and so much was going on that no one, other than me, paid them any mind.



The party continued in full swing with people mingling, chatting, dancing and of course drinking, and everyone had loosened up to the point that there was heavy flirting in all directions. There were arms around shoulders and waists, whispered conversations and open sensuality on the dance floor.
"What do you think of the party?" John asked with a broad smile, when he joined our group with his date.
"A big hit," I answered, which brought nods from the others and made his smile grow even wider.
"Kelly seems to be having fun. Love her costume," he said, which made my face redden.
"Yes, I think so too," I answered, in my best upbeat voice.
Minutes later, I left the group to hit the restroom. Finding the nearest one occupied, I wandered further into the house, and headed down the long hallway where I knew from previous parties there was another. It was fairly dark and as I passed an open doorway I heard a noise which caught my attention. Stopping and peeking in, I could barely make out Jill with her date embraced in a deep, passionate kiss with the man's right hand on her ass pulling her tightly against him. I could easily hear Jill moaning and when they broke the kiss, the man used his other hand to fondle her breasts. It was an unexpected but incredible sight, as I had always thought Jill to be a very attractive, but committed housewife and now here she was playing around. There was no telling how far it would go since there was a bed in the room, and I felt my dick getting hard and a pang of jealousy sweep through me.
I needed to go the bathroom badly, so I decided to go quickly then come back and see how far things progressed. With an aroused dick, it took me longer to pee then it should have, but when I finally finished, making sure to let the tank fill before turning off the light and leaving, I moved quietly towards the room. However, I had only taken a few steps when I saw someone at the doorway looking into the room. It was a male figure that was not aware of my presence, but he was clearly looking towards where Jill had been minutes before. When I got closer, I was shocked to see it was Jill's husband Steven that was acting the voyeur on his own wife. When he spotted me, his body stiffened and he moved in several directions as if stunned and not sure as to what to do. I let him off by just nodding and acting drunk, walking past him in a made-up stumble. Out of sight, I stopped and listening, wondering if he would go after the other man and preparing myself to intervene if necessary, but after several minutes of quiet, I surmised nothing was going to happen and reluctantly left them to their games.
As soon as I got outside, I took several deep breaths and then went for a drink. In my life, I had never seen anyone having sex, except in the movies, and witnessing my neighbor in what might have been the beginning stages had proved very arousing. And what was Steven doing? Would he really just watch his wife being fondled?
Just as I finished getting my drink, I turned right into Kelly, and I could tell by the look in her eyes and the silly grin on her face that she was completely hammered.
"Are you okay? Where's Josh?" I asked.
"I'm fine. Get me a drink," she said, slurring her words.
"I don't think you need a drink," I said with a laugh.
"Honey, don't be a pooper!" she implored, and gave me a look of pained irritation.
I reluctantly made her a drink mainly because it just seemed like the easiest way to go, and after handing it to her, she leaned into me and gave me a wet kiss on the side of my mouth.
"Where's Josh?" I asked again, but before she could answer, he walked up.
"Good party man. I was worried, but this is okay," he said, moving right next to my wife.
We talked for a few minutes then Josh took her to dance some more and I went to find Sharon. She was where I left her, still chatting with the same group and I joined the conversation while keeping an eye on Kelly. Jill's actions had me wondering about my own wife and whether she could end up in the same situation. It was a slow song and since there was only two other couples dancing it was easy to watch. Kelly had her arms loosely around her date's neck and they were talking, then right in front of me, Josh's hands moved from her waist to her ass. Kelly did nothing to move them and they remained on her for the rest of the song.
"I'm fading," Sharon whispered to me, and looking at my watch I saw that it was after midnight.
Four hours of heavy drinking were taking their toll, and I had watched several groups leave, so it looked like the party was moving into its final stage.
"Okay, let me get Kelly," I said.
Kelly and Josh were standing by themselves and talking with their heads close together when I approached.
"Kelly, honey, are you ready to go?" I asked.
"Not quite yet man," Josh spoke before she could answer, which pissed me off.
"We want to dance a couple more," Kelly quickly followed.
"Okay, well I'm going to take Sharon home," I said after a pause, which only brought a quick nod from my wife.
"That was interesting. I definitely want to hear how it all turned out," Sharon declared when we arrived at her place, and with a quick hug, I left her.
I drove home hoping to find my wife waiting for me or at least passed out in bed, but walking inside I quickly learned that the house was empty. I knew that likely meant that she was still at the party with Josh, and that thought brought a feeling of foreboding to my head.
I tried to walk slowly and calmly towards the house, but as it came into sight, I couldn't help but pick up the pace. Josh's motorcycle was not there, and there was no one outside and the music had been turned off. Quickly, I tried her phone but got VM, so unsure what to do next I decided to check the door and see if anyone was inside. Maybe, I rationalized, they had given John or Donna a message.
As soon as I stepped in the door, I could clearly hear the sounds of sex coming from the room where I had last seen Jill. There were both male and female gasps and grunts, along with the loud squealing of the bed springs. Feeling my body shake, I stepped towards the opening, preparing myself for what I might find, but when the bed came into view, I saw that it was our host, John, firmly in Jill's saddle, riding fast and hard. If that wasn't enough, Donna's date, her personal trainer, was standing naked just to the side and was holding Jill's wrist to help her stroke his long dick.
It was a sordid scene, and the likely consequences around what I had witnessed from our attractive neighbor made me think that she must have had sex that night with multiple men. It also sent a chill down my spine about finding Kelly.
Watching and listening to them was addictive, and it took some effort to make myself move on. Finally, I did and continued down the hall in the direction of the other bedrooms. The first one was empty, but as I approached the master suite, much like before, the sound of sex became apparent. When I arrived at the door, I could see that a woman was on her knees in the middle of the bed with a man taking her from behind while she sucked another guy in front. However, since only the outside light, filtering through the curtains, provided illumination it took me some time to determine who made up the threesome.
Slowly, my understanding of the participants emerged, and I realized I was watching Donna, our hostess, getting fucked from behind by Josh while Jill's date fed her his cock. Donna appeared to be having a great time, as she was moving her body in response to the men's attention and groaning loudly around the shaft in her mouth. Seeing Josh, I was momentarily relieved to find he was with someone other than my wife, even though I had not yet found her. Like the other room, the scene proved mesmerizing both from the sights and sounds, and I had to force myself to turn away.
I realized that I had searched the entire house without finding Kelly and I was about to go outside to check again when I remembered the house had a well-finished basement. It was a point of pride for John, and he liked to use it for gatherings to watch football games. Quickly, I moved towards where I remembered the staircase to be located, and finding it, I immediately began to descend.
I was halfway down when the sound of voices caused me to pause, but after a moment I started to move again, albeit now much more slowly. Slowly, the room came into view and I could see that sitting sideways on one of the leather sofas, with his back to me, was a man bent forward speaking to someone that had to be prone. I took the last few steps quietly wanting to understand what was taking place first before I continued.
"Come on Kelly, it's not a big deal," I heard the man say, and by his voice I could tell it was Steve, Jill's husband.
Now I surmised that our neighbor was trying to talk my wife into having sex with him and I was about to make my presence known when my wife answered.
"No, I can't" she responded, but rather than a saying it in a firm way, it sounded almost playful, as if she was teasing.
"Jill and Donna are having fun. You should too," our neighbor replied.
"Where's Josh?" Kelly asked in the same voice.
"Last I saw he was having fun with Donna," Steve said, and I noticed for the first time that his left arm was moving, like he was touching my wife.
"They're doing it?" she asked.
"Yeah," her seducer replied instantly.
Just then I heard a gasp come from Kelly followed by a soft moan that turned into something of a whimper. For some reason, rather than go ballistic, I was very curious about what was happening, so with care I moved to the side, trying to stay in the shadows, where I could get a better view, while fearing with each step that I would be discovered.
It seemed like it took forever, but finally my wife came into view, and I was surprised to see that she was on her back, naked from the waist up although fortunately still wearing the chaps. Steve's hand was massaging her breasts, and I was so focused on her that it took me a second to realize that he was naked from the waist down and Kelly had his dick in her hand. She appeared to be just idly fondling it as he explored her breasts, while occasionally tweaking a nipple. Suddenly, and without warning, Steve leaned forward and took a nipple into his mouth.
"Ohhh..." Kelly sighed in an excited way.
Steve kept up his assault and soon he had her whimpering openly. Several times I thought about intervening, but it seemed that each time I was about to move a new moan or sigh would come from her that somehow both angered and intrigued me. It made me wonder what had occurred before I arrived. Had Josh fucked her then left or had she somehow ignored his attempts but was now responding to our neighbor? It didn't seem logical based on what I had witnessed at the party, but none of the things going on in the house were making much sense.
Steve began to move down from her breasts and lingered at her belly button, using the tip of his tongue to tickle it which quickly had my wife squirming. I knew where he was going, and it was only a minute or two later that his mouth traveled further downward until it met her remaining clothes. His hands began to fumble with the belt that held them up, and Kelly let him work it for a bit before her hand tried to pull him back up.
"No...please..." she whispered.
He ignored her plea and seconds later, with the sound of a metal clink, he had them undone.
"Lift your butt," he commanded.
I was leaning forward on my feet, about to end things as I fully expected her to deny his request, when amazingly she lifted and in one fast move he tugged both her leggings and shorts over her butt. Somehow, he managed to quickly get the garments completely off one leg and mostly off the other, and in that time, I had a good view of my wife's well-toned lower abdomen and shaved pussy before his anxiousness took over and his head moved between her legs.
"Uhhh...uhhh...ohhh..." Kelly cried out, as her hands went to the back of his head.
I'm not a huge pussy eater, doing it more out of duty than anything else, but Steve seemed to love it. It wasn't long until he had her at a high state of arousal, and when he repositioned himself and pushed one of her legs over the back of the sofa, I could see he was now sporting a full erection.
Over the next few minutes, her sounds became more intense and I knew he was leading her towards an orgasm. She was now desperately holding onto his head and squirming in excitement as he tried to hold her in place with a hand under each ass cheek.
I was so consumed by what was taking place before me that I was startled when I suddenly realized Josh was standing a few feet away watching as well. Somehow, he had managed to quietly enter the space, and on his face, he had a wild, hungry look. When he saw me looking towards him, he just nodded then returned his attention to the sofa.
"Uhhh...uhhh...uhhh..." Kelly was now crying out in rhythm to the tongue lashing she was receiving, and each gasp was at a higher pitch than the one before.
When her orgasm hit, besides her sounds, the thing I noticed most was the fact that she couldn't keep her hands still. From her breasts, to her face, to Steve's head they raced back and forth as if each touch burned her fingertips. It was a long climax, but slowly she began to come down and when just a few final spasms were making her body jerk, Steve rose and moved into position.
"No...uhhh!" she gasped, as if for a moment she wanted to stop him, but when he pulled out and pushed in deeply, her cries told otherwise, "Ohhh...mmm..."
Josh didn't even look at me as I moved to the stairs leaving my wife to be fucked with the sounds fading with each step I took.
Once upstairs, I stood in the hallway for a moment to collect myself, and was surprised by how quiet things were. Then, for some reason, I wanted to see what was happening to Jill, so I took the few steps to the bedroom where I had last seen her.
As soon as I entered, I saw that she was curled up by herself on the side of the bed with a sheet covering her from the waist down, and as I moved further in I noticed two things. First, the room wreaked of sex. It was much more than anything I had ever experienced in my life, and second was that the bed was soaked as if someone had dumped a bucket of water on it. I knew Jill had been very drunk and I wondered how she would react when the reality hit. Nonetheless, I found myself walking to her side until I was just an arm's length away.
"Jill," I whispered as I put my hand on her shoulder.
"Mmmm..." she moaned, and slowly stirred.
"Are you okay?" I asked, unable to think of anything else to say.
The young wife seemed disoriented for a moment, but as the fog lifted she looked me in the eyes then shocked me when she spoke.
"Fuck me," she demanded, pulling on my hand as she rolled onto her back.
I had always viewed myself as a man that respected women, but in that moment, all I wanted to do was bury my dick into my pretty neighbor. It was probably an attempt to get back at my wife who was getting taken downstairs or perhaps it was just the sheer sordid nature of the evening, but in any event I was naked in seconds and moving into position.
Jill took me in her hand and brought me to her slit and there was only a soft, wet feeling as I moved inside. However, by her moans and cries you would have thought she was having sex for the first time. At first, I tried to go slow and offer some level of caring, but it all proved too much and soon I was pounding into her with everything I had.
"Fuck me good...take it..." she grunted between thrusts.
Her words and the way she spoke, which was so different than the pretty, diminutive woman I thought I knew, was like a magical shot to my psyche and it was only seconds later that I practically screamed as my semen shot forth and joined the cocktail she was already carrying.
I don't think Jill came even close to an orgasm, but she seemed content as she stroked my hair while I recovered. Then, just a brief time later, when I disconnected, she curled back up and almost immediately was asleep, as if nothing ever happened.
At that point, it seemed only natural to check on Donna, so after putting on my boxers, I wandered to her room and found her sleeping between her trainer and Jill's date. Like Jill, there was little question about the amount of sex she had experienced. For a moment, I toyed with the idea of going to her, but I couldn't think of a way to do it without waking the men. Plus, my emotions about Kelly had receded and I was now getting concerned. So, with a final look, I moved towards the stairs.
"Uhhh...uhhh...uhhh...oh God...ohhh...oh God..." I heard my wife grunting when I was just a few steps down.
Along with her cries, there was a wet slapping sound that told me before I could see it that she was being fucked hard and fast.
"Yeah...oh yeah...you like it, don't you," I heard Josh challenge her, as he struggled for breath.
"Yesss...ohhh...ohhh..." she whined in response.
As soon as I was on the landing, I could see that my wife was bent over the arm rest of the sofa and her mechanic was behind her giving her a thorough fucking. They were both covered in sweat and between her forced words she emitted a constant, low whine. Steve was lying on the floor a few feet away looking on as was John who was standing to one side, holding his cock as if he was waiting for his turn.
Kelly was never one to talk during our lovemaking, although she would certainly acknowledge her excitement and pleasure through sighs and moans. Thus, I knew she had to be highly aroused to be verbally responding.
"Fuck yeah...fuck yeah...I knew I would get into this pussy," he declared, then seconds later added, "She wanted all night. Didn't you baby?"
"Yess...oh yess...yess..." my wife answered without hesitation.
I had to give Josh credit for having amazing stamina. I was certain he had fucked both Jill and Donna and yet he was able to pound into my wife in a relentless way. Several times, I watched as she tried to gain some control and would momentarily get quiet, but soon she was back whining and crying out in a needy way.
I didn't think he could go any faster, but I hadn't watched long when he took her hair in his hand and pulled her head back in an awkward, domineering way then really started attacking her pussy.
"Fuck yeah...fuck yeah..." he began repeating again, as he made my wife squeal.
"Don't stop...don't..." she begged while her eyes took on a wild, desperate look.
"I ain't stopping...tell me who owns this pussy," he demanded.
"It's yours...my God it's yours...oh God...ohhh...," she cried out in reply.
Kelly's orgasm arrived first and he had to hold her in place as her body thrashed which must have tipped him over because suddenly he was grunting loudly and pushing and holding his cock deeply inside her. After almost a minute of releasing his seed, he suddenly broke away leaving my wife to fall over the arm rest with her head in her arms. This put her abused pussy on full display and John and I watched as it pussy opened and closed in a spasm, like a fish's mouth on dry land gasping for air, as the last of her release washed through her. A frothy mixture covered her mound making it even more clear how thoroughly she had been fucked. Kelly labored with her breathing, and seemed too spent to move from the armrest while Josh stood a few feet away, grinning while he held his healthy cock in his hand. It suddenly hit me how bizarre and sordid things had become in a very short period of time, how control seemed to have been lost by so many, including myself.
"No, John," I said when I saw our host start to move behind my wife.



"Come on man," he replied, giving me a hopeful look.
"Honey?" Kelly called out, suddenly realizing I was present when she heard my voice.
She awkwardly tried to lift herself from the end of the sofa, but fell onto her knees in the process. Then, while trying to stand, the room was filled by the sound of her pussy releasing a loud fart. The sound was sloppy and I instantly felt a wave of anger pass through me as I thought about her fucking the men and being filled with their cum.
"Go ahead," I said to John, nodding in my wife's direction.
He caught her just as she made it to her feet, and with his hands on her hips tried to direct her to the sofa, but she wouldn't move.
"No John...honey?" she said, trying to look over her shoulder towards where I was standing.
"Let him," I replied, and for a moment our eyes met, but she was too nervous to hold the stare.
She let him turn her in a way that indicated he wanted her on her knees in the middle of the sofa, but as he pushed her forward, she tried to stop.
"No...I need to go," she said.
"Kelly, let him," I directed her again, this time in a stronger voice.
For some reason, I wanted her to finish the gangbang with the three men and accept the complete humiliation. As soon as my words were spoken, she stopped fighting him and allowed him to position her on her knees then bent forward as he pushed on her back until her head was inches from the seat. With that, John quickly stepped forward and without fanfare slipped his cock into her slimy hole.
"Oh yeah," the older man grunted when he hit bottom.
He stayed fully penetrated for a few seconds as he adjusted his position, then grabbing both her hips with his hands, he started fucking her hard, renewing the loud, wet slapping noise in rhythm to his thrusts. Much like Josh, he showed more stamina than I expected, but despite his efforts my wife remained quiet.
John pounded her for several minutes and by his breathing and occasional comments I could tell he was getting close. It wasn't long before he let go with a loud groan, pulled her hard against him for a second, then made several rapid strokes into her before once again going deep and holding it. As his semen was implanted, Kelly for the first time gave out several soft moans, then suddenly everything was quiet.
As soon as John stepped away, freeing his cock, Kelly fell onto her side in a partial fetal position, and for almost a minute there was silence as we all stared at her naked and used body. Then, without speaking, John moved to the stairs which seemed to prod Josh and Steve as well, and soon I was alone with my wife. I gathered her scattered clothes and helped her sit up so she could get dressed. It was time to get home and see what we could salvage from our relationship that very well might have been ruined in just a few short hours. Fortunately, we didn't see anyone as we exited the house, and together we walked the short distance to our home, with me occasionally steadying her along the way.
"I need to shower," she announced, as soon as we made it to the bedroom.
"Not now. Let's go to bed," I replied which brought an odd look from her, although she moved to the bed and began undressing.
Soon, we were in bed, and when she reached for me, I suspected she thought my words meant I wanted sex.
"Just go to sleep," I said, ending her effort.
The sound of a motorcycle passing woke me up the next morning, and looking at the clock I saw it was just after eight. Kelly was still asleep, and her well used body filled the bedroom with the smells of her multiple fucks.
"Morning," she whispered an hour later, when she joined me in the kitchen as I sipped coffee and read the paper.
"Morning," I replied, with judgement in my tone.
By the look of her damp hair, I knew she had showered, and I wondered what her body looked like beneath her robe.
"I'm sorry," she said, after taking a drink from her mug.
Her gaze was directed downward, and I sensed she was close to tears. The reality was that I really didn't know how to begin - what to say or how to resolve things. I loved her dearly, or at least I did before last night, but she willingly had sex with several men, and that was a jump across an entire dimension.
"How many did you fuck?" I asked in the same voice, in a manner I would never normally use.
I thought I knew that answer, but I wanted her to confirm it or maybe just to admit it. However, before she could speak, her body started to shake and she began to cry. Before the sex, I would have rushed to her side and held her but now I just stayed back and watched her struggle.
"Three..." she finally forced out between sobs.
"Who?" I asked, for some reason wanting to prolong her misery.
"Steve, Josh and John," she answered more quickly.
"Shit Kelly," I responded, unable to think of what else to say.
"I know...I know..." she replied, now fully in tears.
That afternoon, I received a call from John who asked me to come over to discuss things and when I arrived I found him and Steve sitting in the back yard. Both men looked rough, and I surmised it was the result of a combination of last night's alcohol and carnal activities with our wives.
"Look, I want to talk about how we handle this," John said immediately.
"Yes, we need to make sure it doesn't get out," Steve added.
I found it somewhat ironic that he was now acting the concerned husband since he and his wife had been willing instigators, but I shared his goal so I just nodded my head in agreement.
"I think it's mostly about the three of us staying quiet and fending off any nosey questions. The other guys are all outside our circle, so I think we're safe there," he stated, then paused for a moment before adding, "Do you think there is any risk with Josh?"
"No, I don't think so. I don't think he knew anyone else at the party," I replied.
"Good. We'll Steve and I don't think there is with the others either," he explained.
There followed an awkward silence as we all wondered what to say or do next, and I noticed that Steve continued to look nervous, almost agitated.
"Did you...uh...did you get with Jill?" he asked me.
He was looking into my face as he spoke, but as soon as I nodded my head his gaze shifted to between his feet.
"How about Donna?" John asked, and when I shook my head he looked almost surprised.
"Shit...five guys. My God. What did we do?" he said remorsefully, while shaking his head, as he continued to look down.
"How is she?" I ventured to ask.
"Sick...hungover. Embarrassed," he responded, finally looking up, then asked, "And Kelly?"
"Crying. Embarrassed," I told him, and the nod from John let us know his wife was in the same place.
With that, we ended the discussion and I left for home thinking it was time to confront my wife. Kelly had gone to pick up our child while I met the other men, so I was somewhat surprised to find her in bed reading a magazine when I arrived.
"Where's Laura?" I asked.
"In bed. She's worn out," she answered.
"I guess we should talk," I declared.
"Are you going to leave me?" she shot out, as she began to tear up again.
"Just tell me what happened," I replied, ignoring her question for the moment.
"I...I don't know. I don't know...too much to drink and it was all getting so crazy," she started.
"Kelly, I want to hear everything that happened in detail and don't leave anything out no matter how bad it is. I want to know it all now and not find out something later," I directed her.
For the next thirty minutes, interrupted only by outbursts of crying, she filled in the missing gaps of my knowledge about what had occurred. My body was numb as I tried to process the information. It was all so bizarre, so completely counter to anything I ever expected, that I thought it must be a dream. But, I had been there through much of it, seeing and hearing her responses - the moans, pleas and excitement as she climaxed, making it impossible to deny.
"Now what?" she asked at the end.
"Yes, now what?" I replied.
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I pulled my beat up nine-year-old Ford Explorer into a spot by the river, that was shielded from the county road by a thick stand of trees, and as quickly as the ignition was off, my girlfriend Lauren and I were leaning across the console connected in a passionate kiss.
"Ready?" I asked in a nervous voice.
With a nod, we opened our doors, stepped into the cold winter air and quickly climbed into the back where I instantly pulled her to me so that once again we were kissing. Like many generations that had come before us, we were "parking", which was a country term for making out in some isolated spot, usually in the backseat of a car.
Lauren and I were both seniors in high school and would be graduating in just a few months. We had been dating seriously for a couple years, but had been quite close for much longer. You see, we grew up across the street from each other and had been classmates going back to kindergarten. Throughout that time, we had stayed quite close to the point that our parents treated the other like one of their own. When our relationship turned serious during our junior year, it was enthusiastically received from our families with lots of hope for the future.
Our sexual chemistry was awkward at first since we had been friends for so long, but even though we had moved past that phase, we were both still virgins. Lauren loved to kiss, as did I, which always got us worked up, and after a few months I was routinely fondling and kissing her breasts. Although this always made her very excited, it was another six months before she let me into her panties. We advanced from fingering to oral sex, and I was pleased with how responsive she was when I focused my attention on her very sensitive clit. For her part, she had become quite good at teasing and sucking me, enjoying the power she held as I writhed. Together, we had learned how to bring each other to climax, usually in the back seat of my SUV, but had not yet taken the final step.
Tonight, though was going to be different. It was my eighteenth birthday and Lauren had been giving little hints for weeks to expect something special. I was pretty sure it meant that she was ready for us to truly make love for the first time, so after dinner, when she suggested we find a quiet place, I made a beeline to our favorite spot by the river.
Lauren pulled my hand to one of her firm breasts while we continued to kiss, and feeling her small nipple at attention made my dick painfully hard. When the kiss broke, there was a flurry of movement as we helped each other shed our clothes, then I pushed her back and felt her warm naked body pressed against mine.
While we embraced, and prepared for the special moment, I thought about how lucky I was to have her as my girlfriend. I knew very few were fortunate to have the kind of relationship we did, and the fact that I was mesmerized by her looks made it all seem perfect. Lauren was a true beauty, a cheerleader, and a very popular person in a positive way by being friendly and respectful to everyone. She was 5'7" tall and a slender 122 pounds with lustrous black hair, deep brown eyes and juicy lips. I was considered very lucky to have landed her to the point that I was the envy of most of the young males in our community, and had to deal with their continual efforts to steal her away.
"Greg, are we ready?" she asked, looking me directly in the eye.
"Yes," I answered simply, knowing what she meant and wanting badly to make our relationship complete.
"Okay...I love you," she replied nervously.
"Lauren, I don't know what's higher than love but that's where I am," I said to her, which made her take a deep breath.
"I'm ready," she said, opening her legs wider.
While we had been in this position often before, with her letting my dick slide over her vulva, this time I would be penetrating that magical place. Unfortunately, my excitement was so high I began to shake and my efforts to make a connection failed several times as my head glanced off her very wet, but tight opening. Finally, I felt her fingers gently take hold and guide my dick to her entrance where she worked the head in slowly.
"Easy," she whispered, and with a flex of her hips and downward pressure from mine, I felt my shaft sliding into an indescribable place of warmth and softness.
"Uggghhhh..." I gasped, unable to contain myself, while she threw her arms around my neck and squeezed hard.
"Greg, easy..." she whined, as our pelvis' moved to connect.
When I was all the way in, I stopped and looked down at her wanting to savor the moment.
"Are you okay?" I asked in a ragged voice, struggling to catch my breath due to the excitement and seeing a similar look on her face.
"Yes...I love you," she answered in a husky, sexy voice with her eyes partly closed, and that look alone almost made me ejaculate.
Rather than answer, I leaned down and kissed, and then started to move very slowly. I knew from listening to the more experienced boys in school that I wouldn't last long and I didn't, as the feeling was just too amazing. However, I stayed in until the last moment, then with an anguished cry I pulled out and sprayed my semen all over Lauren's amazing body.
When my dick finally stopped releasing its juice, I fell on top of her and for a long time we hugged, kissed and occasionally wept as we proclaimed our love for each other. In the back of my mind, I was worried about her psyche and how she would deal with the emotions of her first experience. Luckily, my concerns proved to be overblown when she let me know she was ready for more.
"Can we do it again?" she asked, somewhat sheepishly, which made her even more desirable to me.
This time, we sat upright with her straddling me and took our time, breaking often to kiss and talk. It also gave me the opportunity to suck and nibble on her nipples, and I was delighted to learn that it had the effect of making her pussy spasm. Lauren breasts are nicely proportioned C-cups, barely C-cups as she would describe, with small areolas and nipples that I loved to play with while witnessing her response. However, it's her perfect long legs and tight butt that I love the most and which held the top spot in my fantasies. Of course, I eventually climaxed again, but unfortunately, she didn't, and in fact it took several more encounters over the next several weeks before she finally became comfortable enough to let go.
That was twelve years ago, and since then the time has seemed to fly by. First came college, and although there were a few rocky moments as our new freedom being away from home challenged our relationship, we made it through. We were married a month after graduation to the delight of our families who immediately brought up the subject of grandkids. We made it three years while we started our careers before Cary was born and two years later we were blessed with Josh. So, now we had the perfect new millennium family, with parents that lived an hour away in the country, and were always eager to help with the kids while we established our lives in the city.
Lauren kept her great body and looks, managing to stay within three pounds of her high school cheerleader weight, and despite nursing two babies, her breasts were still quite firm. I put it down to good genes and a healthy lifestyle which included routine workouts that we sometimes did together. This had kept me in decent shape as well, although nowhere near as good as her.
Sexually, our four to five times a week of intense lovemaking had turned into one to two times due to the demands of our jobs and kids, and although it was still satisfying, her passionate wails of pleasure had slowly become satisfied sighs. Of course, people talk and I did learn that we were in a better place than most married couples with kids.
And then there was the other issue -- a very bizarre one. For maybe a year or so, I had become interested in how men looked at Lauren and interacted with her. At first, it was just a mild curiosity about what a man might be saying to her at a function or party, but it continued to develop until I sometimes found myself fantasizing about the man on top of her instead of me when we were making love. What was both strange and troubling to me was that it all seemed to have come out of the blue, as I had never in the past had any thoughts along these lines.
I realized I needed help and after an exhaustive search for the right person, that I kept hidden from my wife, I ended up with a counselor named Dr. Elizabeth Sturm who was a mid-50s woman that specialized in sexual issues. I had weighed going to a male versus a female counselor, but in the end, I just felt it would be more awkward explaining my situation to another man. Plus, a woman would provide the benefit of seeing things in a different way. It took several sessions before I felt comfortable even hinting at my issue and a few more before it started to come out. Fortunately, no doubt helped by the $175/ hr. fee, she stayed patient and nonjudgmental.
"Greg, how are you today. Would you like some water?" Dr. Sturm asked as I took a seat at the end of her couch while declining her offer, and when I was settled, she jumped immediately into the session, "When we left last time, you were going to broach the subject with Lauren and gauge her reaction."
"Yes, that's true," I replied, instantly fidgeting.
"And?" she queried.
"And, I chickened out," I answered, looking at the floor.
"I see. Well, we talked about that too. And, we talked about the length of your relationship and the trust that's there. What made you change your mind?" she continued.
"I guess.... well.... I guess I can't bear the thought of her not respecting me," I explained, as she stared directly at me.
"Let's go back a bit then. You know we've discussed at length your thoughts and fantasies. And, we've discussed that you're certainly not unique with them. Many, many men have the same thoughts. There is quite a bit of literature on the subject and I see men very similar to you," she said, describing aspects of what we had gone through since the beginning of the sessions.
"I know but...." I began, then stopped and an awkward silence filled the room.
"From what you've told me about Lauren, I doubt she will react badly, and you know that it's the only way for you to feel relieved from the burden you've put on yourself," she said, finally breaking the silence.
"I know," I replied, with no real conviction.
Dr. Sturm let several moments go by before she spoke. "Well let's park that for later. Tell me what else has been going on. Anymore thoughts?" she asked.
"Yes, actually," I said.
It had taken a long time, but answering the question no longer terrified me.
"Tell me about them," she replied.
"A man that Lauren works with. Older, maybe forty," I answered.
"And is it the same thoughts?" she asked.
"Similar I guess, but the man is black," I told her.
"And is she enjoying the sex with him like she does with the other men?" she followed.
"Yes," I replied quickly.
She continued to explore the new fantasy before returning to the need for me to have a conversation with my wife and basically spill my guts, and after acknowledging once again that it was the best path forward, I left.
Several weeks later, I was back in the same spot on the couch with Dr. Sturm across from me with her notebook in her lap, and the look she gave me told me she knew the answer before it was asked.
"So, Greg. Did you discuss things with Lauren?" she asked, after a few opening pleasantries.
"No Dr. Sturm and I don't think I can. Every time I try to start, my head starts spinning," I explained.
"I see. Well, what do you think is the next step then?" she asked.
From our previous sessions, I knew her style and had anticipated this question.
"I was thinking it might be best if you tell her," I blurted out.
For the next forty-five minutes, we discussed her doing so with the Doctor not saying no, but strongly suggesting otherwise. When the session was over, I left with an agreement that I would try once more and if unsuccessful we would discuss it again. Since I had made a sincere pledge, I did in fact try, but I just couldn't make it happen. At the next session with Dr. Sturm, I described my attempts, and surprisingly, with little reluctance she agreed to meet with my wife. We decided we would try for late on a Friday, two weeks out, and I would take the kids to their grandparents that day so Lauren and I would have the weekend alone. Of course, my anxiety built as the date approached, and it wasn't until the Thursday before that I brought up the subject and asked if she could meet with Dr. Sturm the next afternoon.
"Greg, what's going on? Are you alright?" she asked, looking very concerned.
"I'm okay. I've been seeing Dr. Sturm for a while and we just think it's time for her to talk to you," I said, following my practiced script.
"Greg, tell me what's going on," she implored.
"Please just meet with her and we can talk about it after," I begged.
Friday at midday, I gathered Cary and Josh from their nanny and headed out of the city. On the return drive, after visiting with both sets of grandparents, I started watching the clock, and halfway home I knew that Lauren was now seated in front of the doctor, learning of my issues that now felt like deep perversions.
I returned with about twenty minutes to spare, if they had taken the full hour, and immediately started preparing the dinner I wanted to have ready to try and get in my wife's good graces. In fact, it was almost an hour later when I heard the door opening and the sound of Lauren's heels on the wood floors. She walked into the kitchen where I was cooking, and took the glass of wine I offered after a quick kiss acting totally normal.
"Did you meet with..." I started to ask.
"Later Greg. After dinner, please," she cut me off, and then left to change with the wine glass in her hand.
We had a nice dinner and, although we chatted on the standard subjects, the avoidance of the issue was like a monstrous elephant in the room. I made sure that her wine glass never reached the bottom, so by the time we were done, I could tell she was relaxed.
"Okay, let's talk," she said, leading me to the den after I had cleared the table.
"Okay," I answered meekly.
"Greg, remember when we were in fourth grade and you broke my bicycle and tried to hide it? Remember, I told you then I didn't care about the bike, but I didn't like the hiding? You crossed your heart and promised never to do it again," she reminded me when we were seated.
Of course, I did remember, and the fact that she was going to a childhood promise given our history instantly made me feel like pond scum.
"I remember," I replied, in a whisper.
"You broke your promise," she stated.
"I...I..." I tried to reply, but quit and just looked at my feet.
"Do you know how it feels, how embarrassing it is to hear about your husband's fantasies from a stranger?" she fired the next shot, finding even a lower point to take me.
"Lauren, I'm sorry," I answered, with the only words I could think of to say.
"Greg, I'm going to ask you something and be honest. This is so unlike you. Are you having an affair?" she asked.
"No! Honey...Lauren No! Absolutely not," I instantly replied.
"Dr. Sturm didn't think you were, but I told her I was going to ask," she followed.
"What did she tell you," I asked, realizing I was at a disadvantage on information.
"Some very good things and some surprising things," she replied, pausing for effect before continuing, "She said you loved me very much. Much more than she had seen in any other relationship. She said you came to her because you were distressed about thoughts and feelings you were having. Then, she explained what those feelings were and why you were having them."
"Did it make sense?" I asked, hoping her understanding would lead to acceptance.
"I understood what she was saying, although I didn't like the message. I didn't like the idea that men find monogamous women less interesting because no sperm competition is involved. But, she said it's in your DNA, and that as a female I would struggle to understand, and that most men like yourself don't understand either. Plus, she said it's very common," Lauren explained, and the almost clinical way she was talking made me hope that I might get off lightly.
"Good, well I'm not sure I would have ever been able to explain it the way..." I started, but was quickly interrupted.
"Greg, don't even try," she stated, giving me a determined glare.
"Okay, I'm sorry," I said again, then once more returned to my shell.
"Get me some more wine," she demanded, and I immediately jumped to my feet and went for the bottle.
"How did it end? You were there a long time," I asked.
"We discussed what to do with you," she said, then took a sip.
"And?" I asked, impatiently.
"It took her a long time and she tried to be professional, but finally it got woman to woman," she explained.
"And?" I asked again, now sitting at the edge of the couch.
"Basically, she said if I give you a little of what you are looking for, I can get anything I want," she answered, and a smile started to cross her face that she tried to fight back.
"That's not professional. That's conspiratorial," I said, with mild surprise.
"Are you kidding? It serves you right. You should have come to me, your wife, your childhood girlfriend from the start. I think I have been very fair!" she answered, with her voice rising.
"I'm sorry," I said, cowed once more.
"Who are the men? That's one thing she wouldn't tell me," my wife asked.
I started to try and be coy, but after stumbling a bit became forthright, "Chris, Zach and Thomas, your coworker."
Chris was the husband of one of her good friends who we often did things with socially, Zach was the mechanic who looked after our cars, he was younger, around twenty-four, and of Mediterranean descent and Thomas was the older black guy that I had described most recently to Dr. Sturm. There were others, but they were minor players, and Lauren accepted the information with no visible response.
For the rest of the evening we sipped wine and chatted with the conversation thankfully moving on to other topics. It appeared that her disappointment in me had faded, but later in bed when I reached for her, I was told sternly that I was still in the doghouse.
The next day, we had breakfast together then Lauren left to run errands and do some shopping. She was gone most of the day, and the fall shadows were getting long when I heard her come in. Jumping up in case she was carrying things, I met her in the foyer and the first thing I noticed was her blouse was unbuttoned so that the swell of her breasts and part of her bra were visible.
"Honey, why is your top like that?" I asked.
"Oh," she exclaimed, dropping her bags and quickly buttoning up.
"Lauren?" I started, but she picked up the bags and went by me without speaking.
I followed her around like a puppy while she put away her purchases, and every question I asked was deftly ignored. Finally, when she was done, I cornered her in the kitchen.
"Where all did you go?" I asked.
"To the mall to shop, then to the grocery for some things and after that I went by to have Zach look at my car. It was making a noise," she answered.
Now I knew her game. She was toying with me to get a reaction. I knew she didn't see Zach and that she likely unbuttoned her blouse right before she walked in, but the idea that she might have; the tiny probability that she had been naughty with Zach made my dick instantly hard and threw my desire into high gear.
I took her hand and guided her to the bedroom, and this time there was no resistance as she let me hold, kiss and fondle her body while I worked to get her naked. My clothes quickly followed, then I was all over her, licking her body from her neck to her knees before returning first to her nipples and then to her slit, which I was happy to find was well lubricated. I reached for a condom inside the nightstand and fought with shaking hands to put it on while Lauren played with my nipples. Rolling on top of her, I was able to easily find my way inside and we groaned in unison with the penetration.



I tried my best to hold back, but I was probably only ten strokes into our coupling when I said, "Tell me about seeing Zach."
"Mmmmm...he's so hot..." she answered, softly.
Her words made my body shake and sent a surge of chemicals into my brain making my even more excited. I started moving faster and a haze seemed to encircle my sight.
"Did he see your breasts?" I asked, wondering if she would really play.
"Oh, yes..." she replied.
"God Lauren, what else!" I practically screamed at her, as my body moved into overdrive.
"Can't you feel it?" she asked, as her fingernails traced my spine.
It took me a couple seconds to understand her meaning, but when it hit me I almost lost all control, "Lauren, did he...did y'all do it? Is his semen in you?"
"Mmmm...hmmm..." she responded.
I pulled out of her to remove the condom to add my seed to her pussy, but she pulled me back and said, "Give Zach a chance."
I lasted just a dozen more strokes then, with a loud yell, I started to erupt and I lost all orientation, as the thought of Zach's semen moving through Lauren's body on its way to impregnate her was tremendously exciting. Completely spent, I collapsed to her side but amazingly, she wasn't through. She peeled the condom from my deflating dick, then I felt her warm mouth take it in and her tongue begin dancing. Before kids, it was common for her to "clean me up" after sex, although I hadn't received this treatment in quite some time.
"I love you," I was finally able to gasp, as my hand moved to the back of her head.
She never slowed and it wasn't long before I was hard again. Lauren rose and climbed onto my dick, and placed her hands on either side of my shoulders. She began a slow rocking motion, but after a minute she spoke.
"Are you happy?" she asked, with a smirk.
"Hell yes, Lauren," I replied, with all the energy I could muster.
"Good. But understand. That's a treat. I'm not going to lose my husband, so you only get it on special occasions," she announced.
"We don't have to play all the time. Maybe half," I replied, thinking I was tuned into her message.
"Not half. Rare. If you're lucky and a good boy maybe once a month," she said.
"Okay, I understand. I really do love you. Should we get a condom?" I responded.
"We don't need a condom. No way you cum again after that," she said, then followed with, "And I love you too."
I had the perfect view of my beautiful wife riding me while I played with her nipples until she climaxed in what looked like a very satisfying orgasm. She fell on top of me and stayed there as her heaving chest took in the air she needed to recover.
"Let's get up. You're taking me to dinner," she demanded, after she had calmed.
True to her word, Lauren occasionally would give me the treat of playing into my fantasy using Chris, Zach and Thomas as characters. Although, I would have liked more, I appreciated her being a good sport, and the fact that I never knew when it might occur made things exciting. The play had the consequence of igniting our normal love making which almost doubled, and was now more engaging and intense. During these sessions, I always made sure to let her know how much I loved her, which was easy to do.
Several months into our new experiences, we met together with Dr. Sturm as something of an update session. We were quite open describing our play, which the Doctor thought was healthy then she asked my wife a question I had never considered, but which instantly piqued my interest.
"Lauren, did you find the idea of sex with another man exciting?" she asked.
My wife, who had been quite talkative while discussing my fantasy and how she was handling things, blushed deeply and replied, "I really haven't considered it."
Both the Doctor and I could tell she was lying.
"I see. Well it really wouldn't be surprising for you to get some excitement from your involvement," she clarified.
"Okay, thank you," Lauren answered, cutting her off.
It was clear she wanted no part of the conversation, and the Doctor glanced at me quickly with a raised eyebrow. We left soon thereafter, but the question and Lauren's reaction stayed with me. All along I had viewed myself as the provocateur of our sexual games with my wife being something of a victim who graciously supported me. The idea that she might be feeling some interest in it too, if true, would definitely shine a new light on things,
After the meeting with Dr. Sturm, the next major moment in our play occurred at Lauren's company Christmas party a month later. It was to be held at a nice downtown hotel, and not wanting to drink and drive, my mom came up and got the kids so we could get a room for the night. Lauren had purchased a lovely black dress with a plunging neckline that was quite beyond the norm for her, but it had received my enthusiastic support.
Coming down from our room, we ran into one of Lauren's friends and her husband, and ended up hanging out in the bar until the event was well underway, appearing just as dinner was being served. Later, when the band started up, I spent thirty minutes dancing with my wife, earning massive goodwill points, until I left her with another girlfriend while I hit the restroom.
When I got back, her buddy was gone and in her place, was none other than Thomas. I had wondered if we were going to see him and if somehow, someway we could interact in a way that would fuel my fantasy. So, finding them alone and talking created an almost perfect situation, and I made a detour to the bar so I could give them more time, watch some and see if I could collect fodder for later.
Since I had only met him once, I spent some time looking him over. He looked to be around six feet tall and in his early forties, putting him more than ten years older than us. His skin was a lustrous dark caramel color that made him look a bit mysterious, his head was shaved smooth, and it was obvious from the look of his toned body that he worked out often.
As I watched, I could tell he was taking the opportunity to ogle my wife's breasts up close. He kept his head tilted down as if to hear what she was saying over the music, but it looked to me to be a ploy to get a better view. I was surprised that no one else joined their discussion, and equally surprised when she went to dance with him after a hurried look that I knew was an attempt to spot me.
They were out for a series of songs, fast and slow, and I watched closely to make sure he acted the gentlemen. I was standing where I left her when they finally returned with a light sheen of perspiration to show for their exertions. Lauren had a little smile when she spotted me, no doubt knowing what I was thinking, and when they arrived a quick reintroduction was made. I expected him to quickly wander off, so I was surprised when he engaged in the conversation showing no interest in leaving. He turned out to be a very pleasant person, spoke well and exuded confidence. He remained with us as another couple joined the group, and it was then that I decided to push some more.
"Lauren, I'm going upstairs for a few minutes. Thomas, will you watch after her?" I asked.
If was a very legitimate request, and unless you knew about my fantasy and our games, no one would pay it any mind. Lauren gave me an odd look, but said nothing while Thomas instantly agreed. I did go to the room, to hit the bathroom, then came back to watch, although it wasn't clear to me exactly what I expected to see. Interestingly, when I spotted them they were alone again now with their heads much closer as they talked and I could see my wife's head nodding as if she was answering questions. I left them like that for a few more minutes while I got us some drinks then rejoined.
"Miss me?" I asked when I arrived, then kissed Lauren on the cheek.
"Of course, are you ready to dance some more?" she quickly responded.
I knew the correct answer was yes, so I led her out after telling Thomas we would be back shortly. As soon as we got to the dance floor, a slow song started, and I pulled her close while nuzzling her neck. The smell of her perspiration mixed with the perfume was arousing, and I felt my dick swell.
"You going to let him have you?" I whispered, hoping she would play along.
"I'm supposed to meet him in his room later," she responded, letting me know it would be a fun night.
"What were you talking about with him?" I asked.
"He was telling me how good my boobs looked and he wanted to know if I shaved," she answered without hesitation.
Her words made me push away and look into her eyes, but her expression provided no clue as to whether she was telling the truth.
"You let him do that?" I asked, pulling her back to me.
"Isn't it what you want? Isn't it why you stayed away so long?" she asked, with an impish smile.
Suddenly, my mouth was too dry to speak, so I pulled my wife closer and swayed to the music until the song was over. Fortunately, by then, my dick had shrunk to a respectable level, and we walked hand in hand back to our spot finding Thomas still there.
"Hey, we're going to head to the hotel bar for a night cap. Care to join us?" I asked, and instantly felt Lauren squeeze my hand, although I wasn't sure if it was meant as a positive or negative sign.
"Sure, I'd love too," he responded, and fell in beside us.
As soon as we arrived, I went to the bar to order while Lauren and Thomas took a table near the back. When I brought their drinks, I saw that my wife was seated to his left and turned in such a way that her top opened and put her entire left breast on display. He was staring at it intently, and didn't realize I had arrived until I was putting the drinks on the small table. For some reason, I made no effort to warn Lauren of her partial nudity, and returned to the bar to pick up my drink. Unfortunately, when I got back, Lauren had changed her position which eliminated her exposure.
Having heard my wife's brief description of their conversation, I chatted with Thomas in an attempt to feel him out and to see, if in fact, he had engaged in a racy discussion with her. Several things quickly became apparent. First, he wanted Lauren in a bad way. It wasn't something he said, but rather the way he looked at her and his overall body language. Second, Lauren was very uncomfortable and was fidgeting nervously. Of course, I had no way to know if it was due to her admission, him saying more or the mere closeness of one of our key role playing characters. That was something I would have to determine later.
I had hoped we could establish a nice flirty conversation, but it turned out to be quite awkward. So, after we finished the drink, I knew enough had occurred for one night, and it was time to take my wife to bed. With a quick goodbye, we headed to the elevators, and unfortunately others were in the car so we had to behave until we got to our room. Exiting on the 11th floor, we were almost to our door when Lauren spoke.
"That's his room," she said, nodding towards 1125.
"Convenient," I said without slowing, as I now wanted her urgently.
As soon as the door to our room closed, we started pulling each other's clothes off with Lauren acting just as eager and horny as me. She pushed me back and straddled my waist leaning down to kiss me, which she did with passion. Reaching behind her, she grabbed my stiff dick and brought it to her pussy then pushed onto it.
"God Lauren you're so wet," I announced.
"I need it Thomas," she replied, indicating that the game was on.
"Lauren baby, I've wanting to play with these titties all night," I told her, while rolling her nipples between my fingers.
"I know Thomas. I wanted you to. Suck on them," she said, and lowered her chest to my ready mouth.
I did suck on them then nibbled on her tender flesh making her squeal. Then, with a quick move, I flipped her onto her back so I could take her hard. Just as I was about to start, I remembered I didn't have a condom and started to get up.
"No Thomas, don't stop. I want you to cum in me," she said, pulling me back.
"Are you sure?" I asked.
Playing around was one thing, but another child wasn't something I was sure I wanted.
"Yes, Thomas. Do it," she demanded.
This was the most engaged in the game I had ever seen from my wife, but I certainly wasn't going to complain. The real-time interaction at the party had provided a new element that clearly had excited Lauren and now I would get to take advantage.
"Baby, I love your pussy," I grunted, into her ear.
"Ohhh...uhhh..." she instantly groaned, which was accompanied by a shiver that swept through her body.
I suddenly realized that this wasn't play acting just for my benefit, and that Lauren was hot with the thought of Thomas fucking her! My mind shot back to the question Dr. Sturm had posed and I realized the answer was being played out in front of me.
"I'm going to fill you up, baby. Make that tummy swell up," I continued, now wanting to push and probe her limits.
"Oh yes, do it," she whined back.
Then, I felt her body begin to tremble in the way I knew from experience meant she was on a short path to orgasm. Sure enough, it was less than a minute later, while I focused on giving her deep, steady strokes that it hit.
"OHH...OHH...I...I...UGGHHH...UGGHHH...Don't Stop! Thomas, don't stop!" she cried out, while her body thrashed in a way that almost threw me off.
It was a powerful release that lingered, but the most interesting aspect was that it was the first time she had climaxed from the game playing! Thomas was clearly in her head, I had no doubt about that, and the thought excited me immensely. Seconds later, as she continued to writhe with her post release feelings, I emptied my balls into my wife's unprotected womb.
There is something special a man feels when he plants his seed into a beautiful, fertile woman. A sense of power seems to be added to the coupling creating a more forceful ejaculation. I came so hard my balls ached when I was finished, and all the energy in my body was gone, used in the process of an attempted impregnation. I collapsed next to my wife and both of us struggled to breathe which made it impossible to talk for several minutes.
"Wow. That was amazing," I finally was able to force out.
Lauren shot me a quick look and I could tell she felt self-conscious. Rather than speak, she snuggled close and buried her head in my chest.
"Are you okay?" I asked.
"Yes, I'm fine," she answered, a little too rigidly.
"Are we having another child?" I asked, with some worry.
"No honey, my period starts in a day or two. It's fine," she explained, and while her answer provided me some relief, there was a touch of disappointment too.
"You got a little wild," I said after some silence, then realizing the potential impact, I added, "I liked it."
Lauren didn't reply, at least not in words. A minute passed then I felt her hand moving to my groin where she pulled on my dick a few times then began tickling me with her fingernails beneath my balls. It wasn't unheard of for my wife to do something like this, but it was rare, and it had never occurred after she had experienced a big orgasm. In fact, the few times it had taken place were when I had cum too soon and left her hanging. Despite my own powerful climax, she quickly had me hard again and she climbed on top again while pulling my dick into her. She sat up straight, as she ground her hips, which presented her lovely breasts for me to fondle, and as we looked into each other's eyes, I could tell something was on her mind. I felt I knew what it was, but broaching the subject would take delicacy.
"What are you thinking?" I asked, hoping she would be open.
"How much I love you," she replied, and while it was a sweet answer, it told me she wasn't ready to share.
"You had a nice orgasm," I said, still probing.
"Thomas is a good lover," she responded with a little smirk, and her words both surprised and delighted me.
"I bet he's waiting in 1125. Probably still up playing with himself and thinking about you. It's just a few steps away. Why don't you go to him," I replied, having no idea why it came out of my mouth, but once I started it just kept flowing.
Lauren stopped moving and looked at me with a strange expression. It was a look of surprise, maybe some shock, but also something else that I realized was lust.
"Stop it," she said after an awkward pause, and playfully hit my arm.
I knew she was trying to lighten the mood, but we both knew that for a tiny moment she had considered my words.
I dropped it and made love to her in an expressive and intimate way. That night she had given me a peek at her own desires, but I remembered that one of her biggest fears about my fantasies was that they would take over our relationship. Even though I wanted to probe further, I decided that the rest of the night would be about husband and wife with no games. It turned out to be the right decision.
"Lauren! Come here. What did you do?" I called out to my wife on New Year's Eve.
We were getting ready to go out to a small party, and when she came out of the bathroom naked, headed for the dresser, I could see that all the hair was missing from her pussy. With a smile, she moved until she was standing in front of me, and with a quick inspection I could see that her well-groomed bush was gone and her skin was glistening from the lotion she had used after shaving. It looked absolutely amazing.
"What brought this on?" I asked, while sporting a huge grin and a rapidly growing dick.
"Oh, just thought I'd try something different. Besides, Thomas wanted me too," she replied, then turned back quickly to the dresser.
"That's right he did. But you'll be with Chris tonight," I said, while I moved behind her and rubbed my hand across her smooth mound letting my finger dip into her wet slit.
"I think he'll like it too," she replied, leaning back against me and moaning from my touch.
Since the night at the Christmas party, Lauren had been much more open to playing, and for the past few weeks had indulged me several times. Plus, on one other occasion, when the talk was about Thomas, she reached her climax first. It was in fact talk about the night of the party at the hotel where I probed for at least the tenth time about what they had chatted about. Lauren, as she had on my previous attempts, was frustratingly vague, although she maintained with a smile that her black coworker did ask her about her pussy and gave her his room number, which of course kept me guessing. I never questioned her about her climax as I didn't want to make her self-conscious, but I truly felt she had been fantasizing about Thomas.
It took me a while, but with persistence, I was able to convince Lauren to take off her panties and go commando under her knee length flannel skirt. With it, she wore a thin sweater top that showed her breasts off nicely, and it was all I could do to keep my hands off of her during the short drive.
We were one of four couples at the New Year's Eve party being hosted by Claire and Jacob, who were a couple we had met through Chris and Stacey. Rounding out the group were Warren and Roxanne, a couple who we had never met before. Lauren was easily the best looking of the wives with only Claire being in her league. In fact, in many ways, Claire was a blonde equivalent of my wife although she lacked Lauren's style and easy going charm. The house was full of booze, and for the next several hours we drank and mingled. Of course, I paid particular attention any time Lauren and Chris were in close proximity, and twice my wife caught me staring, giving me a roll of her eyes in response.
"Come with me," I whispered to her, after she had finished a long conversation with Chris.
"Where are we going?" she asked, letting me guide her with my hand.



I directed her to a bathroom that was down a long hall, and closed the door behind us as we entered. Quickly, I turned her so that her butt was against the vanity and kissed her hard.
"You drive me crazy," I declared, when we broke.
"What do you want?" she giggled, with an alcohol assisted grin.
"You," I answered, and kissed her again while my right hand went to her breasts.
This kiss lasted even longer, and when it ended I immediately dropped to my knees and lifted her skirt while pulling her right leg over my shoulder. My tongue found her juicy opening, and began a rapid tongue lashing that soon had her softly moaning.
"God Lauren, I've wanted to do this forever," I said, hoping she would realize I was pretending to be Chris.
"Oh, Chris...It feels so good. Please don't stop," she instantly replied, letting me know she was with me.
I continued to lap at her newly shaved pussy, enjoying the feeling, while occasionally using the tip of my tongue to tease her clit. I wanted to get her off and was happy to forego my own needs for the time being, but her hands began pulling on my shoulders and then she spoke.
"Chris, I need you inside me. Please baby," she declared.
It was like an explosion went off in my brain, and I stood, spun her around and dropped my pants. With my dick in my hand, I found her opening and pushed inside while she moaned her acceptance. With her partly bent over the vanity, I started pounding her hard, forcing little squeals from her mouth, while we stared at each other in the mirror.
"Damn Lauren, I knew you would feel good," I grunted, still pretending to be her friend's husband.
"You feel good too...ohhh...ohhh...don't stop," she whined.
Her excitement and words proved to be too much, and I felt my balls tighten and the sensation in my groin begin to take hold.
"Baby, I'm going to cum in you," I announced.
"No Greg, not tonight," she responded, suddenly breaking the play to let me know it wasn't a good time.
Five strokes later, with my breath coming in short gasps, I pulled out and covered my hole with my hand to receive the rapid blasts that soon had it covered in sticky semen. I was so completely spent that I struggled to keep from falling, and had to hold onto the towel rack for balance. Lauren had stayed in place and was watching me in the mirror with her smooth, dripping slit still on display.
"Shit," I gasped, and reached for a Kleenex.
"We better get back," Lauren said with a giggle, and reached for the Kleenex too.
"No," I said, grabbing her hand.
"Greg, I'm a mess. I can't go out like this," she stated.
"Please?" I whined, and gave her my best puppy dog look while pulling her skirt down.
"Greg! I'm too wet," she tried again.
"Please?" I asked again, and pulled her close for a kiss.
When we opened the door, Claire was just approaching from down the hall and gave us a knowing smile.
"It's not midnight yet," she laughed, as we passed.
"It must be somewhere," I responded, but kept moving.
We returned to the group and it was amazing to be among our friends knowing that Lauren was freshly fucked and dripping wet beneath her conservative skirt. I could tell that she was nervous by the look in her eyes and the stiff way she held her body which made it even better, and once, when she thought I wasn't watching, she tried to sneak to the bathroom, but I intercepted her and told her she couldn't go until after midnight.
When the time came, I gave quick kisses to Claire and Roxanne, but held Stacey in a long embrace hoping her husband would reciprocate with Lauren. I wasn't disappointed as Chris kissed her deeply and it lingered to the point that the others started laughing. Of course, they had no way of knowing that he was being manipulated for our purposes.
"This skirt's going to be ruined," Lauren said, as we walked to the car forty minutes later. She had her arm through mine, and it was clear she was quite tipsy.
"Then take it off," I suggested, surmising she was referring to the effect her wet pussy would have on the material.
"Don't be an ass," she replied.
"I'm serious. Drive home without it," I whispered, when we had reached the car.
"God, you're turning me into a tramp," she replied, letting me take her in my arms.
"Mmmm...but you're a beautiful tramp," I countered.
She looked into my eyes and her expression slowly turned into a smile. With one hand, she undid the clasp and lowered the zipper then with an amazingly coordinated move, she opened the door, dropped the skirt and planted her naked ass on the leather seat. I quickly moved to the driver's side, and as soon as I climbed in and the light went off, she leaned over the console and pulled my mouth to hers.
"Hurry," she said in a husky voice, while her lips went to my neck.
Once the car was safely in the garage, we practically ran to the bedroom and in seconds we were naked and pulling each other close with the cool sheets energizing us.
"God, Lauren I get to have you twice in one day," I started, pretending to be Chris again.
"No, Greg. I want my husband now," she replied.
It was a fair statement given all that had occurred, and I concentrated on making tender love to my lovely wife to celebrate the start of another year. With a series of deep moans, and her arms and legs tightly wrapped around me, I felt her body shiver signaling her climax. It wasn't a particularly dramatic release, but her sighs told me she was satisfied, and with my mind visualizing Chris between her legs I quickly reached my own peak and at the last second pulled out and fired my seed over her body. After that, I fell onto her and kissed her deeply letting the semen spread between our bodies.
"Your kiss with Chris turned me on," I told her, when I finally slipped to her side.
"I could tell," she answered, with a soft giggle.
"Did anything else happen?" I asked, wondering if I had missed something.
"Not with Chris," she replied, after a short pause.
"What do you mean?" I asked, and after several seconds with no reply I leaned over her on my elbow and said, "Tell me what happened."
"Warren asked for my number," she replied.
Warren was the husband of Roxanne, the couple we had not met prior to the party. He was a heavyset guy, but more thick than fat, and probably around six feet tall with red hair and a ruddy complexion. He wasn't the best-looking guy in the world, although he did have a good natured, boisterous way about him that attracted people. However, I wouldn't have taken him for a "player" and was surprised he came on to Lauren
"There's more to the story than that," I responded.
It took a bit more goading but Lauren finally explained that after the New Year's kiss they had run into each other in the hall to the bathroom and he asked for another kiss. Amazingly, my wife had agreed and it turned into a long one with him taking her ass in his hand. Afterwards was when he asked for her number which she admitted she had given, although she was quick to blame the drinking.
"He was drunk too. He'll forget about it," she attempted to rationalize.
"No, he won't," I answered.
Her admission had made my dick hard again, and my hands were now exploring my wife's body from her breasts to her thighs.
"You're making me horny," Lauren admitted, after several more minutes of my play.
"Do you want him?" I asked.
My question would have been unheard of a few months ago, but the game playing had become so intense she accepted it without anger.
"Do you want me to?" she replied, seconds later.
"Yes," I blurted out, loudly.
"Greg! That's four men now," she exclaimed.
"I know. Which one are you going to have first?" I asked, feeling that since she was in a good, talkative mood, I would press.
"Mmmm...how do you know I haven't already had one?" she answered, while reaching behind her and finding my dick.
"Shit, Lauren. Who was it? It was Thomas, right?" I fired back.
I knew she was toying with me, but the excitement of the play had always been based on the slim chance it was true. I tried to push her onto her back so I could mount her, but instead she rolled me onto my back and her lips went to my dick. She started by licking around the shaft then dropped her warm mouth onto it.
"You like that?" she asked, pulling away for a moment in response to my groans.
"Was it Thomas?" I asked again, having not lost my train of thought.
For the next several minutes, she made love to my dick swirling her tongue around the shaft as her head moved up and down with her lips forming a tight seal. She had me squirming which seemed to excite and encourage her efforts.
"Do you want it to be Thomas?" she asked, stopping to ask the question then starting again.
"Yes, I could see how much he wanted you. How many times have you done it?" I replied.
Her fingernails had begun tickling my scrotum and I was close to losing all control.
"More than once," she said, breaking for a moment again.
The combination of her sucking and the visualization of Thomas between her open legs rapidly pounding her wet, fertile pussy proved too much and with a pitiful cry I released what was left in my balls and fell back completely spent. My last conscious memory was Lauren kissing me lightly on the cheek.
The six texts Lauren received the next day made it clear that Warren had not forgotten her number. However, now sober, she felt embarrassed and ashamed that this married man, whose wife was a friend of her friends, had her number and was trying to communicate.
"Shit. I knew all this would turn out badly," she sighed, seemingly trying to lump our play in with it.
"Lauren, it's not the same..." I tried to say in defense, but was interrupted.
"It is the same because I'm doing things that aren't me," she replied.
"Look, just ignore him," I suggested.
"I am and I'm going to block him too," she said, reaching for her phone.
That little episode set things back significantly as Lauren refused to participate in my fantasies. It made me realize how fragile her psyche was around the aspect of our play and particularly, the importance of ensuring nothing would occur that could impact her reputation. Unfortunately, just a few weeks later, Lauren company started a restructuring that put her on edge and essentially took away her libido. Of course, in this state, I didn't dare raise the subject and several months quickly ticked by. While we continued to make love, it lacked adventure and seemed almost perfunctory.
Spring was upon us when Lauren's job situation started to become settled, and in fact it looked like she was going to end up with a bigger role, more responsibility and more money. Thankfully, her mood had dramatically improved over the past few weeks, and as something of a celebration, we had taken the kids to their grandparents so we could have the weekend alone. Returning home from dinner, Lauren disappeared into the back of the house, and I was sitting on the couch watching TV when she suddenly reappeared, wearing a robe and jumped on me straddling my waist.
"What happened to my naughty boy?" she asked, while kissing my neck.
Even though I knew she was feeling upbeat, after the long break her actions caught me off guard.
"Well...I don't know...are you feeling better now?" I asked, stumbling for how to respond.
"I'm fine sweetie. And all this time you've been quiet and patient because you were worried about me. You are so sweet," she whispered, then ran her tongue over my ear.
My hands went to her robe and I was thrilled to find her naked body beneath the terry cloth material. It only took a little effort to pull it off her shoulders, and as soon as she was naked, her hands began to work the buttons of my shirt.
"Mmmm...it's nice to have my horny wife back," I teased.
"Miss me?" she giggled in response.
"Hell yes," I replied, while moving so she could pull the shirt away.
"Take your pants off," she demanded, moving to one side.
I quickly followed her direction standing briefly to shed them before returning to my spot with my aching dick now standing at full attention. As soon as I was seated, Lauren straddled me again, and I used my hands to pull her tightly against me, reveling in the feelings of her bare skin against mine. Amazingly, through her period of distress over the past several months, she had continued to shave her pussy and it felt wonderfully warm and wet pressed against me. She only stayed in that position for a few seconds before I lifted her, and with just a bit of fumbling found her opening and let her descend on my shaft as we groaned loudly together.
"Damn you feel good," I moaned.
"You do too Thomas," she replied with a throaty sigh.
I couldn't help but smile and as our eyes met the look on her face let me know she was being purposefully playful with me. Sensing that for the first time in months I didn't have to watch every word, I decided to be provocative.
"About time you got back on this dick," I said.
"I missed it," she answered instantly, with a playful smile.
Thrilled by her demeanor, I grabbed her hips and began pulling her forcibly against me forcing my dick to climb high within her body. With her hands gripping my shoulders and a sexy look evident through her half-shut eyes, I was rewarded with soft mews of pleasure coming from her mouth. We stayed that way as the minutes ticked by, enjoying the feeling of each other's body while we shared soft kisses and soulful sighs.
"I'm going to knock you up baby," I whispered to her, slipping back into my Thomas mode when I felt my balls begin to boil.
"Do it," she responded, and started pushing her hips more strongly against me.
Her acceptance drove me to an even higher state and I knew I was just seconds away from releasing a huge load. Of course, Lauren knows me extremely well and she timed her movement perfectly, as just as the first blast was about to be released, she lifted off my dick and a geyser of my semen leapt a foot in the air then fell back onto my balls.
"No..." I whimpered in disappointment, as the first shot was quickly followed by several more, leaving me coated in my own cum.
"Wow!" she exclaimed when my spasms finally stopped.
I had barely the strength left to look at her, but when I did I could see she was looking down at me with a smile. Suddenly, she dropped to her knees and her mouth went to my groin where she spent the next minute cleaning the goo from my balls and dick. It was naughty and out of character for her, but at the same time, it was so arousing that I got fully hard again, and as soon as she finished, I pushed her onto her knees on the couch and took her aggressively from behind.
"You like that," I asked rhetorically, when squeals of pleasure started coming from her mouth.
"Yes, honey...yes...I want to cum...make me cum," she pleaded, speaking in a needy way that was far from the norm.
"You going to fuck them?" I asked, using the situation selfishly to push on her.
"Who?" she shot back instantly.
"All of them," I declared, now hammering her so hard that a wet, slapping sound filled the room.
"Greg...uhhh...uhhh...oh...uhhh...uhhh...do you want me too?" she forced out between her groans of pleasure.
"Yes," I declared.
"Uhhh...uhhh...okay...okay...I'll...I'll do it for you," she responded, and the tone in her voice and the tautness in her body signaled that she was getting very close.
In retrospect, I think her agreement must have made me go a little crazy because suddenly I was acting possessed and speaking to her nastily, "Yeah baby, you're going to fuck them all. Every week you'll be getting more cock than any girl in the city."
"Uhhh...uhhh...ummm...ohhh...uhhh...OHHH...OHHH...OHHH...," she cried out as her climax arrived, before her sounds devolved into squeals then whimpers while I felt the wall of her vagina grip then release my shaft.
If I would have had any fluid left in my balls I would have launched it into her, but I was already so drained that I was able to witness the full measure of her release. I could tell it was strong and complete, and when I let go of her hips she fell forward onto the couch. Rather than disturb her, I took a nearby comforter and put it over her still heaving body so she could enjoy the aftermath.
"Who's going to be first?" I asked later, when we had retired to bed.
"No one. That was just sex talk," she answered dismissively, although I felt her butt wiggle against me.
"Uh uh...no way," I replied.
"You're crazy," she answered, and soon we were asleep.
I kept on her, continually reminding her about her acceptance, with no success. Playfully, I began sending her texts during the day asking if she had contacted any of the guys and where things stood. Most she ignored, but every now and then she would respond with an equally playful answer. This went on for weeks and while entertaining it wasn't advancing things, although when my senses were with me, I knew I should remain satisfied with just the fantasy.
Then, seemingly out of the blue, the fateful day arrived that changed my life forever. It was a Thursday and a slow day at work, so I had been pestering my wife with text messages about her commitment to take on the four men in my fantasy. Even though by noon I had sent about a half dozen message, she had not responded, so when I heard my phone beep in the early afternoon, signaling an incoming text, I picked it up quickly. Hoping I would get a playful reply, I was smiling as I navigated to the screen and saw her reply.
"Thomas wants me to get a drink with him after work. Can you watch the kids?"
Instantly, I typed out a reply acknowledging that I could and sent it back thinking she was toying with me and expecting a follow-on message telling me I was crazy. However, the minutes ticked by with nothing coming in, but I resolved that I would not give her the satisfaction of reaching out for more info. At four, I left to go to the kids still not having heard anything, and it wasn't until almost ten, with the children fast asleep, that I heard the garage door opening.
"Hi sweetie. Did you have fun," I asked nonchalantly from the couch when she entered.
"Yes, it was nice," she said, giving me a smile.
"How is Thomas?" I followed, still trying to show indifference.
"Honey, I went to the movies with Stacey," she replied, while shaking her head.
Instantly, she burst my balloon, but I did my best to hide my disappointment while she headed towards the bedroom. I had hoped that at a minimum she would meet him for a drink, flirt and come back with some stories to tell. Instead, it all turned out to be nothing, and I was faced with the reality that she would likely never go any further.
I started to go to talk to her, but when I got close I could hear the shower running, so after returning to the kitchen, and needing to kill time until she was finished, I started cleaning the dishes from dinner which reminded me that tomorrow was trash pick-up day. I pulled the bag from the indoor container then walked to the garage and put it in the street bin. Then, remembering I had some trash in my car, I collected it then glanced into Lauren's car to see if she had any. On the passenger side floor board, I could see a bag that looked empty, so I opened her car and picked it up and was about to toss it into the bin when I felt something inside. Looking, my feet immediately froze in place and my body began to tingle.
It was a pharmacy box with a long medical name for the drug, but just beneath were the words "Emergency Contraception". A receipt was also in the bag informing me the purchase had occurred forty-five minutes ago, but the most shocking thing was that the box was empty. Instantly, I knew it could only mean that Thomas had fucked Lauren and put his seed in her womb. Now, faced with the reality of the situation I had encouraged, I found my mind in complete turmoil making the circle of emotions turn from anger to despair to excitement and back again.



I was laying on the bed when Lauren stepped from the bathroom with only a towel around her lovely body. She made for the dresser but came to a full stop when she spotted the medicine box I had placed prominently on top. After taking a deep breath, she turned towards me with a frightened look, and without speaking I patted the spot next to me on the bed. Slowly she inched towards the bed and sat with her eyes locked onto mine, now with a look that appeared to seek forgiveness. I had managed to collect myself while she was in the shower, and knowing that it would be a fragile situation I had determined I needed to be tender and calm.
"Were you with Thomas tonight?" I asked.
"Yes," she whispered softly, while nodding her head.
"Did he cum in you?" I followed.
This time she didn't speak but merely nodded her head, and for the next few minutes I gently interrogated her learning that she had gone to his house where he had fucked her twice. Each time, he brought her to climax, and in fact it was during her first orgasm, when she had lost control, that he inseminated her.
"What now?" she croaked.
"Now we're going to make love," I replied and started pulling on her towel.
Immediately, I could tell that my show of desire instead of rejection was having a positive impact as the distressed look on her face was replaced with one of relief. Quickly, I had her on her back then I stood and stripped and joined her where my hands wandered her body while I kissed her softly.
"Do you still love me?" she asked softly.
"Of course, sweetie," I responded.
My hand was now caressing her pussy and I could tell she needed some time to get ready after the shower, so I kissed her breasts, neck and lips while I lightly teased her opening.
"I'm sorry I was bad," she said, after a long kiss.
"Lauren, I'm glad you were bad. I just wished you trusted me enough to tell," I replied.
"I was going to...I just...just needed some time," she answered.
"It's okay," I told her.
Soon, she became slick, and I lifted over her, got into place and with her help found her opening and pushed inside.
"Mmmm...uhhhh..." she gasped, as I penetrated.
In my mind, I thought she would feel different, but there was no change in what I had known and loved all these years. I had to force myself to go slow, as my excitement was so high that every time I thought about Lauren and Thomas together, I would get a sudden urge to move faster. Fortunately, we locked into a rhythm, and in doing so it seemed to free me to interrogate her further.
"Did he fuck you good?" I asked in an aggressive manner, and when she didn't reply I added, "Tell me baby. Did you like it?"
"I'm sorry," she responded, either thinking I was mad or seeking her own salvation.
"Don't be sorry Lauren. It's okay. Just tell me if you enjoyed it," I followed, but this time in a softer manner.
"Yes," she whispered.
It was a tiny voice, but it unlocked my fantasy and allowed it to hit me with full force. My beautiful, loving and heretofore chaste wife had given herself to another man, a lover that had pleased her and planted his seed deep inside her body. I knew I should be appalled and tormented, it was certainly the expected reaction, but instead I had never been more sexually excited.
"Damn Lauren, that's so hot," I declared, now trying desperately to hold back my release.
Unfortunately, the combination of the vision in my brain and her soft, warm pussy couldn't be denied and with a deep grunt, followed by several gasps I shot my load into her.
Lauren seemed happy that it was over, and I pulled her close to me and kissed her tenderly for a while before we got up. I could tell she was struggling with what had occurred, so for the rest of the evening I stayed away from the subject, but made sure she received lots of attention.
"I...I can't believe I did that...I...I just can't," my wife stammered to me the next morning as we lay in bed.
Clearly, she was upset and remorseful, and didn't want to hear my words of comfort. That set the tone for the next few weeks as she struggled to process her action and was fearful of having to deal with Thomas at work. Now, I felt guilty and low as my desires had caused pain to the person I held most dear. It was a stressful time, and when the kids began to pick up on the fact that something was wrong, we purposefully changed our behavior in front of them.
"Greg, I have an appointment with Dr. Sturm for this afternoon. I just want you to know," Lauren announced one morning, about a month after her encounter.
"Honey..." I started to speak, but she gave me a look that told me she didn't want to discuss it.
Of course, it stayed in my head all day, and when I got home that evening I hoped that she would be in a mood to discuss. However, she was busy with dinner and kid things until they were put to bed, then quickly disappeared into the bathroom. It was only later when we were in bed that I got a chance to ask her about the session.
"Did you see Dr. Sturm?" I asked, intentionally making the question open ended.
"Yes," she answered without elaboration.
"Well...uh...can you tell me about it?" I asked, with a hint of irritation.
After a moment, she turned onto her back and put a pillow beneath her so she was sitting up. Then, after looking at me for a moment, she spoke.
"I told her all about what happened," she said.
"I see," I replied.
"Everything. Your pushing, Thomas' pushing, my thoughts and responses and your reaction when you learned about it," she explained.
"Okay, well I guess that probably was necessary. How did the talk go," I responded, trying to be supportive, but with a building sense of concern.
"Yes, it was," she stated with a stern demeanor.
I actually thought about just letting the conversation die, as it seemed I was going to be the bad guy, but I couldn't hold back and asked, "What did y'all discuss? What was her advice? Her counsel?"
Now, it was her turn to be quiet and she looked at me for several seconds before answering, "She wanted to know why I did it and what was now making me upset."
"And? What did you tell her?" I followed.
"I told her I felt like I had been worn down by your fantasies and Thomas' pestering, but that I did have some curiosity too," she said, and looked at me for a reaction.
"I see. What else?" I asked, wanting her to talk even though it was like pulling teeth.
"She asked if I enjoyed it," she started then paused and looked at me before finishing, "I told her if I was honest I had to admit I did. And she wanted to know what I enjoyed, so I told her it was the physical aspects as well as the curiosity since I had only been with you."
The end of her statement felt like a shot, but I let it go and said, "I understand."
However, she had now picked up steam and barely acknowledged my comment before continuing, "Then she wanted to know what made me upset...why I had come to her. I told her that it just wasn't me. It was too far from my values even if I did have my husband's permission."
"I see," I said in a low voice, knowing that my fantasy had likely been totally shot down, but finally added, "What did she say?"
"She said that I was an intelligent woman and that I knew myself. She said in my case, since there were no hidden things in our relationship, that the choice was simple. Either take a different view on my values or don't do it again," she explained.
"Well...I guess that pretty straightforward and...uhhh...practical advice," I replied.
It was a disappointing message, but certainly not unexpected and the bottom line was that the happiness of my wife was much more important than some strange fantasy.
"You're okay with that?" she asked, staring straight into my eyes.
"I'm fine with it sweetie. Nothing is worth you being unhappy," I told her, and was pleased when a small smile came to her face.
So, just when I thought a major breakthrough had occurred, my hopes were instead completely ended and in the process Lauren had been made upset. In addition, the fantasy play between us was over too. Clearly, I had pushed too hard, and in retrospect I should have just let it remain as a game between us.
Of course, life with my lovely wife and kids is fantastic on its own, so I concentrated on being a good husband and father. It took several months, but slowly Lauren got past the event and seemed to get back to normal. She had even been able to work out something with Thomas, so that they could continue to work together and move beyond their sexual encounter. So, it was a surprise when during a love making session late one night, my wife, seemingly out of the blue, started to tease me.
"I saw Zach today," she whispered into my ear, as I rolled my hips slowly savoring the feeling of our connection.
"What wrong with your car?" I asked, slow on the uptake.
"Nothing, he fixed it quickly," she answered in a soft, purring voice.
Suddenly, it dawned on me where she might be heading, but the territory was so dangerous I was reluctant to respond. Instead, I focused on the motion I was providing, and put my lips to her neck and began to gently lick and suck on the sensitive flesh while my mind raced.
"Did...did you do anything?" I finally croaked out.
"Mmmmm...he kissed me and put his hand in my blouse," she answered, while the tip of her tongue tickled my earlobe.
"That's...that's all?" I forced out, as it felt like my dick grew an inch.
"He wanted more, but I said no. Should I have let him?" she teased, as my thrusting became more urgent.
I didn't answer. Instead, I took her hands in mine and pushed them over her head and for the next few minutes pounded her with deep movements until her body stiffened and after a series of high pitched whines she suddenly pressed her mouth against my arm to muffle the sounds of her climax. Seeing her let go, I soon followed and blasted into the condom to the point that I wondered about its capacity.
"Where did that come from?" I finally asked as we recovered.
"Remember Dr. Sturm said if I give a little I can get a lot. I just can't give too much," she answered, fighting back a giggle.
"And, what do you want?" I followed.
"You're taking me to that new restaurant Saturday," she announced.
It was a very nice but expensive place we had been debating about going to for over a month, but to me that wasn't the point. What my wife had just communicated to me was that we were truly back to normal, and from that point, I would occasionally get the naughty Lauren to tease and play with me during sex.
My wife's company Christmas party was scheduled for a Friday, and since it was required she attend, we again arranged for the kids to go to the grandparents, although this year we passed on staying in the hotel. Instead, we would taxi both ways, but awaken in the comfort of our own home where we could sleep in late if we wanted.
We spent the evening mingling with her normal co-workers, including Thomas, who did not seem the least bit self-conscious about his brief affair with my wife. In fact, he danced with her several times, which only brought a quick glance from Lauren when he made his first request. I had wondered if Thomas had talked about the sex and created some company gossip, so I was pleased to see that no one showed any mannerisms to indicate they were aware of anything. It was when we were standing alone waiting for my wife to return from the restroom that the black man broached the subject.
"How is she doing...you know?" he asked in a seemingly sincere way.
I looked at him for a moment debating whether it was appropriate to respond, and wondering how much about my involvement he knew, before finally saying, "Well, it's taken some time, but I think she's okay."
"Good man...good. Beautiful lady," he responded, just as she returned.
The party continued with lots of socializing and drinking, but an hour or so later, just as things were starting to wind down, I found myself alone with the black man once again. Our previous, brief conversation had stayed with me, and whether it was the large amount of alcohol I had consumed, knowing I wouldn't be driving, or just my own perverted mind, a thought hit me.
"Thomas, do you want to come over for a drink?" I suddenly asked.
"Uhhh...are you sure? I don't want to deal with those tears again," he replied.
"No, I'm not sure. We'll be playing it by ear," I explained.
We talked about it in a general non-specific way, but he still was worried, so we left it that if he didn't show up within forty-five minutes of us leaving, then he wasn't coming. I figured it would take us twenty minutes in the taxi, so I would have to keep her amused, and out of the bedroom for about a half-hour. Now that the conspiracy was in place, I began thinking about all the bad things that could happen, but I was buoyed by her return to our role playing, so decided to risk it.
The surprisingly clean taxi dropped us off in our driveway exactly twenty-five minutes after we left. Lauren was nicely buzzed, but completely in control so I suggested we open a bottle of wine and watch TV for a while. We were just moving towards the sofa when we heard a distinct knock on the door.
"Who's that?" my wife said in surprise, but quickly turning to avoid eye contact, I just shrugged and moved down the hall.
As soon as the door swung open, I saw the black man standing there with a hopeful, but worried look. I stepped back and he passed me as he stepped inside.
"Thomas...what are..." my wife started, then stopped mid-sentence.
Several tense and awkward seconds went by before I summoned the courage to speak, "I suggested he drop by for a drink. Come on, let me pour you some wine."
"Greg, what's going on?" she asked, while shaking her head.
It was a moment of truth and I had to decide whether to admit it was silly idea or go all-in and see if I could somehow move things forward.
"Just having a drink, honey," I replied while once more avoiding eye contact.
Thomas followed me into the kitchen and I started to pour the wine, but Lauren disappeared and I wondered if she had retreated to the bedroom, disgusted by my actions. However, just as we were entering the living room, she returned and joined me on the sofa while our guest sat in our large leather chair. While Thomas and I had collapsed completely into the furniture, Lauren sat on the edge, very lady-like, still dressed in the black cocktail dress she had worn to the party. The dress came to mid-thigh and allowed us a nice view of her slender legs, while the top of the dress, held up by spaghettis straps, provided a teasing look at the top of her breasts that we could see were gently rising and falling as she breathed.
"Well isn't this cozy," she said sarcastically to break the silence.
"I didn't get the chance to tell you earlier how amazing you looked tonight," Thomas said, ignoring her jab, and despite her annoyance we saw her blush slightly.
"Yes, she did. I especially like how that dress shows off her rear," I added, which was quite true as it clung to her body, leaving little to the imagination.
"Greg, what are we doing here?" she challenged me again.
"Just having a drink, honey," I answered, feigning confusion.
"So, should I just get naked and wait in the bedroom?" she said, once more in a sarcastic tone.
"No honey. We wouldn't get to talk to you," I answered, but realized I had been too cocky when she started to stand.
"I'm going to bed. Good night Thomas," she said, and waved for him to stay seated.
"You are a damn lucky man," the black man said, as soon as she had left.
"I know," I answered with a smile.
"Man, I enjoyed the hell out of our time together," he stated, suddenly crossing into talking about their fling.
"Yeah, maybe she liked it too much," I replied, letting the words come from my mouth without thinking, then realizing they very well might be true.
"Oh, you know it. When she left, I thought she would be back for more the next day," he quickly responded, then paused before adding, "She has willpower."
After that, we changed subjects and chatted about sports for a few minutes until I heard Lauren's heels on the hardwood floor and saw that she was headed towards the kitchen. She disappeared from my view for several seconds then reappeared carrying a bottle of water in her hand as she moved back towards the bedroom. Thomas had his back to her so he couldn't see what had taken place, and I was confused why she was still in her party attire.
"She grabbed some water," I said to him, to which he just shrugged.
We resumed our conversation pausing only to refill our glasses, but less than ten minutes later I heard the sound of my wife's heels once more, and like before she disappeared into the kitchen, but this time left with nothing I could see.
"She's trolling," I whispered to Thomas.
"Trolling?" he asked, confused.
"She wants attention," I clarified.
"You think so?" he asked, suddenly looking interested.
I nodded my head slowly and thought about everything that had occurred, weighing the plusses and minuses before looking at him and saying, "Go to her."
"Okay, man. I hope you're right," he said with some concern, as he rose from the chair.
Now it was his heels I heard on the floor disappearing the same way my wife had while I sat nervously bracing for an eruption. However, after it had become quiet for several minutes, I knew my instincts had likely been correct. I waited several more minutes, then slowly and quietly made my way towards the bedroom until I was standing in the shadows peering in through the partially opened door.
My wife was still in her dress and heels but Thomas was standing very close to her with his arm around her waist while she looked up at him with her hands on his shoulders. They were talking in low voices and it took all my concentration to catch their words.
"I can't Thomas. I'll feel so guilty," Lauren protested.
"Baby, I don't want you feeling bad, I want you to feel good like I made you last time," he replied in a seductive voice, and I saw his hand slip down to her ass.
Even though Lauren was turning him down, she didn't appear to be upset by the attention and I wondered what they had talked about before I arrived, and how Thomas had gotten her in his arms. For another minute, the black man tried to seduce her in a soft voice, but she declined each advance. Then, things began to change.
"Just let me kiss you once," he pleaded, and when she didn't respond he bent down and with little effort found her lips.
The kiss began lightly, but as it continued it became more passionate and soon Thomas had one hand in the middle of her back pulling her tight while the other fondled her ass. Once they broke, just for a moment, but the black man quickly reconnected before she could decline and again they started a deep, passionate kiss. When it finally ended, rather than separate, he moved his mouth to her neck and started working her soft, sensual spots.
"Oh, my God...Thomas," she whined.
He held her tightly as her body responded to his touch and then, over her mews, I heard the sound of her zipper being moved. His experience was evident as he kept the assault going with his lips while he unzipped the dress then pushed the straps off her shoulders. Soon, it fell to her waist and she was standing before him in her sheer black bra with her erect nipples on display.
"I...I need Greg," she moaned, finally breaking free.
"I'm here," I said stepping through the doorway.
"Greg..." she started, but I interrupted.
"I'm just going to sit here," I informed her, which brought a strange look to her face and a smile to our guest's.
Thomas' head descended back to her neck, but our eyes stayed locked for several seconds before she succumbed to the feeling of his lips. Over the next few minutes, I watched him finish her undressing until she was standing before us in only her black heels. With that, I watched my wife, with shaking hands, help him with his clothes until he was down to his boxers. Thomas was definitely in good shape for his age; quite fit with muscled arms and thick thighs. Starting their kissing again, he moved her backwards and onto the bed, positioning her near the center, then moved his mouth to her nipples.



My wife sighed in pleasure as he sucked and licked on them making wet sounds along the way. Occasionally, he would rise and kiss her again, and his efforts soon had her at a high state of arousal. But, just when I thought he would plunge into her and take her, he lowered his head between her thighs and started slurping on her soaked slit.
"Uhhhh...ohhh Thomas...oh God...mmmm...mmmm..." she cried out over and over, as he excited her nub.
Then, I saw her looking my way and our eyes locked. Her hand raised to beckon me to her and I made the few steps to her side.
"Yes, baby," I whispered.
"Kiss me," she demanded, and I did what she asked, but when we broke she asked, "Is this what you want?"
"Yes, baby. I want you to completely let go," I told her, then lowering her hand, I moved back to the chair as her eyes followed me.
Thomas never slowed his licking while I was with my wife, but once I was seated he stopped and moved off the bed where he pushed the boxers over his muscled ass. His cock came into view, extending almost perpendicular to his body, and I could see that he was a bit longer than me, but not greatly so, although he had a nice girth. It was fattest in the middle, like a black anaconda that had recently devoured prey, while the tip tapered to almost a point. One prominent vein started near the base and twisted to the side until it disappeared close to the head, and a set of heavy balls hung down prominently. This had been the instrument of my wife's taking, bringing her to multiple orgasms, and instinctively I knew it would happen again.
Her black co-worker crawled between her spread legs as she watched then took her beneath her knees and pulled her towards him until his cock was at her entrance. There, he let go of one leg, took his cock in his hand and started to rub the head over and through her wet slit while occasionally using it to slap her pussy. It had the effect of making Lauren moan and writhe in a way I had never seen, and a wave of jealousy shot through me as I realized he would experience her in a way I never had.
After almost a minute, Thomas stopped the manipulation of her pussy and I watched as he brought the tapered tip to her opening and with a slow push downward made it disappear inside while my wife began to whimper. Once he had it started, he took hold beneath her knees again and slowly pulled her onto his cock. Inch after inch was fed into her until there was nothing more, and Lauren's eyes began a rapid look between their connection and her lover's face.
"Baby, you ready to get fucked good?" he asked in a demanding voice.
"Yes," she quickly responded, while nodding her head in a way that showed she was prepared to give herself to him completely.
He flexed his arms, pulling and releasing on her legs, which resulted in a slight movement of his cock in and out of her, but even this small movement had a profound impact on my wife who was now gasping and moaning. However, Thomas didn't appear to be in any hurry as he seemed content to enjoy toying with and teasing her body, and when he started talking to her I knew his goal was to totally conquer her.
"You going to cum all over me like last time? That what you want?" he prodded, and when at first she didn't answer he pushed more, "Come on baby, talk to me...that what you want?"
"Yes..." came her reply, clearly discernible and with a needy, urgent edge.
"Play with your nipples," he demanded, and her fingers reached for them without hesitation.
For the next few minutes, Thomas fucked her with short strokes with his hands beneath her knees as she pinched her small nubs and moaned and sighed in obvious excitement and pleasure. From my position, I could see the black man's heavy ball sack swinging slightly with each movement, and I realized that soon he would be filling her with his hungry seed, intent on finding her egg.
"You ready now?" he asked, but before she could answer he dropped forward, driving his cock into her deeply and forcing a loud groan from her mouth.
His ass started a rapid movement as he pistoned into her while the rest of his body stayed amazingly still. I could tell my wife was enjoying every thrust as a litany of sighs, moans and grunts escaped from her mouth, while at the same time, her long legs, which had been spread wide, slowly closed until they were locked around her lover's waist. Suddenly, Lauren gave out several high-pitched squeals, and I could see her fingernails dig into his shoulders. I immediately wondered if she had climaxed, but it was just as quickly over.
"Yeah, baby. Give it up. Keep cumming like last time," Thomas said into her ear, loud enough for me to hear.
At that moment, I realized that she was reacting to him in ways much different than with me, and he was experiencing her in ways I never would. My jealousy, which I thought I had well under control, instantly peaked and it took all my will power to stay seated.
"Ohhh...God...ohhh Thomas...ohhh..." Lauren let out in a long, low groan, and I actually rose from my chair before settling back down.
My wife had been taken to a plateau of arousal and pleasure far different than our husband-wife coupling. It wasn't lovemaking. Rather, it was just hard, raw sex, but there was no denying she was enjoying all of it. Her squeals announced another mini-orgasm had arrived and just a minute after that it happened again, but this time she didn't seem to calm. Instead, the furtive movement of her hands and legs indicated that something more was coming and it looked like it would be big.
"Oh yes...yes...please...oh please...GOD DON'T STOP..." she screamed, and when her words ended a wailing moan filled the room.
"Yeah baby...milk it...squeeze my cock..." her lover encouraged, then added, "Yeah...fuck yeah..."
It must have proved to be too much for the black man because he started grunting in time to his rapid thrusts and then with a final push he let go.
"Oh fuck...fuck yeah...damn this is good pussy...fuck yeah..." he exclaimed while making several deep pushes into my wife.
From my position, even in the dim light, I could see the spot behind his balls spasm like a fist clenching and releasing over and over as ropes of semen jetted through his cock and into my wife. Then, with one last push, he collapsed onto her body. Still not completely through, their connected pelvis' undulated in slow movements while each gasped from the lingering feelings.
It wasn't long before I could see that Thomas was kissing her ears and neck and that soon progressed to her lips. They shared several long, deep kisses letting out sighs of pleasure before Lauren pushed on his shoulders and turned him onto his back, finally breaking their connection. At first, I thought she was indicating it was all over, but as soon as he was settled she moved and quickly took his cock into her mouth.
"I love how you do that," the black man announced, informing me that it wasn't the first time he had received the attention.
When Lauren shifted and took a position on her knees, her pussy was suddenly just a few feet before me, and I was stunned to see a frothy substance that I knew was from their combined juices covering her entire mound. In all my fantasies, I never imagined such a sight, and I knew it was a sign of how completely she had just been taken. It didn't take long for my wife's mouth to get Thomas hard again, but I now wanted him gone because I had an intense desire to have her myself, so when we made eye contact, I gave the black man a quick nod of my head to let him know it was time to go. Fortunately, he accepted my message and after just a bit more attention from Lauren, he started to move.
"I think it's time for me to go," he said softly with a gentle touch of his hand on her shoulder.
Lauren, sensing the meaning, turned quickly to me and I think she suddenly remembered I was in the room. Without speaking, she stood and came towards me and I met her and took her into a deep embrace. I could smell the sweat and sex on her body, but I ignored it, then kissed her cheek before letting her leave for the bathroom.
"Thanks man," Thomas said when we were at the door and just as he started to leave he turned back and asked, "So, what's this mean?"
"I don't know...we'll see," I answered.
My wife was in the shower when I got back, so stripping quickly, I joined her and pulled her tightly against me as the warm water cascaded over us.
"You are incredible," I whispered.
"How can you not be jealous?" she asked looking at me with needy, pleading eyes.
"Because I know you're mine and you looked so incredible," I answered, leaving out the fact that some of it did in fact make me very jealous.
"We need to go to the pharmacy," she stated.
"Is it a bad time?" I tried to clarify.
"It's the worst time," she acknowledged.
"Okay, we'll go after I take you to bed," I replied.
That's exactly what we did and minutes later I was between her legs buried completely inside. The water from the shower had cleansed the external signs of their mating, but inside I knew from the wetness that I was bathing my dick in Thomas' cum. I went slowly, focusing on Lauren's emotional needs through kisses and caresses, but I was still too excited to last long and soon my semen was added to the mix. An hour later, we were snuggled together in bed after a quick run to the 24-hour pharmacy for the pill.
"You know I was all past it and you just opened it all up again," my wife declared the next morning over coffee.
We had slept late, then had a light breakfast, and as soon as it was over she decided she wanted to talk. Thus, for the past thirty minutes we had essentially gone in circles on the same issues; her saying it wasn't what she was about and I was an ass for inviting Thomas over.
"Okay, I got in honey. I got carried away and went too far," I acknowledged.
"How am I supposed to deal with Thomas?" she added.
"Look, I don't think he is going to be a problem. It's clear he respects you," I started, continuing to feel defensive. However, just as the words left my mouth, I decided I wanted to get some things on the table so I asked, "Honey, can I ask some questions?"
"What?" she asked, suddenly looking nervous.
"Did you like the sex?" I asked.
"Why are you..." she started to respond, but I stopped her.
"Please, just let me ask and you answer," I pushed knowing I was on shaky ground.
Her eyes got big for a moment as it was rare for me to be so direct with her, but after a short silence she replied, "Yes."
"How many times did you orgasm?" I followed quickly.
Again, there was a moment where I could tell she was bristling, but after a moment she said, "Enough."
"Okay, and you know you have my permission? Actually, you have more...you have my encouragement." I said.
"I know but..." she started, then became quiet.
"But what?" I prodded.
"I...I...I just can't," she replied, and it looked like she might cry, so I stopped.
It wasn't the time to push, but I knew we would come back to the subject. I couldn't shake the sight of my wife in full sexual abandon and suspected it was in her head too, although surrounded with many more defenses.
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The holidays went by uneventfully as we spent them in the country with our parents, and between family and the close quarters, there was no time for further discussion. Fortunately, Thomas had acted appropriately and wasn't pushing her or being indiscreet which allowed the memories to remain mostly positive. Like before, I wondered if we would return to our occasional role playing, although I wasn't sure that now having witnessed the real thing if it would suffice.
"I flirted with Zach today," my wife announced from the blue one Monday evening in late January.
I had been sitting on the couch watching TV, and Lauren had joined me after putting the kids to bed. Although I knew she was taking her car in for the inspection sticker, I was surprised by her admission, but somehow managed to remain expressionless.
"Tell me about it," I said in a flat, even voice.
"I...when I was waiting we started talking and I just kind of flirted," she replied, offering little detail.
She had changed from her work clothes and was now in her robe, and if she had followed her norm, underneath she would be dressed in a cropped t-shirt and thong for bed. I stared at her and after several seconds her face broke out in an impish smile.
"Are you serious or are you playing with me?" I asked.
"I'm serious! Isn't it what I'm supposed to do? How I'm supposed to act in Greg's strange, bizarro world?" she answered, now giggling a little.
"Well, then give me some details," I demanded.
"I told you. I flirted," she replied, and by her manner and words I suddenly realized that she was giving me a message.
"Do you have a meeting set up?" I asked, jumping past her flirtation trolling.
"What? Uhh..." she started, but got tongue tied and now it was me that was laughing.
I took her arm and pulled her towards me, turning as I fell back so we ended up lying next to each other with her pressed against the back of the couch. Now, somewhat trapped, I took her head in my hands and kissed her, working through her initial reluctance until she was passionately kissing back.
"Tell me what happened," I said again, as I held her tightly.
"No. You're being mean," she said in a made up pouty voice.
"Tell me sweetie," I whispered in a low voice, while my tongue found her earlobe.
First, she gave out a soft purr from my touch, then took a deep breath and started, "We were alone in the office after he looked at my car and, well we started chatting about things...you know just kind of talking. And...well, he kept giving me this look and staring at me like you know, he was interested."
"Honey, every man is interested in you," I whispered.
"That's not true," she replied, but when I started kissing her neck she continued, "I asked about his girlfriend and he said he didn't have one. Then, he asked about me and you and I guess I kind of gave off some signals."
"Why?" I broke from kissing her long enough to ask.
"He asked me if I wanted to meet for a drink," she answered, and now she had my full attention.
"When are you meeting him?" I asked, thinking I was being clever.
"Can you watch the kids Thursday?" she replied with no hesitation, which left me stunned.
"Of course, sweetie," I replied, although I wasn't entirely sure she wasn't toying me and playing for a reaction.
Over the next couple days, the subject of her meeting with Zach came up repeatedly and I became convinced that she was in fact telling the truth. Not surprising, the subject of birth control was raised as well, as neither of us thought it was a good practice to make emergency runs to the drugstore for the morning after pill. So, Lauren agreed she would see her OB/GYN about a diaphragm, but since she wasn't able to get an immediate appointment, she had to fall back on a sponge.
Thursday came, and as I sat at our house having dinner with the kids, I wondered where my wife was at that exact moment. Was she at some bar having a drink and talking to the mechanic or had they foregone the formalities and gone straight to bed. I thought it was unlikely she would jump to sex so quickly, but you never know...
When ten o'clock rolled around and Lauren hadn't come home, I began to imagine scenarios about what was going on, but when eleven arrived I began to get nervous. Twenty minutes later, I texted her a simple message of a question mark, and mentally kicked myself for not getting more info on where she was going. No reply came, and over the next hour I tried three more times, but got nothing back. Of course, by now I was getting quite worried, but with kids to watch and not wanting to involve the police, I really had no alternative but to sit and wait. Finally, at exactly 2:13 AM, while I was watching TV to try and stay awake, a text arrived.
"coming home," was all it said.
I tried to call, but there was no answer, so I was ecstatic when just a few minutes later I heard the garage door opening.
"Are you okay?" I asked as I stepped towards her car when she opened the door.
"I'm fine," she replied, and I noted nothing out of the ordinary in her appearance except a tired look.
I took her by the hand and led her to the bedroom where we separated so she could go into the bathroom. A few minutes later, she came out wearing her sleep attire, and I quickly stripped to my boxers and joined her in bed.
"Lauren, what happened?" I asked.
"Nothing, honey...nothing," she replied, showing some irritation.
"Well, come on tell me what you did all night," I pushed, as my hands wrapped around her body and pulled her to me.
"We met at Clough's and had several drinks then went to his place which was a complete dump. His roommate was there with another guy and a girl, and they were smoking pot," she started.
"Ohhh...okay, what happened?" I pushed.
"Zach started smoking and I stupidly took some and passed out," she explained.
Her description reminded me of numerous people I knew from my college days, and I had to stifle a laugh as I thought about the young guy that had an available and willing beautiful woman at the ready and couldn't make it happen. It was such a simple and straightforward story that instinctively I knew it had to be true.
"So, you just woke up?" I asked.
"I woke up with my blouse unbuttoned and his friends watching while he tried to get my bra off," she explained.
I thought about the silliness of Zach's approach and how completely disrespectful it was towards my wife. She was all his if he had been able to show the minimum level of style and decorum, but I guess it had proved too much. Now, I just wanted to make Lauren feel special after her long and wasted evening.
"Good, I'm glad," I whispered into her ear.
"Why sweetie?" she asked in a sleepy voice.
"Because now I get to have you all for me," I replied, and hugged her tighter.
My words seemed to resonate with her because she turned and soon we were locked in an embrace. That one led to a kiss and my hands began to fondle her tight bottom while hers went to the side of my face and tenderly caressed it.
"I'm sorry Lauren. No one should ever treat you like that," I told her.
Just a few minutes later, we were connected and I moved into her in a slow, gentle rocking motion. However, that was secondary as the real connection was the kissing and tender, loving words we said to each other. Both of us knew that it wasn't about an orgasm; that our connection was more important.
"I live for these moments," she whispered.
"Why, honey," I whispered back while kissing her neck.
"I know with absolute certainty that you love me," she replied.
"I'm a failure if you don't know that every single day," I responded, and after hearing her let out a sigh, I continued, "No more play Lauren."
"Why?" she asked, in a soft, sensual voice.
"You're too special to ever get treated this way," I answered, and instantly I felt her arms squeeze me.
We kissed and cuddled for another ten or fifteen minutes before we finally drifted off. Unfortunately, all too soon the alarm clock shattered our sleep and we were forced to meet the day with much too little rest.
In retrospect, I think it was seeing the box of contraceptive sponges on the shelf in the medicine closet the following week that reignited my thoughts. Staring at them, I was faced with the reality that they were meant only for the purpose of dealing with another man's deposit of seed in my wife's vagina. It should have been a disgusting thought, but in fact I found it exciting, almost exhilarating. However, at the same time, I didn't want my wife to be treated rudely again.
I supported Lauren's decision to cancel her appointment with her OB/GYN that she had set up to get a diaphragm. We talked about that method as an alternative to our use of condoms, but couldn't really see an advantage, and besides, the required use of contraceptive cream would likely take away from any oral play.
The following weekend, Lauren drove the kids out to their grandparents with the intent of dropping them off and returning to spend a quiet evening alone with me. Unfortunately, she had been delayed and left late, and when she arrived she decided she was too tired to return. Thus, I was by myself for the night and after several tumblers of whiskey I started thinking. It wasn't long before I was recalling the strange sequence of events that had occurred over the past several years. In fact, it was almost exactly two years since I first contacted Dr. Sturm about my disturbing thoughts and desires. Then, there was the admission to Lauren and her mostly supportive and playful acceptance that somehow culminated in the sex she had with her co-worker. That had come with lots of angst and self-doubt, but just when it seemed she might be getting into the concept, Zach's behavior destroyed the momentum. I knew I truly loved my wife and never wanted to see her upset, that was a given, and I challenged myself as to whether my desires could occur without damage.
As I contemplated the thought, still sipping on the liquor, I knew that if I was honest the answer was no. Yet, it wasn't just the impact to Lauren that needed to be considered, as I too had felt the emotional sting. Witnessing my wife's sex with Thomas, I had learned the reality could be far different than the fantasy. I had never considered that she might react different with another man. In all my thoughts, it had always been the wife I knew, reacting as she always had, just with a different body involved. Seeing her responses and hearing her sounds provided a powerful lesson about human sexuality, and I now realized that each man she was with would experience her in a different way. For hours, my mind churned around concepts of selfishness, possessiveness and betrayal, but each time I reached the point of declaring an end to everything, I returned to the anticipation and excitement I had felt, and much like a junkie, I knew I was hopelessly hooked.
"Let's get drunk," I said to Lauren as she stood next to me in the kitchen.
She had returned from our hometown about thirty minutes before, and we were nibbling on some left overs for lunch. In our early years of marriage, when there were no kids and very little money, we would occasionally spend the day getting hammered, which always led to a wild time in bed. We hadn't done it intentionally in years, but the look on her face let me know she was in.
"What are we drinking?" she asked seconds later.
"Mojitos!" I declared without much thought, then added, "I'll run to the liquor store and get what we need."
Thirty minutes later I was back, and twenty minutes after that I was handing her the first drink. She moved to the patio, and a few minutes later I joined her carrying my own cocktail. Through several rounds of drinks, we idly chatted about kids, work, parents and friends, but it was clear with each sip we were headed towards our goal. In fact, we killed most of the bottle of rum before we quit, ending up absolutely smashed. Near the end, I became very emotional, almost maudlin, as I professed my love for Lauren and apologized repeatedly for getting her into the sordid sex. She held me and stroked my hair, telling me it was alright, but when we started kissing, things escalated rapidly and it wasn't long before we were both naked in bed.
Sunlight was still streaming in through the windows when I woke next to my sleeping wife with just the bedsheet over us. The comforter had evidently been kicked to the floor, and I could see our clothes scattered about as well. A minute or so later, I realized I still had a used condom on my dick which was crusty with dried juices, and slowly I started to remember the lusty and aggressive sex we had shared. I pulled the latex sheath from my shaft and threw it onto the floor, then snuggled against Lauren's backside. I felt surprisingly good, although I was still very much aware of the drinking, and I let my hand drape over her body and cup her breast.
"Mmmm...hold me..." she purred softly.
I pulled her tighter and her ass felt so good against my dick that I started to slowly move my hips. It wasn't long before she joined me in the fondling and within ten minutes we were completely awake.
"Do you want to make love again?" I asked.
"Mmmm...you know what I want?" she declared.
"What?" I quickly responded in anticipation.
"Another drink," she announced, while breaking out in a giggle.
"Are you serious?" I asked, quite surprised since she had never been a big drinker.
"Yes! I don't know why, but I want one," she laughed again.
So, we moved back to the kitchen, still completely naked, and she stood close and rubbed her body against mine as I made another round. From there, we moved to the couch and with Lauren on one end and me on the other we sat facing each other with our legs intertwined. It was a simple arrangement, but in reality, a husband and wife rarely find themselves able to look at each other this way. I found myself admiring my wife's beauty and it wasn't long before my dick started to stiffen.
"What are you thinking about?" she asked with a smile.
"How beautiful you are," I answered.
"That's all? No games?" she probed, while keeping her smile.
"No, sweetie. I told you I'm sorry," I replied.
"Oh Greg, don't beat yourself up so much. You're one and one," she giggled.
Instinctively, I thought I knew what she meant, but I still tried to clarify, "One and one?"
"Yes...one good one with Thomas and one bad one," she replied, confirming my suspicion.
I was surprised, shocked really, that she had raised the subject and treated it in such a lighthearted and in fact positive way. It forced a surge of arousal through my body and my dick stiffened such that it moved from a position over my thigh until it was pointing straight towards my chest.
"Oh my," my wife laughed, then added, "It is on your mind."
I felt myself blush in embarrassment and I was completely at a loss for words. Plus, I now wondered what was going though Lauren's head. I knew she was tipsy, but she still seemed well in control. Was it just playing and teasing or did she have some deeper desires of her own?
"I can't help it," I finally croaked.
"Why baby?" she asked, still showing her little smile, and now using her toes to tease my balls.
"Because, you looked so damn hot," I replied, with intentional boldness.
There was a silence that lasted several seconds while we stared at each other and then Lauren spoke, "You want more, don't you?"
"I don't want you upset. I hate that," I answered.
"That's not telling me what you want," she came back, and as she spoke she rolled onto her knees and moved towards me until she had her hand on my aching dick. Then, with a smile she licked my head and said, "Tell me what you want."
Before I could answer, she engulfed my rigid dick with her warm mouth forcing a loud groan from me and making my ass lift from the couch. At first, I thought she had meant the question to be rhetorical, but her eyes maintained an expectant stare.
"I...I...I want you to keep doing it," I gasped.
"Doing what, honey?" she pushed.
"Having sex...with them," I admitted.
"Are you sure?" she asked, while taking a long lick on my dick from the base to the head.
"Yesss..." I groaned, and for some reason it felt like it was the answer she wanted.
Lauren gave me a few more long licks then rose quickly, straddled my waist and lowered onto me. With a deep sexy moan, she fell forward until she was hard against my chest with her head next to mine. I could hear soft sighs of pleasure coming from her that somehow made me even harder.
"I can't be with Chris. I can't do that to Stacy," she announced, and I realized what she was agreeing to.
Come on Lauren, he was the first one," I replied in a somewhat whiny voice.
"No, honey. Besides, he's small," she answered.
"How do you know that?" I quickly asked.
"Stacy told me," she responded without pause.
"Damn Lauren. What did you tell her about me?" I probed, suddenly feeling vulnerable.
"I told her you were a stud," she replied, while hiding a little smirk.
"Baby, that just leaves two," I said after a bit of thought.
"Uh uh...Warren's too close to our group. He might tell," she followed.
Now, I sensed where it was all leading, as I suspected even with my alcohol influenced brain, that what she really wanted was Thomas as her lover. I knew that he had taken her to a purely sexual level that she had never experienced, but I didn't like the roundabout game she was playing to get what she wanted. It would have been much easier to accept if she had just come out and admitted it.
"No, honey. If it's just Thomas, it's not the same. Let's forget it," I replied, picking my words with some thought to see if I was correct.
"Okay," came her soft answer that I could tell was tinged with disappointment.
She had practically stopped moving, so I put my hands on her ass and used them to get a rhythm going. We made love in silence as the minutes ticked by, broken only by an occasional sigh or moan.
"Damn, you feel good," I whispered.
"Maybe Zach," she offered a minute or so later, as if she were negotiating.
"No, I don't like his attitude. Better, to forget it," I answered, feeling bolder.
I now felt strongly I knew where her head was, and I had to admit that it was a bit troubling to see her so focused on the black man. However, at the same time, it gave me the courage to press forward and I decided I was going to take an all or nothing approach.
"Okay," she whispered in reply.
I continued to guide her movements, although I could tell her mind was elsewhere. I strongly suspected she was still thinking about Thomas and how to get what she wanted. Thus, I wasn't surprised when she returned to the subject.
"Honey, Thomas and Zach is giving a lot," she said softly.
At first, I didn't verbally respond, but instead took her stiff nipple between my lips and sucked on it. It made her move faster on my dick as I went back and forth between her breasts, and after several minutes I finally spoke.
"Lauren, my fantasy was all four and if we can't do that it's just not the same...not worth it," I said.
"Honey, she's my closest friend!" she declared.
"I know, I realize that, so like I said, let's forget it," I answered.
After that, the subject didn't come up again, although I sensed her mind was elsewhere for a while before she came back to me and we finished our lovemaking in the bedroom. Later, after another round of lovemaking, we set off to pick up the kids, and have a short visit with our parents. I expected that we would have more discussion during the drive, but surprisingly she remained silent. In fact, neither Lauren or I brought the subject up again for five or six weeks, and just when I thought she had decided the involvement of those in our circle was too much, without warning she dropped a small bomb on me.



"I got a text from Warren today," she announced.
"I thought you blocked him long ago?" I asked, genuinely confused.
"I unblocked him," she replied.
"Well, he doesn't know you unblocked him. You had to reach out first," I challenged her.
"Yes," she responded, letting me know she was going to be coy.
"What did you say? I mean how did you start?" I followed.
"Just said hi," she replied, showing me a small grin.
"So, you said hi and he sees it as something positive and messages you back?" I tried to clarify.
"Pretty much. Oh, and he wants to meet for a drink," she stated.
"And?" I asked,
"We're meeting Thursday. I mean, if you can take care of the kids," she informed me.
That conversation occurred on Tuesday, two days before the planned rendezvous, and surprisingly we really didn't talk about it much more. However, at eight o'clock Thursday evening, when Lauren still had not come home, I began to wonder if they had found some place for something more than a drink to happen. With my curiosity and anxiety peaking, I was just about to call her when I heard the garage door opening.
"Well?" I asked when she joined me after checking on the kids who were finishing watching a movie.
"It was just a drink," she said, and by her look I knew she was being honest.
"That was a long drink," I replied.
"Honey, I got held up. We didn't meet till almost seven," she advised.
"Okay...and?" I pushed.
"He was very nervous. We just had a drink and talked," she responded.
Okay, well I guess he wasn't liquored up like the Christmas party," I said, rationalizing the difference in his demeanor.
"Probably," she agreed and snuggled closer to me.
A piece of me wondered if she was just making it all up to see if she could get my agreement to see Thomas, but as we sat their cuddling I heard her phone give off the telltale sound of incoming message. While I watched, Lauren picked up the device and looked at the screen.
"He wants to know if I can meet him Saturday," she explained.
"Let me see," I said, reaching out for her phone.
She gave it to me without hesitation and I could see that in fact she had received a text from a phone number designated as Warren asking, as she had said, to get together. Without really thinking about it, I exited that message and quickly her screen went to a listing of past messages and I saw that within the past few hours she had communicated with both Thomas and Zach as well.
"Damn, Lauren...busy afternoon," I said, still staring at the screen, but only seeing the message headers.
"Isn't it what you want?" she asked, looking at me with an odd, almost challenging, look.
"Can I see them?" I asked, and received her nod of ascent.
First, I went to Thomas' and saw that there was a brief exchange where he pressed her on when they could get together. It was clearly about sex, and I was a bit surprised that my wife deflected his advance and told him she wasn't sure. After that, I looked at Zach's and saw that he was much more brazen in his communication. There were several texts where he described what he wanted to do to her body, and rather than ask, he suggested times for them to meet. However, like Thomas' she had deftly put him off.
"Looks like everyone but Chris," I announced, intentionally trying to provoke a response.
"He uses email," she replied with an impish smile.
"Show me," I demanded, and she took the phone and after manipulating it for several seconds, handed it back.
I scrolled through a string of emails dating back over a month that, while very proper on the surface, left no doubt that her friend's husband wanted Lauren badly.
"How long has this been going on?" I asked with some surprise.
"A while," she acknowledged.
"How long, Lauren," I pushed.
"Since the Christmas party when we kissed," she admitted.
"Just like Warren? Have you seen him?" I followed, with some concern as it would mean she had done so in secret.
"Yes, like Warren, and no I haven't met him. I really don't want to either," she stated.
"And yet you trade emails for many months," I challenged her, which brought a strange look to her face.
"It isn't smart, I admit," she responded.
"Then why?" I asked.
"I don't know...maybe because I know you want me to," she replied.
I wasn't the least bit surprised that these four men wanted to be with Lauren. Hell, there were probably thousands that would step into their place given the chance. Yet, faced with it being so close and so real felt very strange. Surprisingly strange, given it was the essence of my bizarre fantasy. It almost made me think that my wife was a lamb and the hungry wolves were circling waiting to pounce.
"Who first?" I asked.
"Maybe Thom..." she started, but I cut her off quickly.
"No, honey. You've already been with him," I fired back.
There was a look of disappointment on her face, and for a moment it seemed like she was going to speak, but instead she took a deep breath and asked, "Who then?"
"That's up to you," I answered, for some reason enjoying her dilemma.
At first, she didn't reply, although from the look in her eyes I sensed she was considering the alternatives. However, after about a minute she said, "I won't do anything with Chris. I'm not going to do that to Stacy."
"We've discusses this..." I started before she cut me off.
"No, you made a demand. We didn't discuss it, and my decision is final. So, you need to decide," she replied, with a firmness in her tone that left no doubt she was very serious.
I sat quietly, staring at her as the seconds ticked by, but she held her gaze showing no sign of bending.
"Okay...well, if that's the case...I mean I understand, but Warren, right?" I stumbled in reply, finally giving in.
"Yes, Warren I guess," she conceded, and amazingly after that, our conversation moved to other subjects.
However, after that things started moved forward faster than I expected.
"Honey, it's a nice day. Let's take the kids to the zoo," I suggested to Lauren the following Saturday morning after breakfast.
"I have plans this afternoon, but go ahead," she replied, and by the look she gave me I knew she had a rendezvous arranged.
"When will you be back?" I asked in a too needy voice, suspecting that she was meeting Warren.
"I'm not sure," she replied, smiling at my curious expression.
I did in fact take the kids to the zoo, leaving just after lunch with my wife still in our home. We took our time, then went for ice cream before returning to the house around five. Lauren's car was still in the garage, so I wondered if she had been picked up or arranged transportation, and since I had expected she would be back when we returned, I had to scramble to make dinner for the kids. I had just finished putting them to bed when I heard our front door opening. I met her in the hall and saw that she was dressed in slacks and a simple but stylish blouse. The look on her face gave no message or indication of what had occurred, although I could tell she had been drinking.
"What happened...where did you go...who..." I started speaking, with my mind moving too rapidly to complete a thought.
"Let me go to the bathroom," she begged when I tried to hold her.
I let her move past me, then like a puppy dog, I followed several paces behind. She went directly to the toilet and I could hear her peeing, then she emerged and gave me a wry smile.
"Your guys don't want me," she stated.
"What do you mean?" I asked, truly confused.
"I need some water," she announced, and once I again found myself following her as this time she moved to the kitchen.
"What happened?" I asked once she had grabbed a bottle of water from the fridge.
"I met Warren, but all he wanted to do was drink and talk about his wife," she replied with a small laugh, then after a moment added, "I feel like an idiot."
I took her hand and led her to the sofa and for the next ten minutes she described the evening. They had met at an out-of-the-way bar and Warren had been very nervous. The boldness that he had shown in his texts were replaced by a subdued demeanor and Lauren could tell quickly that he was too nervous to make a move. So, she had dutifully listened to him for hours as he consumed a great deal of alcohol, and although the evening had been a bust, I sensed that she wasn't upset about it.
"That's strange," I stated during a lull, feeling I needed to say something.
"Is it? I might be wrong, but as he was talking I thought it was exactly how you would act," she answered.
Struck with the words, I thought she might be on to something. I had assumed that any man, especially one that had flirted with her, would be ready and eager to get her in bed. Now, as she described the evening, it made me realize that there was a big leap between flirting and action, especially if the man was married. I also realized how awkward it must have been for her to try and act on my prodding and then deal with Warren's reluctance.
"Yeah...maybe...I'm sorry sweetie," I replied, unsure as to what to say.
"Yes...," she said, and after several seconds added, "Very embarrassing."
"Okay, I understand," I said.
I reached for her and was happy that she let me pull her next to me in an embrace. For a moment, I wondered if she had purposefully sabotaged the meeting in her effort to position Thomas as her full-time lover. However, she seemed to be truly sincere and I relied on our years together to give me comfort that I knew her mannerisms.
Minutes later, we went to bed, and although we were snuggled together, neither of us seemed interested in making love. I sensed she still wanted to talk so I wasn't surprised when, a few minutes later, she spoke.
"I knew it wouldn't end well with Chris or Warren. It's just too close to us," she stated with her back to me.
"Lauren, I got it. I understand. Maybe you were nervous and giving off bad vibes, but it doesn't matter. You tried and it didn't go anywhere. Time to move on," I replied.
"I didn't give off bad vibes," she responded.
"Okay. It doesn't matter. It's the same outcome," I clarified.
"So, no more Warren?" she asked.
"No more," I confirmed.
"Your list is getting short," she answered, with just a hint of humor in her voice.
"That's fine," I said, pulling her body to me.
"Thank you," she replied, and I had to hold back a laugh as I thought about the oddness of the exchange.
Surprisingly, the evening with Warren didn't really set things back, and in fact seemed to relieve Lauren of some stress. With mutual agreement, she started a process to disengage from both Warren and Chris, but continued to accept my fantasy talk about Zach and Thomas.
"Are you going to give Zach another chance?" I teased several weeks after the Warren encounter, when I felt the dust had settled.
"I'd rather it be Thomas..." she started.
"No...you've done that already," I cut-in.
"So? It's so much easier," she said in a whiny voice.
It had been a long time since she had sex with her co-worker and it would indeed be very easy to set up a meeting, but I had already compromised so much that I felt I needed to be firm.
"Zach first," I replied, which brought an irritated look to her face.
"I talked to my mom and yours today. They want the kids for the weekend," Lauren announced the following Wednesday.
"Do we have plans?" I asked, picking up on the look in her eyes.
"I do," she replied, as a smile came to her face.
"Zach?" I asked, as a strange feeling passed through my body.
"Uh huh," she answered.
"Okay, well...uh Lauren I think it's time you see the doctor and get fitted for the diaphragm," I stated, suddenly thinking practically.
"I saw her Monday. I pick it up tomorrow," she replied.
"Good," I told her, although I felt some annoyance that she had acted so decisively without telling me.
Through further discussion, I learned that her date was for Friday, and that the agenda was for them to go clubbing. Zach's plan made the age and maturity difference between them quite apparent, and I was somewhat surprised that she had agreed, as she had never shown interest in the party scene.
Unfortunately, I left for the country before Lauren arrived home from work, so I didn't get to see her prepare. Of course, all the way there and back my mind churned with erotic thoughts on how the evening might play out. However, foremost on my mind was the hope that the young mechanic would act better than he had last time.
I pulled into the garage at a little past nine, and immediately went to the bar and made myself a big drink. Turning on TV, I idly spun through the sports stations trying and failing to find something that would hold my attention. Two hours and four drinks later, I was still very much on edge. Because of the anxiety I felt during her last meeting with Zach, I had programmed her phone so that I could track her location. Maybe it was the fact that it was still relatively early or maybe it was because I hadn't told Lauren about it, but for some reason I didn't want to look. However, with each passing minute, my desire became stronger and my reluctance harder to understand.
I made it thirty more minutes before I picked up my phone and quickly found her location on the map. It didn't take long to determine that she was at a nightclub called Plush which from the website looked to be a dance place for an early twenties crowd. I knew she looked younger than her age and could easily fit in physically, however she always seemed annoyed when dealing with immaturity and I suspected the place was consumed with it. Plus, our game was supposed to be about sex, not dating, so I had concerns that she would think it was too involved.
I forced myself to wait thirty minutes between checks and it was during the 1:30 AM update that I saw they had moved and were now in what looked to be a residential area. Once again, I used my computer to take a deeper look and saw that they were in what appeared to be a run-down neighborhood with small bungalow homes. Despite the voice in my head that told me not to, a few minutes later I was heading towards the address with the intention of driving by to see that everything was okay.
It took almost twenty minutes to arrive, and when I got close it wasn't difficult to spot the house. It was a small one story home in some disrepair, and several lights were on which made it stand out from the rest of the houses that were dark. There were two cars in the driveway, one parked on the lawn and a pickup at the curb out front. Nothing seemed to be wrong, so I drove slowly past, but when I reached the end of the block, instead of heading home, I u-turned and drove by again.
"Well, fuck," I said to myself when I reached the next stop sign.
Idling at the intersection I thought for a few seconds then pulled through and parked my car along the curb. Then, with a deep breath, I got out and walked purposefully towards the house. As I approached, I scanned the area and decided I would move to a dark spot between the houses. In seconds, I was there, and with no security light coming on and no dogs barking I felt a certain sense of safety. There was an old wooden fence around the backyard, but the gate was loose on the hinges and I was able to slip through without much effort. From there, I moved close to the patio where I could see through the uncovered patio glass door into the kitchen and breakfast area and further into the living room. In front of the TV were two guys, sitting on a sofa, engaged in a video game, and in the kitchen, were two men and a woman, but no sign of Lauren or Zach. One of the men was an average looking white guy with longish hair while the other was larger, likely Hispanic, with a broad chest, a very tight haircut and a cropped beard that ran along his jaw line and descended several inches down his neck. However, what caught my attention the most, was the young woman who was a very pretty, slender blonde with long hair and shapely legs. Like the men, she was dressed in clothes that indicated they had been at a club, which in her case consisted of a blue mini-dress that showed a lot of leg and a low top that highlighted her full breasts. They appeared to be talking back and forth casually while they sipped on drinks.
I was just about to try and slip to the other side of the house to check the bedroom windows when Lauren suddenly appeared with Zach close behind. My wife was dressed in a black skirt that almost reached her knees, a reddish silk blouse, and low heels. She looked quite good, but she certainly hadn't dressed with the sexy intent of the blonde. They smiled and joined the conversation, and it was immediately evident that my wife was not under any duress. The blonde poured what looked like wine into a plastic cup and handed it to her, and for the next few minutes I looked on as they chatted. However, like the last time, it didn't seem that Zach knew how to close the deal, and by his inactions, I began to wonder if he truly wanted to.
I watched for a few more minutes thinking it might be best to go home and wait for Lauren to arrive, but suddenly things began to change. The larger man had left the room, and when he returned he was carrying something that I soon realized was a small mirror. Quickly, he reached into his shirt pocket and pulled out a vial, and over the next few minutes I watched as he poured some of the contents out then used a credit card to form the white powder into thin lines. I wasn't so naïve that I didn't understand what was going on, but I was very surprised to see my wife merely stand by and take it all in. It was one thing to smoke some pot like she did last time, but this was something more altogether.
The blonde went first and it was clearly not her first time as she deftly took a rolled-up bill and quickly inhaled the substance. Then my wife was offered a turn and I was stunned when, without any obvious prodding, she snorted the drug. There were some laughs from the others as she reacted to the burning in her nostril, but it disappeared fast and soon everyone had imbibed. A few minutes past as they talked, then more of the drug was poured out and they went through the process a second time.
For several minutes after, I watched them continue to talk, and slowly I could see that Zach was getting horny. It started off as merely moving closer to my wife and progressed until he had his arm around her waist and was periodically nuzzling her neck. Then, with some final words to his friends, that drew laughter, he directed my wife back down the hallway. Moving deeper into the yard, away from the sliding glass door, I too moved in the direction they had gone. The first window I came to had ratty blinds that made it easy to see through, and enough light was filtering into the room that I could tell it was empty. So, I moved to the next window which was similarly covered and spotted Zach and my wife, still fully dressed, in an embrace next to an unmade queen-sized bed. The room looked like it must have been the master bedroom as it had a half-open door through which I could make out a small bathroom, and the light emitted from this room made it easy to discern all that was taking place, or was about to.
Zach was standing behind my wife and had his arm was looped around her waist pulling her against him. His head was buried into her neck, and his lips kissed and traced over her soft flesh while she reached back and stroked the side of his head with her hand. It wasn't long before his hands went to her breasts, and after massaging them for a short time, he tugged on her blouse, pulling it out of her skirt, and together they began to work on the buttons. Quickly it was removed, and Lauren's lovely breasts were showcased in a sheer, white bra. The young mechanic reached for the clasp, which he deftly released, then pulled the garment free. For a moment, as if it were a reactionary move, Lauren's arms covered her mounds, but Zach pulled them away and used his hands to fondle and gently massage them. Once more, he moved to kiss her neck, but this time my wife turned and found his lips with hers and they began a passionate connection. I could tell by her actions that my wife was aroused and knew that Zach was going to have the chance to fully experience her.



Amazingly, it was Lauren that pulled down the zipper to her skirt then tugged it over her hips until it became free and fell at her feet. With that, she stepped out of it, kicking it away along with her heels which made her several inches shorter, so that she was now noticeably looking up at her soon to be lover. Zach turned her and pushed her back onto the bed, and while she looked up, he undressed until he was standing fully nude. His cock was very stiff, protruding away from his slender body, and looked average in length and thickness, which for some reason pleased me.
He looked down at Lauren for several seconds, while tugging on his erection, then leaned forward, took her by the legs and pulled her butt to the edge of the bed. There, he dropped to his knees and immediately buried his face between her thighs. Instantly, Lauren's back stiffened and one hand went to the back of his head while the other grabbed a handful of the sheet. For the next several minutes, I watched as he moved his head over her covered sex while she wiggled in response until I saw his hand grasp the strings of her thong and peel it down her long, smooth legs. For a moment, I thought he would move up and take her, but instead he returned his mouth to her pussy, although this time he was in direct contact. Once more, her body began to writhe in response to the stimulation she was receiving and clearly enjoying. I knew from long experience that my wife's pussy tasted wonderful, and clearly Zach agreed as he showed no eagerness to end his oral feast.
Then, from the edge of my vision, I saw movement at the partially opened door and I could see that the blonde and the larger of the two men from the kitchen were peering in while trying to stay undetected. Both looked fully dressed, and I could see nothing that indicated they were touching or fondling. Instead, they seemed content to witness my wife's taking from a few feet away.
With my eyes moving back and forth between the two scenes, I didn't notice at first when Zach's tonguing stopped. When I caught up, he was guiding my wife to the center of the bed, following her on his knees, and when she arrived he immediately moved into position between her legs, and using his hand brought his cock to her opening. It was easy to deduce the moment of penetration as Lauren's legs spread wider and pulled back while her hands moved to his arms which were holding him up over her body. After a short pause, he started moving with an easy motion that slowly increased in pace until he was fucking her with full, deliberate strokes. Zach maintained his position with extended arms, looking down into my wife's face, but Lauren's legs rose and wrapped around her new lover's waist and one hand moved from his arm to the small of his back. I could just make out the look on my wife's face that conveyed she was excited and clearly being pleasured.
The two voyeurs at the door had left for a bit but were now back watching closely as my wife received the third cock of her life, and it made me envious to think that unlike me, they were also experiencing the erotic sounds of the coupling. Suddenly, Zach's body dropped to his forearms which shielded my view of Lauren's face, but the rhythm of his ass never faltered. Just a minute later, I saw her legs come free with her knees moving towards her chest in a way that indicated to me that she was building towards a climax. Zach had maintained a steady assault that I knew was what my wife liked and needed to orgasm, so I suspected it wouldn't be long before we witnessed her release.
In fact, things progressed rapidly with her hands moving to his ass while her legs spreading even wider, and despite not being able to get aural confirmation, I knew she was in the middle of an orgasm. Her excitement must have triggered the young mechanic because soon thereafter his movements lost focus and with several awkward thrusts he finished. He immediately collapsed onto her body, but continued to make random pushes while her hands stroked his back and neck. Lauren had been taken once more by a new lover and now her womb was filled with the seed of a young man that was likely very potent. I thought about the diaphragm inside her and how it must now be coated with Zach's semen with all those millions of sperm cells so eager and close to the prize.
They stayed connected for several minutes and I was debating about leaving when I saw Zach start to rise. Wanting to see if I could tell Lauren's frame of mind, I decided to stay a little longer. As soon as he was off the bed, he went to the bathroom and started to urinate without closing the door, and surprisingly, my wife stayed in place, fully exposed, showing no signs of shame and making no attempt to cover herself with the linen. When he finished in the bathroom, Zach put on his boxers and after saying a few words to my wife, left the room. Now, I was sure she would move to get dressed and leave, so I was once more taken aback when she remained in place. In fact, she seemed quite content, and I wondered if her orgasm had left her fully satiated.
It was several minutes before Zach returned and when he did he shucked his underwear and crawled in next to her. He pulled her so that she was lying partially across his chest and started to idly stroke her hair while they talked. Then, without any apparent warning, the blonde girl suddenly appeared in the room and walked up next to the bed. This caused my wife to search for the sheet, but Zach took her hand and stopped her movement. I could tell that Lauren was now embarrassed and self-conscious, and I thought it might make the other girl leave. Instead, she took a simple folding chair that had been off to one side and pulled it next to the couple. A conversation ensued, although most of the talking seemed to be between Zach and the blonde, and at the same time, I noticed that his cock had once more become stiff.
As they chatted, Zach took my wife's hand and brought it to his shaft, and at first, she held it without moving, but after a bit I could see her pulling on it with small tugs. I was now completely perplexed by her actions. It was one thing to have convinced her over such a long period of time to play, but to be naked in front of this woman and to fondle her lover's cock while being watched was beyond the realm of my fantasy. I knew instinctively that this was all her, something inside her was being aroused, and it wasn't merely a fulfillment of my wishes.
Zach sat up further in bed which brought his cock within an inch of my wife's mouth. I knew what he intended, and I'm sure Lauren did as well, still I held my breath when he pushed on her neck and was shocked when her lips went to his shaft without protest. Slowly, she worked him into her mouth until she had most of it while her hand left her side and fondled his hairy balls. I saw the blonde smiling at Zach and suspected something had been planned, making me wonder if I would soon see the young woman in bed too.
Zach positioned Lauren so she was between his legs and in doing so brought her to her knees. Now, her head was bobbing on his shaft, which she held firmly. She seemed to have forgotten about the girl, who was still on the chair, while I continued to wonder about their end game. Then, like before, I saw movement at the door and standing there was the large Hispanic guy. I saw him make eye contact with the blonde and then he quickly started to strip. It seemed that within seconds he was nude, and I could see he had a broad hairless chest, a beefy middle, and thick muscular thighs. But, the most pronounced aspect, the thing that got my full attention was what looked like an 8" fat cock that thrust out and upward from his body. It was easily the largest appendage I had seen outside of porn, and I now knew what they had in mind.
His bronze body sported multiple large tattoos on his arms, torso and thighs, and he stepped towards the bed and my unsuspecting wife with purpose while Zach and the blonde looked on. It was a moment of truth. All kinds of thoughts went through my head as I debated everything from banging on the window to running into the house, but each movement now seemed to mesmerize me, and rather than act, I found my feet planted firmly as if they were encased in concrete.
Lauren still hadn't sensed the presence of the large man when the blonde suddenly stood and used her hands to pull my wife's ass cheeks open. At her touch, Lauren tried to pull her head up, but Zach was prepared and held her firmly, then with amazing speed the large man was behind her on the bed with his large cock at the entrance to her pussy. As soon as he started to push inside, I saw Lauren's body try desperately to move, but the combined strength of the three kept her in place. The leftover juices from her sex with Zach must have helped a lot because with just a few thrusts the man's shaft was completely implanted. He started a very slow movement in and out, while he maintained a grip on her hips, and I watched as my wife's hands slowly relaxed. Several times, she tried to remove her mouth from Zach's cock, but each time he pulled her back while his friend slowly picked up the pace until he was taking her with full, deep penetrating strokes. The blonde fell back into her chair, and at first, I thought she was content just to watch, but it wasn't long before she pulled her tight skirt higher and she pushed her hand between her thighs.
This scene continued for several minutes, but I could tell Lauren was losing focus on the dick in her mouth, and Zach finally let her release it and rest her head on his stomach. With her head turned my way, I could see her eyes were squeezed shut and her mouth was hanging halfway open, projecting a look of complete sexual abandon. I expected that the man would continue like this until they he was finished, but after Zach and the large man exchanged some words, their movements halted. For a moment, all was still, then Zach slid out of the way while my wife was flipped onto her back.
The large man reconnected without protest then took my wife's legs in his hands and pushed them back until her knees were in her armpits. She was spread completely open, but rather than take her with a steady rhythm, he lifted until his cock was almost completely out, paused for a moment, then let the weight of his body drive his shaft fully and forcefully inside. His actions bore no resemblance to any form of lovemaking. Rather, my wife was being sport fucked and used as a device, a hole to receive his large weapon.
With each descent, her breasts would dance in a circular motion, and although her eyes were once more tightly shut, the look on her face and her now completely open mouth made me think that she must have been emitting some sounds. It was impossible for me to know whether these were cries of pain or arousal, and that made me practically shake with nervous energy.
Lauren and I had never had hard physical sex like this, so I was completely at a loss to guess her feelings and for a moment I thought about going inside to help her. But, when I noticed her hands, which had been holding a death grip on his biceps, move to his shoulders it gave me a small indication that she was not panicking. The blonde girl's hands were now moving rapidly between her legs and she was bent forward in an awkward position as she watched, and even though Zach stood beside her, he showed no interest in engaging.
The large man was relentless and maintained a deliberate movement that fed my wife the full length of his fat shaft with each cycle. Sweat glistened on both their bodies as his assault continued and Lauren's head began to slowly loll back and forth as if she was deep inside some special place. The first sign that their mating might be reaching its zenith was when I saw my wife's mouth open even wider as if she was attempting to force something out. It passed, but soon she was doing it again, and I counted six more times before her fingers moved back to his biceps, gripping them tightly while her mouth opened obscenely wide.
I heard her cry, a scream really, through the window of the house as her body began to experience a monstrous orgasm. Held in place, she was limited in how she could react which made the spasms in her abdomen and the thrashing of her head much more apparent. I was dumbstruck by the intensity, as it was certainly something I had never seen from her or anyone else for that matter.
The Hispanic man continued the fucking showing no sign of flagging, and it was several minutes before the visual clues came that he wasn't going to last much longer. All through this, my wife's head rocked back and forth as if he was keeping her at an aroused level. Finally, his movements became more frenetic and he ended with several quick thrusts and then a deep one where he held himself completely inside her.
Once more, my thoughts went to the diaphragm. I knew it had likely been in her a long time and I wondered if she had been able to add more spermicide. Plus, with this man's big dick, I was nervous his movements had dislodged it from its necessary position. For some reason, I visualized the device pushed aside and his thick offering gaining unfettered access into my wife's cervix.
Everything quickly became still on the bed and even the blonde ceased her masturbation. Both her and Zach stared towards the connected couple on the bed, and near the door to the rooms, shadows moved in a way that made me guess that others had been drawn to the scene as well. Several minutes went by before the man started to remove himself from my wife, and as her body came into view I could see that her normally delicate opening was gaping and a white froth surrounded her pussy and coated her upper thighs. Almost immediately, Lauren curled into the fetal position, and for the next few minutes I watched her body occasionally spasm in post-coital electrical aftershocks, while the others slowly started to move about.
The large man was the first to leave. Showing surprising resiliency after the effort he expended, he dressed quickly and disappeared. I could see the blonde, with her dress now back in place, talking with Zach while he slowly gathered his clothes, and together they walked out leaving my wife alone and naked. Lauren lay there for what seemed like a long time before she started to stir, and finally, with slow deliberate movements, she rose and began to put on her things. Thinking it was now over, and wanting to be home and composed before she arrived, I gave her a last look and left.
All the way home I thought about the sordid scene. The sex with Zach was in keeping with my fantasy and expectations, but the wild, animalistic mating she had experienced with the other man certainly was not. Although I had watched, and viewed her as a willing participant, I began to have doubts and wondered if she had in reality been forced. Her orgasm had been huge - more powerful than I had ever seen, but I still began to get a gnawing feeling of dread in the pit of my stomach, and as I pulled into the driveway, I thought about the consequences.
I had expected Lauren to be close behind me, but it was in fact almost three hours later that I heard the key in the door, just as dawn approached. During that time, I was left to wonder what was taking place and whether she was having even more sex. I met her in the hallway and she looked amazingly fresh, although there was distinct tiredness in her eyes.
"Welcome home. Everything go okay?" I asked, giving no hint that I had any knowledge of events.
"Mmmm...hmmm..." she responded with a small smile, as I took her in my arms and gave her a quick kiss.
"I have some open wine. You want to have a quick glass and tell me about it?" I asked.
"Okay, a quick one, but let me jump in the shower first," she responded, as she moved towards the bedroom.
I poured two glasses, emptying the bottle I had been working on, and carried the drinks towards the bedroom. The bathroom door was closed and I could hear the shower running, so I set the glasses down and was preparing to enter when I saw her thong on the ground near the hamper. Curiosity drove me as I moved to the garment, and as I started to lift it a thick wad of tissue fell out. Instantly, I knew what it was for, as my wife had used this technique before, so with my fingertips I picked up the matted paper to have a look.
The pad was about four inches long, and as soon as I touched it I could feel that it was soaked. On closer inspection, I could see that on the wet side were numerous pubic hairs that I knew had come from her lovers, and once again I was left to ponder if she had participated in more sex after I left. I put the wad back and was about to check her purse to see if any further evidence was available when I heard the shower stop, and within a minute she opened the door to the bathroom.
"Here you go honey," I said, holding out a glass.
Lauren had a towel wrapped around her body, and she took the glass then sat on the bed. I was dying to get a look at her well-fucked body, but I knew I needed to remain coy for the time being.
"Why do you make me do this?" she asked, but her words lacked conviction.
"What happened? Was it better than last time?" I replied, ignoring her dig.
"I suppose," she answered, still being vague.
"Did you...did y'all have sex?" I followed.
There was a moment of hesitation while she looked at me before she answered, "Yes, our auto mechanic took your wife to bed."
"And? I mean did you enjoy it? Did you..." I started before letting the thought go.
"Did I cum? Is that what you want to know?" she asked, then added after I remained silent, "Yes, Greg. Zach made me orgasm."
My dick was very hard and I wanted Lauren badly at that moment, so taking her glass, I set both on the nightstand then pulled her to me.
"What do you want?" she asked with a smirk.
"You," I countered, and began to pull the towel from her body.
In some ways, it was like opening a present as I had strange anticipations about what I might find. However, when she was fully naked, and I had chance to quickly look her over, other than some light bruises on her thighs, she looked unscathed. Even her pussy, which had been so completely ravaged only hours before, now looked normal.
"Do I pass inspection?" she asked, sensing the meaning of my looks.
"With flying colors," I responded, as I began to undress.
Quickly, I was naked with my head between her legs as I worked to get her ready. Knowing that this was at least the second time she had been orally pleasured that evening strangely excited me and I lapped at her hungrily as she slowly ran her fingers through my hair. I kept at her until she was completely wet and soft sighs were coming from her mouth, then I rose and entered her in the missionary position. We instantly merged into our learned rhythm and for several minutes we moved together with only our sighs filling the room.
"Tell me about it," I finally probed, knowing it was unlikely she would become aroused enough to climax again.
"We went to his house," she offered, but provided no details.
"And? What happened? Were others there like before?" I pushed.
"We went to the bedroom. Yes, there were some people there," she answered.
"And he took you to bed and gave you an orgasm," I stated more than asked, then quickly added, "How many times did he have you?"
"More than once," she answered huskily into my ear.
Her words were arousing and I pushed hard with my hips forcing a gasp of pain from her, reminding me that she was likely quite sore from the big cock she had recently taken.
"You must have liked it," I whispered back.
"Mmmm..." came her simple moan in response.
"What else happened?" I asked, giving her the opening to tell me about what I had witnessed.



"Nothing," she quickly replied, but I felt her tense just for a moment.
Now, I knew that she was going to keep secret, at least for the moment, the wild things that had occurred. I thought about challenging her some more, but decided it was best to let it wait for another day, so with all the tenderness I could muster I made love to my beautiful wife, pulling out at the last possible moment and spraying my seed across her body. Without rising or cleaning, we forgot about the wine and held our embrace until we fell asleep.
I expected, based on her prior behavior, that she would at some point start to bring up meeting Thomas. However, days went by and there was no mention of him, but instead of probing I stayed quiet on the subject, preferring she be the one to broach the subject.
Two weeks after her encounter at Zach's house, we were just starting our Saturday morning when I was presented with some unexpected information. Lauren had her laptop open on the counter in the kitchen doing emails while she drank coffee. She had left it unattended while she went to the back of the house for a minute and I happened to glance at the screen. It was open to her calendar and my eyes somehow locked on to an appointment she had for Tuesday afternoon with Dr. Sturm. What I found odd was the fact that we hadn't discussed nor seen the counselor in many months.
The knowledge of her appointment stayed in my head, and I contemplated the meaning over the next few days while hoping that she would inform me at some point. When Tuesday passed with no discussion, it only raised my curiosity. For days, I thought about the subject of their meeting, and many times I rationalized that it was not surprising, and in fact likely healthy, that she would reach out to a trained professional for counsel. However, I just could not get past the fact that I didn't know exactly what was being said and how I fit into the conversation. It became the motivation for me to schedule my own appointment with Dr. Sturm.
I was somewhat surprised that she accepted the visit, as I thought there may very well be a conflict between my wife's visit and mine. However, her assistant booked me for ten days out and I never heard another word. It was with this as a backdrop that I found myself pulling into the parking garage of the counselor's office late on a Wednesday.
"Good afternoon, Greg," the doctor spoke pleasantly, as her assistant held open the door.
"Afternoon," I replied.
I knew that the doctor was likely not going to just share what was discussed with my wife. I was going to have to be clever and perhaps a bit devious to get her to provide some clues. With that in mind, I had decided to try to come across as open and light hearted.
"I'm really just checking in," I declared, and I cringed internally at how contrived it sounded.
"I see. Well, is there a particular subject or area that you want to focus on?" she asked showing no sign that she saw through my attempt at subterfuge.
I answered that there was nothing specific and we started by recapping the history of our counseling and how I was pleased with the help she had provided. My intent was two-fold. First, it allowed me to remain positive, which hopefully would take her defenses down. Second, everyone likes compliments and I hoped that giving her praise would get her on my side. It wasn't long before the subject moved to explicit discussion about my wife's sex with the others. It took a great deal of willpower not to digress to talk about my own doubts and fears, but fortunately I was able to hold back.
"There were some rough spots, but I think she had become more comfortable with the idea," I answered in response to one of her questions, intentionally trying to keep it open ended.
"And what's your reaction...your feelings about her involvement?" she followed.
"Well, of course I'm very happy. I'm certainly pleased to see her enjoying herself," I replied.
"Have you thought about your limits?" she followed, passing over my comment on enjoyment.
The question caught me off-guard, so to buy time I came up with a vague answer while forcing the smile to remain, "Oh, I think they are fluid."
"Fluid?" she followed.
"Yes, situational," I replied.
In that brief and rapid exchange, my mind caught up, and processing the key words in her last several questions a thought hit me that I would have never considered. It was so unexpected that at first, I thought I must be mistaken, but suddenly the therapist's words and my wife's surreptitious appointment coupled with my own observations brought forth an idea I couldn't shake. All the time, I had approached and viewed the sex as something my wife was doing to accommodate my desires, my fantasies. Could it in fact be that she was equally interested? Had she become obsessed like me? Could it be that she had become even more so?
It's amazing how fast the human brain can process information at times and in this case, it had all occurred in the span of several seconds. However, even on the slim chance my theory did have some merit, I was left with thinking up very quickly a question or probe that would move the conversation in the right direction without causing Dr. Sturm to become defensive.
"I'm not sure I understand," she responded.
"As Lauren's comfort and desires continue to develop, I don't want there to be rigid boundaries. I want to make sure I'm supportive of her and the directions she wants to go. I know she has an interest in exploring more and I need to assist her in a positive way," I answered, wondering if I was anywhere close to the mark.
"Past your group? Your fantasy partners?" she replied, and with her words I knew I was indeed on the right track.
However, almost as soon as she spoke she stiffened in her chair, exhibiting body language that made me think she knew she had been too forthcoming. So, knowing I needed to proceed delicately if I wanted the conversation to continue, I chose my next words carefully.
"If that's where her desires take us. It's up to her," I responded, and she seemed to relax a bit.
After that, we returned to talking about my motivations and reactions, but needing to be in control of things in case I wanted to return, I ended the session after just a few minutes.
"Dr. Sturm, I'm a bit pressed for time, so I hope you don't mind if we wrap up a bit early," I said, keeping my smile, and hoping my demeanor was effective as camouflage.
"Of course," she answered, showing no outward sign of suspicion.
As soon as I was in my car, my thoughts went instantly to my wife. It seemed so unbelievable to me that she would become an eager participant, perhaps even an instigator, as all my thoughts over the years were of her as the reluctant partner who merely tolerated my deviant fantasies. She was always the innocent one; pushed by me, but always ready to return to the firm ground of a conservative, faithful married woman. However, piecing things together, I had to admit she had been eager with her coworker and it was she who reenergized the game playing when I had considered it dead.
I returned to the comment the counselor had made about my wife's interests expanding past my group which made me think she must be referring to the Hispanic man. I had witnessed him force a powerful orgasm from my her and now I wondered what more might have occurred after I departed. Had he taken her again? Had he so excited her that she wanted a repeat performance?
"Can you watch the kids Friday?" she asked a couple weeks later.
The question had become the signal of an impending encounter, and I was a bit startled to hear it as I had begun to think the session with Dr. Sturm had jolted her back to her normal self. Still, I was able to put a smile on my face before responding.
"Thomas or Zach?" I asked, although I was almost certain it was her co-worker.
"Mmmm...good question," she answered before turning and leaving me to stare at her back as she moved down the hall.
She didn't leave the house Friday until after eight which surprised me as I had expected her to meet Thomas right after work. With a quick kiss and hug to the kids, she was out the door, and almost the moment she was gone, both started acting very needy. To entertain them, we went to get some ice cream, then returned to watch a movie, so it was well past their bedtime before I got them tucked in. Afterwards, I poured a double whisky and flopped onto the couch and tried to watch TV, however now with no distractions, my thoughts went quickly to Lauren.
I knew I was going to check her location, but I deluded myself until eleven I wouldn't, before finally calling up the app. Going to her blip, the map showed that she was in a part of town I hadn't expected. It was the barrio, and not on the edge but square in the center of what I knew was a poor area with rundown apartments and dingy businesses. Zooming in further, I learned that she was at a place called La Tropicana which I quickly learned was a nightclub. It took only a few more clicks to learn the place was well represented as a frequent scene of altercations and police dispatches. The information left little doubt in my mind that my wife was with the large Hispanic man from the previous encounter. Zach might be there too, as well as the others, but for some reason I felt this unknown man, that had taken Lauren powerfully, was in charge. My instincts told me to check on her, and for a moment I actually began to rise to head out, but I quickly remembered the kids and knew I was immobile for the night.
I thought about calling, however after giving it some thought, I decided it was more likely under the circumstances that Lauren would respond to a text. So, I rapidly fired one off and five minutes later when no answer had been received, I pecked out another. The minutes ticked by as I waited for a reply, but two more double whiskeys later, nothing had arrived. Of course, my mind swirled with countless scenarios, some that made me very concerned, but as much as it bothered me, there was really nothing I could do. Fortunately, the alcohol soon had me in a stupor and I passed out.
"Honey, are you okay? Let's go to bed," I heard my wife's soft voice whispering to me.
Coming to with a start, it took me a few seconds to get oriented, but when I did I could see her beside me, dressed as she had left, looking amazingly fresh.
"What time is it?" I forced out.
"Four-thirty," she replied, while tugging on my arm.
Moving to the bedroom with her assistance, I fell onto the bed while she went to the bathroom and closed the door behind her. Despite my attempt to stay up until she re-joined me, it wasn't long before I passed out once again.
As soon as I woke, I could hear faint sounds of children's laughter, and turning I realized Lauren was already up. With a thick head, I got up and after washing my face and brushing my teeth, I moved deliberately towards the kitchen.
"Well, well," my wife said with a smile when I appeared.
"Coffee..., I forced out.
Between the presence of the kids and my rough feelings, there wasn't a chance to have a conversation with Lauren about events. In fact, it wasn't until late that evening, when once again they were in bed, that we had the opportunity. In between, I went back to bed then took the kids to the zoo while she napped for most of the afternoon.
"How was Thomas?" I asked to open the discussion.
"He's doing quite well," she replied.
Her quick reply almost felt like she was ready for the question and had rehearsed her answer. Regardless, I now knew I would not be getting the truth.
"What did y'all do?" I probed.
"Honey, what do you think we did. We did what you wanted," she responded, as her hand moved to my thigh.
"I mean before. Did you go out?" I asked.
"We had two drinks at a bar then went to his place," she said, and once again, her mechanical response was a tip-off.
"Did you wear your diaphragm?" I queried, hoping to gain some sense of truth from her answers.
"Yes, I put it in at the club," she replied, and I saw her cringe momentarily.
No doubt, she was nervous about calling the location a club, but I let it go without follow up. I wanted to know the extent of her deviousness. At some point, I would challenge her with the truth, but not yet. For now, I wanted to see how deep a hole she would dig.
Her hand was softly stroking and teasing the inside of my thigh when I asked, "Uh, how many times did y'all?"
"Three," she shot back.
"Well, are you going to provide a description?" I pushed.
"Baby, we did everything you would expect. Everything we do," she answered, then after a moment added, "I had two orgasms."
"And him," I asked.
"Three...I think," she replied as her hand moved to rub my dick.
"Sounds like a big night," I said, suddenly at a loss for words.
"Ummm...hmmm. Just what you wanted. Now take me to bed," she responded with a wry smile while starting to stand.
Minutes later, we were naked in bed, and after just a few minutes of kissing and fondling, she pushed me onto my back and straddled my waist. Like before, for just as instant as I penetrated her, I saw her face contort in pain. However, once fully inside, she started a slow, full motion while she looked down at me smiling. We stared into each other's eyes, and I held off on any questions just enjoying the connection. It was her that spoke first.
"What are you thinking?" she asked.
"How beautiful you are. How wonderful you are to indulge me. How much I wish I could have watched you with Thomas," I answered.
"Mmmm...maybe next time he can come here," she purred.
"Yes, I want that. We should do it soon," I shot back, as I lifted my hips to join her rhythm.
My wife's pussy feels so good that she can mesmerize me quickly. Tonight, was no different than countless times before, and for a moment my mind went to the Hispanic man and how lucky he must feel to get to enjoy Lauren. I knew he must be bragging to his friends about taking the beautiful married woman, and for some reason this thought brought excitement, rather than disgust.
"What about Zach? Have you forgotten him?" she asked with a teasing look.
"No, we can't forget him," I answered vaguely.
"Okay, if it's what you want," she said, and the way it came out made me think she felt she had received permission for her deceitful activities.
However, just then she bent forward to kiss me while putting her hand back to tickle my balls with her fingernails. Quickly, I forgot about the others and concentrated on the magical, tingling feeling between my legs.
"Cum in me," she whispered.
"Is it okay?" I asked perfunctorily.
"Yes, its fine," she said.
Less than a minute later, I was grunting like a pig as my dick fired streams of semen into my wife's unprotected womb. During it all, Lauren whispered encouragement and purred in my ear. When I was finally done, and drifting with the cloudlike post-climax feeling, it dawned on me how unlike her it was to be so sexually purposeful. I realized she was learning from the others, experiencing new things and bringing them into our bed.
"Zach called," she announced the following Thursday.
"Okay?" I replied, wondering if she was attempting to see the Hispanic guy two weeks in a row.
"He wants to get together next Saturday," she replied.
"Day after tomorrow?" I tried to clarify.
"No, a week from then. A week from Saturday," she said, looking a bit strangely.
I read the strange look to indicate hope on her part, and with a shrug I replied, "Sounds good."
On both Friday and Saturday, we had sex multiple times in a frenzied state that we hadn't experienced in years. It made me wonder whether it was driven by guilt, her anticipation of her upcoming encounter or perhaps even her desire to reward me. Regardless, it was an awesome weekend, with the only downside being my concern over her deviousness and the questions about how we would get reconnected.
"My parents want me to bring the kids out for the weekend," I announced on Thursday.
In truth, it was my idea as I wanted some freedom and flexibility for Saturday, but if Lauren suspected anything it didn't show. Rather, she thought it was a good idea and just wanted to make sure that her parents got to interact as well. So, as had become quite common, on Friday after work I found myself making the drive out to deliver our children to their grandparents. Returning the same evening, I convinced myself on the drive back that once alone with my wife, she would open-up and admit what was really taking place. However, when I arrived, rather than finding her guilt ridden, she was happy and playful, and after a few glasses of wine we moved to the bedroom.
Lauren maintained the same easy-going manner the next day, and it was actually me that seemed nervous with anticipation. It took some effort to mask my feelings while we did things together that day until she disappeared around six to get ready. I had tried to query her on the plans, but she remained vague saying she wasn't sure and with Zach things always changed anyway. Finally, just after eight she departed leaving me alone in what suddenly was a very quiet house.
My first reaction was to pour a drink, but with the recent memory of the last episode, I was able to force myself to sip on water instead. At nine, I check her location and found she was stationary at a house in a bad neighborhood just a few blocks from the club. I wondered if Zach was there or the blonde or if it was just my wife and her secret lover. They were still there at ten, and I thought perhaps they would remain there all night. Maybe Lauren was already in bed, on her back with her legs pushed back as he drove his cock into her. However, when I checked again at eleven they had moved to the club, so at least it meant there was a break in the action.
No longer able to remain still, I practically ran out of the house and jumped in my car with no clear plan about what I wanted to accomplish. In truth, I just had an urgent need to get closer to my wife. It was raw emotion rather than logic, but nonetheless I was soon on my way. It took almost twenty minutes to get to the area of town and along the way I had decided to first go by the house. I was able to find the neighborhood easily and as soon as I turned down the narrow street I could see that on both sides the homes were ill-kept, with most in an advanced state of disrepair. In the driveways, on the street and in some cases even in the yards were older model cars that had the same neglected look. I knew the house I was looking for was three houses from the end, so as I got closer I turned all my attentions that way.
The house was non-descript and like the others, although my wife's car which was parked neatly in the driveway, did seem to stick out as something of a beacon. Next to her vehicle, the space was empty however there was an older pickup at the curb and lights were on indicating that someone might be home. I noted that the back was dark with what looked like a chain link fence around it, then I headed towards the club.
It was only a short distance away and in a seedy strip center on a six-lane divided avenue. There was a large parking lot and while waiting at the light I could see that the section in front of the club was quite crowded. In addition, small groups of people, mostly men, were huddled in various location amongst the vehicles. It seemed almost surreal that my wife would be in such a place, and even more bizarre when I considered the casual way she approached the evening. Was this guy really such an amazing allure that she could enthusiastically accept this type of scene?
My car rolled slowly across the avenue after the light changed and I found myself in the parking lot at the fringes of the crowd. It seemed dangerous to move closer, and although I wanted desperately to go inside to witness Lauren's actions, I knew there was no way it would end well. Thus, after several circuits, I left and drove down the avenue until I came across a bar that seemed reasonably accommodating. Inside was a small, mostly older crowd that appeared past their confrontation days, so I took a stool at an empty section of the bar, and with my phone propped up to monitor Lauren's movements, I ordered a beer.



The bartender, like the patrons, showed no interest me, which left me to drink, watch the TV which had the sound turned off, and think about the events that brought me to this spot. It was just after one and I was on my fifth beer when I lit my screen and saw that there had been some movement in the blue dot. It wasn't much, but it was noticeable and I surmised that she was now somewhere in the parking lot. After several minutes, when it didn't appear to move, I left my stool and moved swiftly towards my car.
Just a few minutes later, I was in the lot, trying to remain at the fringes to avoid detection and hoping to spot my wife. The GPS said I was very close, but I knew the tolerance wasn't to be trusted, which resulted in me scanning the entire crowd over and over without success. Fortunately, no one seemed to be paying me any mind, and I was just completing another scan when I realized the brunette, about fifty yards away, wearing the miniskirt with her breasts spilling out was Lauren. Once I spotted her, it was easy to recognize that the large guy next to her was the man I had seen at Zach's.
For some reason, even though they were in a circle of about twenty people, I got the impression they were alone. Now focused on her, I could see that the dark skirt was extremely short, barely covering her ass, and she wore a tight, low cut red top that put her breasts on display. By the way they were formed, I suspected she was wearing a special bra. In addition, she had on red pumps and her dark hair was teased out in a way that made her look younger, but also trashy. To my knowledge, she didn't own any attire like this, so I guessed the man had provided it and perhaps directed her on the look he wanted. Whatever the situation, she now stood as part of the group next to her man, watching as he engaged with the others.
It was ten more minutes before they left the crowd and when they did almost every male turned and watched my wife's ass as she strutted away. I stared as they made for a new model black Ford pickup where the Hispanic man gallantly open the passenger door for my wife before getting in. Quickly, the lights came on and they left, but knowing their destination, I waited a few minutes before discreetly following.
When I arrived at the rundown house, I immediately saw that the pickup was parked next to my wife's car. Slowly making the block at 15 MPH, I thought about what to do and decided by the time I had returned that like Zach's house, I needed to see what was taking place. So, parking several houses down, I tried to casually walk back, hoping I wouldn't draw attention, and when I got close I crossed the weed infested yard until I hit the chain link fence. It was then that I spotted, chained in the yard with a bare spot marking the radius, a large dog. He hadn't spotted me, so slowly I backed away while trying to determine another course. Unfortunately, the front windows were well covered and there were no bushes to conceal me, so I returned to my car.
Sitting still and staring ahead in frustration, I tried to think of what to do and twice started the car with the intent to return home. However, each time I stopped, thinking about what was occurring mere yards away and trying to convince myself that my actions were driven by her need for safety rather than by my sordid desires. Finally, I started my car and pulled up the thirty yards until I was parked behind the pickup at the curb.
The walk to the front door took every ounce of my will power and I could feel my heart beat pounding in my ears. It had been forty minutes since they left the parking lot and I didn't know what I would find, or even how Lauren would react, but I knew I wasn't going to just drive away.
The door was opened by a fortyish Latin man wearing jeans and a white wife beater, which allowed me to see a collage of tattoos on his arms and shoulders. He was slender with his hair pulled into a tight ponytail and had stubbly growth at the tip of his chin. In addition, he was barefoot and intoxicated, appearing to hold onto the door for balance. He looked at me with a confused expression.
"What you want?" he asked with some aggressiveness.
"Uhhh...I think my wife is here," I said in a low, even voice, purposefully trying to not sound confrontational.
"Yeah...?" he started, but suddenly the reality of the situation dawned on him and he started to become obstinate, "Yeah, so what?"
"I...uhhh...just want to see if she's okay," I replied.
"She's cool," he retorted, with his accent now more noticeable, and started to close the door.
"Wait," I said which surprisingly got him to stop, then continued, "Can I come in for a minute?"
"What the hell for," he answered with a slight slur.
"Like I said, I just want to make sure everything's okay," I told him.
"Fuck man. No trouble, okay? I don't need no more damn trouble," he replied while shaking his head.
"No trouble," I said with a nod, and with that he opened the door wide enough to let me pass.
Instinctively, I knew it was his drunken state that had gotten me inside, and stepping through, I could see on the left a small kitchen with a pile of dishes in the sink, while on the right was a living room with an old blanket covered couch, a similar easy chair, a large flat screen TV set on a folding table and in the far corner an identical table filled with paraphernalia I couldn't make out. The carpet was so dirty I thought it was unlikely it had been cleaned in a very long time. A single bulb from an uncovered ceiling socket provided illumination along with the TV, and the only discernible sound in the house came from the program.
"Beer?" the man asked to which I nodded my ascent.
His sudden hospitality given the situation added to the surreal surrounding. I quickly found myself feeling odd, almost disoriented, which was only increased when he returned with a bottle of craft beer that was completely incongruent to the conditions. However, without speaking, I followed him to the couch and sat on the opposite end to him. He seemed very quirky, and at first, I thought he might be high on something, but after watching him for a while I decided it was just his nature.
"She's your wife?" he asked several minutes later.
"Yeah, is she in the back?" I asked hoping to use his question as an entrée.
"They're in the back. Probably going to be a while," he replied, nonchalantly.
"Maybe I could just go back and check on her," I suggested.
"No man. That's fucked up and Cezar will get pissed. She's okay. She's been here before," he rambled, then stopped and seemed to think for a second before changing direction, "Man, you should go."
"Look, I'm not going to start any trouble. She can do what she wants. I just want to know she's okay. You can understand that," I said hoping to calm him.
"Yeah, man. I get that," he said, and returned to the TV seemingly assuaged.
A few more minutes went by before suddenly we heard a door open followed by a light in the hallway coming on. Seconds later, we heard a man peeing into the toilet with a heavy stream. When it finished, the light went out then seconds later Cezar's thick tattoo covered body appeared in the doorframe with his heavy cock dangling obscenely. He looked between me and the other man for a second before speaking.
"Uncle Felix, who the fuck is this?" he asked with agitation.
Up close, Cezar looked even younger than I thought, but despite the age difference between the two men and the fact Felix was his uncle, he showed no deference. His eyes kept shifting between us until Felix nervously answered.
"It's her husband," he forced out.
"L's husband?" he asked incredulously, while his use of a nickname for my wife made me equally surprised.
"Yeah," he replied, now totally cowed.
"What the fuck you want?" Cezar asked, quickly turning to me.
"I want to make sure she's okay," I answered, using the same excuse that had got me this far.
"She's fine. Get the fuck out of here," he shot back.
"No, not happening," I immediately replied, sensing his bullying ways needed to be met head on.
"Well fuck. Sit there, I don't give a shit," he responded, and with a last look he turned and disappeared into the hall.
"Shit," Felix declared with relief when he was gone.
"Is he a bad guy?" I asked, wanting to understand who Lauren was with.
"Just a temper," Felix replied.
I was just about to speak again when Lauren appeared at the doorway wrapped in a sheet with Cezar, still nude, right behind. It was obvious that she too was naked beneath her hasty cover, and she looked at me with surprise and confusion.
"What...what's wrong. Are you okay?" she asked, ignoring the fact she was supposed to be with Zach.
"I'm fine. Are you?" I countered.
"I'm...I'm fine," she declared just as Cezar snaked his arm around her waist and pulled her back against him.
"Where's Zach?" I asked pointedly.
Several seconds of silence ensued, then in a shaky voice she replied, "Look, let's go home."
"Baby, we're just getting started," Cezar declared, clearly annoyed, and squeezed her tighter.
"I...we...need to go," Lauren answered, but I could tell her voice held some disappointment.
This time, Cezar's response was to put his lips next to my wife's ear and start a whispered conversation with her. At the same time, his hand holding her began wandering and it soon was traversing from her thighs to just below her breasts. I knew he was horny and making a last-ditch effort to seduce her and I knew that my intervening would likely stop it and get us on our way. However, I wanted to see how she would handle it and I wanted it to be her decision to leave so I stayed quiet and waited for an outcome.
"Honey...can we...uhhh...can we stay for a little bit?" she asked in a throaty voice that informed us he had been successful in getting her excited.
"Is that what you want?" I asked to be certain there was no misunderstanding.
"Yes..." she said in a voice barely above a whisper as her eyes moved from me to the ground.
"Come on baby," Cezar said with a cocky smile, as he pulled her into the hallway.
With a last look, she disappeared and once again Felix and I were alone in the tiny living room. The ramifications of the conversation weren't lost on the older man who now seemed energized. He practically jumped up to get us another beer and when he returned he was eager to talk.
"Man, Cezar gets any girl he wants," he stated as soon as he sat, unaware or uncaring of how it sounded.
However, rather than follow his line of discussion, I decided to take a different tack and see what I might learn.
"Were you here last time Lauren came by?" I asked.
"Yeah, of course. It's my house," he explained.
"What happened?" I followed.
"He fucked the shit out of her. I mean like for hours," he instantly answered, then continued with, "Sorry man. I don't mean to be rude, but he did."
"How do you know?" I followed, realizing that while very likely he did, nothing was evident from our position.
"Shit, are you kidding? Go back there. There's no door on the room," he said as he started to laugh.
"Uhhh...was it just him?" I asked, scared of the answer.
"Yeah. I wanted to fuck her too, but Cezar wouldn't share," he replied.
Suddenly, everything was starting to fit. Her visit to Dr. Sturm, the strange message I received from the counselor, and her repeated visits to this house. Cezar had touched something in her that night at Zach's house and she wanted more. So much more that she had been turned into a wanton slut openly seduced just feet away from her husband. For some reason, I found it amazing that she could experience such sordid encounters and still show up at home looking like my normal wife.
Without asking, I stood and moved towards the doorway and quickly found myself in the dark hallway. With each step, I expected him to come after me or at least yell a warning, but neither happened. I found that all the rooms were open, but it was the last on the right that was missing the door, and by Felix's description this is where I would find the couple. With small steps, I made the last couple yards and found there was a surprising amount of light filtering in that made it easy to see Lauren on her knees between the Hispanic man's legs with a firm grip on his cock while her mouth worked the fat head. I stood transfixed watching my wife service the younger man, and several times witnessed her attempt to straddle his waist, but each time he pushed her back and made her continue her oral efforts.
"Please?" she begged after another minute of sucking.
This time, he nodded to her and I watched as my wife eagerly moved over his body, while holding his cock, and positioned it at her opening as she dropped her hips.
"Uhhhhh...uhhhh...ohhhh..." she let out in a series of exhaled moans as she settled onto his shaft.
Instantly, she started to ride him while he seemed content to watch the show with his hands tucked behind his head. I was taken by the sight of my wife's rolling tummy and dancing breasts as she moved, and wondered why I had never noticed them in all the times that we made love. In fact, I quickly realized that, just like with Thomas, I was watching her experience sex in all-together different way. It was an odd feeling, something akin to betrayal, but I knew I couldn't take that view with all the pushing I had done.
Evidently awoken, Cezar suddenly grabbed her hips, pulled her off him and positioned her on her knees. With a fluid movement, his cock found her wet hole and he slammed forward hard.
"Ugggghhhh...ohhh...ohhh God yes," my wife groaned, in obvious pleasure.
He began a rapid pistoning into her with full strokes that quickly had her squealing with delight. She started with her hands holding her up, then dropped to her elbows and finally ended up with her head against the bed and her arms splayed out to the side. I could see her face, which was contorted in a way that made me think of exquisite pain. It was clear she wasn't going to last very long.
"Ummm...ohhh..." she started to whine softly in a repetitive way.
Over the next minute, these sounds became more pronounced and I saw that her hands were now tightly gripping the bedsheet.
"You ready?" Cezar asked while maintaining his rhythm, and I could see rivulets of sweat trickling down his broad back.
"Yesss..." my wife answered as a pitiful plea.
"Squeeze my cock baby...squeeze it," her Latin lover demanded, then quickly added, "Yeah...yeah like that."
I watched enthralled as they moved together, and when I saw my wife's body go stiff then start to tremble, I knew it was happening.
"Ohhhhh...ohhhh...oh please...please don't stop...oh my God...oh my God...oh God fuck me...fuck me," she called out in a loud, pleading voice.
It was as if the biggest fear she had in the world at that moment was his shaft becoming still, and while she begged, her body shook and dark hair flew in every direction as she tossed her head.
"Fuck yeah baby, squeeze...yeah...fuck yeah," Cezar grunted.
I knew what he was feeling as several times, when Lauren had a full orgasm, her pussy would involuntarily spasm around my dick. The Hispanic man had taken her to the heights of sexual ecstasy and in return she was treating him to all her body had to offer. However, he wasn't done and kept a steady pace going, although it wasn't quite as aggressive as before.
"I can't...I need to rest," my wife whined, but when Cezar gave no sign of stopping she continued, "Please, I can't take it anymore."
Lauren gets very sensitive after she climaxes and I knew his continued fucking must be driving her mad. Her lover ignored her request and maintained the pace, which soon had my wife biting and whining through the bedsheet. She even made several attempts to twist away, but he was much too strong and held her firmly in place. Fortunately for her, it wasn't long before his movements became more deliberate indicating his impending release.
"Fuck baby. I'm going to cum," he announced through gritted teeth.
"Do it...do it," Lauren groaned.
Cezar slammed into her ass hard and held himself there for several seconds, then gave her a series of quick thrusts before pushing hard again and this time he threw his head back and roared loudly. I knew at that moment his reproductive system was contracting and a thick load of his semen was jetting into her waiting body. By now, the thin diaphragm was likely coated with his cum, attempting to perform its function as protector of her womb.
The Latin man stayed in place, breathing heavily, as minutes ticked by before he began to separate and his thick, wet shaft came into view. It dropped down heavily when it was finally out of my wife, clearly spent. With that, Lauren fell to her side while Cezar stood shifting his weight back and forth and still taking deep breaths.
"Bitch, you can fuck," he suddenly forced out.
I cringed at his words, even though I felt that in his world it was normal talk. I also expected Lauren to say something, but she just moaned and rolled over giving us a full view of the front of her body.
"You like it?" she asked, as she lifted a breast with one hand while running her finger through her pussy lips with the other.
She just didn't seem to be able to get enough from him, but I had, at least for the moment, so I left them and returned to the living room where Felix was still fixed to the TV.
"You watch them?" he asked, to which I merely nodded, and undeterred he continued, "Man, they love to fuck."
"Seems so," I acknowledged.
"Man, why do you let her out? She's hot," he said and turned to look at me.
"Shit, I don't know. It started as a...I don't know," I replied, deciding I didn't want to get into the discussion.
"Man, you're crazy," he followed.
"Felix, come here," Cezar's voice came from down the hall.
He dutifully stood and left the room without looking at me, but before I could get worried about what might be taking place, he reappeared and went to the table in the corner. He busied himself there for a minute then went back down the hall once more and was gone for longer this time. I was just about to head back myself when he came back in the room and went back to the table, dropped some things and came to the couch.
"What's up? I asked, confused and curious.
"Nothing," he replied, although I could tell he was being evasive.
I was fast becoming antsy, so I was happy to see my wife appear fifteen minutes later in the attire she had left our house in hours ago. She gave me a wan smile, and I stood just as Cezar came up behind her still completely naked. He wrapped his arms around her waist and whispered something in her ear, then let her go. He smiled at me in a way that I knew was meant as a challenge, but I ignored his taunt and together we exited the house.
"I'll follow you," I said, which were the only words spoken as she merely acknowledged my statement with a nod.
Twenty minutes later, we pulled up into our driveway and entered the house together. Lauren left me to go to the bathroom and I heard the shower come on, so I retreated to the kitchen to make myself a drink. It was almost an hour later, and I was deep into my second drink, when she walked in wearing a robe.
"Can I have one?" she asked.
"A whiskey?" I asked in surprise.
"Yes," she answered, so I dutifully poured her a healthy amount.
"You lied to me," I said after she had taken several small sips.
"I know. I'm sorry," she admitted while looking down at her feet, then she added, "It just seemed too crazy and I was ashamed."
"How did you meet this guy...Cezar," I probed, even though I knew the answer.
"Through Zach," she admitted.
"And, how many times have you been with him?" I demanded.
"Three times," she replied, which was consistent with my information, she then asked, "How did you know where I was?"



"I activated a tracking feature on your phone. I was worried about you and wanted to be able to find you if need be. When I saw you in the strange neighborhood, I got worried," I answered.
"You should have told me..." she started, but my expression halted her attempt.
"Lauren, I saw you in the parking lot of that Latin club dressed in the miniskirt...," I told her.
Her eyes found mine and she took a deep breath and a quick drink before she finally spoke, "I...I don't know what to say."
I stepped next to her, took her in my arms, hugged her and whispered, "Just tell me the truth. Tell me what you're feeling. I want to know. I really want to know, and it's not to be judgmental. It's to be with you."
She was quiet for a long time as if she was contemplating my words and several times she started, then stopped before she finally began, "I...I found...because of your pushing...your fantasies...I found I like some things I didn't know about before. I...I like being naughty and bad and I like...sex...I like sex. And I like sex with bad guys I guess."
"Keep going," I encouraged.
"I guess that's it," she responded, clearly very uncomfortable.
"No, honey. I want to hear about how you feel being bad and why you like it," I pushed.
Another long pause ensued before she gathered the courage to continue, "I guess because it makes me excited and it's so raw. Just sex. No emotion and no involvement. And, I guess...it's just so different which also makes it exciting."
"Did you like dressing in the miniskirt and low top?" I asked.
"Yes, he made me do it, but I liked it too and I guess I liked him making me," she explained.
Her admission which bordered on submission both surprised and enthralled me, and I wondered how much of this concept she had discussed with Dr. Sturm. In addition, I had to admit that I found some of her words and desires troubling as I suddenly felt inadequate. Had I been neglectful in not recognizing her inner needs?
"How come you never told me about these things...these desires?" I probed, nervous about her answer.
"I didn't know about them myself! It was only when we got started and the deeper we went the more they started to appear. And I don't know maybe it's because it's with others...outside our real life...it's not love," she rambled, although I thought I understood her concept.
"Lauren. Who have you been with?" I asked, wanting a clear understanding of the situation.
"Thomas, Zach and Cezar," she immediately replied.
"You haven't seen Zach but that one time, have you?" I tried to clarify.
"No, just the one time. The other times, I met Cezar," she replied, and her honesty gave me some comfort.
"And that's it?" I said as a way to end the discussion, but when I felt her body tense I suspected there was more.
"I've been with Thomas some," she squeaked out.
"What? When?" I asked, truly surprised.
"During lunch...he lives close to the office," she whispered.
"How many times?" I demanded.
"I don't know. A few," she answered evasively.
"How many?" I pushed.
"Six," she finally said after a pause.
"Damn Lauren. You're being really sneaky and I have encouraged you. Why?" I demanded, as my emotions rose.
"I don't know," she whispered.
"Did you have your diaphragm?" I asked.
Normally, it was in its case in a drawer in the bathroom where I think I would have noticed it missing, and when several seconds went by without her speaking, I had my answer.
"Damn Lauren," I whispered.
"I was careful," she offered, but seeing how excited she got with Thomas, I doubted she had that much willpower.
"Okay, well let's go to bed. That's enough for one night," I said.
"Honey, there's one more thing..." she said in a low, frightened voice.
"What?" I asked in surprise, wondering what more could possibly be out there.
Lauren broke our embrace and moved a step away, then slowly opened her robe revealing her nude torso until her left breast came into view and there, extending through her small nipple was a round bar.
"Lauren! When...?" I gasped.
It had to of occurred that evening and I remember seeing her breasts while she was fucking Cezar and it wasn't there. Then I recalled that Felix had been called back and had taken something in his hand. Instinctively, I knew that was when it occurred.
"At the house. Cezar told Felix to do it," she replied, confirming my suspicions.
"Why?" I asked, truly dumbfounded.
"It was either this or a tattoo," she responded.
"Why anything?" I shot back.
"I don't know...he wanted me to and..." she started to explain before her logic failed her too.
With a shake of my head, I took her hand and led her to our bedroom where we were both quickly naked under the covers. So much had occurred so quickly that I decided to go slow and show Lauren lots of attention. After all, finding ourselves where we were now was completely a result of my fantasy, my construct, where she was the primary variable. It would have been shallow and callous to now become angry with her even though I did harbor many questions and concerns.
Snuggled closely beside her, I turned her head and began to plant soft kisses on her full lips while my hand slowly caressed her lovely body. The minutes ticked by, but I was in no rush, and soon she was purring in loving contentment from the attention. I sensed her anxieties leaving as we continued to cuddle and I was just about to roll onto her to make tender love when my fingers hit the bar.
"Uhhh..." she gasped in pain.
"I'm sorry. Is it tender?" I asked softly.
"Very," she whispered to me.
I moved so that I was over her and between her legs, but I rested my body on my forearms to stay off her breasts, which also allowed me to look into her face. It was Lauren's hand that guided my dick to her opening and once connected we started a slow rolling movement, with no urgency, while we continued to kiss.
"Do you want to...keep going," I whispered.
"Can I?" she asked instantly.
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"The weather should be good," I said to my wife, as we drove west in the Tahoe.
"Yes, and this time of year the light should be soft, which will help," Jordan added enthusiastically.
It was a Friday afternoon, and we were driving towards my family's ranch, which was forty-five minutes from the small town where we lived. There, while I worked on some needed repairs, she planned on indulging in her new hobby of sketching with charcoals. Specifically, there was a windmill on a small hill with a nearby concrete stock tank that she wanted to draw with the pure blue, fall sky as a back drop.
Ten minutes later, we turned onto the caliche road, and six miles after that we arrived at the ranch gate. It was only a half-mile further to what we called the HQ, which consisted of a pole barn, a set of pens, and a small 2-bedroom cinder block house. In addition, there was an old camper trailer set-up behind the barn that was used by our ranch hand, Raul.
Raul was from a small village near Sabinas, in Mexico, and had been working for our family for almost fifteen years. He would typically work for three months, then leave for home to see his family for a couple weeks before returning. The details of getting back and forth were left to him, although he never seemed to encounter any difficulties.
Jordan and I arrived at the small house, pulled our bags from the back and went inside. For the next thirty minutes, we aired out the place and did some light clean-up which was always required when someone first arrived. Later, Jordan whipped up a simple dinner and after eating we parked in front of the satellite TV and sipped wine until we went to bed. The next morning, I was out the door a little before eight planning to connect with Raul and repair some water gaps. I found him in the barn where he was putting some things in the back of his well-worn pickup.
"Did you get some good rest?" he asked in Spanish, using a tone that I knew was intended as a teasing comment on the lateness of my arrival.
"Wonderful sleep," I answered, refusing to take the bait.
I had spent a lot of time with Raul over the years and we had an easy going way with each other. Since coming to the ranch, he had learned enough English and I enough Spanish that our conversations seemed to randomly move between the two languages. He was in his mid-thirties, ten years or so older than my twenty-six, and just at that point where there was enough difference in age that we both knew we would never be very close.
With just a few more words, we were off, and spent the next few hours in the back of the ranch repairing low spots in the barbed wire fence that had been damaged by the run-off from recent rains. We were both experienced and had the right tools, and we made such good progress that we finished early and returned to work on the pens for an hour before I needed to leave to help Jordan.
"I need to go," I announced, well past noon.
Raul merely nodded and continued with what he was doing. I walked to the house and found Jordan had made me a sandwich which I quickly wolfed down, then went to the bathroom to clean-up. Shortly after, we were headed towards the spot she had selected, and upon arriving, I helped her set-up in the shade of some oak trees. She had a good view of the windmill and now needed only to wait for the right light. So, with her concurrence, I left with the understanding I would return a little before sundown.
When I got back to the HQ, I was feeling a bit guilty for leaving Raul, but after checking and finding he had called it a day, I went to the TV and started watching some football. Fortunately, the game I was interested in ended fifteen minutes before I needed to go to collect Jordan, and when I arrived I found that she was already in the process of packing up.
"How was it?" I asked, truly interested.
My wife's art hobby had seemed to come out of the nowhere. As a history teacher at the local junior high, she had no background in drawing, but over the past year I had seen her skills improve markedly. It was clear she had some natural talent, and while she would never be a famous artist, her work was certainly presentable.
"The light was fabulous for about forty minutes and I feel pretty good about what I got on paper. Can we stay late tomorrow so I can try for more?" she replied, showing her enthusiasm.
"Of course," I responded quickly.
Jordan's face instantly beamed a smile, and I helped her collect her things and move them to the SUV. Just as I closed the back hatch, I felt her arm circle my waist, and when I looked at her the sparkle in her eyes let me know that she was feeling mischievous. I pulled her body hard against mine and immediately found her lips.
"Mmmm..." she moaned through our connection, which made me hold her even more tightly.
"You are so beautiful," I stated seconds later when we finally separated.
Jordan was indeed a very attractive woman. A slender 5'7" tall with shoulder length light-brown hair, juicy lips and dark brown eyes, she was an enticing vision to me, as I suspect she was to her young male students as well. Although her breasts were only pert B-cups, on her frame, with her long legs and tight rear, they looked very good, and with the way she carried herself, she came across as quite sexy.
Rather than respond, she started to kiss me once again, and I knew she was in the mood to play. It wasn't unheard of for her to act this way outside the safety of our bedroom, but it was rare, and a sudden surge went through me as I contemplated where we might be heading. Seconds later, when she took my hand and put it on her breast, I knew it was going to be fun.
"You're on fire," I gasped.
"Mmmm...maybe," she replied in a sensual voice, which was all I needed to hear.
I pushed her against the SUV and started kissing her again while one hand took hold of her firm rear and the other returned to her breasts. I knew we were going to make love, but with the car already packed, there were few options, so I started shuffling her towards the front passenger door. Along the way, while we exchanged multiple kisses, I managed to undo several buttons on her blouse and release the buckle on the belt that held up her walking shorts. Not a whimper of protest came from her, and in fact, her breathing became noticeably more labored.
"What are you planning?" she asked with a devilish grin.
"To enjoy you," I fired back, as my hand grabbed the door handle.
Seconds later, I had her backed against the leather seat and quickly finished removing her top followed by her bra. My mouth went to her tiny nipples that were flushed and erect, and I sucked hard enough that Jordan gasped while looping her arm around my neck. Back and forth I went between her two mounds until her sounds and squirming became pronounced. Then, leaving a trail of saliva behind, I stepped back and began to fumble with the catch on her shorts. Quickly, the khaki garment lay in a puddle at her feet, and without hesitation I pushed her lacy red thong to her knees. While I started to work on my clothes, Jordan pulled the garment from her legs, and when we looked at each other, I saw of look of excitement, almost desperation, in her eyes.
As soon as I was naked, we tried to find a position for me to enter her as we were both done with any foreplay. However, we couldn't find one that was comfortable, and after several failed attempts, I turned her until she was lying across the seat with her lovely ass presented to me. The ease with which I was able to guide her, which occurred without protest, was another signal to me about the state of her arousal.
"Uhhhhh..." she moaned loudly when my dick found her slick opening and began to burrow inside.
"Damn Jordan," I groaned, as her warmth enveloped my shaft.
"Steve...oh...Steve...ugghhh..." she spoke as if she was about to say something, but her words devolved into a series of whines and whimpers.
I started to move faster which brought from her a high-pitched squeal of pleasure, and after that we both groaned and grunted our way through our coupling. Instinctively, I knew before I ever entered my wife that I wouldn't last long. Her playfulness and the outdoor setting were just to erotic and unique. Fortunately, I lasted long enough that it was a respectable performance, but when I felt the telltale tingling in my balls, I knew it was about over. Rather than fight it, I decided to just let it happen.
"Honey, I can't hold it...going to cum..." I warned Jordan.
"Okay...uhhhh...okay..." she replied in a low moaning voice.
At the last possible instant, I used my remaining willpower and strength to pull my dick from her pussy. The first blast of semen flew across the SUV and landed on the center console while the second and third covered Jordan's body from her hair to her waist. After that, there were several small blobs that oozed from my opening and dripped into the crack of her ass.
My climax had been so intense that it left me wobbly, and I was forced to put one hand on the door frame for balance. After gaining some control, I looked down at my wife and I could see her ass making slow undulations as if it was seeking a renewed connection. Clearly, I had left her hanging, which felt selfish, so after several deep breaths, I used my hand to remove any remaining semen and pushed back inside.
"Oh...oh..." she moaned, and once again allowed me to take control.
My dick, which had begun to deflate, quickly regained its stiffness, helped by Jordan's reactions as well as the now sodden feel of her pussy. I knew there was some risk that I was pushing some of my cum inside her, but at that moment it just didn't seem important.
"You feel so good," I whispered to her.
"So do you," she answered.
With my balls drained, I now had much more stamina, so I concentrated on giving my wife a nice steady rhythm that I knew from experience was the key to her orgasm. I had been plunging into her for several minutes when suddenly, I had a feeling, a strange sensation, that we were being watched. My head went on a pivot as I scanned around us, although I spotted nothing, so I put it down to simple paranoia. However, it was only seconds later that the feeling returned, and this time when I looked up, I thought that I saw a reflective glint over my left shoulder.
Was someone really watching? It seemed so bizarre that I tried to convince myself that it was my mind playing tricks, but the feeling was strong. Were we at risk? We were in an incredibly vulnerable position if someone attacked, and we were near the border which had grown much more dangerous in the past few years, although we had never had any trouble.
Jordan's whimpers made my decision regarding what to do. She was very close to an orgasm, so I continued, and was soon rewarded with her panting cries and body spasms as she let go. I knew that, just like mine, it had been a powerful climax, and I was hopeful it would be a positive reference point for future spontaneous adventures. The instant we separated, the hair on the back of my neck went up, and the strange feeling of being watch, real or not, returned.
"Why don't you get dressed inside?" I said to Jordan while quickly gathering her clothes.
"Tired of being outside?" she giggled, unaware of my concern.
"Well, until tomorrow when we come back," I answered playfully, while continuing to prod her into the vehicle.
Soon, I had gathered my things and was pulling on my shirt inside the SUV which provided a feeling of safety. I was happy to see the grin hadn't left my wife's face, and we kissed several times before I started the engine and began the short drive back.
"You better bring condoms next time," Jordan said after we had gone about a quarter mile, and pointed towards the splatter between us.
"Honey, I had no idea that painting windmills got you so hot," I teased, while wiping the substance away with a Kleenex.
"There's lots of things you don't know," she replied with a smirk and a laugh.
Jordan wasn't currently taking birth control as she had decided to give her body "a rest". So far, it seemed to have been a good decision as she had lost several pounds of unwanted weight and her libido had increased dramatically. Of course, the good decision would only prove correct if we avoided an unplanned child, and I knew we had flown close to the sun today, maybe too close. We arrived at the small house as the sun was setting, and after a quick shower, Jordan made dinner. After that, we sank into the couch with a glass of wine and watched TV.
"Did you enjoy your afternoon?" she suddenly spoke, while moving closer to me.
"I sure did. I love when you get excited like that...and playful," I replied instantly, then kissed her on the cheek.
"I think you got excited too!" she said, which was certainly true, but her expression left me thinking there was more on her mind.
"What do you mean?' I followed.
"You were acting kind of dominant, and the way you were...doing it...holding me at the end..." she tried to reply, but got embarrassed.
"I'm sorry," I told her, thinking I was being gently scolded.
"It's okay. Just different..." she answered, once again leaving the thought incomplete.
"Honey, tell me what you mean?" I implored her, now concerned.
She looked at me without speaking for several seconds then said, "Well, at the end you had my hips in your hands and you know...were really doing it hard..."
"I guess I got too excited. Did I hurt you?" I asked.
"No..." she said, as her impish smile spread across her face.
I realized that what she was trying to do was convey, that even though it was a different type of love making for us, she had enjoyed it. I got a kick out of seeing her deal with her shyness, but something else hit me as well, the fact that I hadn't been aware of the forcefulness of my actions.
Later, in bed after Jordan had drifted to sleep, I lay awake contemplating the day. It was great fun, and something I hoped we would get a chance to do again. I even thought that perhaps it indicated a new level of sexual engagement from my wife. She had never been a woman that I would say was interested in exploring the boundaries of sex. Sticking to the standard was fine with her, and like most couples, our passions had cooled some in our three years of marriage. I hoped the day would prove to be more than a rare treat, although I knew that I loved her so much that just the occasional fling would be fine too.
While thinking through these things, my mind returned to the sensations I had about someone watching us. The idea had so rapidly departed once we were in the SUV that I had almost forgotten about it, and like before, at first I rationalized it as mere paranoia. But, as I stared at the ceiling and allowed myself to return to the moment, I was reminded of the intensity of the feeling. Had someone indeed been there? Had they seen my wife naked and bent over the seat? Had they seen us in the act? And, if there was indeed someone out there, who? There was no question that the occasional individual from Mexico crossed the ranch on their way north. Had someone happened upon us? The only other answer would be a trespasser, which would be extremely unlikely, or Raul...
As I thought about that possibility, I realized my dick had become hard, almost painfully so. It was a surprising reaction, shocking really, as I would never in my wildest dreams anticipated such a response. It just wasn't something I ever considered, at least not until today, but my erection provided evidence that something was going on in my head. Several times, I tried to dismiss the notion, thinking, or hoping, it was just a result of the encounter with Jordan. However, my thoughts kept returning, refusing to let the subject go, and the final shock arrived when I considered whether my forceful actions with my wife had been influenced by the idea of someone watching.
I was drinking coffee the next morning while Jordan remained in bed, and through the window I spotted Raul loading his pickup. Sunday meant little to him since he was away from his family, so he often would do work, although generally it was light. Once more, my thoughts returned to the windmill, and for some reason I tried to remember how much time Jordan had spent with him. They certainly knew each other. I recall her being introduced way back when we were dating, and over the ensuing years they had occasionally exchanged words. However, I couldn't remember a time where they had been in close proximity for an extended period.
Having promised Jordan we would stay so she could have another chance to sketch, we piddled around the house waiting for the late afternoon to arrive. Just past noon, I saw Raul return and I went out to speak with him as he drove into the barn.
"What are you working on?" I asked.
"More fence. On the south side," he replied.
I had purposefully watched him, hoping to see something in his demeanor that would give him away if he had indulged in any voyeuristic activities, but he gave no indication of awareness nor showed any nervousness.
"Jordan wants to sketch again, so we're going to stay until sundown. I'm going to drop her off in a couple hours," I explained.
Instantly, I realized that I had just provided him with perfect information about my wife's unaccompanied location. In fact, not only would she be alone, but she would be in a very remote spot.
"Is she good?" he asked, and for some reason it took me a few seconds to realize he was referring to her art.
"Yes, and improving fast," I replied.
Like before, mid-afternoon found me transporting my wife and her equipment to the selected location. After unloading, I was rejected when I made a half-hearted sexual advance, and then was quickly shooed away. On the drive back, once again my mind reeled with thoughts on the situation and my own motivations, and I decided I was going to keep an eye on Raul. I had only been back about twenty minutes when I heard his truck starting, and I got outside just in time to wave him down.
"Where are you heading?" I asked, thinking he would take it as an overture for assistance.
"I'm going to work on some fence near the creek," he answered in Spanish.
I didn't respond, but took note of his vague answer and the fact that he had spoken in his native tongue. I stood to one side and watched the dust rise as he drove slowly away then returned to the house. The minutes ticked by as I debated whether there was merit to my gut feeling or if it was all an illusion, a mere fantasy concocted in my mind from random, disparate occurrences. Every time I would land on a resolution, it would quickly dissolve, like fine sand beneath my feet, and I would find myself considering, then embracing a counter view. In the end, my actions were driven by the simple fact that I had too much nervous energy to sit still. That's how I found myself in the ranch UTV following the fresh tracks of Raul's truck.
I had departed the HQ about thirty minutes after he left, and through three road intersections I followed the tracks as they made their way in the direction where he had stated he was going. On the dusty road, they were easy to follow, and as I proceeded I started to feel silly about my concerns. However, when I arrived at the spot I thought he was referring to, his tracks continued with no sign of a stop. When another five minutes had elapsed, and I was still on his trail, my suspicions flooded back and I knew that up ahead a branch in the road would provide a strong indication of his intent.
Minutes later, I reached the intersection, and when I saw that he had taken the left fork, I knew something was up. This road moved in a large arc through a low spot, across a dry creek, then rose and circled the hill where my wife was drawing. It would pass her from behind, approximately 300 yards from where she was sitting, which made me consider whether she would be able to hear the vehicle as it approached. On the parched, dusty road, I realized that only the engine would be making any appreciable noise, and if Raul proceeded slowly, he would likely be able to arrive undetected.



My first reaction was to proceed quietly and see if my suspicions were true, but as I thought about Jordan alone and unprotected, I became concerned that his intentions included more than just watching. It was nerve wracking closing the distance, and I found myself vacillating between speed and stealth. Soon, I was starting the rise on the backside of the hill and I slowed the UTV and proceeded cautiously with a keen eye towards spotting the pickup or the man.
His tracks gave him away. There was a clear indication where he turned off, and even though the ground in this pasture was harder, it provided enough of a guide to spot the pickup in a mesquite thicket about fifty yards away. I immediately put the UTV under a large oak tree, turned it off, and with a deep breath began to move slowly through the brush in the direction of the windmill, while looking for Raul.
Ten minutes later, I would occasionally get a glimpse of the windmill fan as I moved through the brush, and a few minutes after that I got the first look at my wife. Her back was to me and she was as I had left her, dressed like the prior day in walking shorts and a short-sleeved blouse. At first, I wasn't able to spot Raul and thought I must have missed him, but a dove flushed from nearby tree which drew my attention, and beneath it I spotted him. He was much closer than I expected, no more than thirty yards from Jordan, and he was standing erect, evidently taking comfort in the cover from the thick brush. It appeared that he was just watching her, but when I moved forward several yards and got a better angle, I could just make out that he was pulling on his cock in a slow, but persistent manner.
Instantly, I realized my instincts had been correct and he had no doubt watched as we had sex yesterday. Now, I wondered whether he had moved into position in hopes of a repeat show or if he had more sinister intentions. By my watch, I had just over an hour before my wife expected me, which I knew was too long to leave her alone, so I settled in to spy on the spy. The minutes slowly ticked by and the odd triangle of my unsuspecting wife, the deceitful and voyeuristic ranch hand, and me, soon started to feel both bizarre and surreal. The time he was committing to this odd endeavor made me think that he held an attraction for my wife in some way that might even border on obsession. Still, he kept his distance, which gave me a certain amount of comfort that when I left she would be safe for the thirty-odd minutes it would take me to return.
The moment of truth finally arrived and I was presented with exactly that decision. Convincing myself I could be back quick enough, I slowly retraced my steps to the UTV and turned it in the direction I had come, hoping I wouldn't be heard. Once at the ranch HQ, I quickly jumped into the Tahoe and headed towards Jordan, realizing almost forty minutes had elapsed since I left. Luckily, I found my wife packing her things when I arrived. I made several quick glances into the brush, looking for Raul, but didn't spot him, even though I was certain he was out there somewhere.
"How did it go?" I asked Jordan, intentionally trying to sound upbeat.
"Good, I think," she answered, showing no sign of concern or distress.
We put her things into the back, and when the last item was loaded, she turned and gave me the same playful look she had the previous day. Before I could react, she moved close to me and tilted her head up in expectation.
"I think drawing makes you horny," I said with a nervous laugh when our kiss ended.
"You said you wanted to," she replied, suddenly sounding a bit vulnerable.
"I do," I answered and kissed her again.
As we embraced, I thought about Raul somewhere out there watching, and I thought about my wife's sexual eagerness. I remembered how hard my dick was the previous night as I considered the possibility of being watched, and felt it once again rapidly becoming erect. Whether it was mere habit or a subconscious directive, I realized I had a hand on my wife's butt squeezing and fondling it.
This time, as soon as we broke, it was Jordan who took the initiative in undressing us. First, her hands went to lift my shirt off and then she tried for the button on my jeans, but her hands were shaking so much she couldn't unclasp them. Instead, she started working on her own clothes, and I was surprised at how fast she moved. She beat me in getting naked, then stood before me watching, with her nipples erect and her shaved pussy beginning to open like a blooming flower. I struggled out of my jeans as quickly as I could, feeling strange, but also very excited.
"Did you bring a condom?" she asked, looking almost manic with desire.
"No, I...uh, no," I admitted, unable to tell her about the distractions I dealt with.
However, rather than get upset, she simply smiled then pushed her lovely body against mine and once again my hands slipped to her ass. I knew that Raul was watching, and that he was getting everything he had hoped for, but now, for some odd reason, I wanted to go even further. With a gentle push on her shoulders, I prodded Jordan into a squatting position before me and with no further coaxing she inhaled my dick into her mouth.
"Uhhh...oh, shit," I gasped.
Like most things sexual, Jordan could be very good when she wanted, and it was certainly true with oral sex. She started slowly, running her tongue over and around my shaft, then began an eager bobbing movement. I closed my eyes and threw my head back, partly because of the magical feeling, but also to allow me to use it as way to look for our watcher. It took several tries, but finally I spotted him to the left of where I had last seen him, even closer than before. I didn't get a good enough look to tell if he was still stroking his cock, although I expected it was the case.
Despite the wonderful sensation from her efforts, it wasn't long before I wanted to feel my dick inside her magical pussy, so I pulled on her shoulders and without protest she rose to her feet while flashing me a devilish grin. I backed her against the Tahoe and lifted her left leg while she found my dick and guided me forward. We both sighed in unison as I penetrated her, and for the next several minutes we moved together slowly.
Somehow, someway, my mind had totally connected with the idea of Raul watching. It excited me in a strange way, not the least of which was my wife on display in her most intimate, vulnerable state. Further, it was strangely erotic to know that she was providing sexual pleasure to two men, with me in direct physical contact while our ranch hand stroked his cock anxiously, mere yards away.
"We've gone crazy," Jordan giggled.
"Crazy good!" I replied, and joined in the laughter.
Her tone of voice let me know that she wasn't being consumed by the sex the way she had been yesterday, and I suspected it was because of the awkward position of our coupling. It really didn't allow me to thrust deeply, and I had to move slowly or risk separation. So, I stopped and guided her to the back of the SUV, pushing her forward thru the open hatch. Much like before, she was bent at the waist, face down, and her beautiful ass was on wanton display to both me and our ranch hand. Without hesitation, I pushed into her lubricated hole, and started a fast, deep pace that brought a slapping sound each time we connected.
"That better?" I asked over her growing whimpers.
"Uhhhh...uh huh..." she acknowledged.
"This what you wanted me to do? I asked, recalling her shy message from the previous evening.
"Uh...uh huh..." she grunted again, seemingly too overwhelmed to say more.
I could see that her eyes were squeezed shut and her mouth hung partially open emitting all kinds of wonderful and passionate moans and sighs. Occasionally, her sounds would morph into short squeals of pleasure which energized me and made me feel powerful, knowing I was taking such a lovely woman to the heights of sexual excitement. I wanted badly to bring Jordan to an orgasm first, but I knew I was quickly losing the battle to hold back. Finally, like the day before, I decided to quit fighting, achieve my climax, then start again.
"Uhhhh...oh fuck...fuck..." I grunted, and I began to ejaculate the moment I pulled free.
I had collapsed forward so my dick rested in the crevice of her ass, and it was now spewing my seed across her from her shoulder blades to her waist.
"Hurry," Jordan called out in a pleading voice, sensing my intent.
After a quick squeeze and wipe across the head, I plunged back inside and soon was rewarded by the return of her wonderful, sexual cries. Recalling once more her comments on my aggressive actions, I grabbed her hips tightly and began pulling her against me forcefully. Almost immediately, her cries became more intense which drove me even harder, and I was certain our silent watcher would soon see my wife experience a powerful, fulfilling orgasm.
"Give it up Jordan," I demanded through gritted teeth, then a second later followed with, "Cum for me."
We had never been very talkative during sex, so my statements were another testament to the uniqueness of our adventure, and while she didn't answer in words, her movements and sounds gave a clear indication of what was about to happen.
"Uhhhh...uhhhh...uhhhh...ohhhh...ohhhh..." she suddenly cried out, announcing the arrival of her release, while at the same time she pushed back, as her pussy pulsed around my dick.
She tried to lift herself on her arms and look at me, but her strength was rapidly leaving her body, and she finally fell forward, completely spent. I stayed in place for several minutes, reveling in the vision that lay beneath me and enjoying the continuing mews of pleasure that escaped her mouth. Finally, I pulled away, and in doing so, I realized I was giving Raul and unhindered view of my wife's thoroughly fucked pussy.
I allowed her a minute more to rest, then helped her rise, and once again presented her by having her stand naked while I gathered her clothes before helping her dress. Only when we were pulling away did I try to spot Raul, but he was nowhere to be seen, and I thought it likely that he had quickly departed once the show was over. We stopped at the house for Jordan to use the restroom, then we were off, and minutes after turning onto the paved road she was asleep.
While I listened to her softly purr next to me, I contemplated the weekend. It was quite strange to know that in such a short period of time I had confirmed Raul's voyeuristic interest in my wife and my own perverse desire to secretly display her. I wasn't sure why it excited me, and I felt a certain shame for the fact it did. However, I knew that my superior knowledge, the fact that I was the only person in the trio of participants that had complete awareness, added something to the mix. I also knew that given the opportunity, I would do it, or something similar again, rationalizing that since no one was being hurt, it wasn't a big deal.
Unfortunately, it's quite difficult to get multiple moving parts to line up. I knew Raul wouldn't be a problem unless he was off visiting his family, but my wife had many demands on her time, so even though I tried to encourage her to return while the fall light was still good, it was several weeks before her schedule permitted. As the weekend approached, it began to look like the weather might be marginal, but I finally convinced her to go with the understanding we would leave if she couldn't sketch.
We pulled into the ranch HQ a little past noon on Saturday, and already I could tell the weather wasn't likely to hold. It was becoming blustery and to the west and north a line of clouds was building. Still, having come this far, I wasn't about to just give up, so I unpacked the SUV and went looking for Raul. We had worked together multiple times since he watched, but this time my wife was with me, and since I hadn't told him of the plans, I wanted him to know she was present.
"Hey, man. Jordan is with me and wants to draw some at the windmill," I explained after the normal pleasantries.
I had found him in the barn, working on our utility tractor, covered in grease. Outwardly, he gave no particular sign of interest, which amazed me given how much effort he had put into the previous encounters.
"Okay. Be careful though. It's a high place and with this weather..." he answered in Spanish.
After a few more minutes of ranch talk, I left him to return to my wife, who was straightening the house. When she finished, she made us a snack, and as we ate I could hear the wind picking up.
"Doesn't look good. Maybe we should go back," Jordan said after looking out the window.
"Give it a bit. Besides, I'm tired," I replied, hoping to fend her off.
She gave me an odd look but didn't reply, so while she stepped into the small kitchen, I sprawled across the couch in front of the TV feigning fatigue. Thirty minutes later, I was in the middle of a football game when she picked up the remote and tuned the satellite TV to the weather station. Instantly, a radar image popped up which clearly showed storms headed our way.
"That's us, right?" she asked, pointing to a spot on the screen.
"Yes," I answered, now worried she would demand we return to town.
"Honey, I can't draw today," she said, stating the obvious.
"Probably not," I responded.
"Then, let's go back. We can go to the movies tonight," she said.
"Jordan, I'm tired. Let's just stay here tonight," I suggested.
"While you watch football and I'm bored?" she replied.
"Watch what you want," I said, nodding towards the control in her hand. Then added, "And we have wine."
"You just want sex," she answered, but a smile came to her face.
"I definitely want sex," I said, sitting up and patting the seat next to me.
A plan was formulating in my head. With the weather, it wouldn't involve any outdoor activities, but I thought it still had potential. Jordan sat beside me and started scrolling through the stations eventually stopping on another game where her college team was playing. It wasn't the one I would have selected, but it was better than some chick flick, so I held my tongue.
I was two years older than Jordan and we met when she moved to the small town I grew up in to teach. I was lucky enough to meet her quickly, before she was overwhelmed by interested suitors, as young, single, educated and attractive women were in extremely short supply. She had gone to a different college than me, that was a second-tier sports rival, and sometimes we teased each other about the other's failures. Her team was down by ten points mid-way through the second quarter, and after engaging her in some banter designed to get her interested in the game, I rose to get her a glass of wine.
For the next three hours, I managed to keep her focused on the game as she consumed almost an entire bottle. Somehow, the rain had held off, but just as the game ended we could hear it starting to sprinkle. Minutes later, it turned into a heavy downpour that lasted for a half-hour before the sprinkling returned. In addition, the temperature, which had been in the high-60s plunged quickly and was now around 50.
"Are you trying to get me drunk?" Jordan asked playfully when I brought her a fresh glass from a newly opened bottle.
"Hell yes!" I replied.
In truth, I did want her feeling good, but was already worried she might have had too much. For my plan, I needed her awake for a couple more hours, until it became dark, and I knew from experience she tended to quickly fade when she stopped drinking. Also, she often became quite horny, and throughout the afternoon I had been forced to delicately turn down her advances. I was hoping I could keep her going until it was time, then reap the benefit of her building arousal.
My idea was to make love to Jordan in bed, but with the curtains partly open so Raul, if he wanted, could watch. I suspected he very much would if given the opportunity, and I had already positioned the curtains on the two windows. In addition, most of the lights were on in the small house, so I hoped he would understand the meaning when they were extinguished. Then, I would turn on the light in the small bathroom, just off the bedroom, which I hoped would provide enough illumination for him to see inside. In my wife's current inebriated state, I was almost certain she would not notice the uncovered windows nor take much interest in the bathroom light.
The rain ended just before sunset and the sky cleared to the west providing a beautiful scene that I enjoyed from the small porch with Jordan before we became too cold. By now, she was truly hammered and several times she pulled my head down to kiss her. I hoped that Raul might be watching and gain some encouragement by her actions, although I never saw him. Despite my concerns, the next hour past uneventfully with Jordan seemingly getting her second wind. So, when darkness was fully upon us, I pulled my wife close and engaged her in deep, passionate kiss.
"About time!" she declared when we broke almost a minute later, then immediately reengaged.
"You are so incredibly beautiful. I love you," I whispered to her at our next break.
"Mmmm...I love when you say you love me," she purred.
"I do love you," I stated again.
"Let's make love," she whispered in a voice that let me know she was very excited.
"We're going to," I told her.
For the next few minutes, I kissed my wife's lips, nuzzled her neck and gently massaged her breasts through her shirt and bra. Soon, she was literally whimpering in anticipation, and I had to force her to be still because I wanted her at the absolute peak of arousal.
"Please..." she whined in lust and need, and I knew it was time.
I took her by the hand, lifted her, and led her to the bedroom where I pushed her back on the queen-sized bed. Leaving her for just a moment, I turned off the lights, save for the bathroom, which as I hoped, provided a nice glow into the bedroom. Jordan never said a word as the fire inside her was burning too strongly, and when I returned, I started working on her clothes. Quickly, she was beautifully naked, stretched across the comforter on her back with one leg lifted as if to beckon me to her treasure. My head went between her legs and as soon as my tongue touched her inflamed slit she spread to give me complete access.
"Ohhh...mmmm...oh yes...uhhh..." she called out softly, as the tip of my tongue traced her length.
I love to go down on Jordan. She tastes wonderful, and she enjoys it so much that it usually has the effect of exciting me. Tonight, she was on fire, with her pussy pouring its warm nectar into my mouth, and I had to use my hands to hold her still and stay connected while her whines and whimpers rapidly became deep groans and loud cries. She was vocal enough that I wondered if Raul could hear through the window, if he was there, and that, coupled with the visual aspects he would be receiving, I knew would provide a powerful, erotic stimulus.
I knew I could easily take Jordan over the top to a fulfilling climax, but I wanted it to happen when my dick was inside her, so I pulled away, which brought an immediate squeal of distress.
"No..." she moaned in disappointment.
"I want to be in you," I declared, while looking into her needy eyes.
Jordan had already managed to pull my shirt off, so I went to work on my jeans and quickly had them off. Just as I was about to climb on the bed, I remembered the condom, and had to go to my bag to get one as she whimpered impatiently. I found it then moved between her open legs, unwrapped the package, and rolled the thin material down my shaft. As soon as I was ready, she grabbed my dick and guided me forward until I was started, then pulled on my hips as I impaled her.



"Ohhh...oh Steve...oh God it feels so good...oh honey..." she moaned.
"God Jordan, you feel amazing," I declared as the feeling instantly took control, then added, "I love you."
"Say it again," she begged.
"I love you," I declared once more.
From there, I lost all thoughts of others, as my world was now making love to my beautiful wife. We moved as one in perfect rhythm, and I marveled at the feeling of her touch and the enticing coos that escaped her mouth. It was so perfect I didn't want it to end, but slowly I heard her sounds change and become more urgent, and when I felt her body starting to tense, I knew her orgasm was imminent.
"Uggghhh...nnnahhh...ahhh...ohhhhh...oh please...oh God please..." she cried out.
Her body began to spasm and she arms and legs wrapped around me tightly. Then, for just a moment she released her grip, but it came roaring back and I was once again in her embrace. Her thrashing forced me to stop moving, but as her body slowly relaxed, I started to roll into her again. At the same time, I could hear her gently sobbing, which was a response that was reserved for her most intense climaxes.
"Are you okay?" I asked softly.
"Yessss...I love you," she forced out while wrapping her arms around my neck.
"I love when you cum like that," I whispered.
"I love it too," she whispered.
Now that she was back with me, I started moving faster and pushing harder as I worked to reach a release. Jordan knew what I wanted and traced my back with her fingernails while making soft sighs into my ear. It didn't take long, and with a final lunge, I extended on my arms, threw my head back and roared.
"Oh God...yes...hell yes!" I yelled as my semen jetted into the condom.
Every time I thought I was done, another pulse would hit my balls and more seed would be expelled. It was one of the longest releases of my life, and it felt like my balls were being turned inside-out. When it was finally over, I fell in a heap onto my wife's body.
"That was big," she giggled as she stroked my hair.
"Uh huh, now I can't move," I said.
"Don't. Just rest," she replied.
I remained connected to her, sprawled across her lovely body, thinking how lucky I was to have her as my wife. But, as the effects of the climax started to fade, my thoughts returned to the window and the show we might have put on. Strangely, it acted to re-energize me, and while just minutes before I was ready to drift off to sleep, now I wanted to begin round two. I slid to Jordan's side, and immediately my hand started to move over her body. From her breasts to her mound I explored, and it wasn't long before I could tell my attention was having an effect.
"You must want more," she stated, while looking at me with a grin.
"Maybe," I replied, never stopping my hand.
"Get that thing off," Jordan said, pointing towards the condom that now only covered half my partially deflated dick.
"You do it," I directed her.
Without hesitation, her hand reached out and several tugs later she had it off and tossed it on top of the nightstand. Then, with a naughty smile, she scooted down and took me into her mouth. The feeling was so intense that it made me arch my back, and when I finally settled, I slowly moved her into a position that had her ass pointed directly towards one of the windows. Whether Raul was watching or not, I imagined him staring at her recently fucked pussy, imagining what it would feel like to sink his stiff cock inside.
Jordan sucked my dick with enthusiasm making me proud with her show of enthusiasm. The most bizarre aspect was that it had only been minutes since we had experienced deeply connected lovemaking, but now I was possessed with the thought of her once more on display to the man from Mexico. I tried not to look towards the window, although several times I caught myself stealing quick glances, but it was a wasted effort, as the differential lighting only allowed one to see inside.
"Come here," I whispered to my wife, interrupting her efforts.
She looked up at me with her mouth just inches from my dick and gave me a naughty grin. Returning the smile, I grabbed her hand and flipped her onto her back, then once more pushed my dick into her wonderful opening. For the next fifteen minutes, we had sex, moving between positions and enjoying each other, until I finally had her on top, straddling me. There, I let her take control and grind against me while I remained still, leaving her body on display to anyone watching through the window. Several minutes later, she had a small orgasm, then collapsed onto my chest, and I stroked her back until she fell to my side.
The next morning, I was up early, and leaving Jordan curled and purring, I circled the house to inspect the ground outside the windows. I had hoped to find a few footprints that proved Raul's watching, but the reality was more profound. Beneath each window was a trampled area, and between the two spots were enough footprints to give me ample evidence that he had moved multiple times between them. Then, beneath the window which provided a side view of the bed, I saw something I hadn't considered. At waist level on the cinder block walls were multiple off-color streaks that I knew without further inspection were the discharge from his balls. For some strange reason, my mind quickly jumped to wondering what had driven him over the top, where in our lovemaking he had let go.
Three times - I've let someone watch my wife having sex three times. It was something I pondered during the following week, which included multiple interactions with the man that had done the watching. I knew it wasn't normal, and I considered that it may in fact be a sign of some sickness. However, I couldn't deny how powerful the experiences had been, which left me in turmoil as my desires had not yet been fully satiated.
My job in the family business required that I interact with Raul several times a week, and every time we came face-to-face I expected him to broach the subject. I thought, although it was just a feeling, that he might suspect I had some complicity in the occurrences, but he remained silent, never providing any indication that he was aware or had participated in any way.
The fourth event occurred a month later when Jordan once again accompanied me to the ranch and we spent the night. Much like the previous visit, although with much less alcohol consumed, we made love with the curtains open and my morning after inspection confirmed that we had been watched. Fortunately, after this time, the deep, erotic excitement within me started to wane, and I no longer dwelt on the next set-up. Then, the holidays were upon us, and the social demands of Thanksgiving, followed by Christmas and New Year's left no opportunity for Jordan to visit the ranch. The long break helped reduce my interest further, and the memories drifted to the back of my mind, remembered only in quiet reflections late at night.
Jordan visited the ranch in January, several months after her last visit. It was at her request, motivated by forecast of an unseasonably pleasant weekend. We arrived after dark on Friday, and since we were both quite tired, we went quickly to bed. Saturday morning, I was up early and stepped out into the clear, brisk air on my way to perform maintenance on the game cameras that were located at strategic points around the ranch. The work took almost three hours, and when I arrived back at the HQ, I spotted my wife near the barn talking to Raul. I wondered how they had happened upon each other, and noted that although she was wearing jeans and a long-sleeved pull over top, she still looked quite good. She had never spoken to the man at length, and given the series of sordid encounters, I was immediately concerned about their conversation. Practically jumping from the vehicle, I moved directly towards the pair, but as I drew near, they separated with Raul moving purposefully into the barn.
"Hi honey," my wife said as I approached, showing no sign of distress.
"Hi sweetie," I replied, hoping she would broach the subject of their discussion.
"Did you get everything fixed?" she asked.
"Yes, no problems. What were you talking with Raul about?" I asked, no longer able to contain myself.
"Mostly about his family. I didn't know he had five children. It must be hard on him to be so far away and only see them occasionally," she responded.
"I'm sure it's very difficult," I said, then followed with, "What else did he say?"
"He wanted to know what we were doing for the weekend. I told him I was going to try and do more sketches," she explained, thankfully not sensing my sudden angst.
I just nodded in response, unsure that I could speak without showing nervousness. I took her hand and we walked back to the house, where she quickly left me to check on some wash, while I moved to the couch. After lunch, I dropped her at a new spot on top of a small hill that provided a panoramic view of the countryside sloping away. She had set-up in a small clearing, that was much more confined than the spot near the windmill, and I knew immediately that it provided ample cover for Raul to get very close. I was pretty sure she hadn't been able to describe the location to him, given her unfamiliarity with the ranch, but I still raced back to the HQ wanting to intercept him before he departed. In fact, during the short drive, I considered confronting him, letting him know I was aware of his spying, and had almost convinced myself it was the right thing to do, but when I pulled up I decided I would play it by ear. I immediately spotted his pickup parked next to the barn, which told me he was nearby, although it took a further ten minutes to realize he was in his trailer.
"Yes?" he responded when I knocked on the aluminum door.
Opening it, I saw that he was sprawled back on the small bench that formed the seat for the dining table with a beer in his hand, and I realized it was the only time I had ever seen him drinking. Our eyes locked and in that moment all kinds of information was exchanged. Instantly, I knew he was aware of my complicity in presenting my wife, and he knew I was aware of his watching. That was the easy part. The hard part was when I saw in his eyes a look that told me he wanted Jordan very badly.
"Uhhh...should we work on the pens?" I asked.
It was a silly question, as we had recently repaired them and they didn't need any further attention, but in my state, I couldn't think of anything else to say.
"There is no need, the pens are fine," he answered.
It was strange for him to be so bold, as typically he would support whatever direction was given. However, the combination of his demeanor, the beer, his words and my own lame suggestion, made me think it was best to just let it go, so I closed the door and walked away.
Raul never left the HQ, of that I was certain, as I repeatedly rose from my spot in front of the TV and checked on his truck throughout the afternoon. Finally, the time came to get Jordan, and I left, collected her and returned within thirty minutes. I made no attempt at outside play, ignoring the overtures she made with her eyes and her smiles, which I think confused her, although she remained silent. I did make a point of giving her lots of attention on the drive back about her art work, which alleviated her concern, and by the time we arrived she seemed in good spirit.
"Should we drive home?" she asked.
"No, let's stay," I shot back quickly, then added, "It's late."
It wasn't all that late, but she accepted my suggestion, so when we walked in the house she set off to the bathroom to clean up while I made dinner. She appeared twenty minutes later, just as I was finishing the meal, wearing sweat pants and a t-shirt.
"Do you think I'm getting better?" she asked, referring to her art.
"Very much so. It's easy to see," I replied, which made her smile.
"Honey...have you uhhh...thought about when we should start having kids?" she asked, totally out of the blue.
It was a subject that we got pestered on relentlessly. In our small town, we were almost pariahs for being childless after multiple years of marriage. Then, there were our parents, mine mostly, who brought it up often. Despite my other siblings producing children like a production line, they always tried to put the guilt trip on us like we were destroying their lives. Still, it wasn't like Jordan to ask the question, so I sensed something must be on her mind.
"What made you ask that?" I probed.
"I don't know. Maybe thinking about Raul's situation...his family and kids," she answered.
I was startled by the sudden injection of our ranch hand into our intimate conversation about pregnancy. I even wondered for a moment whether somehow, someway, she was unconsciously aware of the exhibitionism that had occurred. But, just as rapidly, I realized it was a silly notion and she was likely just feeling the same pangs that most women did.
"Not yet. Let's be selfish a bit longer," I said, almost as a plea.
I had witnessed most of my friends who were married quickly devolve into a world that was consumed by children. In the process, the husband and wife connection was lost, almost to the point that they acted like totally different people. Early on, I had explained my view to Jordan and she had agreed, although as time ticked by, I knew I couldn't put the inevitable off much longer.
"I know...but don't you think about it?" she asked.
"Yes, but I think about your hot body more," I answered with a laugh.
My intent was to lighten the mood which seemed to work as she joined in with her own giggle. After dinner, we moved to the TV, but continued drinking, and strangely, with each sip, my sordid thoughts returned one step at a time. I wasn't completely certain what was driving my renewed interest, although I guessed it had something to do with their conversation. All I knew was that when Jordan excused herself to go the restroom, I found myself rushing to the windows, so Raul, if interested, would have a clear view of the bedroom.
I was ready with a fresh glass of wine when she rejoined me on the couch, and seconds after she was seated, I began to kiss her cheek and neck. It took only seconds for her to engage, and soon we were sharing passionate kisses. It looked like we were on a nice path towards sex, with the potential to be watched, when she suddenly broke the mood.
"Do you think he misses Lupe?" she asked.
I knew enough about the Mexican man to know that Lupe was his wife, and replied, "I'm sure he does."
"And the kids?" she followed.
"Of course...I mean I would certainly think so," I responded, unsure of where she was going.
"What if it were you? What would you do?" she probed.
I wasn't sure exactly what she was asking, but took a sarcastic tone and replied, "I would masturbate every night until my dick was raw."
"You're such an ass," she replied, seeing my smile, then followed with, "Do you think that's what he does?"
"Of course," I acknowledged.
"Thinking of Lupe?" she asked.
"And others," I replied, as my lips returned to her sensitive neck.
Several seconds went by as she sighed in response to my attention before she asked, "What others?"
"You," I said without hesitation, and instantly I felt her body stiffen.
"What! What do you mean?" she demanded in a shocked voice, pushing me away.
I started laughing at her indignant response and it took me a moment to reply, "Honey, you're a beautiful woman and one of the few that he sees. I mean it's basically you and my mom and she's fifty. Plus, I saw how he looked at you today."
"You're insane," she declared.
"Okay," I said, and returned to her neck.
"He didn't look at me badly," she said seconds later.
"I didn't say it was bad," I responded, which made her gasp, while I fought not to laugh.
Jordan became quiet, but allowed me to continue to give her attention. She even raised her arms to let me pull her shirt over her head and reveal her pert breasts. However, I knew her mind was churning and that we would eventually return to the subject of Raul. I was left with something of a dilemma, as now having broached the subject, I considered whether to reveal some of what had occurred over the past few months or keep the discussion limited to her interaction that day. It was a crossroads, as one path led towards the subject of edgy, erotic sex, while the other was, in reality, about family.
"He didn't...I mean...why did you say that?" Jordan challenged me with a confused voice.
"Forget it honey, I was just playing," I said, deciding to let the subject pass.
She seemed to accept my statement as a mea culpa, and soon joined me in the fondling and kissing. For the next half-hour, we played on the couch with the TV blaring in front of us, and along the way she removed my shirt while I stripped her down to her tiny thong. Then, we practically raced each other to the bed, where I stopped her from turning down the comforter and pushed her onto her back. I let her remove my jeans, then pushed her thong down, and we were now naked and visible to anyone that might venture to peer through the window.
For the next few minutes, we embraced and coiled like mating snakes, feeling each other's bodies. When we broke, I used my hand to guide her shoulders back until she was flat on the bed and I was hovering over her, enjoying the full view of her beautiful, naked body. My right hand began to trace over her, from her breasts to her vagina, lightly stroking her smooth, flawless body without lingering in any one spot. The attention soon had her jumpy, and while whiny gasps escaped her mouth, she looked into my eyes with a vulnerable, needy expression. Finally, I let my fingers become more insistent until I allowed one to split her folds and disappear into her wet opening.
"Ohhhhh..." she moaned loudly, while arching her back and closing her eyes.
"You are so amazing, so beautiful," I whispered, as my finger slowly stroked her, then unable to help myself I added, "Everyman's fantasy."
"Ass! You do so well, then screw it up," she replied with feigned disgust.
"It's true!" I answered then bent down and sucked her small nipple.
"No, it's not." she responded, then added after a brief pause said, "You're just teasing me.'
For some reason, the way she said it coupled with the fact that she seemed truly interested in the subject, gave me the motivation to start, and once I did, I couldn't stop.
"What if I told you he wanted you badly? What if I told you he was watching us make love at the windmill and was masturbating? What it I told you that he has looked in the window and seen us together? What if I told you he was watching now?" I spewed forth.
For an instant, a wild look of fear filled Jordan's eyes, but just as quickly it disappeared and was replaced with amusement.
"Oh, my God, you are crazy," she laughed, believing I had made it all up.
"I'm serious," I replied with reticence, as it hit me that it might have been better to leave it as a tease.
"No, you're not. You're full of it. Completely!" she declared, as she began to laugh.
I've always had a problem of needing to win, needing to be right, and her laughter came across as an affront. Before I knew it, I was returning the challenge.
"If you don't believe me, go outside. He'll be by the window," I declared.
In truth, I didn't know if he was even out there. His mannerisms today indicated some turmoil that made it difficult to gauge his current mindset. Nor, was I sure how he would react to Jordan's movements. He might retreat and remain undetected. Of course, that was only an issue if she took the bait, which was by no means certain.
"I don't need to," she replied, laughing harder.
"Okay, good," I answered and forced a laugh, as I finally regained my senses.



Close the curtains," she demanded, when our laughter subsided.
"Why?" I asked, and surprisingly she merely rolled her eyes in response.
I began to move my hand again and used my tongue on her erect nipples which soon had her body writhing in anticipation. Several times, I caught her glancing towards the window, but she never said anything. When I thought she was at the right point of arousal, I slipped on a condom, pulled her legs open and rolled on top. From the moment we connected, we started a rapid, deep movement that was much more forceful than the start of our typical lovemaking. The interesting part was that I couldn't tell if it was coming from me or my wife, not that it mattered, as neither of us was complaining.
Jordan came hard, and with no difficulty, which made me think that she had dismissed as fantasy any thought of Raul at the window. I made it until she was completely through her climax, helped by the desensitizing effects of the rubber, then in a series of deep thrusts I let go. We stayed connected, cooed and kissed for several minutes before I rolled to her side. It was then I noticed her glance at the window again, I suppose feeling vulnerable now that my body didn't shield her. We rested for a few minutes, but it wasn't long before my hands began to stroke her again, and shortly after that, she began responding with little mews.
"Lie back," she suddenly said, as she sat up while pushing my shoulder.
Her take charge approach caught me off guard for an instant, but I did as I was told and she scooted into position near my waist, pulled the condom off, and lowered her head. It wasn't long before her soft, warm mouth started to re-inflate my half-hard dick.
"Move over here," I interrupted, and used my hand to prod her towards my other side.
"Why?" she asked, looking at me like she felt she did something wrong.
"So, Raul can see," I answered trying not to laugh.
"You're so full of it," she shot back, but did as I requested.
Jordan thought, or mostly thought, I was making up the story of Raul as a voyeur, but in reality, if he was still outside as I suspected, he would be treated to a perfect view of my wife's mouth working my dick. Also, I knew that he would understand that I had repositioned her for his benefit, which made me wonder if he might think my wife was also a complicit party. However, given their recent interaction, I thought it likely he knew she was innocent.
She went back to work and it was only a minute later that she had me rock hard once, then without speaking, she moved up and straddled my waist, bringing my now uncovered shaft to her opening.
"Condom?" I asked after we had already connected.
"I hate those things," she declared as her hips started moving in a slow undulation.
I didn't respond, and just stared into her eyes as she contentedly rode my shaft. At first, she held my gaze, but slowly I could see her eyes losing focus, and I knew she was responding to the feelings radiating from between her legs. It was rare for her to orgasm twice, although she often could reach a place where the feeling was intense, and it seemed that this was exactly where she was headed.
"Does it feel good?" I asked, breaking her from her trance.
She seemed surprised, almost shocked by the sound of my voice, but she recovered quickly and with a nod of her head simply responded, "Yeah..."
I let her drift away again, and my thoughts went to Raul, and once again, I was considering the odd threesome that existed. So strange, so abnormal, and yet both he and I were finding sexual pleasure from the situation, from my wife. I wondered if for me it might be something more, too. Did I enjoy acting as the puppet master? Then, there was Jordan. In our brief discussion, she had raced to a comforting view that I was merely teasing her, although for a moment, for a tiny instant, I thought I saw something else as well that looked a lot like curiosity.
"Look at the window," I said, intending for the words to come out as a command, but my cracking voice only allowed a whisper.
"Hush," she whispered, showing faux annoyance.
"Look," I said with a little more strength.
With a tiny smile, my wife's eyes left mine and turned towards the window and I looked on as she blew a kiss. I knew Raul had no way of knowing that Jordan didn't know my description was true. To her, it was just a simple act that was no more than an acquiescence to her husbands play. However, I immediately began to wonder how he would receive the gesture and how he might react.
It turned out I didn't have to wait very long as within thirty seconds, over the sounds of Jordan's movements and sighs, we heard a light tapping start on the window. Instantly she stopped her rocking and for a moment there was a look of confusion on her face that turned very quickly into shock.
"Oh, my God! Steve!" she cried out and flew off me.
She bolted from the room and seconds later, as I was getting up, I heard the door of the other bedroom slam closed. I walked nude to the door and started knocking softly hoping she would open it and talk.
"Jordan...honey..." I said in a soft voice.
"Is he out there?" she fired back loudly, and from her voice, I guessed she was on the bed.
A silence followed as I tried to think of the right answer before truthfully responding, "Yes."
"Why? Why the hell would you do that...allow that...why?" she challenged me.
I was pondering how to respond when I heard knocking at the front door. So, still standing naked, I had an incensed wife on one side and our voyeur on the other wanting who knows what. Knowing I couldn't have Raul hanging around with Jordan in her current state, I grabbed my jeans and pulled them on then went to the door.
"What's going on man? he asked in Spanish before I could speak, showing a strange fire in his eyes.
Suddenly the puppet master, the one person that had the superior knowledge and had used it to manipulate was caught. I had enough sense to know it wasn't the time for the discussion, so I tried to put him off.
"Look, let me come talk to you in the morning," I said, and watched as his eyes narrowed.
After what seemed a very long time he replied in Spanish once more, "Okay, man."
With him gone, I returned to my wife, knowing that dealing with her would be much more difficult.
"Honey?" I said in a low voice.
"Was that him at the door? Is he out there?" she asked with a mixture of anger and fear in her voice.
"No, honey. He's gone," I answered, and after several seconds without a reply, I added, "Open the door, sweetie."
"Bring me my robe," she demanded, after more silence.
I did as I was told and when I returned and knocked she opened the door within just a few seconds. She quickly donned the garment and with a withering look she passed me headed directly to the kitchen where she poured herself a large glass of wine. I did the same while she moved to the couch, and when I joined her she gave me a stern look, then spoke.
"So, you weren't joking," she said sarcastically.
"No...no, I guess not," I answered trying to look remorseful.
"Tell me what's going on," she demanded in a very calm voice.
I knew from experience that when Jordan acts calm it really means she is seething with anger. Thus, I knew I needed to tread very carefully.
"I...I guess when we made love at the windmill a few months ago I was suspicious of him. I had a feeling he was watching, and then after we made love one night I was walking around outside and saw footprints under the window," I started, bending the truth and leaving much out of the explanation.
"He saw us at the windmill?" she asked in clarification.
"Like I said, I'm not sure, but I had a feeling," I replied.
"And he watched through the window?" she asked in a way that I knew was an attempt to set me up.
"Yes, I saw the footprints," I responded.
"How long ago was that?' she followed quickly.
"Uh...a few months," I said in a low voice.
"So, he's been watching us through the window for months and you said nothing to me, and not only that, but you've been leaving the curtains open!" she shot out as her anger bubbled, and when I didn't immediately reply, she demanded, "Is that true?"
"Well...uh...I guess there is some truth to it," I mumbled, sheepishly.
"You've been conspiring with him against me," she stated.
"No...uhhh...we've never talked. We've never discussed anything," I said.
"So, it's some kind of boy thing? Watch how cool I am? Come see me fuck my wife!" she challenged me, as she struggled to stay in control.
"Well, no...uhhh...I don't think that's it..." I tried to defend myself, but she cut me off.
"How many times has he watched?" she demanded.
"Some," I said almost in a whisper, knowing I was screwed.
"How many?" she fired back.
"Before tonight, two other times I know of," I answered while looking at my feet.
Jordan became quiet and we just stared at each other as the minutes ticked by before with a deep breath she finally asked, "Why?"
"Jordan, I really don't know for sure. I've been asking myself that same question," I answered, realizing it was the first totally truthful thing I had said.
"Tell me what you do know," she pushed, and I realized I wouldn't be let off easily.
"I...I...well I guess when we were at the windmill and we made love...I told you I had a feeling about it. It was a weird feeling and I thought it was just paranoia, but for some reason it got me pretty excited too. Then, when I saw the footprints I knew it wasn't paranoia, and I don't know...the thought...the idea of it was bizarre, but also...you know...like I said it was kind of exciting...interesting. I kept telling myself to end it, but every time, I just kinda went with it," I answered.
"So, you got turned on thinking of another man watching you have sex with your wife? Seeing her naked?" she responded.
"Yeah, I guess I did some," I replied, suddenly tired of being on defense.
She had a quick inhale of breath, then let it out slowly and said, "You're messed up."
With that, she left her half-filled glass of wine and went into the bedroom. I was pleased to see that she didn't close the door behind her, but I decided to give her a few minutes before I joined. I realized I had flown much too close to the edge with both of them, and that teasing Jordan, with Raul not knowing the situation, had been begging for trouble. Finally, I rose and entered the bedroom where I saw that the curtains were now closed. I slid in next to my wife and snuggled behind her, looping my arm over her robe covered waist, and was happy when it didn't result in a rebuke.
"What were you expecting?" Jordan whispered a minute later.
"I don't know," I replied.
She turned in the bed until her face was inches from mine, with her beautiful eyes still visible in the darkness and asked, "What did you want?"
"I...I...I don't want to say..." I said.
"Tell me," she pushed.
More silence followed before I finally summoned the courage to say, "I...I guess I wanted you to know you were being watched."
"And still do it?" she asked to clarify.
"Yes," I whispered.
I felt her hand grip my dick that somehow had become rock hard and stroke it roughly several times.
"Sneakiness never works," she said as she let my shaft go and turned over.
"You wouldn't have done it," I foolishly offered in defense.
"You'll never know now. Go to sleep," she replied.
Fortunately, the conversation with Raul the next morning was less stressful, as he was certainly not an innocent party. Although, since I wasn't either, I decided not to be confrontational. We came clean with each other about what had occurred, and I explained that my wife had been totally in the dark. Like her, he tried to probe on expectations, but I avoided the subject then went on to let him know that it was time to stop and he couldn't be near the house again.
"Of course, it won't happen again," he acknowledged, which pleased me.
"Thanks Raul. And let me apologize for being stupid. I should have known better," I said to try to assuage any guilt he might feel.
"There is no need. I thought stupidly as well. My eyes were not seeing truth," he replied.
The way he said it made me think there was more to the message, so I followed up, "What do you mean?"
"I was certain when I talked with her yesterday that she must be involved," he said.
"Why, Raul?" I asked, feeling confused.
"I must say her style...her...her manner gave that feeling," he answered while stumbling for the right words.
Of course, I was in the doghouse and remained there for several weeks, but slowly Jordan's irritation began to wane. As the time went by, I sensed she had overcome her true anger, but kept up the pretense to reinforce her point.
"I saw your mom today and she asked again about grandkids. I told her I agreed it was time," Jordan called from the kitchen while preparing dinner.
I had just returned from the ranch, exhausted after having spent the entire day working with my dad and Raul, so rather than take the bait, I went to clean-up and enjoyed a long, hot shower. Just as she was putting the meal on the table, I returned feeling fresh, knowing she wanted me to respond to her prior comment. However, I wouldn't go there, so finally she did.
"Did you hear what I said about talking to your mom?" she asked.
"I heard," I said.
"No comment? No thought on the subject?" she asked.
"You know my thoughts," I replied.
"Yes, I do. Your thoughts are not to have kids so you can play freaky games! I think kids will do you good," she countered.
Several weeks before, I would have expected such a comment, but Jordan had been amazingly non-judgmental on the subject until now, so her words felt like a cheap shot. Still, I held my tongue and merely rose and walked into the living room which I think irritated her even more, and minutes later she joined me.
"We need to talk about it," she said.
"Jordan, we have talked about it. I'm not ready yet," I reminded her.
"Yes, so you can have a good bodied wife to expose to people," she said sarcastically.
"Yes, and other things I might think of," I replied, not in the mood to be beat on.
That killed any cordial discussion for the evening, and we both stayed to ourselves until I joined her in bed. She had been in the bedroom with the lights off for over thirty minutes when I retired, and I assumed she was asleep. However, as soon as I crawled in, I felt her hand land on my chest.
"I'm sorry," she whispered.
"It's okay, let's go to sleep," I replied.
She didn't respond, but I felt her hand slowly move over my skin and I could tell she was trying to get me aroused. Slowly, she started to snuggle closer until her breasts were pressed against me, while her hand maintained its exploration, finally landing on my dick.
"I don't like us mad at each other," she whispered.
"I'm not mad," I stated.
Minutes ticked by in silence as Jordan continued her manipulation before she finally spoke again, "Did you really think I would want to be watched?"
"It was stupid," I replied.
"That's not an answer. Did you?" she probed.
"I don't know. It seems silly now. I guess my fantasy got out of control," I said.
"Does that mean you did?" she pushed.
"I guess," I finally admitted, which made me feel very embarrassed.
"Talking about it made you hard," she said.
I realized she was right as my dick had become fully engorged, but in defense I responded, "It was your hand."
"No," she whispered as she moved to put her lips around my shaft.
Several times, I tried to get her to move so we could make love, but she maintained her focus on the oral sex she was giving until she had me at the point of no return. Flat on my back, I groaned and grunted my way through a nice climax as she swallowed my semen and teased my balls. I was spent when she finished, and asked for a few minutes to rest, but she smiled, patted me on the arm and told me to go to sleep.
"Where are you?" I heard Jordan's voice in my phone.
It was a Friday, just after two in the afternoon, and I was on my way to another ranch about fifty miles away to deliver a bull we had sold.
"I'm on errand, what's up?" I replied, confused by my wife's tone.
"I came out to the ranch to draw. I thought you were here," she explained.
"I'm delivering a bull and I won't be back for a couple hours," I told her.
"Okay, I think I'm going to go to the windmill," she replied, showing no concern in her voice.
After acknowledging her plan, I hung up and started thinking about what was transpiring. Jordan had never driven to the ranch by herself, and even though she certainly knew the way, I still found it surprising she had ventured out without warning. There must certainly be a message in her actions I thought, and as the miles ticked away I tried to determine exactly what it might be.
There were two things I was pretty sure about. First, Jordan doesn't like living with conflict, and after several weeks of anger concerning Raul, she had softened noticeably, giving clear indications of her desire to move past it. Second, I knew she very much wanted a baby. She had made a decision it was time, and now it was almost like she gave off an aura. Therefore, I felt that her unannounced visit had at its core a plan to deal with these issues in some way.
Of course, there was also the situation with Raul to consider. I knew he wouldn't recognize her vehicle, so it would likely draw him out to see what was going on. That might result in a face-to-face situation which would certainly be uncomfortable for Jordan. I thought about calling her to explain my concern, but after a bit more contemplation I decided not to, rationalizing it might really be a good thing.
"Steve, how's your dad?" Ben Woodsen asked when I pulled up at the pens.
Ben was a fourth-generation rancher and a few years older than my dad. They grew up and lived in different towns and only saw each other a few times a year, yet both considered the other a good friend.
"He's fine Mr. Woodsen, I'll give him your regards," I replied as I joined him at the trailer gate.
"Your dad said this one's mild-mannered," he stated.
"Yes sir. He's an easy-going guy," I said while opening the gate so the bull could get out.
"Alright, then," he replied as the animal stepped out without prodding, and slowly ambled a few steps away.
"How about a beer?" the older man asked.
"Uh...yeah, sure," I replied.
I knew it would be rude to turn him down, so despite my mind being on my wife, I accepted his offer. One beer turned into two, and while we drank, he told long, involved tales about the history of the area, providing detailed accounts of some of the more colorful characters. Finally, after almost an hour, I respectfully said my goodbyes and left. The delay meant that the two hours I told my wife was going to be three, and I would likely arrive just before sundown. For some reason, the extra hour greatly multiplied my angst and I became worried about my wife. It seemed the miles crept by, but finally I was at the gate and a few minutes later I was pulling up at the HQ.
I was relieved to see Jordan's car, and I hopped from the pickup and went to the house without uncoupling the trailer. However, it was empty which set me immediately in the direction of the barn, when suddenly, on the road leading to the windmill, I saw Raul's truck inching slowly my way. As it grew closer, I could see two heads in the cab, and when it finally pulled up, I saw Jordan smiling from the passenger side. She disembarked from the vehicle wearing jeans and a simple pullover blouse, and met Raul near the rear where they began unloading her equipment.
"How was it?" I asked, stepping next to Jordan and giving her a quick hug.



"Pretty good. I'll show you inside," she replied.
I was surprised that neither of them showed any sign of discomfort considering what had occurred the last time they were together. Instead, after helping us carry some things to the porch, there were friendly goodbyes as he left. I was dying to pepper her with question, but I held my tongue and followed her into the small house.
"What took you so long?" she asked as soon as the door closed.
"My dad's friend Ben wanted to visit," I explained, which brought a strange smile.
Then, we looked at each other, and suddenly there was an awkward silence that was only broken when I asked to see what she had drawn that day. Jordan flipped through a canvas bag and pulled out a large pad which she opened to a sketch of a cow and a calf standing near the water tank. It had good detail, and I also felt that she had captured the connection between the animals.
"That's really good," I told her, which instantly brought a proud smile.
"Thanks. It's getting easier for me," she replied.
I wanted to know about Raul, although I didn't want to ask. However, Jordan didn't offer any explanation and instead left to shower while I made myself a drink. By the time she returned, some thirty minutes later, I had worked myself into a frenzy wondering how and for what purpose they had connected. I had also convinced myself that she knew exactly what she was doing and wanted me to be the one to raise the question, something I was adamant about not doing.
With sundown, the temperature fell to around sixty, and after pouring my wife a drink, I suggested we sit on the porch. She was dressed in pajama pants, socks and a polo shirt, so I grabbed a blanket and we stepped outside. I let Jordan take the large rocking chair, then covered her in the blanket, while I sat on the simple bench. The stars were already appearing, and we chatted about family for a few minutes, before I couldn't take it anymore.
"How did you end up with Raul?" I asked.
Instantly, I saw her try to fight back a smile, but failing, she replied, "I was waiting for that!"
"Come on Jordan, tell me what happened," I responded, trying to sound irritated.
She giggled for several seconds before answering, "When I got here, he came up to the car because he didn't recognize it. Then, when he saw me, he said you had left like he expected me to just leave to. I told him I knew what you were doing, and that I was going to draw, and he just shrugged and walked away. Then, a few minutes later, there was a knock on the door and he asked if I wanted him to drive me," she explained.
It was a plausible answer, but knowing the situation, I just didn't see Jordan accepting. My instincts were proved correct when I clarified her response.
"So, just like that you agree to go with the guy him? The guy that...you know..." I said.
"No, sweetie...I said no, but he said that driving to the windmill would be bad on my baby," she replied, referring to her SUV which she loved and pampered.
"You did it just to pay me back," I challenged her.
"Pay you back? I thought you'd love it," she said as her smile widened, and I knew she was trying to rub my nose in it.
"Okay, whatever, I'm glad you had your taxi to drop you off and pick you up," I responded, now feeling annoyed with her words.
"Honey, he didn't drop me off. He stayed and kept me company," she replied, looking at me with a strange, defiant expression.
I knew it was indeed payback, and she was using the situation as an opportunity to teach me a lesson. Also, I suspected she was being purposefully vague to get me to fill in the missing information, and I had to admit it was a good strategy, as she quickly had my mind filled with outlandish thoughts.
"Jordan, I'm glad you had a good day sketching," I replied, finally able to gain some self-control.
With that, I stood, took her glass and headed towards the door with the intent to refill our drinks and further regain my composure. I did the former quickly and was about to step back outside, when my eye caught something in the canvas bag that held her sketch pads. There were three still inside, and I picked the one that had captured my attention and lifted it free. Suddenly, there before me, competently drawn in charcoal, was a drawing of a shirtless man leaning against the hood of a pickup, that I instantly knew was Raul. My mind raced with the meaning of the art work, and after several minutes of review I decided the best course was just to carry it with me outside. I heard Jordan gasp with the realization of my discovery before I even sat down, and when I did, I could see her expression had turned from one of smug control to borderline panic.
"What's this?" I asked, just tossing the issue on the table.
"Just a sketch," she answered after a pause.
"Did you make it today?" I followed.
"Yes, I did," she responded, and I could tell my wife was trying to regain control.
"Why? I asked.
"I don't know...I got bored drawing cows," she replied.
"What happened?" I asked in a pointed tone.
"What do you mean?" Jordan responded, faking confusion.
"I mean what happened? Did he hit on you? Try anything? Did anything happen?" I probed.
"Nothing happened. He stood near his truck and left me alone," she stated.
"Nothing? No talking?" I pushed.
"Yes, talking about his family. His kids, his wife and how much he misses them," she answered, now growing aggravated.
"And you sketched him and hid it," I challenged her.
This time, there was a longer pause as she contemplated my statement before she finally spoke, "Yes, I made the drawing and yes I didn't show you if you want to call that hiding."
Her words launched us into another silence where we stayed as minute after minute ticked by. I refilled our glasses again, and yet even with my return we were both at a loss for words, or maybe we were just consumed by our own thoughts.
"You really don't understand it, do you?" she finally spoke, asking me a simple question that I instantly knew was on target.
I truly didn't understand my thoughts, motivations and desires, and most importantly, why I struggled to control my actions.
Before I knew it, pointed words were leaving my mouth, "Did he see you naked?'
Without speaking, Jordan stood and left me alone on the porch. For a minute or so, I could see the shadows on the windows from her movements inside, then they went away, leaving me to think she might have gone to bed. I stayed on the porch contemplating the situation I had created, or at least promoted, knowing the best path forward was to put a dagger in it and kill it. However, each time I landed on this as the solution, my mind went to the feeling of the incredible arousal I had realized from the play. I had thought it had been put behind me, buried and left for dead, but in the period of just a few short hours, I was left to wonder how I would live the rest of my life without experiencing it again. I felt like an addict, who knows right from wrong, and good from bad, but is wholly driven by the need to do it one more time.
Still, I convinced myself that the intelligent path was to go inside, apologize, and put the entire sordid mess behind us. Truly, it was what I intended to do, but when I stepped into the bedroom and saw that the curtains had been partially opened, all such thoughts evaporated. My wife was on her side under the covers and appeared to be asleep, leaving me to wonder whether it was an accident, a concession to me, or if she might harbor some hidden desires of her own. Her actions today certainly brought a new light on things, and it also dawned on me that her motivations didn't necessarily need to be constrained to one category.
I quickly got undressed and slipped into bed, where I determined quickly that my beautiful wife was not asleep. She was also very naked, and as soon as my hand touched her waist she moaned and turned to face me.
"Is this what you want?" I whispered.
"It's what you want," she countered.
"Is it what you want," I asked again.
"I want to make you happy," she replied.
"Is it what you want," I asked for a third time.
After several seconds of silence, she whispered, "Yes."
I pulled her to me and held her close, and after several passionate kisses, I got out of bed and went to the living room where I flicked the light several times before turning it off. I did the same thing to the porch light and when I returned to Jordan, only the bathroom light remained on. I had no way of knowing for sure whether Raul had seen the light signals, but for some reason I felt confident he did. Back at the bed, I pulled the covers from my wife and pushed her naked body back, then dived head first between her luscious thighs.
Inspired by the recent events, I licked her length and tongue lashed her, before concentrating on her tiny aroused nub. Using the tip of my tongue to tease and excite her, I brought her to one orgasm, then refused to let go for several minutes as she begged for relief. Finally, I was done, and we both spent some time recovering while connected in an embrace.
Several times, while I was feasting on my wife, I glanced up to see if she might be checking out the window. However, each time I was disappointed to see that she had her eyes squeezed shut, almost like she was forcing herself not to look.
"My turn," I whispered after several minutes, then pushed her shoulders back and mounted her.
"Mmmmmmm..." she let out in a long, needy whine when I slipped inside.
I was raised above her, on my elbows, so I could look into her face, and like before, she had her eyes purposefully shut.
When I had a nice rhythm going and her pussy was making wonderful, wet sounds, I whispered, "He's watching you."
"How do you know?" she immediately asked, as a tiny shiver went through her.
"Because, he wants you," I declared, intentionally trying to be provocative.
"Hush and make love to me," she responded, fending off the subject.
For the next few minutes we concentrated on each other with our passions rising. No words were exchanged, but there was a constant stream of moans, sighs and whimpers to signal our progress. As I started to get close, my movements became more furtive, and my breathing irregular. I felt Jordan's hands leave my shoulders and descend to my ass where they cupped my cheeks and helped pull me further inside.
"Let him see you cum," she whispered seductively, with her mouth just an inch from my ear.
"Uhhh...oh honey," was all I could force out with my release just seconds away.
"Show him how you do it," she whispered again, and I felt her hands pull even harder.
Her naughty words had me on fire, and just before I was going to explode, she wrapped her legs around me too. I made a last second effort to pull away, which failed, and suddenly I was spilling my seed into my wife's unprotected womb.
"Uhhh...ohhh...ugggghhhh...ugggghhhhh..." I grunted as I quickly gave up and just reveled in the feelings.
Spent, completely and utterly spent, was how I felt when the last drop of semen left my shaft. I stayed inside my wife for just a few more seconds, then dropped to her side and fought to regain my breath. It had been such a complete and fulfilling climax, that it took me a while to realize what had just occurred.
"You tricked me," I challenged Jordan.
"How, baby?" she replied as she tried to suppress a smile.
"You got me so excited I came in you," I answered, although I knew she followed my meaning.
"You're supposed to get excited when we make love," she countered.
"You know what I mean. You used Raul...and...the watching," I started, but it sounded awkward when I tried to say it.
"Raul's your thing," she replied.
I gave her an annoyed stare that she knew was forced, and thought about what Jordan had just accomplished. In a very sneaky way, she had used my fantasy to get what she wanted. Now, her womb was filled with life giving semen, and I knew that there was a good chance we had just made a baby. I had never considered Jordan to be a manipulator, but I had to admit that she had done a damn good job.
"Is it a good time?" I asked, referring to where she was in her cycle.
"It's a perfect time," she replied, then snuggled close against me and started kissing my neck.
For some reason, her trick didn't make me angry and I joined her in the cuddling. Later, she woke me up with her hand stroking my dick, and we made love again. This time, I released inside her without trickery, as I figured the damage had likely already been done.
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Sitting in front of the TV, watching the end of an early season college football game while sipping on my third beer, the sound of the garage door opening suddenly grabbed my attention. It meant my pretty wife Emily was returning from dinner with her best friend Chloe, who had called earlier practically begging my wife to meet her. I sensed something was up and was now eager to hear the news.
The sound of Emily's shoes on the hardwood floor signaled her approach, and soon she appeared with a look on her face that made it clear she had been drinking. There was a pause as we looked at each other before I finally spoke.
"How was dinner?" I asked.
"Let me get a drink first," she declared and spun around.
Emily is normally not a heavy drinker, so taking another in her current state portended the significance of the meeting. It took a few minutes for her to return, but when she did, I prodded once more.
"Well?" I asked.
"Chloe is upset about something," she replied, and it seemed like she wanted to act like the little girl with a secret.
"What's wrong?" I responded, playing along.
"I told her I wouldn't tell anyone," she stated.
"Okay, well that's fine," I said and turned my attention back to the TV.
Emily is not the gossipy type, and although I sensed she was eager to tell me about her friend's situation, I knew it was best not to push. Several minutes went by as we watched the program before she spoke.
"David wants to...I mean he's pushing really...for them to uhhh... try swinging," she stammered.
"Swinging? What do you mean?" I asked, as my mind instantly filled with a vision of people square dancing. It took a second or two for the reality to hit, and when it did, I declared in a shocked voice, "What the hell? You are joking!"
Since Emily and Chloe were very close, I knew her husband from frequent social interactions. Other than occasionally being a bit loud and boisterous, he always struck me as a normal, conservative college educated guy. Certainly, I had never seen any signs of sexual deviance, and in fact, he always seemed to be very respectful, almost doting, towards his wife.
"I'm not joking," Emily said, staring at me with a judgmental expression as if I was equally guilty simply by being male.
"Well, start from the beginning and tell me the whole story," I said while pulling myself up on the sofa.
For the next few minutes, my wife described meeting her friend for dinner, drinking lots of wine, and hearing it all. She explained that David had been dropping hints for some time that Chloe would just laugh off, but recently he had become more pointed, and last night in bed had bluntly told her it was something he wanted to try. He went on to declare that if she loved him, she would support the decision. Of course, that had led to an argument, then tears, followed by more arguing that had left her a wreck. She tried to keep it as just a husband-and-wife thing, but it ate on her all day and that made her call my wife.
"I'm not sure bullying would have been the approach I would have used," I said when my wife finished, which brought a strange look.
"How can a man...a husband...let his wife...do it...be with someone else?" she asked.
"I don't know honey. It's not something I've thought about. I guess if you've been together a long time and things are getting dull, but they've only been married three years," I answered.
"Yes..." she replied slowly while analyzing my words.
Emily was Chloe's Matron of Honor at her wedding, which occurred eight months after ours, and likewise, Chloe had been my wife's Maid of Honor. The two had been sorority sisters in the same pledge class and had hit it off instantly. Since they had ended up in the same city after graduation, they had been able to maintain their friendship, and I saw Chloe at least every other week. It wasn't something I minded, as, like my wife, she is very attractive and quite fun. Both Emily and Chloe are slender and tallish, with the main differences between them being hair color and breast size. My wife is raven-haired while her friend is a blonde, and Chloe is a full C-cup while Emily is a B. Since neither woman had yet become pregnant, they still had firm bodies.
"Is she going to?" I asked, finally acknowledging the huge elephant in the room.
"Of course not, and I told her that David was wrong and being a total ass," she replied, flashing some anger.
"You know...uh...it might mean that he's having an affair or something," I offered slowly, knowing it was dangerous ground.
"I know..." she said, then after a look at her feet added, "I think it's a possibility, but I didn't say anything to Chloe."
"What's she going to do? I asked.
"Tell him NO WAY!" she quickly responded.
"Well, you're likely going to get more calls, so sweetie you need to do what you can to help Chloe. This is serious stuff and she's going to need you," I said.
I knew she was going to do what she needed for her friend whether I acknowledged it or not, but I thought I could get some good guy points by making the offer, and the look in her eyes after I finished let me know I had made the right decision. Indeed, it was just after lunch the next day when Emily received the call from Chloe, and an hour later she was knocking on our front door. Knowing I would be in the way, I kissed her on the cheek and then left so they could talk in private. I ran errands for a few hours and then drove home, but when I spotted Chloe's car still in the driveway, I kept going and ended up at a sports bar. There, I sent a text to my wife asking her to let me know when her friend left, and it wasn't until almost seven that I got the all-clear. Arriving home, the two empty Chardonnay bottles on the counter and my wife's red eyes informed me of her condition.
"Well...tell me about it," I said after grabbing a beer from the fridge and moving to the living room, with Emily right behind.
"He's being a fucking prick!" my wife announced, using language that was exceedingly rare for her.
"Okay...like what? What happened?" I asked, hoping for a better description.
"She told him no and he started laying this huge guilt trip on her telling her she didn't support him and she was too goody-goody," she replied, slurring her words slightly.
"Why doesn't she just ignore him? I'm pretty sure he loves her...a lot...so tell her to just laugh it off," I suggested.
"She tries but he is being forceful and you know she can't stand confrontation. Everything must be resolved with her...it's how she's made up," she answered.
"What's she going to do?" I asked.
"Keep talking to him," she replied, and although it sounded inadequate, I couldn't think of a better approach.
It wasn't long before Emily disappeared, and after a bit I went looking for her, finding her passed out on our bed. I spent a few minutes getting her out of her clothes and then put her under the covers before returning to the TV. Just past midnight, I joined her and pulled her nude body against mine.
"Are you awake?" I whispered when I felt her butt wiggle slightly.
"Mmmm...barely," she replied.
My hands started to slowly roam her body, as they often did when we were naked together, and over the next few minutes, I could tell she was becoming aroused.
"Do you want to make love?" I asked softly.
"Do you?" she replied quickly.
"Mmmm...hmmm..." I moaned into her ear, as my hand drifted lower.
Emily was slightly wet when my fingers found her smooth slit, and after playing with her for a while, I moved my head under the sheets. She loves to receive oral sex, although she is less enthusiastic about giving it, so as my tongue teased her folds, she kicked at the covers so she could spread her legs wider.
"Oh...oh please darling..." she whined.
For some reason, I loved it when she called me darling. It seemed so old school and cultured, which for some reason pleased me. I worked slowly, moving around her entire mound before I felt she was at just the right level of excitement. Then, I focused on her clit, rapidly assaulting it with quick cat licks. It was a proven technique, and just like countless other times, it wasn't long before her writhing body and her soft mews of pleasure let me know she was on her way to an orgasm.
"Oh...oh...darling...oh...mmm...mmm..." she whimpered, as she pulled her legs back.
"Does it feel good?" I asked, breaking just for a moment, but her hands were quick to guide me back into place.
Less than a minute later, with my tongue smacking wetly against her tiny nub, she let go, "Ohhh...oh yes...uhhh...oh yes...mmmm...."
Knowing from experience that I could extend the orgasm by penetrating her, I lifted and pushed my erect dick into her ready pussy. My pace was deep and deliberate, and as expected, I was able to keep her on a plateau of pleasure for almost a minute before she finally started to come down. With her arms wrapped around my neck, and contented sounds coming from her, I could now concentrate on my pleasure. Emily's pussy is amazingly soft and usually quite warm which makes it difficult to last long, and soon I could feel the tingling sensation begin in my groin that signaled my imminent release.
"Nnnnn...ohhh...oh shit...shit...damn..." I grunted as the thick substance jetted from my body.
Even in the cool house, we were both damp with sweat, and we spent the next few minutes in each other's arms catching our breath. I could feel Emily's heart beating, which added to the feeling of intimacy, and I lingered on her before I finally dropped to her side.
"I love you," I whispered, which resulted in her pulling my arm more tightly around her.
Several minutes went by as we drifted towards sleep, so she startled me she suddenly spoke.
"Honey, have you ever thought about...you know...swapping?" she asked.
"Sweetie, I think I told you yesterday that I've never thought about it," I answered.
"Okay," she replied, but in a way that made me think there was still something on her mind.
For the next several weeks, Emily played the role of confidant and advisor for Chloe as her husband showed no sign of giving up on his decadent desires. Repeatedly, the young wife tried to explain rationally to her husband that she didn't share his interest, and that it would be bad for their marriage, but David remained obstinate. Slowly, I sensed things beginning to change as Emily started asking me questions about the mechanics of swinging encounters. As the uninvolved bystander, it seemed to me that Chloe must at least be considering her husband's demands if they were discussing these aspects.
"Emily, I don't know how it works. I would just be guessing," I told my wife after one of her questions, then added after a short pause, "Why? Is she considering it?"
"No...I mean...I guess after all the talk she's just trying to understand," my wife responded.
"Okay, well the only thing I could tell her would be to look it up on the internet," I said.
More time went by and things seemed to be getting less troublesome as Emily was no longer constantly counseling her friend. So, I was surprised when my wife brought up the subject of going to Dallas for the weekend with the couple.
"What's it all about Emily?" I asked, sensing there was more to the story than a casual weekend.
"Look...okay look..." she tried to start but stumbled, and then after a deep breath, she began again, "Chloe agreed to go to a club just to check it out and she wants us to go, too."
"What the hell? Emily, I don't want to go. It will be all weird and awkward, and they'll know we know about their weirdness," I protested.
"Please, darling," she asked, giving me her big-eyed pleading look.
"Emily this is freaky," I continued.
"I know it's odd, but we need to be there for Chloe," she begged.
Two days later, after leaving work early, we found ourselves seated on an airplane for the quick flight to Dallas. Chloe and David had taken a prior flight, so we were alone, which allowed me to continue to voice my reluctance, however, Emily was quickly dismissing any issue I raised. The plan was to check into the hotel, meet up for a nice dinner and then visit the club. A little after five, we were in our room at one of the better hotels in the city, having scored a good weekend rate, and while Emily primped, I headed down to the bar to wait. I told her to let David know where I was if he called, as I hoped to get a few minutes alone with him to provide my thoughts, which were mostly around wanting to be ready to leave at the first signs of strangeness.
A little over an hour later, with me now quite buzzed, my wife walked up looking fabulous, but by the expression on her face, I could tell something was wrong.
"What?" I asked.
"They left," she answered with a wince.
"Left? What do you mean?" I demanded.
"They went home. Chloe told his sister, who told his mother, and now he's in big trouble," she explained.
"Damn! He's not going to be very happy with her," I said.
"No...they're not speaking," she informed me.
"Well, hell. I don't know whether to be happy or mad," I said and started laughing, with Emily quickly joining in.
"Let's go to dinner," she stated and took my hand as I stood.
Our reservation was at a top-end steakhouse, and arriving late it took a few minutes to get our table, so we had a drink in the bar. We had a good laugh about the sequence of events that got us there, then enjoyed an excellent dinner accompanied by a nice bottle of Cabernet. By the time the check arrived, neither of us was feeling any pain, and soon we were in a taxi headed back to the hotel.
"Too bad they left. I actually wanted to see the place," I teased my wife.
"I know you did sweetie," she said with feigned concern while patting my arm.
"No, seriously. I did," I replied, still trying to provoke a rise.
"Well darling, let's swing by for a drink," she countered, and a grin spread across her face as she felt she had out maneuvered me.
There was silence in the cab for several seconds as I floundered for a rebuttal before I finally said, "That's not a bad idea. We can have a look and you can tell Chloe what it was like."
"Sure, let's go," she responded, and I knew she still felt I would back down.
"Do you have the address?" I asked after another short pause.
While giving me a strange look, she picked up her phone and after manipulating it read off the address. Seconds later, I had provided the new destination to our driver and we were off towards the club. It took fifteen minutes to get there, which we covered in silence, and upon arriving we found that the club was at the end of s strip shopping center. The rest of the property was standard retail, so at this hour the only cars in the parking lot were in front of the club. The East Asian taxi driver had a smirk on his face as I paid him, no doubt thinking that we were there for random sex.
It was just past ten when we entered, and after paying a $20 cover to a fortyish blonde woman that looked Emily over several times, we turned the corner and entered the main room that consisted of a bar, a seating area, and a dance floor. I guessed there were fifty people in attendance, and a DJ was playing techno music with a driving beat, while about a dozen or so danced. Several things struck me quickly as I looked around. First, it was much less seedy than I expected from a décor and furnishings perspective. Second, the clientele looked to be a bit older, with the average age late thirties or early forties. And finally, we were overdressed.
The women were wearing a mix of casual and club attire, with many showing significant cleavage or leg, which contrasted with my wife's knee-length, expensive cocktail dress. Similarly, my sports coat and dress slacks set me apart from the other men. I guided Emily to what looked to be a well-stocked bar, and we took stools in an empty spot.
"Well, no sex on the tables," I said to my wife after the bartender had delivered our drinks.
"I know...kind of dull," she responded sarcastically.
For the next twenty minutes, we sipped our cocktails and watched the dynamics of the room. While there was certainly more interaction amongst the people than you would see at a normal bar, we saw little that would indicate it was a crowd interested in sexual play.
"First time?" our bartender asked when he arrived with refills.
Ramon, as indicated by his nametag, appeared to be about our age and was in good shape, with well-developed biceps. He was swarthy looking, with a neatly groomed shadow beard, and he had his dark, longish hair pulled into a ponytail that revealed a pierced ear.
"Yeah, just having a look," I replied.
"Any experience in the lifestyle?" he followed, as I watched him glance at my wife.
"No," I answered, not completely certain what he meant.
"Well, this place is pretty laid back, although it sometimes gets wild a bit later. Nothing to worry about, though," he explained and then left.
Another fifteen minutes went by, and then a couple, approximately forty, arrived and took the seats next to us. The woman sat alongside me, and I saw that she was blonde and petite, and wore a tight skirt that extended to mid-thigh, with a blouse that highlighted her large enhanced breasts. It was obvious she had at one time been quite the looker, but her skin now had a mottled look, and from the smell on her clothes, I surmised it was from smoking. Still, she was reasonably attractive and had a lively manner with a big smile.
"Hi there," she said when we made eye contact.
"Hi," I replied, suddenly feeling nervous, and for some odd reason, a bit guilty.
"I'm Rhonda," she announced.
Although I had my back turned to my wife, I could feel her eyes on me as I introduced myself, then Emily, before learning her husband's name was Hal. After that, things became quiet once more and we went back to our drinks until Rhonda spoke up again.
"We haven't seen y'all here before," she stated.
"It's their first time," Ramon interjected, having walked up just as she spoke.
"Well don't be nervous. We like first timers!" she answered, and together the couple started to chuckle.
Following that, a conversation ensued that became more interactive as it became clear that Hal and Rhonda could speak on subjects other than sex. Even Emily became engaged and Ramon would occasionally join in when he wasn't preparing drinks. Along the way, we learned that they were club regulars, and got the sense that they were planning on meeting someone, but for the most part, the talk was about our likes and lives.
We had been at it for some time when a single man approached, and by the look on Rhonda's face, I knew he was the person they had been waiting for. I guessed that he was in his mid-twenties, slightly younger than us, standing about six-foot-tall and in good shape with dark, wavy hair and tanned skin, he exuded an air of confidence in his demeanor.
Rhonda and Hal. How is everyone?" he asked, first shaking the older man's hand before glancing at us.
Rhonda offered introductions, letting us know his name was Craig, and the conversation started once more, although now the woman was directing most of her attention toward him. Hal, for his part, didn't seem put off at all, rather, he let his wife lead the discussion, and seemed content to mostly observe.
"I can't believe we're watching this," Emily whispered in my ear.
I knew what she meant as right before us verbal, sexual foreplay was starting involving a married couple that was most likely going to end up with the wife having sex with the younger man. It seemed surreal in a way, but now that we knew them, it also felt strangely genuine. It wasn't long before Craig took Rhonda's hand and guided her to the dance floor.
"What do you think?" Hal asked, as soon as they were gone.



It was a surprising question, but it did offer an opportunity to probe.
"I'm not sure really. I mean how does this work now?" I queried.
"Sometimes we come here and connect with another couple, but tonight Rhonda wanted Craig, so we'll end up back at our place later," he explained.
In explaining, he showed no sign of embarrassment or shame and looking over my shoulder, I could see that Emily was listening intently.
"I see," I answered while nodding my head.
"It just seems so simple...I mean I would expect more...something..." Emily stammered, offering her opinion.
"More angst?" Hal asked with a short laugh.
"Yes, I guess," my wife confirmed.
"Gets easier with experience," he replied.
A short period of silence ensued before I spoke again, commenting, "You know we were expecting...people to...uhhh...be more aggressive."
The older man started laughing, which went on for a few seconds, before he said, "You're giving off nervous vibes. Especially, sitting here at the bar. Go sit at a table and you'll get some attention."
"Really?" I responded, not sure what else to say.
"Really," he answered, then quickly added, "Every man in here has been checking out Ms. Emily in case you hadn't noticed."
Turning to my wife, I could see a startled expression on her face, and she blushed deeply.
"Should we get a table?" I asked with a smirk.
"Here's fine," she shot back, which made both Hal and I laugh.
"Darling, would you like to dance?" the older man asked, looking past me towards my wife.
His use of the word surprised me, but quickly regaining my wits, I turned towards Emily and shrugged indicating I had no objection. Emily loves to dance, and since I hate to, it often became a point of tension. Still, this was not a normal place for us, and there was a moment of hesitation before she rose and accepted the man's hand.
Average would be the best way to describe Hal. He was a couple of inches short of six feet and had a medium build with brown hair that showed some gray at the temples. A fast song played as they approached the floor, but just as they arrived it ended and a slow number started. Without hesitation, he took my wife in his arms in a respectful way and they began moving to the music as if they had done so dozens of times. It wasn't long before Rhonda spotted them, and although I could see her speaking to them, it was much too far away for me to hear.
Rhonda and Craig returned first, and after a few quick words, they became engrossed in a whispered, personal conversation. Three songs later, I saw Emily and Hal headed back and as she approached, I could see a light sheen of perspiration on her arms and neck.
"Hal is a great dancer," my wife announced to the older woman, who had looked up when they arrived.
"Oh, he truly is," she agreed with a beaming smile.
As soon as Emily settled, I left for the restroom located in a hallway near the entrance. Once inside, I found one man at the urinal and another in the stall, so I stood behind and waited my turn.
"Is Hal going to get some of that?" a voice from the stall called out.
Before answering, the man at the urinal turned and looked at me, and from the shock on his face, I knew he recognized who I was.
"Forget it," he called out, hoping to quiet his friend.
"Damn, I bet she'd be good," the man in the stall answered, ignoring the urgent plea.
There were no further comments and seconds later he stepped out. By his expression, he too recognized me, and both men made a hasty and awkward exit. I was proud of myself for holding my temper, and I knew part of it was the situation we were experiencing. How could I get upset about some man ogling and desiring my wife when we had consciously chosen to visit a club whose purpose was to encourage that behavior? Still, it left me with a strange feeling, neither good nor bad, but different.
Leaving the bathroom, I could see Hal had moved from his stool and was standing in front of my wife in conversation. Again, after a moment of reflection, I realized I shouldn't be surprised, and with the acceptance came some interest in understanding how Emily was receiving the attention. Was she upset or insulted? Amused? Curious?
Hal stepped to the side when I arrived but made no move towards his seat, and I joined the conversation while Rhonda and Craig continued with their own. Emily showed no signs of distress, which I was happy to see, and I felt we could soon conclude the evening having had an adventure. In any event, she would certainly have something to tell Chloe when we returned home. After a few minutes, Hal excused himself to go to the restroom, and I was about to suggest to Emily that we head for the hotel, but before I could speak, she started.
"Hal asked us to go to their house," she stated while raising her eyebrows.
For an instant, some anger flashed through me as I thought about his attempt to maneuver through my wife. I was just about to tell her it was silly, and time to leave, when I decided to take a moment and probe her thoughts.
"Do you want to?" I asked, trying to look indifferent.
"No, but you tell him," she quickly replied.
"What did you tell him when he asked?" I followed.
"I said I would talk to you," she explained.
I realized she just wanted me to be the bad guy which didn't surprise me, but I decided to have some fun with it, so when Hal came back, I broached the subject.
"Emily said you asked us to come over," I said.
"Yeah, would love for y'all to. It's not far...an easy drive," he replied.
"Okay, we'll drop by, but we can't stay long," I answered, purposefully avoiding my wife's eyes.
Hal gave me the address, which I made a show of typing into my phone, and fifteen minutes later everyone made to leave. I could tell Emily was confused and irritated, but since my acceptance, she had made no effort to challenge the decision. What she didn't know was I had no intention of going to the house and had merely been teasing her. I fully intended to head straight for the hotel knowing we would never see these people again anyway, and I was just waiting for them to leave so they didn't offer us a ride.
"Are you serious?" my wife jumped me, as soon as they departed.
"I thought just for a drink. We can see how swingers live," I stated.
"Do what you want," she replied, clearly exasperated then added, "You're crazy."
Her mannerisms tickled me, and I fought but failed to hold back a laugh. After finishing, and seeing her looking at me with an annoyed glare, I started to explain.
"Sweetie, we're not going. That was just to play with you some," I said.
Unfortunately, she didn't see the humor in my approach, and she got that overly calm look that occurred when she was truly displeased. She was silent while I called a taxi and finally spoke after I told her it would be ten minutes.
"That was rude," she stated flatly.
I knew, that like countless other times, we had suddenly left the rational world and had started a war of wills. Most of the time, I let her have her way, although occasionally I would fight back, particularly when I had been drinking.
"Would you rather go?" I asked, flippantly.
"No, but why did you tell him you would? There was no reason to and it was rude," she replied, reiterating her characterization of my action.
"Well, let's go then," I replied, irked by her smugness.
We stood in silence near the front door while we waited for the cab which thankfully arrived several minutes early. However, when I directed the driver to our hotel, Emily decided to speak.
"Change your mind?" she said in a voice dripping with sarcasm.
I truly did want to go to the hotel where I hoped to make love to my wife in the comfort of our lovely hotel room. However, once again, her condescending words struck a chord in me, and for the second time that night, I was redirecting the taxi driver towards a new destination. I expected Emily to step in and halt me, but amazingly she remained silent.
Soon, we were driving into a nice residential area, and as Hal had said, it wasn't long before we pulled in front of the designated house which featured a well-manicured lawn with two old oak trees in front. Once again, it struck me as odd to learn that people who I had previously labeled as sexual deviants lived outwardly normal lives, and I wondered if we might know others. I climbed from the car without speaking and met my wife just as she closed her door. She had a very strange expression on her face that looked equal parts annoyance, surprise, and nervousness.
"We're here," I said when Hal opened the front door.
"Welcome...welcome," he responded, stepping back to let us pass.
We followed him towards the back of the house until we came to a large den with a nice built-in bar in the corner. Immediately, he began to make drinks and a few minutes later we were holding our glasses, engaged in the same easy conversation we had experienced at the club. Rhonda and Craig were conspicuously absent, and although I wanted badly to ask, I steered clear of the subject. However, a few minutes later when Emily excused herself to visit the toilet, I learned far more than I expected.
"Would you and Emily like to watch?" Hal suddenly asked.
"What do you mean?" I replied, surprised and a little confused.
"Watch Rhonda in bed with Craig," he clarified, acting as if it was the most normal thing in the world.
"She'll let you? I mean...uh...Emily won't..." I started but ended mid-sentence.
"Rhonda loves people watching. She's a natural exhibitionist, and don't be too sure about your wife. In my experience, nothing gets a woman more excited than watching others have sex," he responded with a smile.
"Thanks, but you know...I don't think she...we...will," I answered, still fighting for the right words.
"I see. Well, I'm going to join them. If you change your mind, come on back," he replied, and after telling me the location of the master bedroom, he left.
My first thought was how bizarre and rude it was to leave houseguests unattended, recent acquaintances at that, but in retrospect, I realized he knew exactly what he was doing. Of course, as soon as my wife returned, she asked about our host, and it took me several stammering attempts to explain to her what had occurred and where he had gone.
"Well, I hope you've had enough," she spat out when I finished.
"Me?" I started, then thinking better, said, "Yeah, let's go."
As we started to leave, I remembered the directions Hal had given me, and when we neared the intersection where one hallway led to the master bedroom, I stopped and with a finger to my lips signaled to Emily to be quiet and follow. Having come this far, I wanted to grab a peek for nothing more than to say I did.
"No..." she whispered urgently, and I avoided her attempt to grab my arm as I moved down the corridor.
I easily found the room and saw that the door was open several inches. Peering discreetly inside, I could see a room softly lit by candles, and Rhonda lay on her back on an elevated bed with Craig's face planted between her spread legs. Soft purrs were coming from her as she slowly lolled her head back and forth in obvious pleasure.
My dick instantly stiffened, and I had to use my hand to move it in my pants. It was only seconds later that Emily approached, waving with her hand for me to come back, but when she reached the point where she could see into the room, she stopped and looked. The seconds ticked by and became a minute as my wife witnessed the erotic scene. Neither of us had ever seen people having sex in real life, and I found it incredibly exciting and suspected that Emily did as well. I put my hand on her hip and attempted to guide her next to me, but in the process, I broke her concentration.
"This is sick...let's go," she said in a low, pleading voice.
"In a minute," I replied, hoping she would return to her voyeurism.
Emily shuffled her feet nervously for a few seconds, then finally settled down and returned to watching. She was just in time to see Craig end his oral work, quickly strip then move into position between Rhonda's open legs. Just for a moment, the flickering candlelight illuminated his cock, and I glanced at my beautiful wife's face which seemed drawn to his tool. Craig used his knees to push the older woman's legs even further apart, then with a dip of his hips, he found his target.
"Ohhh...ohhh yesss...ohhh fuck...fuck me good," Rhonda whined, loud enough for us to hear, as we watched him impale her.
The young stud started a slow movement, feeding her the full length of his cock, which continued to draw sounds of pleasure from our hostess. Emily, now completely still, watched the coupling, and only the occasional flick of her tongue over her lips indicated that she was not a statue.
I moved a half-step over, which brought me close behind her, and began to run my hands over her hips and ass while my eyes joined her sightline. As my arousal grew, my hands became more insistent, until I was pulling on her skirt to raise it so that I could get access to her panties. Surprisingly, only once did she try to fend me off, and after that, I was able to cinch the garment up until it was high enough that I could snake my hand underneath and find her thong.
"Huhhh...mmm..." she gasped when I contacted her covered pussy.
Up and down, I went with my fingers, feeling the heat permeating through the material and sensing she was very wet. Emily's ass began pushing against my rigid cock in time with my stroking, and I was just about to slip my fingers beneath her thong when without warning, the door opened wide. Suddenly, standing before us was a completely naked Hal.
"Ayyyeee!" my wife cried out in surprise while twisting to try and break free.
"Why don't you come in," the older man suggested in a low voice, with a smirk on his face.
For a moment, we stood in stunned silence, and in that time Hal's eyes took in my wife. Then, she turned and buried her face in my chest, and over her shoulder, I could see our host continuing to stare. He was in decent shape, with just a little belly fat, and sported an average-length dick with good girth. Surprisingly, a gold barbell adorned one of his nipples, which felt out of place on what so far had seemed to be a normal guy. Well, normal except for the wife sharing I thought, and realized my judgment might be flawed.
"Uh...no...wait...I don't know...uh we better go," I stammered, as Emily wrenched free and began to straighten her clothes.
"Up to you," he stated, taking a final look at my wife, then turned and moved to the end of the bed, leaving the door completely open.
"Let's go...please," my wife begged in a tiny voice, and it was obvious that she was very embarrassed.
I was about to take her hand and lead her away when Rhonda let loose with a series of high-pitched squeals of intense excitement, and as soon as they ended, she started emitting rhythmic grunts. She was truly receiving pleasure, and her sounds, coupled with the view we now had, stopped me as, once again, I felt mesmerized by the deep eroticism of watching others in the act. Ignoring Emily's tugs, I stayed in place and slowly her efforts dissipated, and after a minute or so had gone by, I took the risk of glancing her way and saw that she was once more focused on the bed. Now, there was no pretense of hiding, and I could see that Hal was splitting his time between watching his wife and looking at Emily, no doubt hoping that something would start again.
The scene before us felt almost overwhelming in sexual intensity, far different than anything I had considered, it enthralled me, and I found my hand on Emily's hip pushing her through the door. Strangely, she didn't object, and soon we were in the room, but rather than stand near the bed, we slunk back into the dark corner nearest the door. Twice, Emily pushed my hand away when I tried to reach beneath her dress, but on the third attempt, she let me proceed. The actions from the couple on the bed certainly helped, as Craig was now fucking the older woman with a full, powerful cadence that had her wailing in joy. By her sounds, I suspected she had cum at least once and would likely peak again if her lover didn't fade.
My wife sighed deeply when my fingers found her thong, and I started to tease, hoping to build her excitement. I could see that our host was now giving her his complete attention, watching intently, while he stroked his stiff cock. After another minute, I probed the edge of my wife's thong and then tried to work a finger beneath it.
"Don't," I demanded when Emily tried to squeeze her legs closed.
"Honey...no..." she whined.
"Hush..." I replied, and surprisingly, I felt her muscles relax.
Seconds later, my fingers were on her completely drenched slit and her hips began to move slightly. I spread the wetness from her slit across her entire mound, making sure I brushed over her swollen clit, and it wasn't long before her knees began to grow weak. Her sounds, soft moans interspersed with quick gasps, joined the movements of her body, which gave me the encouragement I needed to continue, and soon I was strumming her slit with two fingertips. I noticed that she would watch the fucking on the bed then close her eyes for several seconds while licking her lips before returning to the couple. There was no question that she was excited, more so than I had ever experienced, and I was now having to use my strength to keep her upright.
Although I didn't want to interrupt my progress, I was in an awkward position and it was becoming difficult to hold her. Off to the left was a loveseat, and even though I was worried I would break the spell, I shuffled the few feet and then pulled her against me as I flopped down. Fortunately, the movement didn't affect her, and within seconds my hand was back in place.
Sitting changed our point of view, but it was no less erotic as we now could gaze directly at Craig's shaft penetrating Rhonda. Even in the limited light, we could see it was glistening from her juices, and with each thrust, we could hear a wet, slurping sound. Now emboldened, I started to use my free hand to pull on the hem of her skirt, and after several firm tugs, it was mostly over her hips. Looking down, I could see that her fabric-covered mound, bulging from my hand, was on display, but when I tried to force her thong lower, she stopped me.
"No," she said in a clear voice.
Amazingly, she had managed to break from her reverie for just an instant to give the rebuke, but almost immediately returned to playing the voyeur. I was still determined, so after giving her some time, I tried once more. On this attempt, rather than speak, her hand grabbed my wrist, but I ignored her effort and pushed until I had the garment to mid-thigh. Now, with much better access, I went to work on her, alternating between her opening and her engorged clit while I licked on her soft neck.
"God, he's fucking her good," I whispered, while her body moved slowly in response to my touch.
A soft moan came from her that joined a spasm in her body that I thought might have been a small orgasm, but when she remained focused on the bed, I knew she wasn't there yet.
Hal's eyes had fixated on my wife's exposed pussy since I pushed her thong down. He was standing no more than three steps away and somehow Emily had managed to block him from her mind. However, I could tell by his body language he was getting antsy, so I wasn't surprised when, with slow calculated steps, he moved toward us. He slowly dropped to his knees, but it wasn't until his hand touched my wife's leg that she realized his closeness.
"What? No...honey...no..." she called out.
Hal must have realized he had one shot and he better make it count because with an amazingly deft move he dropped between her legs, brushed my hand away, and buried his face in her pussy.



"Stop! Shit! No..." she cried out while trying to twist her body.
"Emily, be still...let him," I demanded while pulling her shoulders against me.
"No...uhhh...no... Why?" she stammered.
In our position, her head was close to mine, and I turned it so we were staring into each other's eyes, then said, "Let him."
Emily gave me a confused look while she continued to try and move at the waist, but suddenly, I felt her body go stiff, and then with a deep exhale of breath she became still. It wasn't long before faint whimpers started coming from her, although no longer caused by my fingers. Instead, a stranger's tongue, which had found the right spot, was now at work.
Hal quickly demonstrated his experience as her tiny sounds grew in intensity over the next few minutes until it was clear to all that she was in ecstasy. I watched in amazement as he slowly worked her thong down her long legs and over her heeled feet without resistance. As soon as it was off, he moved his body closer, forcing her legs wider while gaining even better access. It was then that I decided to free her breasts and with slow, measured movements I unzipped the back and lowered the straps over her arms then pushed her bra down. As soon as my fingers found her tiny nipples, her body began to undulate again, although now it was from extreme arousal.
It was then that I realized all the sounds in the room were coming from Emily, and looking up, I saw that Rhonda and Craig had stopped fucking and were watching my wife. It was easy to understand why she was the center of attention. A beautiful young woman, new to their swinging world, was in the throes of passion as indicated by her unbridled moans, and although she had her eyes shut, her expression showed erotic desperation as if her biggest worry was that Hal might stop.
"Damn, this pussy is sweet," he declared, lifting his head for a second.
"Ughhhh...ughhh..." Emily groaned, frustrated by the lost sensation, and lifted her hips seeking contact.
Her efforts brought a giggle from Rhonda and I watched Hal smile as a strange expression came to his face. Then, he dropped his head, but instead of working her with his tongue, he started rubbing his face from his forehead to his chin over her soaked pussy. Seconds later, he looked up again, and now I could see my wife's juices all over his face. We made eye contact for an instant, and he gave me a wicked, knowing smile before starting with his tongue again.
He pushed her legs even wider, forcing her dress to rise, and I took the hem and lifted it until her entire abdomen showed. I sensed that he was now going to take her over the edge, and by the tightness in her tummy and the way she pushed her breasts against my hands, I knew she didn't have far to go. Her moans started coming more frequently, emitted in a variety of tones and intensity like a band moving rapidly towards a crescendo. When it arrived, I realized I was watching her have the most powerful orgasm of her life.
"Ohhhhh...ohhhh...please...God please...ohhh...I...I...ohhh please!" she called out as Hal and I held her in place.
"Let it out Emily," I coached her after the initial release.
Hal showed no sign of wanting to stop, and for the next minute, he continued his assault while my wife wailed in joy.
"No more, please..." she finally gasped.
Emily tried to use her hands to move him away, but I stopped her and let him continue for several more seconds before with a strong twist she broke free.
"I can't take anymore," she cried out.
As soon as Hal backed away, we received a full view of her lower body. Her tummy was heaving in as she struggled for breath, and her legs were jerking with electrical aftershocks, but the most incredible sight was the movement of her labia which opened and closed like the mouth of a fish out of water.
"Damn! It's going to be a fun night," Craig declared.
I was so focused on my wife's pussy that at first, I didn't notice that Hal was moving into a position to fuck her. It was only when he was several inches away, holding his cock in his fist as it oozed cum, that I realized his intent. Once more, we made eye contact, and I saw his face still wet with Emily's discharge, with a hungry and determined look. For a moment, I froze in confusion, and the head of his cock closed the short distance to the top of her slit. When he pushed down, it disappeared into her folds.
"Huh? No!" she cried out, and quickly her hips turned, making him pull out while her hand covered her mound.
"C'mon honey, Hal took you to heaven. Let him have some fun," Rhonda said.
"Please?" Emily said, begging me with her eyes.
I knew what she meant and realized it was time to come to her recuse, so I helped her up and let her straighten her things while the others looked on silently.
"I think this is enough for us. Sorry, but we're going to go," I said firmly.
With that, we turned our backs and left the room, hearing faint mumbles as we made our way to the door.
We stood in front of the house for almost forty minutes before a cab arrived, and spent most of it in silence as both of us were still processing what had just occurred. It had been so serendipitous, and so out of the norm for us, that we had no reference point of how to react or what to say. As soon as we were in our hotel room, Emily quickly disrobed and then went straight to the bathroom, and only then did I realize we had left her thong behind. I knew that at some point, if it hadn't happened already, Hal would bring it to his face and inhale her scent, and for some reason, rather than disgust, I felt pride.
Now, in the safety and quiet of the hotel room, I could contemplate why I had allowed the events to take place. I questioned my motivation, as before tonight nothing remotely like it had shown itself in my fantasy world. Those thoughts always revolved around Emily and me trying new things together but never with others. Was what just happened some bizarre extension of these thoughts? Was there a darker recess of my mind that just now showed itself? Or, was it just a sequence of events that got out of control? I tossed throughout the night as I tried to land on a specific view, but nothing seemed to fit correctly.
Several times during the night, I heard Emily sobbing, and each time, I would pull her to me and stroke her softly, but we were still far away from words. The next morning, things were still unresolved so we moved our flight up and left, as both of us wanted to get back to friendly surroundings. Of course, I remained very concerned about Emily and how she would cope, as I felt that besides anger with me, she felt deep guilt from her actions.
The trip home was strained and it didn't abate when we arrived. Emily was barely speaking to me and when she did it was only to communicate the essentials. She made it clear that I had let her down, and although I thought it was partly a rationalization of her behavior, I kept my mouth shut. Thinking my best ally was time, I just focused on trying to be a good husband.
It took right at three weeks before Emily confided in Chloe. I sensed it as soon as I walked into the house and saw the strange look in her friend's eyes. It connoted judgment and not a small degree of anger, which made me retreat quickly to another room. Later, when we were alone, she admitted she had shared the story, and by her words, I soon realized she had played it as the victim with me as the bad guy. There was certainly an element of truth to her view, as I no doubt had manipulated things, but I felt it a bit extreme to lay all the blame on me, which left me prickly.
"You know, you were there and..." I started.
"And what?" she asked defiantly.
"Never mind," I followed.
"No, say it," she pushed.
"No, there's no point. I'm sorry it happened, and I'm sorry for my involvement," I acquiesced.
"Involvement? I think it was a bit more than involvement," she challenged with an angry look.
"I see. Well, I am truly sorry," I responded, deciding nothing positive would come from arguing.
Emily gave me an annoyed look but turned and left. We stayed in separate parts of the house for the remainder of the day and only met at bedtime. Since that fateful evening in Dallas, we hadn't made love and it was beginning to be a strain on our relationship, so I reached for her. At first, she accepted my hand on her hip and even let it slip under her t-shirt, but when I touched her breast, she grabbed my wrist.
"Not yet," she announced, pulling me closer to her, but making it clear there would be no sex.
The following weekend, Chloe and David came over for dinner. Now dinner with them was typically an excuse for some heavy boozing and this time was no exception. By all reports, David had received a severe scolding from his family concerning his interest in swinging and was just now emerging from the doghouse. Chloe had taken on an air of moral superiority, which I understood, but still found irritating. It wasn't long before David and I had separated from the girls and were watching sports in the living room. By his fidgeting, I knew something was on his mind and two drinks later, when we had stepped into the backyard so he could light up a cigar, he finally broached the subject.
"Sorry about skipping out on you guys," he started.
"Don't worry, it's fine," I replied, hoping to head off where I felt he was going.
There was almost a full minute of awkward silence before he spoke again, "Chloe you know...she said...uhhh...she mentioned that maybe something happened."
"Look, David. It was a big mistake. I think it's best if it's just forgotten," I replied, angered by his wife's indiscretion.
"Uhhh...okay," he replied, but unable to help himself he quickly continued, "I mean, you know my thing...my interest, and I just was wondering what it was like."
"My advice is to stay as far away from it as you can. You'll just end up a worse bad guy than you are now. It will be all your fault no matter what. Even if she likes it," I replied, unable to stop once I started.
"Shit man. You gotta tell me what happened," he followed, correctly assuming there was more to the story than his wife told him.
"David, I'm not going to tell you," I responded.
"Well, at least tell me what the club was like...what the people were like," he begged.
For several long seconds, I looked at him without speaking then, no doubt helped by the alcohol, I started giving him a general description of the club and the people. I told him about the décor, the layout, and the number of people present, and explained that they were a mix of looks and sizes. After more prodding, we discussed the dynamics and I told him the others recognized us as newbies and for the most part, left us alone.
"Your wife would be the most attractive woman there, so just be happy with what you got," I said to signal the end of our talk, then quickly added, "And for God's sakes don't share what we discussed with Chloe!"
The rest of the evening was uneventful, but that night Emily accepted my advances and we made slow and fulfilling love. Well lubricated by the wine she had consumed, she was an engaged lover telling me often how much she loved me, so deciding to take advantage of the momentum, I woke her twice during the night for more. After that, things seemed to return to normal, and although at some point I knew we would discuss what had occurred, I felt it was best to leave it be for now. So, I was surprised when a mere four days later I entered the house to find a very upset wife.
"You had to do it," she challenged me.
"What did I do?" I replied.
"You talked to David about the club," she followed, and instantly I made a mental note never to tell him anything again.
"It was just benign things. About the club. Only the club," I explained, thinking that was enough to get me off.
"You shouldn't have said anything! You know him. Now he is back on Chloe to see it," she explained.
"Look, I can't control him and I'm tired of being the bad guy!" I said a little too loudly.
With that, she turned and left me standing in the kitchen, and a minute later, I heard her stomp out the door and leave. I didn't see her again until almost ten that night, and as soon as she walked in, I could tell she had been drinking. I suspected she had once again been with her friend, and without speaking, she marched past me to the bedroom, leaving me to fume at my growing annoyance concerning the Chloe-Emily cabal.
I gave her thirty minutes then followed and found her already in bed with the lights off. As soon as I slid into bed, I reached for her intending to start a civilized discussion and clear the air, but when my hand touched her waist, she jumped.
"Are you kidding me? Are you completely crazy?" she barked, quickly pulling away.
"Emily, that's enough," I shot back, and pulled her forcefully against me then held her while she struggled.
"Let me go," she demanded while she tried to twist away.
"No, Emily...we're going to talk. I'm tired of being a made-up villain," I replied.
"You are a villain. You let another man touch your wife! You were going to let him fuck me!" she declared, but her movements became less pronounced.
"Yes, I let him touch you, but as I recall you were certainly interested in watching and that other man gave you the biggest orgasm of your life," I said, wanting it all on the table.
My words made her begin to try and get away again and it seemed like several minutes before she finally gave up.
"You're a complete and total motherfucking asshole!" she finally cried out when she stopped.
For some reason, our fighting was making me aroused and my hand left her arm and moved to her barely covered breasts.
"You must be joking," she stated when I began to massage them.
"No, I'm not," I answered.
"It's force, I don't want to," she said.
"I don't care, I do," I responded, tired of her attitude.
Surprisingly, when my hand went to her thong she didn't try to flee. However, she didn't help either, and I had to work it over her slender hips and down her legs on my own. When it was off, my hand went to her tummy and started stroking it to calm her down before I finally descended. Her pussy felt freshly shaved, which I found odd, as, in previous times when she had been mad at me, she had stopped as punishment. At first, I just lightly stroked the sides of her labia as she remained stiff, but when I parted her lips, my fingertips encountered a nice slickness.
"You're wet," I said, looking down into her eyes.
"You're a bastard," she answered.
Worried that she would take the opportunity to run, I moved swiftly to remove my boxers and was pleased when she remained still. Rising over her, and expecting at any moment a knee to the groin or a stab from her fingernails, I got into position and then used my knees to spread her legs.
It took some work to line up without her cooperation, but when I finally found her entrance and started pushing inside, I whispered to her, "Mmmm...I love that feeling."
By the fifth stroke, she had lubricated sufficiently that I could move fully, so I started a slow pace, intent to feel her and hopefully break down her defenses.
"You're a bastard," she stated again as if it held some special meaning.
"Yes, I'm a bastard," I replied.
Emily was determined to make me the villain and her the victim, and I was tired of dealing with it, so I decided to just accept it.
"You could have stopped it," she challenged me.
"Yes, I didn't want to though," I responded.
"Why not?" she asked softly, as her tone suddenly became vulnerable.
"I wanted to see you cum," I whispered back.
"Dear God," she uttered in a shocked voice.
"Yes, you called for him," I replied sarcastically.
It was a cheap shot, no question about it, but I was still stinging from her attitude. I think it took a bit for the meaning to sink in, but when it did, she took a deep breath and then spoke.
"Bastard," she said again.
Even with her words, I felt her shift her position in a way that gave me the ability to push my dick deeper, leaving me to wonder whether it was a conscious decision or habit.
"Emily it's time you get over it and move on. It happened. We were there together, and I certainly shoulder some blame, but not all. It happened and you were in no way forced and you had a huge orgasm. I love you like I always have and always will. Time to get over it," I stated, having stopped my movement as I looked directly into her face.
"I feel so dirty," she whispered.
"You're not dirty. You're the most amazing woman in the world," I answered while kissing her forehead.
A tiny smile came to her face and I think it gave her real comfort for me to say it. We started moving again and now she was with me and her hands found my biceps.
"Would you have let him...do it...I mean to uhhh...to stick it in?" she asked.
"I would have let anything happen you wanted. It was way too exciting to stop," I replied.
"But you stopped him, you didn't let him," she answered.
"No, baby. You wanted to stop," I said.
I ignored the fact that Hal's dripping cock had disappeared for a moment into her folds no doubt leaving some semen behind.
We stayed connected for a while longer, but neither of us reached a climax. However, it did act as the segue for our marriage to get back on track, and surprisingly in some ways, we seemed to become even closer. Our conversations were much more open and we were able to explore the night several more times without judgment.
Unfortunately, our friendship with Chloe and David became strained as there was a continuing sense of unresolved questions. Most notable was the interaction between Emily and her friend which distressed me, so I decided during our next get-together to address it head-on.
"Everybody, get a refill, we're going to talk," I declared on a Saturday night when they were over.
"What are you going to do?" Emily asked with a distressed look.
"Clear the air," I said, purposefully being vague.
"I didn't tell her everything," my wife stated, correctly guessing my plan.
"Go get some wine," I said, ignoring her nervousness.
Five minutes later, our guests sat on the sofa with my wife on the loveseat still looking anxious. I think they too sensed my direction as both looked very interested.
"Okay, look. I'm tired of this cloud that's over us about Dallas. So, we're going to be adult and discuss it, but first I'm going to go through what happened," I explained.
Our guests perked up as I spoke, and for the next ten minutes, I went through the evening, step-by-step, leaving nothing out, even when I saw my wife fidget. When I reached the part where Hal was going down on her, David's face become flushed and interestingly so did Chloe's.
"And, that's all. Now, ask questions and let's discuss it so it's all in the open," I said when I finished.
"That's the hottest thing I have ever heard in my entire life," David replied, looking toward my wife.
"I'm so embarrassed," Emily said, practically in tears.
"I know honey, but we had to do this. Everyone was acting so weird," I replied.
"Emily you're always so damn competitive. My husband wanted us to be the naughty couple and you had to be first," Chloe said while starting to laugh.
It made the rest of us start to laugh too, even my wife, and her comment propelled us towards the goal of putting it all in the past. Almost instantly, Chloe moved next to Emily and whispered some words to her, and I knew things were going to be alright. Of course, David tried to corner me and ask more questions, and I did answer a few but eventually cut him off. It was later in bed that I learned that Emily got the same treatment from her friend.
"What did she ask?" I probed when I learned about the interrogation.



"Mostly about how I was feeling," she answered.
"What did you tell her?" I followed.
"That it was like I was in another world...a dream. And that I was shaking," she explained.
"I didn't feel you shaking," I said as I moved between her legs.
"Mmmm...ohhh...I was...inside," she responded as my dick pushed into her.
"Are you mad at me for telling?" I asked.
"I should be, but I think it worked out okay. David keeps looking at me funny though," she replied.
"He'll get over it. Your relationship with Chloe is what matters," I said.
"You got hard while you were telling them," Emily challenged me.
"Yes, I did. Kept thinking about you," I replied.
"What were you thinking?" she asked after a short pause.
It was the first time Emily had brought up the night from a position other than guilt, so I chose my words carefully.
"How incredible you looked when you reached your climax. How sexy you looked. How exciting it was to watch," I replied.
"With another man?" she queried.
"Just his tongue," I quickly answered.
"Yeah, and his finger in my butt," she responded in feigned annoyance.
"No way? His finger was in your butt? How much?" I quickly shot back.
Emily had always defended her rear like it was sacred ground, so it surprised me that she had let him do it, and it provided another data point as to how aroused she had been.
"Just a little. Not far," she said.
"I want to make you orgasm like he did," I said before realizing it probably wasn't a good tact, as it put judgment on our lovemaking.
"You did. You were part of it," she replied, showing no concern.
"Explain for me," I probed, truly curious as to what she meant.
"Our lovemaking is special. It's deep and powerful and it connects with my heart and soul. It's more powerful than what happened with them, it just didn't look that way to you," she explained, then let out several sighs as we moved together before continuing, "In that room...it was everything. Watching and being watched. You holding me and playing with my nipples and yes, the tongue too."
"What did it feel like when...you know...your climax hit," I asked, forcing myself to keep a steady pace.
"Like everything in my body was connected and it all exploded at the same time. Then it was like I was floating in the air...in another world," she answered.
"He knew how to set you off," I said.
"Oh, baby...it wasn't him," she replied, as she groaned in response to my thrusts.
"What did?" I asked, thinking she would say my nipple play.
"When I saw them watching from the bed," she answered, and now it was my groans that filled the room.
"Emily, please be like this all the time. It's so special when you tell me these things. Don't worry, I love you to death," I replied, practically in a frenzy.
"Okay, I will if you always love me," she said in a sexy whisper.
"I do. You know I do," I answered instantly.
After that, we quit talking and began kissing and moaning together as we both neared our release. Emily's came first and her body stiffened and then she cried out as I felt her shaking beneath me. It set me off and seconds later I exploded into her warm depths feeling incredibly powerful and satisfied.
"Honey?" Emily asked after I had fallen to her side.
"Yes?" I answered in a soft voice as sleep approached.
"Did you want him to?" she asked.
"Want what?" I replied although I knew her meaning.
"Did you want him to...uhhh...put it in?" she followed.
"Honestly?" I asked.
"Yes, baby," she responded.
"I guess...you know...I guess, I thought he deserved it," I answered.
Fortunately, I could see that Emily's relationship with Chloe had returned to normal. They were their typical high-energy, bubbly selves, and were together several times a week. However, that didn't keep Chloe from returning to the subject with Emily and admitting it was something she and her husband discussed often. Since my description of the evening, she had dutifully answered all her friend's questions, pleased that they never carried any hint of judgment. Rather, they seemed more driven by curiosity, so I wasn't completely surprised when the subject came up about visiting the club again.
As my wife explained, it started as a general "what if" discussion that seemed to gain then lose momentum. Emily felt that David was putting his wife up to it, although she admitted that Chloe was more engaged than before. Their sporadic conversation continued for almost two months before Chloe asked Emily point blank to go.
I felt torn on the subject. I was still more than a little ticked about the couple's sudden departure on the previous visit and concerned that Chloe didn't share her husband's interests. Then, there was our situation. We had already experienced something very edgy and unique and then worked our way through the emotional turmoil that followed. It was hard to believe anything remotely similar would occur, and if it did, was I ready to reopen that can of worms? Finally, it was now winter and quite cold, and I wasn't thrilled about traipsing around an unfamiliar city in freezing temperatures.
Like before, it was Emily's support of her friend that finally determined the outcome, so we traveled north and checked into the same hotel for the weekend.
"They better show this time," I stated when I had turned over the entire bathroom to my wife so she could finish preparing.
"They will," my wife responded.
"I'm going to hit the bar. Come down when you're finished," I said and received an indifferent look from her as I left.
I had been in the bar for about twenty minutes and was mostly through my first beer when I saw David approaching. He had a lively look on his face and ordered a whiskey as he slid onto the stool next to me.
"This could be cool," he said as he settled in.
"Look, just don't get too pushy, okay? You'll be better off if you just accept that you're going to have a look around without holding any expectations," I counseled.
"You had a good time," he replied as if our prior evening would portend events tonight.
"That was pure chance. It just happened through a series of random events. You can't plan on it and you need to be careful not to push too hard," I followed, and was relieved to see him nod his head.
Emily and Chloe appeared just as we finished our drinks looking amazing. We had agreed to dress for a nice dinner rather than the club, and with their coats over their arms, we could enjoy their stylish cocktail dresses. With David and I in dress trousers, button-down shirts, and blazers, I knew that once again we would arrive way overdressed at the after-dinner stop.
Throughout the meal, there was nervous energy amongst all of us, although everyone seemed happy to avoid the subject of the club. An hour and a half later, we were in the rental car, with David driving, and arrived at the club just after nine-thirty. After paying the cover to the smiling blonde door attendant, who seemed pleased to see us, we moved inside and found Ramon on duty.
Emily and Chloe had barely taken a sip from their drinks when they were off to the dancefloor emboldened by each other's presence, and I could see hungry stares from many of the men. The crowd looked to be generally the same size, although somehow less interesting, and after watching the girls respond to the transition of songs, I turned to Ramon.
"How have you been?" I asked.
"Good, man. Thanks for asking. Glad to see you guys back," he responded as David looked on.
"We miss any craziness the last couple of months?" I asked in jest.
"Man, there's always craziness if you know where to look," he replied before leaving to fill an order.
"You were right about it not being what I expected," David said to me over the music.
"Yeah, I'm told it can get wild, but this is the way it was before. Pretty normal if you didn't know what you were involved in," I replied.
For the next hour, we sipped our drinks and observed the crowd with the girls occasionally leaving to dance. Like before, the other patrons kept their distance and I knew that huddled together at the bar for safety, we screamed newbie. Surprisingly, Emily and Chloe took on an indifferent attitude and acted as if they were oblivious to our surroundings. I suspected they had made some pact to act this way so they could claim they had participated fully when David had experienced enough.
"Hal and Rhonda still come in?" I asked Ramon.
It was a subject I had originally steered clear of as I was worried about what the older couple might have shared, however, the multiple drinks acted to loosen my tongue.
"Oh yeah. They're regulars," he replied with a chuckle, then stopped himself as he started to turn away and added, "They're having a party tonight. I might drop by later."
"Shit man. I'd like to see that," David said in a low voice after the bartender had stepped away.
"I can only imagine," I replied.
My mind suddenly had sordid visions of what a party might entail based upon what had occurred with a mere handful present. Fifteen minutes later, we were all standing together when Ramon interrupted our conversation.
"Hal just called. I told him you were here and he said to come by if you want," he stated and held out a small piece of paper.
Glancing at it, I saw that it held an address that I recognized from our last visit. Immediately, I felt David's shoulder close to mine, and looking up I saw that he was trying to see what was on the paper. Nodding to Ramon, I pushed it into my pocket and then looked up to see the girls glaring at me defiantly.
"Man, we need to go," David said.
"No," Chloe quickly responded, without elaborating.
"Why not?" her husband shot back, seemingly clueless.
"I have no interest in seeing others...do it, and I know Emily doesn't either," she replied.
"Well, they..." he started to reply.
"Let it go," I interrupted, sensing where he was going.
"Shit," he said as his shoulders slumped, and he turned away to pout.
Chloe rolled her eyes at us, but there was still tension in the air and no easy way for Emily and me to beg off. Thus, we forced a conversation while David stewed with his back to us. I could see by the look on her face and her repeated glances over my shoulder that Chloe was concerned about her husband's state, although it seemed she was at a loss about what to do. We continued this way for several minutes before David finally turned and spoke.
"Chloe, let's go outside," he said.
It was more of a demand than a request, but his wife dutifully followed him as they made for the door.
"What a complete ass," my wife declared after they disappeared.
"Yes, he is consumed by his fantasy or lust or whatever it is," I added.
They were gone for almost twenty minutes and in their absence, we sipped our drinks in silence. We were just about to get the check and go search for them when they appeared with strange looks on their faces. David's was one of determination while his wife showed resignation.
"Chloe agreed to go by for a look," he announced.
"Emily, can we talk?" the pretty woman blurted out, just as I was about to speak.
The girls stepped to the end of the bar and began to whisper to each other while we looked on. Even Ramon showed interest, as he hovered close by.
"Man, you need to calm down. You're pissing off your wife badly," I said, hoping to get him to see his folly.
"Look, it's just for a little while. We'll drop you guys at the hotel," he replied, undeterred.
Several minutes later, Chloe stepped our way while at the same time my wife signaled for me to join her. I was certain I knew the subject and the request, so I wasn't surprised when she spoke.
"Can we go with them?" Emily asked with a pleading look.
"Emily, are you sure?" I replied, nervous about what we would encounter and how David might react.
"I can't let her go alone. Please..." she begged.
"Okay," I acquiesced with a deep sigh.
A few minutes later, we were in the rental car on the short ride toward the house, and I realized we had no idea about what to expect or how to act. My senses told me it was going to be awkward, very awkward I feared, although maybe that would help secure a hasty exit. When we arrived, there were about ten cars parked in the driveway and along the curb, and I realized that this was indeed a party. We parked on the street, and I felt trepidation as we walked in silence towards the door.
"Just for a bit," Chloe clarified as her husband reached for the bell, which brought a small nod.
There was a long wait, and just when it seemed no one would come, the door flew open, and before us stood a young Hispanic man in dark slacks and a white dress shirt.
"Are you from the club? Did Ramon send you?" he asked, still partially blocking the door.
"Yes," Emily replied which surprised me.
With that, he allowed us to enter, and with his body language, he directed us to the bar area we had visited before. He moved behind it and asked for our drink choices and it dawned on me that he must be a paid bartender. Techno music played at a reasonable level through the speaker system and while not something I would have expected from an older couple, it did have energy.
We were currently the only people in the room, and since we had not seen any others on our way in, I guessed they were already engaged in other parts of the house. Just as he finished mixing the drinks, a voice from the entrance took our attention.
"Well, hello there. I'm surprised but pleased to see you again. Welcome," Hal spoke as he strode into the room wearing a knee-length gray robe.
"Hal, this is David and Chloe, our friends, and of course you know Emily," I said.
Our host shook David's hand and then gently took Chloe's while looking her over with a smile. Then, he turned to my wife and instantly she blushed more deeply than I had ever seen.
"Of course, the lovely Emily," he said, and rather than take her hand he stepped forward and gave her an awkward hug.
"Look, Hal, we're kinda...you know...just messing around. We don't want to interrupt your party, but we thought it might be interesting to see what it's all about...I mean without being weirdos..." I attempted to explain, as a smile came to his face.
"I understand. You're no different than other beginners. Some nervousness and confusion is normal. It can occur with veterans as well, that's why we have rules... to try and make things clear," he responded, and then stepped over to a nearby coffee table and picked up several pages of paper from a stack.
After handing one to each of us, he gave us a moment to read the words typed in a large font.
1.No means no
2.Ask before joining
3.If a door is closed, knock. Do not enter unless invited
4.Minimal clothing (robe) is required in the bar. Clothing is not needed elsewhere
5.The downstairs bedroom and the three upstairs are all available. The spa is on and available and the cabana is available
6.No drugs
7.Go easy on the alcohol -- know your limits
8.Be friendly, be polite, be courteous
9.Condoms are available and encouraged
10.Enjoy
David was the first to finish and blurted out, "Hey, can we look around?"
"Yes, but follow the rules," Hal replied, but by his tone and look, I sensed he was sizing him up.
"Thanks, Hal," I said, giving him a look that let him know I knew we were imposing.
"No worries. If you need any help or have questions just ask Tomas," he answered, nodding toward the bartender.
With that, he turned and walked away leaving us alone at the bar. There was some nervous banter for a while that drifted from a discussion on the decorating style of the house to the drinks we were having and even the weather. All the while, we were alone with Tomas who was quiet, almost stoic, on his stool.
"I'm going to have a look," David suddenly declared.
I knew it was coming sooner or later, but I still cringed at the thought of him wandering through the house.
"Come on honey," he said to his wife.
"David, I don't know..." she whined.
"Come on Chloe, you said you'd look around," he pushed, and slowly she began to move.
"Should we be naked?" he asked Tomas, and I looked quickly towards his wife to gauge her reaction, and saw her cringe.
"It would be best if you undressed. At least partly. You would fit in better and not make the others nervous. The first door down the hall to the left is a living room where people are leaving their clothes. And, there is a stack of robes if you want one," he replied.
"I'm not taking my clothes off," his wife declared, but she allowed him to take her hand and direct her out of the room.
"First time can be tough," Tomas declared attempting to lower the stress.
"It's his first time. Chloe has no interest," Emily declared.
Tomas and I exchanged glances, but we didn't speak, and soon we were back to the forced discussion to fill the time until our friends returned. However, I couldn't help but recall Emily just down the hall receiving pleasures from Hal and it provoked me to tease her some.
"I wonder if she got naked?" I said, winking at our bartender to signal my intent.
"No way," Emily quickly declared.
"I don't know," I said, then paused for effect before continuing, "You never know what someone might do."
She realized the meaning of my words and gave me a withering look. However, now Tomas had picked up on the play and joined in.
"Very true, situations have a way of revealing things we would never expect," he said, and for a moment I wondered if he was aware of our last visit.
"Stop it," Emily responded, realizing the manipulation.
Fortunately, the short repartee acted to remove the tension in the air and after that, we were able to carry on a more normal conversation. We learned from Tomas that Hal and Rhonda held these events several times a year, and they had a "tough ticket" reputation within the swinging community. He had been surprised when Hal had told him that we might appear, and even more so when he realized we were very green. Just as he finished, two men and a woman appeared wearing robes, and by their damp hair, I surmised they had been in the spa.
One was a balding man, in decent shape, that appeared to be in his forties, and the other was younger, perhaps mid-thirties, very fit, with short, sandy hair. The woman was an attractive, slender blonde, and when introductions took place, we learned she was married to the younger man. We started to chat while Tomas made them drinks and I could tell from the questions that they were trying to understand our situation.
"Are you going back outside? If so, I'll put the drinks in plastic cups," Tomas asked.
"Yes, do that," Mark, the older of the two men, replied.
"Would you care to join us?" Kevin, the younger man asked, while his wife Joanna looked on with a hopeful expression.
"No, thanks, we're...uh...waiting for someone," I responded, feeling foolish.
I could see their curiosity hadn't abated, but they didn't probe any further, and seconds later, as quickly as they had appeared, they were gone.
"I still can't get used to how normal everyone is," Emily said.
Her phrasing brought a laugh from the young Hispanic man who replied, "That's what everyone says."
I thought about reminding her of her adventure and asking if she considered herself normal, but I decided it would be best to hold my tongue.
Almost thirty minutes had elapsed since our friends went on their mission of discovery, which was far longer than I had expected. I began to wonder what was occurring, and when Emily spoke, I realized she was thinking the same thing.
"What's keeping them?" she said naïvely, which made both Tomas and I snicker.
"I wonder..." I replied.
"Hahaha..." she responded quickly.
"If you only get to look once, better make it count," our bartender offered, which did make some sense.



"Go check on them," I teased.
"You go," she countered.
"It will be easier for you. You will create less tension among the others. Just take off your heels so you can be quiet. Besides, she's your friend," I answered, suddenly interested in seeing if I could persuade her.
"There are just the bedrooms and outside," Tomas added as if that made the task easier.
"Honey..." she said in her most whiny, manipulating voice.
"No, sweetie...your friend," I replied.
"Shit...wait, I can't," she said.
"Why?" Tomas and I responded practically in unison.
"I might see something that scars me," she giggled.
"Go, I'm getting tired," I answered as I joined her laugh.
Slowly, Emily stood from the stool and removed her heels. Then, with measured steps, she began to move until with one final look over her shoulder, she disappeared from our view. I expected she would get cold feet and return, but when almost a minute had elapsed, I knew she was going to try.
"You have no interest?" Tomas asked while handing me a fresh drink.
"What do you mean?" I asked.
"In swinging. You and your wife would be quite popular," he said.
"No, I'm afraid it's just not our thing," I told him.
After a minute or so, our conversation stopped as it was difficult to concentrate while thinking of Emily searching through the rooms of coupled, naked bodies for her friend. A strange feeling started to course through me, much like it had when we watched Rhonda, and it wasn't long before I had a vision of my wife naked in front of others. Suddenly, my mouth was dry and after taking a long pull on my drink, I forced a conversation with Tomas to relieve my brain.
"Hey man, your still here," I heard a voice call out, and turning I saw Ramon headed our way.
"Damn, what time is it?" I asked, remembering he got off at one.
"Don't worry, I left early. Can't miss Hal's party," he said with a laugh.
It was evident that Ramon and Tomas knew each other, and quite clear that he was antsy to get involved. He asked about the others, which I explained, and after a quick shot of tequila, he turned to leave.
"Tell my wife to hurry the hell up if you see her," I said.
"Will do," he replied.
Ten minutes later, when no one had shown, I became concerned and realized that I probably needed to go in search of my wife. I forced myself to finish my drink then started to get up, and Tomas, sensing my state, offered some sound advice.
"Just relax, it's okay," he said.
I thought about getting partially undressed, but my purpose was to find Emily and leave, our friends be damned, so I just kicked off my shoes in the hallway. I passed the stairway to check the master bedroom and found Rhonda with two men on the bed. They were in a tight bundle, although not having sex, and I guessed that they were resting up for the next round.
From there, I went upstairs and entered a long hallway with doors on either side that, fortunately, were all at least partially ajar. Deciding to turn left, I went to the far room, and inside were two couples. One was on a queen size bed with the woman motionless on top, and on a loveseat, the other pair were passionately kissing. It certainly seemed, based on the first two rooms, that I had hit break time, which I found both encouraging and disappointing.
In the next room, I found Hal who was enthusiastically riding what looked like a much younger woman. For just an instant, my mind went to Emily, but I was able to quickly discern by her red hair that it wasn't my wife. She was responding well to the thrusts of his condom-covered cock, so I dawdled for a minute to take it in before forcing myself to move on.
The final room was a truly strange scene, which fortunately didn't involve my wife. A well-built black man was lying back on the bed and two women were taking turns sucking his very large cock. In addition, a man was sitting in a stuffed chair while a big-breasted brunette rode him, and on the floor, a young guy was taking an older woman from behind. After making sure there were no hidden alcoves, I went back downstairs to check at the bar and see if she had somehow slipped past me. However, it was empty except for Tomas who was moving some of the bottles on the shelf.
"No sign of her?" I asked.
"No, man. No one has stopped by. You check outside?" he asked.
"Not yet," I replied.
"The door is down the hall near the stairs," he explained.
With that, I left once more and finding the door, I stepped outside into the cold night air. Rounding a corner, the spa came into view, and before me, through some vapor rising from the tub, I saw Joanna with her legs in the water, her torso pushed forward over the coping, and Mark holding her by the hips as he fucked her from behind. She was grunting and moaning in obvious joy while her husband sat on the edge of the spa stroking his partially erect cock. He broke his concentration for a moment, and when we made eye contact, he nodded towards the cabana, silently informing me where I would find my wife.
In less than ten minutes, I had seen more sex firsthand than I think I had ever watched on porn. It left me with a strange feeling of anxiousness, but also some foreboding, as I thought about what I might see when I finally found Emily. The entrance door was in a breezeway, and for some odd reason, I turned the knob slowly to limit the sound as if I needed to be sneaky. Inside, there was a small living room that merged into a kitchen. Both areas were empty, but halfway down the wall was a door, and escaping through it was the unmistakable sound of sex. My feet felt like lead as I took the few short steps to the opening and peered into a small bedroom.
The room held a queen size bed which took up most of the space, and leaning against the headboard was David who was getting his dick sucked from an attractive black woman who was grunting around it while another man took her from behind. At the foot of the bed, watching, were my wife and Chloe, with Ramon standing strategically between them. Emily was in her dress, but Ramon was naked, and shockingly, Chloe was down to her bra and thong. Chloe was closest to me, and for several seconds, I just watched as the full breasts of my wife's best friend heaved within their confines. It was clear that her nipples were erect, as they protruded through the shear material, informing everyone of her arousal.
I inched forward to gain a better view of my wife and Ramon and noticed that Emily's breathing appeared labored which meant the scene was exciting her, too. With her eyes focused on the bed, I planned to discreetly step inside, but before I could move, I saw her eyes move to the man next to her. Ramon was in good shape with a slender muscular body and a flat, toned stomach. His chest was hairless, but at his navel, a line of dark follicles made a path that merged into his curly nest of pubic hair. Thrusting from this mass was a partially erect cock, that was large, with an equally impressive ball sack hanging beneath. I guessed he was around 7" to 8" long and thick, with a prominent vein that began at the base and slowly twisted as it progressed. The head was bulbous and a shade darker than the rest of the shaft making it appear menacing.
Like a tidal wave hitting me, I realized how many bizarre dynamics were playing out before my eyes. First, David was involved in a threesome while his wife watched. Second, Chloe was practically naked, and finally, a nude man stood between my wife and her friend causing no apparent angst. These compounding items made me decide to stay outside and observe for the time being.
David appeared oblivious to the others in the room with his eyes fixated on the black woman. Likewise, the man fucking her from behind seemed content to maintain his steady rhythm while ignoring the crowd. However, by his manner, I suspected our friend from the club had a plan in mind and it didn't take long for him to act. His first move was to shuffle closer to Chloe and gently slip his arm around her back until his hand landed on her ass. For a second, she didn't move, and I thought maybe she was so excited she was ready for attention, but as if waking from a dream, she suddenly became aware and pushed his hand away. Undeterred, Ramon let it drop, but seconds later he tried again. It met with the same response, and this dance continued through several more attempts before I saw them start a whispered conversation. After that, for some unknown reason, she accepted his advances.
I was pretty sure that Emily had seen her friend's submittal, but she didn't say anything which I found very strange. The whole purpose of our presence was as protectors for Chloe and now here she was watching her seduction. Also, she didn't know I was present, so why had she not returned to me? I could only surmise that both were finding the situation so captivating that they struggled to break away.
Emily started to fidget and I watched her shift nervously from foot to foot until my attention returned to Ramon, whose hand was now fondling Chloe's lovely ass. From her cheek to her hip he moved, making ever-expanding circles as he progressed until his fingertips began to brush over her taut tummy. I was surprised that she allowed it to continue, and even more so when he slowly moved behind her until his heavy cock come to rest on her ass while he took hold of her hips, but I couldn't deny that it excited me to watch her submit.
I could see that Emily now directed almost all her attention toward her friend, and realized we had the same view from opposite perspectives. Slowly, one of Ramon's hands moved towards her breasts while the other drifted to her tummy, and soon he was fondling her through the thin garment and teasing her nipples. The attention brought soft gasps from Chloe, and ever so slightly she began moving, pushing back subtly against the bartender's cock. When his other hand began a slow drift downward, she didn't attempt to halt him, and it was only seconds later that his fingertips began tracing over her thong. Instantly, a stifled moan left her mouth, and her movements against the man's cock became more pronounced.
Emily must have reached her limit, because with a start she moved past the couple and exited the bedroom, practically running into me in the process. Our eyes locked and, in that instant, I knew I was seeing a combination of excitement, confusion, and embarrassment. All were certainly understandable, although I was most interested in exploring how aroused she had become.
"I...I...it's too much. I found them here and...I couldn't...I didn't know what to do," she forced out in a whispered frenzy.
"Calm down. They're adults, honey. You're not their mother," I counseled in a low voice.
With that, I led her out the door, past the threesome in the tub, into the house, and up to the bar where I intended to collect our shoes, call a cab, and leave.
"Everything okay?" Tomas asked when he saw my wife's distressed look.
"Honey...I...I just can't...I can't leave her," Emily whined.
I nodded at the bartender who was holding up a bottle of wine, silently asking if he should give her a drink, and then replied, "Emily...again...she's an adult. You're not her mother."
I could hear the gurgling sound of the wine pouring, and when he finished, I took the glass and handed it to her. Seconds later, he offered me a beer, which I took, then tilted it back in a long pull. I could see Emily taking tiny sips with her head down, as she was clearly in turmoil. Then, without warning, she turned the glass back and emptied half its content.
"Easy," I said.
"I need to go back," she replied, this time with determination.
I looked at her for several seconds without speaking, before finally saying, "Okay, honey. Go get her and let's leave. David is on his own."
With a nod, she drained the last of her wine, and then immediately set off, quickly disappearing.
"Problems?" the bartender asked with obvious curiosity.
"Uhhh...some...it seems her friend..." I started but didn't know how to finish.
"Got ya," Tomas replied with a knowing smile.
I expected her to return within a couple of minutes, five tops, but as this interval passed, I started to think I would have to go after her again. Even Tomas was giving me awkward looks, as he too realized it shouldn't take so long. At ten minutes, I began to prepare myself, deciding to wait until fifteen had elapsed, but at thirteen, I couldn't stand it any longer.
"Well, shit..." I said and started to move.
"Be calm," Tomas advised as I left.
I retraced the steps to the cabana, thinking that Chloe must be reluctant to leave without her husband. It was understandable, but the jerk had already abused our trust in him, so I had no qualms about leaving him behind. However, it only took a few seconds once I entered the small building to understand how wrong I had been.
The black woman and the man that had been fucking her were gone and now placed squarely on the bed was Chloe, my wife's best friend, who lay beneath Ramon as he fucked her purposefully. At the foot of the bed, watching the couple intently, was my wife with Hal on one side of her and David on the other. Both were naked, but it was the passionate wails from Chloe that captured my attention. There was no question she loved the pounding she received, and with her knees pulled back to her chest and Ramon extended over her on his arms, she offered an unfettered view of her full breasts dancing in circles with the rhythm.
The scene was so shocking, that it took me some time to process, and my first thought was the effect the sordid act would have on Emily. Somehow, David had found a way to get his reluctant wife to share in his dark fantasy, and I wondered how it would play out between the women, especially, since my wife had a front-row seat to the debauchery.
Then, my attention turned to my wife, and the reality that nude men stood on either side of her. I understood and respected her loyalty to her friend, but this seemed to be way too much, which made me think there might be something more. I recalled the last time we were in the house and the fixation she had on watching others fuck. Something about it had allowed her manipulation which took her to places far outside her comfort zone. Was she now in a similar, somewhat catatonic state?
If it had just been Hal standing beside her, I might have decided to stay back and watch, but there was no way I wanted David's hands on her, nor did I want him even to try. So, I stepped forward and gently touched her arm. Turning quickly, she saw me and with a simple nod, I indicated for her to follow.
"This is out of hand," I said when we had left the room.
"I know...I know..." she whispered, but then added, "I can't leave her...please..."
There was something in her eyes, a strange anxious look, and her flushed neck and arms carried a sheen of sweat. She may have been verbally communicating it was her friend that was causing her to stay, but her body told another story, it signaled her excitement.
I was just about to tell her we should wait outside until they finished when David suddenly bolted past us, and with just a short, nervous glance he exited. He had decided to leave his pretty wife behind, in bed with another man, while he no doubt went to try and seek out more carnal adventure. With him gone, I was less concerned about Emily being in the room, so I took her hand, and together we returned.
Ramon, showing great stamina, was still moving rapidly, and Chloe received each thrust with a moan or grunt. Hal looked up when we entered, then stepped over to make room, and once again, my wife was in the middle. Seeing it from this view, it was like watching a porn movie where the camera moves in for a close-up, and with each thrust, he forced out some fluid from her stretched opening.
Once again, watching Chloe, a woman I knew very well, responding so completely soon had my dick hard. It felt more intimate to see it happen to someone familiar, and like my wife, I was soon feeling the effects with flushed skin and a rapid heartbeat that I could feel in my ears.
Seconds later, we watched Chloe orgasm. It started with a low whine that didn't end followed soon by her hands grasping at the man's shoulders while her legs lifted high in the air. Then, like a dam bursting, she let go and cried out loudly in exquisite passion. Ramon rode her through the release, making it linger, then slowed and came to a stop. However, he made no move to dismount, and I sensed he was giving her time to recover before he started again. Evidently, he liked what he had in her and was determined to get his fill.
"Nothing like breaking in a newbie," Hal called out with a laugh.
"You got that right," Ramon answered without turning.
Chloe didn't stir, but I could tell their words affected my wife who stiffened for a moment. It brought my attention back to her and in the quiet room, I let my hand move to her rear. She glanced at me for a second, but her attention quickly returned to the cock and fat balls of the man who remained embedded in her close friend.
"Emily, that could be you experiencing the wonderful feelings," I heard Hal whisper.
His voice had caused her to tilt slightly towards him, but when the message registered, she lurched back quickly. I know I should have felt anger, but with all my attempts at departing thwarted, I now had an interest in seeing just how worked up she had become. Leaning back slightly, I was able to make eye contact with Hal and when I nodded towards her butt, he understood the message. Seconds later, his hand landed on her other cheek, and I was very surprised when she allowed it without protest.
Although still clothed, I knew that accepting the fondling from another man meant the excitement had affected her control. The aftermath would likely be trouble, but my building arousal diminished the risk in my mind and I decided to let things continue. I was hoping that Ramon would start moving again, as I thought it more likely she would be accepting if there were visual stimuli in front of her, and luckily, I didn't have to wait long. With a few whispered words, the couple turned on the bed, with Chloe now on top. As soon as they reconnected, she began to rock her hips, and within seconds her whimpers serenaded us.
"Damn," I sighed at the erotic sight, unable to hold it in.
Emily turned to look at me and I could see in her eyes that her desire had become a raging fire. We held a stare for several seconds, and then I leaned over and kissed her passionately. When it ended, my hand immediately went to her zipper and pulled it down. Her eyes had returned to the bed, and she didn't react when I pulled the straps off her shoulders. With only a slight tug, the dress dropped around her feet, and seconds later, her bra joined the dress. Now my beautiful wife stood naked except for her small thong, and I paused, wondering if I should give her time, but Hal had other ideas and quickly peeled her bottoms off, even getting help from her when she lifted her feet.
Then, she turned to me, wrapped her arms around my neck, and buried her head into my chest. Something internal had allowed her undressing, but now I sensed her fear had returned. I hugged her to me, but as I looked over her shoulder, I saw Hal move in close and put his hands on her ass. For an instant, she flinched but didn't speak, and I watched our host continue his exploration as his cock harden.
"Uhhh..." she suddenly gasped and squeezed my neck.
"What, baby?" I whispered.
"He...uhhhh...he's fingering me," she whimpered.
Hal had moved very close, and when we made eye contact, he broke out in a big smile. I was torn about what to do. It was all very exciting and seeing Emily become a lust-filled sexual being was thrilling, but we were rapidly approaching the precipice, the point of no return.



"Are you okay?" I whispered into her ear after several tiny moans escaped her mouth.
"What do we do?" she whimpered as she held on tighter, making it clear that Hal's efforts were having an effect.
Rather than answer, I stepped away enough for my hands to reach her breasts and found her erect nipples. I rolled them between my fingers, then tugged gently, which brought forth louder moans. I kissed her hard again, then looked into her eyes, and that's when she spoke the fateful words.
"Do you still think he deserves it?" she asked.
It took me several seconds to decipher what she meant, and when I did, I felt stunned. Essentially, she was asking permission to have sex with Hal, and join her friend as a swinging wife.
"I think so," I forced out of my suddenly bone-dry mouth, and then slowly backed away leaving her with the older man.
Hal realized the meaning of my movement and wrapped an arm around her waist. He continued to toy with her body while we stared at each other, but after a few seconds, he turned her so they were face-to-face. Now, his erect cock pressed against her abdomen and her breasts against his chest. His mouth quickly found a nipple while his hand worked her thighs open, and I looked on as he stroked over and into her very wet pussy.
They didn't stay that way long, as Hal had other plans, which was to get my wife onto the bed. He walked her backward, and with no argument, no protest, or call out to me, she moved next to the other couple, and then spread her legs in invitation. Ramon scooted over to provide them more room, bringing Chloe with him, setting the stage for the two close friends to experience the carnal act of adultery side-by-side.
Hal moved into position, and with no fanfare, he brought his cock to her opening and pushed it inside. My wife let out a deep groan that slowly morphed into a lingering whimper while our host plumbed her depths, and then, after giving her a few seconds to adjust, he was off, fucking her with full strokes. Their movements, and the sounds coming from my wife, clearly affected the neighboring couple because they started moving with more urgency.
I watched it all as the minutes ticked by, wondering where it would end, and it was Ramon who gave off the first signs of nearing a peak. His breathing turned into heavy groans and soon he was lifting Chloe into the air with each movement. Finally, in a series of deep grunts, he blasted his seed into the young woman's pussy, and then pulled her onto his chest where they watched Hal and Emily while recovering.
When they started, I suspected my wife was so aroused that she wouldn't last long, and since Hal had likely already ejaculated at least once, he could take her where she needed to go without worry, which is precisely what happened. The older man's consistent and deliberate pace soon had her moaning loudly with her body wrapped tightly around his, and several times, her lips sought out his and kissed him deeply, providing another sign of the level of her sexual abandon.
The final stages of the build-up to her orgasm were evident to everyone in the room. Her sounds turned into high-pitched squeals, her breathing became ragged, her hands went to his ass, and her body suddenly became rigid.
"Ohhhhh...ohhhhh...oh yes...yes...oh please...unnnghhhhh..." she cried out.
Hal never slowed and he took my wife to a spot where she seemed to maintain the feelings of her orgasm for almost a minute.
"Yes...yes...yes...yes...yes..." she grunted over and over in time with his relentless thrusts.
Just as she started to finally come down, Hal, now ready, asked her, "You want my cum?"
It was a provocative question, but Emily didn't hesitate, "Yes...yes, I want it..."
The older man did as she requested seconds later firing his semen deep into her pussy as he experienced his climax. With several final unsynchronized thrusts, he finished and then collapsed onto my wife. Both their bodies heaved from the sexual exertion, and neither seemed interested in disconnecting.
Emily was certainly not a virgin when we met, as she had two long-term boyfriends and one spring break fling that she still felt guilty about. Still, the fact that Hal represented the fifth set of semen, the fifth source of DNA to enter her body made me feel strange. It almost seemed like there should be more, some acknowledgment of the fact, but all that remained from their mating was their heavy breathing and sweaty bodies.
Whispering started between Chloe and Ramon, and seconds later she was climbing off him on her way to the bathroom. As she passed me, we made eye contact for just a second, and I sensed some shame in her eyes. I hoped I didn't look judgmental, I didn't want to appear that way, but it forced me to think about Emily and prepare for how she might react.
Ramon was standing when she returned and after a quick embrace, he took her place in the bathroom while she sat on the edge of the bed looking at the floor. My wife and Hal remained entwined and still showed no sign of separating, although their breathing had returned to normal.
When Ramon returned, he placed his hand on Chloe's shoulder and then said, "Hal, I think we hit the jackpot."
"Hell yes, we did," the older man answered lifting his head to look over.
"I'm going to go mingle...see what trouble is out there," he announced, then leaning down to Chloe, I heard him whisper, "Come with me?"
"No," she whispered while shaking her head, and with a nod to me, he left.
It wasn't long after that Hal lifted himself slowly from my wife's body, and took his turn in the bathroom. As soon as she could, Emily put her legs together, attempting to find a modest position, and I could see hairs across her body, left by her lover, which added a raw element. When he returned, Emily practically flew out of the room. The older man looked at me, and then Chloe, and I sensed he wanted to say something, but the presence of my wife's friend stopped him.
"Look, make yourself at home. There's lots more to explore," he said, and with that, he picked up his robe and left.
So, there I was as the only non-participant, now likely about to deal with the meltdown of two women. I didn't look forward to it, but there was no real alternative, so I decided the best course would be to leave and get to the hotel as quickly as possible. There, things would be easier to deal with.
"Are you okay?" my wife asked when she re-entered the bedroom.
"I'm fine, how are you?" I replied, girding myself for the breakdown.
"Fine," she answered, giving me a vulnerable look that slowly morphed into a naughty smile.
I helped the girls pick up their things, and then both took a seat on the bed using their dresses as partial cover. I remained standing, and seconds ticked by with no one speaking.
"Someone say something," my wife finally forced out.
"Shit, Emily...I mean...shit," Chloe replied with a big exhale of breath.
"I know, but..." my wife started, but at that moment the door suddenly flew open and people started to enter.
There were two of the women I had seen inside the house, Kevin who we had met with his pretty wife, and bringing up the rear was David. All of them were completely naked.
"Sorry, we thought it was empty," one of the girls said.
"No worries, we were leaving," I explained.
Both Emily and Chloe stood, and still using their dresses as cover, together we made for the other room. Passing David, there was an awkward moment between husband and wife, and once we were in the living area, both girls quickly pulled on their dresses, ignoring their undergarments. We made to leave, but David stepped back into the room and pulled his wife to the side.
"We'll wait outside," my wife told her friend.
"He is screwing up," I said when were out in the cold.
"Yes...yes, he is. Thank you for not being like him," Emily said and looped her arm through mine.
From our position, we could see the hot tub, and in it were the black man and Joanna. She had snuggled close to him and they were sipping drinks from plastic cups. It was several minutes before the door opened, and when it did, only Chloe appeared.
"Look...I...I'm going to stay," she said.
"Are you sure?" my wife asked, and when her friend nodded her head, she continued with, "Do what you want. Not what he tries to make you do."
Chloe kissed my wife on the cheek, and then disappeared back inside, leaving us to determine our next step.
"Let's go to the bar, get a drink and talk about it," I suggested.
Her nod signified her agreement and we started that way. However, as we approached the tub, the couple noticed us and Joanna motioned us over.
"We're going to have a drink," I explained.
"Good idea! Leave your beautiful wife with us, and go grab fresh drinks for everyone," the bubbly blonde suggested.
Looking at my wife, I received a shrug in response, so after accepting their offer I found myself headed towards the house with the order. Fortunately, when I arrived, Tomas was alone, and I quickly told him what I needed.
"I hear things got good," he said as he worked.
"How did you hear?" I asked, truly surprised.
"Word travels fast," he laughed, then added, "Ramon stopped by and told me."
"Yea...well, I'm not sure what to think right now," I said.
"Understandable. The first time is tough. It's when most men find out their wives and girlfriends aren't saints," he offered.
"I guess that's some of it..." I replied, thinking about his statement.
"Ramon loved it. He said she was fabulous," Tomas said.
For some very strange reason, my first thought was that my wife was so much better than Chloe and it was Hal that should feel lucky. That my mind would jump to that, that I carried a sense of pride for her even in a swapping situation, was truly bizarre. Tomas let me borrow a small tray and I left him, still mulling over his words as I walked towards the door.
I knew Emily would be naked when I returned and that I would have to disrobe as well, but I expected to find her seated on one side while Joanna and the black man were on the other. Thus, I was surprised when I approached and saw my wife close to the black man with Joanna a few feet away. After handing out the drinks, and introducing myself to Virgil, I started on my things. There was certainly some nervousness when I pulled down my boxers, so with a quick move, I slid into the warm water. Immediately, I felt the woman's hand take mine and guide me to a place next to her.
"We can't have husband and wife together, that would be too awkward," she laughed as if reading my thoughts.
Instantly, her hand went to the inside of my thigh and in seconds she was bumping up against my balls. Her aggressiveness surprised me, although I knew it shouldn't, and I quickly looked toward Emily. She wasn't far from Virgil, although there was some separation, and she was staring at me with an expression that was difficult to decipher. At first, I thought it was her annoyance at my proximity to Joanna. However, as we locked eyes, I began to get the sense that she felt vulnerable, maybe abandoned. Virgil was a large guy, with broad shoulders and he towered over my wife. He was looking at her with obvious interest, although so far, he had maintained a respectful distance and demeanor.
"Don't worry about Virgil, he's a teddy bear," Joanna whispered to me.
"Okay, well that's good to know," I said, unsure what to do with the info.
My wife and I had intended to talk and decide whether to wait on Chloe or leave, as I certainly thought the sex was over. However, our current situation provided no opportunity, and we were leaving ourselves open for flirtation and seduction.
"Lighten up, baby. You're way too tight," she whispered into my ear.
"I'm sorry, I can't help it," I laughed, knowing she was right.
"Who was your wife with?" she asked.
"What do you mean?" I replied.
"You know what I mean," the woman prodded.
"What makes you think she did anything?" I asked.
"Honey, you can see it in her eyes. She's had an orgasm and is way relaxed," she giggled.
I thought about her words for several seconds, and then replied, "Hal."
"Mmmm...no wonder. He can last for hours," she said.
"It was just once," I replied, thinking somehow that made it okay.
"So far," she answered with a big smile.
With that, she moved even closer to me and placed her hand directly on my dick. She teased me by tugging on the shaft and tickling my balls with her fingernails which soon had me fully hard. When she licked my earlobe and kissed my shoulder, I looked quickly towards my wife and saw that Virgil had closed the distance between them and now had his head low. They were engaged in a whispered conversation, and since Emily didn't show any nervousness, I let the pretty woman next to me continue her play. She was indeed a well-practiced seductress who, within minutes, almost managed to get me to forget about my wife.
"Take me inside and fuck me," she sighed provocatively, bringing me out of my dream state.
Looking once more toward Emily, I could see she was involved in a similar seduction. Virgil had half-turned his body towards her bringing their faces within inches of each other. I couldn't see his hands, and for all I knew, they could have been fondling her beneath the surface but she seemed happy and was active in their conversation.
"I can't leave my wife," I replied.
"Baby, she wants to feel Virgil's cock. I bet she has her hands on it right now," she said, and then added, "Has she ever been with a black man?"
"No," I croaked, as my mind suddenly filled with the vision of her beneath him.
"Let her. She wants to fuck him and if you and I leave she'll know she has your permission," Joanna said, trying to sound convincing.
At the same time, she pulled my hand between her legs, and even in the water, I could feel the slick discharge escaping her lips. She started by guiding me with her hand, but when she let go, I drifted to her clit and teased it with the tip of my finger. It certainly had an effect, as soon she was breathing heavily and sensually moving her body.
The next time I looked up, Emily was gazing at us and I knew by our position, and the expression on her face, that she realized we were touching. However, I never saw a look of anger, and after several seconds she turned back to the black man.
"Let's go," Joanna said.
"I...I can't leave her," I said once more.
"You just want to watch her," the woman laughed, then followed with, "They can come too. It will be fun."
I was amazed at how quickly and easily I had turned from wanting to leave to now considering sex in the same room with Emily. Also, I had to admit that Joanna had hit on something, as I did have a vision in my brain of my wife under the man with him having his way. I thought for a moment about her family, too. Her father was a good guy, mostly open in his thoughts, but her grandfather was an old-school racist. What would he think, what would he do, if he knew his perfect granddaughter had spread her legs for a black man?
"I'm...I don't think she'll be up for it," I replied.
Without warning, Joanna called out to the black man, "Virg honey, let's go inside."
I was the last one out of the water and was shocked when Virgil's arm went around my wife's waist as they scooted quickly to the door. As soon I was out, Joanna and I did the same, and after climbing the stairs, wet and shivering, we found an empty bedroom with two queen beds, separated by a nightstand, and we took the left one while my wife and her new friend moved to the right.
I sat on the edge of the bed, feeling strange about what was happening, and when Emily saw me, she did the same. However, Joanna moved quickly behind me, while Virgil positioned himself next to my wife. Seconds went by in silence, then the bed moved slightly and Joanna's hand snaked around my waist and took my dick into her soft hand. She began to stroke it slowly, and I looked at my wife as she watched. Again, I saw no anger or judgment, but there was something, and when the black man's hand cupped her breasts, I realized it was a sexual need.
I let the blonde woman pull me to the center of the bed where we quickly entered an embrace that soon turned into open fondling. Wondering if Emily was doing the same, I glanced over, but Virgil's large body was between us which essentially shielded her from view. I could tell when they kissed, and when he was staring down at her, but that was all.
"Forget them, baby," Joanna purred.
We returned to our caressing and I found I truly enjoyed how the woman kissed. That put me in no mood to hurry, so minutes ticked by with her body becoming more responsive along the way. In the tub, I had thought she was already quite excited, but now she was becoming practically a wild woman. After ending a long kiss, she twisted from my arms and moved so she could take my dick into her mouth. I knew before she started that she would be good, and I wasn't disappointed as she used her lips, tongue, and even her fingernails to manipulate me.
Our move gave me the chance to check out the adjoining bed, but the black man was still in the same position, so I couldn't see Emily. I thought they must be touching, and my mind flashed to the size of the man's cock. It had shown itself several times since leaving the tub and by my estimate, it was 7" to 8" long, with a fat base that tapered to a bullet-nosed head. In addition, his balls were quite heavy, and he had shaved his entire pelvic region.
Joanna kept up her expert work for several minutes, bringing me quite close to a release several times, but sensing my condition, she would slow until I regained control. Then, she stopped, and there was a flurry on the bed as she reached toward the nightstand and returned with a condom.
"I'm always safe," she said, and after tearing open the package, she quickly rolled it on.
"I'm so ready," she said and fell onto her back.
Pushing her legs apart, I climbed onto her and easily slipped inside. She was so warm that I could only wonder what she felt like bareback, but it didn't stop me from setting a slow but deep pace that I knew I could keep. Soon, her mews started, which encouraged me, and over the next few minutes, we connected like lovers. I had to admit it was different than my expectation, more intimate and complete, and I pondered whether it was normal in the swinging world, or if it was just the attraction I felt towards the woman.
"Uggghhhh...uggghhhh...ohhhhhh..." I heard grunts in my wife's voice suddenly come from the next bed.
Both Joanna and I looked at the same time, and we could see that like us, they were in the missionary position, with hardly any of my wife's body visible beneath the large man. His ass was moving slowly, and the way his head tilted, I suspected he was kissing her neck.
"She's going to have the time of her life," the woman beneath me whispered.
It took great willpower not to stop and watch but I wanted to please Joanna and enjoy the experience as well. So, I concentrated on her, learning from her sounds, and moving my body accordingly, and soon we were enjoying a passionate coupling that didn't seem anything like random sex. I searched out for places to plant my lips which included, her neck, ears, lips, and nipples, as for some reason, I just couldn't get enough of her, and was pretty sure she felt the same.
"You feel so good," I said and let my lips touch hers gently.
"Oh...oh baby...you're doing it to me...don't you dare stop," she whimpered.
Her words focused me, and I started to drive a little deeper which brought forth even more sensual sounds. I thought she was close, and happily, I was still in control, so I kept the deliberate movement until her body signaled her upcoming release. Her sounds and movements gave it away, so I was prepared when it hit.



"Ohhhh...God...God yes...yes...yes...yes..." she called out rapidly, while I pushed deep into her.
Her body shook in a spasm several times, then she went limp beneath me, but I kept going, although at a slower pace. I knew I was at a place where I could will myself to a climax when I was ready, so I just concentrated on enjoying the woman and her warm, magical pussy.
"Mmmm...you're special," she said, back from her orgasm, and when I looked down at her and smiled, she continued, "My husband lets me play. You can have me all you want."
"What about my wife?' I laughed.
"Your wife is getting the shit fucked out of her," she laughed, which was indeed true.
Emily's cries interspersed with the black man's groans were now filling the room, and I knew that the only thing that was holding her back was her previous orgasm. Still, it seemed a certainty that Virgil would eventually take her over the top, as her sounds were just too desperate.
"She is..." I said in agreement.
"Let's watch them, baby. It will get you off," she giggled.
"What?" I said feeling embarrassed, even though I knew she was right.
"Mmm...hmmm...you want her well-fucked, don't you? Full of black cock and begging for more," she said brazenly, and suddenly the control I thought I had vanished.
"Joanna!" I replied in surprise, although I felt my hips twitch.
"Your pretty little wife being bad...being a naughty slut," she teased.
Somehow, her words took control of my body and I began to move again, although now I could feel my balls tingling. Joanna started rolling her hips which felt so good it almost made me cry out, and her fingernails traced from my ass to my shoulders. Also, Virgil was now fucking Emily with full, powerful strokes that had the bed squealing loudly as she emitted pitiful moans. An unknowing party might think she was experiencing pain, but we knew it was far from it, and that she would soon be exploding in orgasm.
"Ohhh...oh damn...," I winced, trying to hold back, but knowing it was almost over.
"Mmmm...Virgil doesn't use condoms...she'll be full of his cum...a black man's cum..." she whispered.
"Joanna...uhhh..." I gasped, knowing she was playing me like a fish.
"Let it out baby...think of her full of him and let go," she coached me.
Ughhhh...ughhhh...shit...oh shit...oh shit..." I yelled as my balls erupted, and suddenly spots were dancing before my eyes.
It seemed like in less than a second all my muscle movement and energy left my body. I was only able to collapse on top of the woman's body, now totally spent. She pulled me so that my head was against her breast with my eyes towards Emily, and stroked my head slowly like she was soothing a child.
"Watch," she said, then added, "Watch him make her cum..."
We watched together, although Emily didn't last much longer before she let go while producing a litany of sexual sounds. It was a huge orgasm for her, and in the aftermath, I could hear her sobbing gently. Virgil, showing sensitivity slowed a little but never stopped moving completely, and it wasn't long before we could hear her whimpers of pleasure return.
The black man began to move more deliberately, and when he lifted his body so that his face came into view, we could tell that he was about ready. The final sign was when his ass and the back of his thighs became incredibly tense, then seconds later, with a roar, it happened.
"Ugggghhhh...yeah...yeah...uggghhhh...fucking good...fuck...fuck yeah..." he grunted as he pushed deep.
Emily's face stared straight into his as it hovered inches above her. Her mouth was open slightly and for some reason, she looked surprised. When Virgil finished spilling his seed, like me, he collapsed on top of the woman beneath him, once more blocking my wife from my view.
"She won't forget that," Joanna said, then added, "Neither will you."
"You are bad," I laughed, looking at her with feigned annoyance.
She broke out in a long giggle, then said, "Most new guys are fixated on their wives."
"So, I'm not special?" I asked.
"You're very special, and I meant what I said...anytime you want," she whispered.
"How about now," I replied, which made her giggle again.
I found a nipple with my lips and began to suckle on it, happy to learn that it turned her on dramatically. Soon, my dick left its warm place and I knelt over her, moving from breast to breast, enjoying how her body writhed. When her breasts were completely wet from my saliva, I descended to her pussy, hoping she was strict with everyone on the use of condoms. I found her clit, which was quite small, and began to tease it with the just tip of my tongue. It had the desired effect, as quickly she had her hands on my head with her legs spread wide.
"Mmmmm...ohhh...make me cum again, baby," she whimpered.
Suddenly, I heard voices in the room, and it only took a few seconds to figure out it was David. I looked up to see that he was with Chloe, and both were looking at the other bed where my wife still had the black man's cock buried inside her. Dressed, and apparently ready to leave, it was now us that held up the departure.
The hell with them I thought, they can go or wait, but at that moment I just wanted my tongue in Joanna. So, I returned to her lovely, wet opening and worked my way around until her sighs and movements signaled that she was once more feeling good. More talking began between our friends, but I ignored it, and it wasn't long before it stopped, which made me think they had left.
For the next several minutes, I feasted on my new friend, enjoying the sounds I brought from her, and feeling powerful in the way she responded. I wanted to get her to another orgasm badly and prove my virility to this older woman, and although more sounds came from the adjoining bed, I was so focused on Joanna that I paid no attention. Unfortunately, it turned out to be a decisive moment and one that would haunt me for quite some time.
I could tell Joanna was close to breaking through, so I redoubled my efforts and rapidly assaulted her clit with light brushes of my tongue. Her sounds increased in pitch until her orgasm arrived, and she closed her legs around my head and held on with her hands as moans escaped her mouth. It wasn't a huge climax, but it certainly seemed fulfilling, and when she started to come down, she opened her legs and pulled on my shoulders. I was halfway up to her when I looked over at the other bed and received a huge shock.
Virgil was now leaning against the headboard and my wife was between his legs sucking on his thick cock, but what was disturbing was the sight of David behind her, with his hands on her hips, fucking her with an intense look on his face.
"Hey! Get the fuck out of her," I yelled.
At the same time, my eyes searched the room for Chloe, but she had left.
"C'mon man...just a sec," he grunted.
I started to leap from the bed, but Joanna took my arm, looked into my eyes, and said, "Calm down."
Her efforts, though well intended, turned out to be the second fateful moment because it delayed me just long enough, and as I rose from the bed, I saw her best friend's husband stiffen, grunt loudly, and thrust hard against her. It stopped me cold. I knew his semen was now inside her, and I had to wonder what had occurred that led to their coupling. Was she even aware of who was fucking her? And where was her friend?
"Get back," I said, finally moving again.
David slowly pulled away, and a strand of semen stayed connected between them until it finally separated from his glistening cock and fell against her thigh. Suddenly, there was no sensuality, no eroticism, those feeling vanished, replaced by ones of decadence, and as I looked at my wife, I only saw a cock needy slut.
"Enough," I said, sending a clear message to Virgil.
"Baby..." I heard Joanna say softly, but I ignored her.
It took the black man pushing on her shoulders for Emily to finally became aware of what was taking place. It seemed like she had been in a fog, oblivious to all that was happening around her, making me wonder if the sex with David had been that powerful.
"Man, she said it was okay," David said as I helped my wife from the bed.
Part of me wanted to hit him, but more of me just wanted to go, so I guided Emily out the door and down the stairs where I left her by the door while I collected our things. We dressed in silence and it took my help for her to get into her clothes. When we finished, we moved quickly towards the door.
The dispatcher advised, that at this hour, it would take about forty minutes to get a car, so we waited silently in the large living area. Tomas was absent, so I assumed he had left, or perhaps even joined the fray. Regardless, it left the bar unattended and I moved behind it to see what was available.
"You want something?" I asked Emily coldly.
I was still upset about her and David. Anyone but him I thought. Especially, after everything we had dealt with and the fact it was the husband of her best friend.
"Just water," she said, in a low voice.
I did get her a large glass of water, but I also poured us each a shot of tequila, and when I set the small glass in front of her, she gave me a questioning look.
"I think we need one," I said.
It took her several sips but she drank the liquid and after almost another minute of silence she started, "Look...okay...look..."
"David? What the hell Emily?" I interrupted.
"I...I...know it got out of hand, but I told him it was alright," she explained.
"How could it be alright?" I challenged her.
"I don't know," she whimpered, then after a deep breath, added, "Virgil told me to let him."
"Virgil told you?" I said slowly, trying to decipher the meaning, and when she merely nodded her head, I followed with, "So, you do what Virgil says."
"I...I...I don't know, I'm sorry," she said and began to cry.
I left her alone, but followed with, "And Chloe?"
"She knows...she was there," she said between her sobs.
"What happened to her?" I asked, now completely confused.
"Ramon came and...uh...he took her," she replied.
"So, she's here getting fucked somewhere?" I fired back and then added, "Maybe I should go fuck her...ya know...to make it even. Or, should I ask Virgil first?"
"You're a bastard! I didn't want any of this. It wasn't my idea to come here," she said, conveniently forgetting the details of the night.
"Oh? It wasn't? How about when you said we needed to come with them because Chloe asked? That was you, not me! How about when you were supposed to get them so we can leave? I find you practically panting in heat watching people fuck in that small room," I shouted.
She began crying so hard she couldn't speak, so I stopped talking. Besides, my emotions were so high that I was accusing much more than asking, and even with the alcohol I had consumed, I knew that wasn't a smart thing.
"Hey man. What a freaking night," David said, suddenly turning the corner into the room, fully dressed once more.
He seemed oblivious to the situation between Emily and me. Instead, he appeared like a twelve-year-old kid that had just spent the day at the carnival. His manner made me wonder if I was the only one that had maintained some sense of sanity, then I thought about Joanna and how taken I had been with her and our shared sex. Is that what happened to the others, including my wife?
"Where's Chloe," Emily forced out, and for the first time, I think he noticed she was crying.
"Uhhh...she's coming. Should be here soon," he answered, suddenly looking nervous.
Almost ten minutes elapsed before my wife's friend appeared. She quickly scanned things, and from the look on her face and her subdued reaction, I knew she had determined the cause of Emily's distress. I toyed with sending them on and waiting for the car, but it was very late, and I felt exhausted both physically and emotionally, so we left together.
"Emily?" Chloe whispered.
She had turned from her spot in the front seat and was looking at my wife with concern. Emily just looked up with a sad expression and they touched hands for an instant.
"Look, I just...ya know...want to clear the air...I mean make sure we're all on the same page..." David stumbled.
"David, it's not your fault," my wife broke in.
"It's nobody's fault, there is no fault," Chloe declared.
"Chloe, it's kind of hard for me to accept my wife being fucked by David...the husband of her best friend," I replied.
"Quit acting so superior. What difference does it make? We all did it, and you were giving that woman your full attention...practically making love to her..." she started, then suddenly stopped.
The rest of the ride was in silence, and as soon as we were in our room, I stripped and went to bed while Emily bolted for the bathroom. We both fell asleep without talking, and the next day was more of the same. When we got home, we separated quickly and didn't get face-to-face until that evening. By then, I had calmed down a lot and even had developed some sympathy for the view Chloe stated during her outburst in the car.
"Do you want to talk?" Emily asked meekly.
"Emily, I do. But I've thought about things, and I don't want our discussion to be about you defending your actions. There's nothing to defend, okay?" I stated.
"Really? she asked with a hopeful expression.
"Really," I answered, then added, "And, I shouldn't have lost my temper."
"Thank you," she said, and suddenly it looked like a weight had lifted from her, although her eyes still seemed to be probing.
"How do you feel?" I asked, doing my best to smile.
"Physically or emotionally?" she asked.
"Both," I replied.
"Physically...sore. Emotionally, I feel weird, strange, embarrassed, shame, fear, humiliation..." she explained.
"Why fear?" I asked.
"For us...what's it...mean? Whether you still want me," she said, with her voice dropping almost to a whisper.
"I understand," I answered vaguely.
After several seconds of silence, she asked, "Do you still want me?"
"Of course, don't be silly," I said and pulled her close to my side.
After that, we cuddled some then went to bed and made slow love. Amazingly, things returned to normal very quickly despite the outlandish night. We didn't talk about it anymore, as I think both of us wanted to avoid verbalizing the truths about our motivations and involvement. Thus, it was almost two months later when the next conversation occurred. It was a cool, rainy weekend, and we had nothing to do, so we ended up in bed just after lunch. Both of us were naked, and we were playing and teasing but had not yet moved to intercourse.
"Tell me what you liked best," I whispered into her ear.
Despite our limited discussion, she instinctively knew what I meant, and after backing away to look at me for a second, she smiled and said, "Virgil."
"You went black," I teased.
"Mmmm...he took me there," she teased back.
"How many times did he make you cum," I probed.
"Twice," she replied, as she snuggled in close.
"And once with Hal," I said.
"Mmmm...hmmm...and once with David," she said softly.
"David? David gave you an orgasm?" I asked in surprise.
"Yes," she replied and I felt her body stiffen defensively.
Knowing I needed a softer touch to get all the details, I backed my voice down, and said, "A good night for you."
She rolled on top of me and as she pulled my dick to her opening, she said, "Yes, and if you would have got some too it would have been perfect."
When I was inside, she made several quick moves and then slowed and began an easy rhythm while we looked at each other. I was surprised at her boldness, especially since we were on a subject where I thought she would still show some vulnerability. But there was none there. Instead, she showed playfulness.
After several seconds of silence, as if reading my mind, she said, "Yes, I had an orgasm with him."
"I didn't see it," I replied.
"You were busy with your girlfriend," she said, giving me a pointed stare.
"She said I could have her anytime I wanted," I explained, suddenly having the urge to tell all.
I had expected a surprised, maybe angry response, but she just smiled and said, "That's what Virgil said, too."
"I didn't like you with David. I mean he was such a jerk, trying to do it with everyone, and all I could think about was his semen, his DNA, being inside you. His sperm trying to find your egg," I told her.
She looked down at me as if she was contemplating my words then responded, Virgil's were too."
"I know, but I don't have to see him again," I answered.
"Okay, I understand," she replied.
I was happy to let her ride me on top and do the work while I got to look at her beautiful face. She seemed happy too as she got to move at her pace and take as much or as little as she wanted. We made love that way for the next few minutes, and although we were silent, my mind continued to churn.
"Three guys," I said softly.
"Don't," she replied and swatted me on the arm.
"Double your whole life in just a few hours," I teased.
I had expected to be angry and disgusted by the events of the evening, and at first, that's exactly how I felt. But, as time passed, my feelings softened and ever so slowly became replaced by erotic memories. They covered the breadth of our experience, from watching others to my encounter, but the most powerful visions were those of Emily in a state of complete sexual abandon. I recalled that Joanna had said that it was common for a new husband to fixate on his wife, and her message was certainly proving true for me.
"Be nice," she said playfully and took my chin in her hand.
"What about Chloe?" I asked, realizing I had never heard the details about her friend.
"Five...things were wilder for her," she said.
"Wow...wow..." I said, thinking the cabana must have turned into an orgy.
"How is she taking it?" I asked.
Even though Chloe had been over multiple times since the trip, I hadn't spoken to Emily about her state of mind. I felt that David would be fine, but Chloe could be fragile, so I was concerned.
"She's fine," my wife answered quickly, and whether it was her movements, our talk, or both, I could see she was becoming more intense.
"That's good," I answered perfunctorily.
"Mmmm...hmmm..." she moaned, and then followed with a message that truly shocked me, "They went back."
"Back? To Dallas? To...you mean...to do it with others?" I asked.
"Yes..." she moaned, as she started going faster.
The connection between her statement and the movement of her body was obvious, and I desperately wanted to know the details.
"Emily! Don't leave me hanging...what happened?" I practically begged.
"Tell you later," she replied, fighting back a smirk.
I knew she was toying with me, and I had had enough, so I quickly flipped her onto her back and then pushed my dick back inside.
"Uhhhh..." she grunted when I intentionally went deep.
"Tell me what happened," I demanded as my hands grabbed her wrists and pushed her arms over her head.
"I was getting close..." she whined and gave me a pouty look.
"Tell me...tell me or I'm going to stop," I threatened.
I could see the wheels spinning in her head as she tried to think of a clever response, but failing, she finally started to explain, "They went back last weekend for a...a...gathering."
"Chloe agreed?" I asked with surprise.
"Yes...yes, she did," she responded, and then added, "They wanted us to go, but I said no.'
"Okay," I said to acknowledge her message, then asked, "What happened?"
"You know what happened," she said.
I had slowed our pace and was now barely moving as I tried to process the information. For a moment, I thought about us attending too but quickly decided that Emily had made the right decision. However, I was still quite curious, particularly about her best friend's participation. I couldn't help but wonder if she let go again and had sex with multiple men.



"They were at Hal's?" I asked, trying to understand the setting.
"No, somewhere else, but there were people there from before," she said.
"What happened? I mean...what did she...uh...they do?" I probed.
"You mean how many men were with Chloe?" she replied, accurately sensing my thoughts, and without waiting for an answer, she continued, "She was with Ramon, Virgil, and a new guy."
"She took your black man. Are you jealous?" I teased.
"David got with your blonde girlfriend," she stated, ignoring my question.
The message made me cringe, and I did feel a wave of jealousy sweep through my body. First Emily, now Joanna, it seemed to me like he was crossing the line, trespassing on me sexually. I wondered how the sex had gone, and whether she had enjoyed it the way she did with me.
"Okay...I see..." I finally replied, thinking I needed to say something.
"My God! You should see the look on your face. You're jealous!" she declared, and then added in a sensual whisper, "You just can't keep your women away from him."
Her words caused me to start moving faster, and with her hands still securely in place above her head, I began to drive deeply into her, forcing all kinds of sexual sounds from her mouth.
"I wonder who Virgil liked better?" I said once I had regained my wits.
"Me," she answered without hesitation, which surprised me.
"Why do you think so?" I asked, giggling a bit.
"He asked for my number. He comes here on business often," she responded.
"That's convenient," I replied, thinking she might be toying with me, and then added, "Who will he choose? You or Chloe?"
"Why not both?" she whispered as she lifted her head for a kiss.
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The next day, when I went outside to check for signs of Raul, I was disappointed to see that the ground beneath the windows was undisturbed. Evidently, he was going to stay true to his word, and if I wanted to re-start his voyeurism, I would have to be forthright with the message.
Jordan's period started right on time a few weeks later and her disappointment was easy to see. I had become so convinced that our night of unprotected sex had resulted in a pregnancy, I hadn't bothered with condoms in the intervening weeks. I had to admit, it was a much better feeling to make love to my wife without the sheathing, and now I was faced with the decision whether to go back to using protection or accept Jordan's desire to start a family.
When I reached for a condom, the first time we prepared to make love after her period ended, I thought she might start crying, and she protested vigorously. However, I just wasn't ready, and although I tried to be patient and discuss it with her maturely, she ended up storming off. It was several days later that she reluctantly agreed to sex, and things remained tense.
"Maybe, we should go out this weekend," Jordan said when the weather report was over.
The forecast was for clear skies and moderate temperatures. It did sound like it would be good conditions for her art, however what I found interesting was the fact that this was the first time in quite a while that she had suggested a visit. Of course, my radar pinged telling me that she was using her feminine wiles to try and manipulate some unprotected sex, although I was sure I could handle it.
It turned out we couldn't get away until Saturday, so just before noon, we entered the ranch and were surprised to find my parents there. Like us, my mom had wanted to come out since it was going to be a nice day, although they were planning to leave mid-afternoon. The women arranged lunch, and afterwards while I was on the porch, my mother approached.
"I don't think your being fair to Jordan," she stated.
Now, my mom is a very straightforward person, and I've learned the best way to deal with her is to be equally forthright, so I responded, "It's not your business, mom."
"I'm just saying..." she started.
"Not your business," I said, cutting her off.
She left in a huff, and for a while I was angry thinking about their conspiring. When my parents left, my mother made a point of glaring at me as she walked to the pickup. Jordan evidently had heard the outcome of the brief conversation, because she stayed clear of the subject, maintaining a low key until I drove her out to draw. She had selected a spot where a dry, rocky creek entered a pasture and decided to set up on some nearby high ground. To deal with the cool air, she was dressed in a hooded sweatshirt and jeans looking decidedly unsexy. I suspected that any interest in resurrecting our exhibitionist play had vanished with my mother's agitation, so I drove back to the HQ and flopped in front of the TV.
I had calmed some by the time I left to pick her up. She had done some nice work, evidently not as affected by the dust up as me, and when the Tahoe was loaded, she moved towards me in a seductive way.
"You give up on outdoor lovemaking?' she purred.
"Not in the mood," I answered, although her voice sounded enticing.
"Quit pouting," she said, taking my hand and putting it on her sweatshirt covered breast.
"Jordan, c'mon," I answered in a perturbed tone, even though I knew she was at least partially right.
"You sure? Maybe Raul is watching,' she answered as she fought back a smile, then, unable to hold back she added, "Isn't that what you want?"
I ignored her provocation, and climbed into the vehicle followed by her several seconds later, still fighting back her smile. We drove in silence, although several times I felt her eyes on me. I knew she felt completely in the right about wanting a child, and didn't respect my position. To her, I was merely scared or selfish, and would eventually come around, especially with the help of my nosy mother.
When we got back, Jordan made for the shower while I grabbed a beer and returned to the TV. When she appeared thirty minutes later, wearing just a thong and t-shirt in the drafty house, I knew her plans were to use all her feminine charm to arouse and seduce me. In a certain way, I had to admire her confidence, although my thoughts quickly began to churn on a counter plan.
"Aren't you cold?" I asked, deciding to prod some.
"No, I'm fine," she announced, although in turning, I could see her little nipples poking through the thin garment.
"What's for dinner," I replied.
"Pasta," she said, and turned away.
All through the preparation, I was treated to glimpses of her firm rear as she paraded about. I could feel myself weakening, and when she asked me to open a bottle of wine, it brought me next to her where several times she brushed her breasts against my arm. The meal was tasty and I engaged enough that we could have a conversation, but when she was about to gather the dishes, she suddenly became quiet.
"Don't you want a little Stevie in me?" she asked in a low, seductive voice.
"Yes, but not yet," I explained for probably the 50th time.
"I know, I know..." she replied, then a strange look crossed her face and she added, "I really think you just want to play the game with Raul."
"The game's over," I answered.
"The curtain was open last...did you talk to him?" she responded.
"He wasn't outside last time," I told her.
I had kept the knowledge I learned from the inspection to myself, as I wasn't sure what to do with it. Hearing me, the confused look on her face began to change, and just for an instant, I swear I saw a look of disappointment.
"Oh..." she finally said.
"After that time...you know...when we talked we agreed it was over and I haven't spoken to him since. I thought he might look in anyway, but he didn't," I elaborated.
"Okay, good," she said, after contemplating my words.
I could see the wheels spinning in her head, and I sensed that she had planned to use the voyeurism, like before, to achieve her goal. A bit of the jauntiness left her step, which I found interesting, and it was entertaining to predict what her next step might be. I let her snuggle next to me on the couch, but for the next half-hour we watched TV in silence.
"Make love to me," she whispered.
"It's not the same when we aren't being watched," I replied.
It was a cheap shot, intended to get a reaction, however the one I got was not what I expected at all.
"Go get him then," she replied, without hesitation.
I pulled away and looked at her and for several seconds we just stared, before I asked, "Are you serious?"
"Well, I want you in bed, and if that's what it takes..." she responded.
I thought about the meaning of her words, and I even considered telling her that she would have to get him, but the developments were just too surprising to debate.
"Let me think about it," I finally responded.
"Okay," she said softly, and almost immediately her hand began to rub my chest.
Several minutes went by as I mulled it over, and then with a rapid movement, I stood and said, "I'll be right back."
I didn't look back as I left, and quickly crossed the yard in the nippy air until I was standing in front of Raul's door. Unquestionably it was wrong, especially since we had successfully ended the string of sordid, voyeuristic interactions. My head was filled with trepidation, yet my arm raised, and then it was knocking on the aluminum. Almost immediately, he opened it, and I could see he was still in his work clothes all the way to his boots. He had a strange look on his face, and with a lift of his head he beckoned my message.
"Uh...if you want to watch..." I started, but got tongue tied.
"Does she know?" he shot back after a moment of thought.
"Yes..." I said, providing the real message with all its connotations.
"Maybe..." he replied, and for a few seconds we held each other's stare, then he slowly closed the door.
Jordan was still watching TV when I returned, but when I went to the bathroom, I could see that she had pulled back all the shades. Although I still thought it was mostly about her manipulation of me, I was beginning to feel that there might be something else, which took me back to the comment Raul had made after they talked. Was there a part of her, a tiny element, that was lost on me? Did she enjoy being on display? Was it something that sexually excited her?
"What did he say?" she asked when I joined her on the sofa.
"He said maybe. He's confused I suspect," I replied.
She digested the words, then leaned towards me and started to lightly kiss my ears, which she knew drove me crazy. Whether Raul showed or not, Jordan was ready, and it wasn't long before she straddled my waist and pulled her t-shirt off. Her beautiful face, sweet lips and delightful nipples were now right before me, and I could literally feel the willpower drain from my body.
"C'mon," she said after a few minutes, standing and pulling on my hand.
She led me straight to the bed and started clawing at my clothes. As soon as they were off, we fell back together and instantly began to entwine our bodies while our tongues danced in a deep kiss. Her body felt so warm and feminine that I knew I would struggle to stay in control, and when her mouth inhaled my dick, I groaned loudly.
"You tried so hard," she said, stopping for a moment to look at me.
The smile on her face let me know she thought she had won, but the sensations I was experiencing made it something I had no interest in discussing. Rather, I just let her suck and fondle me while I closed my eyes and enjoyed it. Typically, Jordan only gets several minutes into oral sex before she gets so excited she wants the real thing, and this time was no different. With a sudden flurry, I felt her move and I opened my eyes just in time to see her crawl on top of me, and guiding my dick with her hand, she descended onto my shaft.
"Uhhhh...mmmm..." she sighed.
"I was enjoying that," I stated in mock protest.
"Sorry, I can't help it," she fired back as she began to move.
Her pussy felt amazing, and the seductive look on her face, coupled with the sexuality of the rolling motion of her toned hips, quickly had me fully aroused. I knew that's what she wanted, and that she hoped I would lose control and release my semen into her primed body. Women had been manipulating like this forever, and like countless men before me, I began to rationalize why it would be okay to let her have her way.
"Put on a show for him," I demanded, as a sudden and irresistible urge struck me, that was immediately followed with, "Pinch your nipples."
Jordan didn't hesitate, as her fingers took each bud between them, while her pussy seemed to shudder just for an instant. I could swear she got even wetter too, but that might just have been my imagination as we were both in a sexual frenzy.
"Is he watching?" she asked, with her voice coming out low and husky.
"I don't know," I replied, then after several seconds as we stared at each other, I asked, "Should I check?"
Jordan didn't verbally reply, but after several seconds her movements slowed until she stopped altogether. Our eyes maintained their hold, and deep inside I knew it was about something more than manipulating me. Whether she would admit it or not, I now knew that she wanted to be watched. I helped her lift from me, and then started for the window before a thought hit me and I turned and walked towards the front door.
"Honey..." I heard her soft voice call out, but I ignored it.
The cold night air hit my naked body, with a particular sting on my wet genitals, and I reached the corner just in time to see our ranch hand fumbling to put his cock back inside his pants. There was an awkward moment, as I'm sure he must have thought he was going to be chastised again.
"Uhhh...want to come in?" I asked, and then added nervously, "Its cold out."
All I received in return was a simple nod, and together we walked inside. Jordan was where I left her, on the bed and completely exposed. However, when she saw Raul, almost like a reflex, one hand covered her mound while she positioned an arm over her breasts. We walked into the small bedroom, and while I took a seat on the bed, our visitor stood close by, completely dressed in his work clothes.
"Move your hands," I told her, and when she didn't respond, I tried again, "Jordan, move your hands."
This time, she let them fall to her side, giving us an outstanding look at her tender, young body. Her nipples were still very erect, and her pussy was visible and open enough that we could see her wetness. She looked like a siren, a sexual being that no man would be able to resist.
"Steve..." she whimpered.
Sensing she was feeling extremely vulnerable, I moved onto the bed and between her legs. Then, with her hand helping, I found her opening, and with a gentle shove I was back inside. She gave out a low mew into my ear, but I wanted more, I wanted Raul to hear her cries of pleasure. So, after a slow withdrawal, I pushed back into her hard and fast plumbing the depths of her pussy.
"Ugghhhh...ohhhhh..." she cried out, with her voice filling the small room.
With that, the dam seemed to burst and any reluctance to show her arousal vanished. She openly whined and panted as we fucked to the point that I thought she might actually be trying to put on a show. However, her mannerisms, her hands and legs moving across my body, indicated to me that she was indeed highly excited, and when the sounds of her squishing, wet pussy became noticeable, I was totally convinced.
"God, you are so hot," I said to her, openly.
"Ohhh...ohhh...it feels so good..." she answered, almost like she was in another world.
It had been several minutes since we started, and in that time Raul had become something of an afterthought. Now, when I took a quick glance towards him, I saw that he had shed his coat and was rubbing his cock through his jeans while he watched. For some reason, his interest re-energized me and I plowed into my wife with a new-found strength.
"He's watching you," I whispered to Jordan, trying to provoke a response.
"It's what you wanted," she gasped.
"No, baby. You wanted it too. Look at him," I challenged her, annoyed with her attempt at deflection, and when several seconds went by with no effort from her, I pushed again, "Look at him."
This time, I could see her head turn and look towards the Hispanic man with her gaze lingering for several seconds. Then, her eyes returned to me, while we continued to move, before she finally spoke.
"Please," she whispered.
"Please what?" I asked.
"Please, don't stop," she replied.
"Do you like being watched?" I challenged her, in a voice Raul could hear.
"I'll do it for you..." she started before I shut her off.
"Ssshhh baby...I asked if you like it," I stated.
Rather than answer, she silently nodded her head, although I was sure that Raul was aware of her response. In truth, her admission didn't surprise me, I strongly suspected it and felt a surge of excitement course through my body. Before I knew it, I was pumping into her with an animalistic force, rapidly driving towards a climax, and forcing all kinds of passionate sound from her mouth.
I came hard, deep within her waiting womb, and as spurt upon spurt of semen transferred, for just a moment, my thoughts went to Jordan achieving what she so desperately wanted. I had been so adamant, at least in my own mind, that I would not impregnate her, but now that it was done, I found myself quite comfortable with the concept. Completely spent, I fell to her side, and looking across her still heaving body, I saw Raul standing completely naked holding his cock in his hand. Strangely, my thoughts immediately went to how he had managed to undress undetected. However, as I thought about the last several minutes of our mating, I knew we had been so consumed that a freight train could have gone by without notice. At that exact moment, Jordan's head rolled towards him and I saw that she too was now aware of his nudity.
Our position had Jordan between Raul and me, with me close at her side while he stood several feet away. The awkward silence created more discomfort than our nakedness, as we slowly became aware of the surreal situation. With my erotic desires vanquished with my release, I was considering the best way to get our guest to leave when he suddenly stepped forward. Without speaking, and while one hand still stroked his cock, he boldly reached out and cupped my wife's breast in his hand.
"Huhhhh..." she gasped in surprise, but other than shooting a quick look towards me, she made no effort to thwart his touch.
Likewise, I felt frozen, although my hand, which had been resting on her hip, began slowly massaging her tummy in a comforting manner, as I processed things. Emboldened by the apparent acceptance of his advance, he moved his hand to her other breast, then began alternating between them while his fingers toyed with her nipples. For the first few seconds, Jordan's eyes darted between Raul and me as if she was trying to determine my reaction, but as his touch continued her eyes settled on his roving hand, following the pattern it made across her chest.
Raul maintained his connection, and I was so mesmerized by the hypnotic movement, that I was stunned when I noticed Jordan's body had started to respond. However, it wasn't where his fingers met her skin. Instead, it was in her lower parts, with her hips now rolling in a slow undulation in rhythm with his touch. Raul must have noticed it too, because he stepped closer and his hands started moving faster. At the same time, my wife's hand found mine and squeezed it, and once again she began to make darting glances between us.
"Uhhh...uhhh..." she whined shamelessly, when my hand drifted from her tummy to her swollen pussy.
Without protest, she spread her legs wide, providing a clear invitation to continue, as she enjoyed our combined attention. I knew she was extremely sexual excited, as she had been left short of an orgasm when I deposited my seed into her pussy. I wanted to see her climax, that was merely being unselfish as she needed and deserved the release, but a part of me also wanted to know her limit. Just how far I wondered would she go? She was receiving intimate caresses from another man, almost a stranger, with her husband at her side, and I now wondered whether my presence was empowering or limiting.
"Uhhh...not so hard," she whined.
Raul had released his cock and now had a hand on each breast, and although I hadn't seen it, I guessed his touch had become too aggressive. Still, it wasn't enough for her to stop him, and we both continued to work her body, making it move seductively, while soft moans and sighs escaped her mouth.
Our ranch hand's shaft, now free from his hand, bobbed above her body, and I could see that it was about the size of mine with perhaps a slightly larger girth. He had a thin matting of pubic hair, a waistline with a slight paunch, and a small drop of semen was parked at his opening, evidently too thick to be dislodged by gravity.
"Touch it," I forced out in a hoarse voice.
Jordan looked first at me, then Raul, before her hand slowly reached out and softly took hold of his cock. Over the next few minutes, my fingers delved into her soaked slit, while our guest manipulated her pert breasts and she tugged on his shaft. All of us were excited, but my wife's arousal was most noticeable as we progressed her through several higher states until she was freely moaning and writhing her body.
I had started out teasing her labia while occasionally dipping a finger inside, but had moved on to her nub, which I was gently circling. Suddenly, Raul released a breast, and with his right hand pushed mine away. Instantly, he sunk a finger completely inside her, then pulled upwards while bringing it out, which made her groan loudly. With him now in charge of my wife's entire body, I fell back and watched the scene unfold as he eagerly worked her towards an orgasm.



His single penetrating finger was quickly joined by a second, and he maintained his rhythmic, upward pull on her pubic bone during each cycle. Jordan had abandoned all modesty, and her legs were now widely stretched, with one across my own, while from her mouth a litany of squeals, whines and moans escaped. My eyes were mostly glued to her squishing pussy, so I was taken by surprise when I looked up and saw her hand was now rapidly stroking Raul's cock. However, he was having such an impact on her body that she couldn't maintain her efforts for long.
"Give it to me," Raul spat out in Spanish, then almost immediately followed with the same phrase in English.
"I'm trying," my wife whimpered, completely consumed by lust.
"Give it," he followed seconds later in a demanding voice.
His words seemed to have an effect, because Jordan began to arch her body, lifting off the bed until only her ass and shoulders were touching, like she was desperately trying to force something out. In addition, her breathing was now coming in ragged, labored pants. I was watching his fingers thrust mercilessly into her pussy when I saw the first discharge of fluid appear between his digits.
"More," he called out in Spanish, and pulled on her nipple until it was extended almost an inch.
My wife cried out loudly, then her body became rigid and her breathing stopped. A second later she released more viscous fluid between his fingers, this time with more force. This was followed by a momentary relaxation of her body before it stiffened again and a gush shot forth several inches. I had heard about female ejaculation, but in all our time together I had never seen her do it. It mesmerized me, and it was Raul's voice that startled me back to the moment.
"Fuck her. She needs dick," he stated.
I moved over her without hesitation and was amazed by the open and very wet feeling of her pussy which was far different than anything I had experienced before. Jordan's arms and legs quickly wrapped around me, and for a short time she had enough energy to meet my thrusts, although it quickly waned. It wasn't long before I was moving into my completely spent and exhausted wife, as I felt her body going limp. Still, I wanted to cum in her and knew it wouldn't take long, so I kept the best pace I could until I felt my balls tingle, and for the second time that night I was releasing into her unprotected body.
Jordan had been silent, save for some soft mews, for several minutes when I fell to her side. She was still lying prone with her full body on display, giving no sign she had the inclination or energy to move. When I looked up, Raul was still standing next to her, once more holding his cock in his hand. He had been silent while we were coupled, and I now wondered if he had ideas of fucking her too. It wasn't something I wanted, especially now that my lust had been extinguished, but just when I thought I might need to say something, he started pulling rapidly on his shaft.
It didn't long before I could see the telltale signs that he was about to cum, and seconds later, several thick, milky globs fell out of his cock in a small arc and landed across my wife's breasts. Only then, did she open her eyes, and after several quick glances between us, her hand rose and she slowly began to rub the semen into her skin.
"I'm gone," she whispered when she finished, letting me know she was completely spent.
"Okay, honey," I replied.
I rose and tried to help her move beneath the covers while Raul dressed, but she was too exhausted, so I scooted her enough to get her out of the wet spot then covered her with a blanket.
"That was crazy," I said to Raul, after we had dressed and moved to the living room.
"Maybe she got what she wanted," he said.
"A baby?" I followed.
"Perhaps, more," he replied.
With his words, I knew what he was trying to say, and realized that he might be correct. I had witnessed enough to know that my wife wasn't an innocent bystander to events. Somewhere inside her was an interest, or an itch for something, that at the moment seemed to be about showing herself.
Jordan was purring in a contented sleep when I joined her twenty minutes later. Unfortunately, I was forced to sleep in the wet spot formed by her expelled juices; the thick flow of juices that had been brought forth by another man. It had easily been the wildest evening of sex I had ever experienced, but the more I thought about it, the more certain I became that it would have ramifications.
"Let's go home," Jordan demanded early the next morning.
Things had been tense since we got up, and I could tell she was feeling guilty about what had occurred. I had to admit that I too had misgivings and needed time to think it through, so we packed and left.
"Somethings wrong with me," my wife announced when her next period arrived.
"Honey, it's only been two tries...two cycles," I responded.
"Maybe...but...I don't know...I'm just ready and I was so sure...so sure this time," she stammered.
"Sure that your wild night got you knocked up?" I smirked, which immediately brought a withering glare.
In the intervening weeks since that night, we had discussed the events many times. Jordan was ashamed, and although it took her a while to open-up, she finally explained it was the fact that another man's touch had made her climax. Also, she had tried to shift all the blame to me, both as a result of my initial setups as well as the fact that I didn't stop him from touching her.
For my part, I continued to question my motivations and the effect it might have on our relationship long-term. However, I didn't want it to become an albatross, something that was such a negative that it dominated our thoughts, so I tried to introduce some levity. Once, I tried to remind her of her reaction to his touch, although my attempt was quickly cut-off and dismissed harshly, and another time, when I mentioned Raul's ejaculation, the conversation ended with a similar outcome.
In one way, Jordan had achieved what she wanted, because now all our sex was unprotected. Mostly, it was my sympathy from her crestfallen reaction to not being pregnant, although there was also some guilt from the situation I had put her in. Unfortunately, another cycle would come and go without conception which only added to her angst.
Of course, I saw Raul routinely in the normal course of work, but the subject, save for some uncomfortable eye contact, was never broached and amazingly, within a week or so, it had mostly disappeared from my thoughts. Then, Raul departed for a three-week family visit, which left me to pick up the slack, and provided some solitary time for reflection. Jordan only accompanied me one time to the ranch and that was just for a day trip while Raul was gone. She sketched some, although she explained when I collected her that she couldn't get in the right mood, which I suspected was from the lingering thoughts.
When her period started after yet another month, her frustration spiked once more, which resulted in her becoming moody and sulky. After several weeks of moping, I convinced her to come with me to the ranch on a Saturday where she could draw while I did some needed tasks. In truth, I thought she would benefit from getting out, although I knew it would be best to keep her away from Raul, who had been back for about a month.
"Honey, what would you think about getting tested? I mean both of us..." she asked.
We were halfway to our destination and had driven mostly in silence, so I knew from her question that she had been thinking about it for some time.
"Honey...Jordan...it's only been a few months. Relax! Please, just relax," I counseled.
"It wouldn't hurt," she said after several minutes.
"Look. If nothing happens in another couple months, then fine," I acquiesced.
"Promise?" she asked, showing just a tiny hint of a smile.
"I promise, but please, relax. Everything will be fine," I said.
My partial appeasement and words of encouragement had immediate effect as she became more talkative and lively as we continued the drive. By the time we arrived mid-morning, she had become somewhat animated about her art, engaging me in a discussion about where to setup and what to sketch. Early summer was settling in, and the afternoons were becoming hot and humid, so the plan was to go out immediately then return, rest and go out for a couple hours the following morning. Thus, after dropping a few things off at the house, I drove her to the spot she had selected.
"Maybe three hours," she said when we had unloaded.
"Okay, I'll see you then," I answered, then left.
On the drive back, just for a moment, I thought about Raul, but with all that had occurred, I didn't think he would try to find her. In fact, he didn't even know our plans, so I suspected he was doing some chores someplace. Three hours later, after a snack and a nap, I collected my wife. However, when we returned just twenty minutes later, we spotted Raul who was standing next to his truck parked just twenty yards from the house. As soon as we drove up, I knew I would have to acknowledge his presence, but expected Jordan to demure. So, I was quite surprised when she followed me after we got out.
"What's up?" I asked when I was a few feet away.
"Nothing really, just finished putting some feed out," he answered.
Jordan, was wearing shorts and a short-sleeved blouse, and the heat had put a slight sheen of perspiration on her body which looked enticing. Raul didn't hesitate to look her over as if his encounter with her had bestowed on him a special privilege.
"How is Lupe?" my wife asked, nervously.
"I just found out that she is once more pregnant," he stated.
There was an immediate non-verbal reaction from Jordan as her body stiffened followed by her shoulders slumping. I knew it brought forth the issue that had been messing with her mind, and that she would find Raul's success after just a brief visit completely unfair.
"Oh, well...congratulations," she said putting on a good face.
"Yes, that great. How many does that make?" I asked.
"Six," my wife responded before he could.
As I suspected, when we were in the house just a few minutes later, she immediately went to the subject.
"Six..." she said, obviously intending her lingering word to prompt a discussion.
"Six is too many," I replied, unsure of what else to say.
"It's better than none,' she responded while looking at me with sorrowful eyes.
"Stop! Please stop! You're driving me crazy. There will come a time when you will laugh at how you are acting, trust me. But, for now, please, please stop!" I implored her, although I knew my words had a bit too sharp an edge.
"Do you think so?" she asked after contemplating my message.
"Yes! And let me tell you what else. After all this, if I decide I want ten, you're going to have ten!' I declared.
"No more than eight," she answered, but I was happy to see a smile fill her face.
"Okay. Let's start now," I said, taking her by the arm.
Jordan was happy to let me guide her to the bed, and by the time we got there my dick was almost fully hard, as for some reason, all the pregnancy talk was getting me worked up. We made love twice and I fired semen into her both times with the second release coming as a result of the excitement I felt from watching her have a nice orgasm. After that, we fell asleep.
Later, I awoke to the sound of the shower, but turned over and went back to sleep. When I finally did rise, the house was quiet, and thinking she might be on the porch, I pulled back the curtain. Jordan wasn't on the porch as I suspected. Instead, she was talking to Raul near his truck dressed in her running clothes, which consisted of small, tight shorts and a snuggly fitting top. I knew from experience that the attire showed her body to great advantage leaving little to the imagination, and for some reason, even though he had seen her completely nude, I thought the scene before me was quite risqué.
I let the curtain drop until it was barely open and watched while they continued their interaction. Even from my distance, I could tell that he would occasionally look her over in an open, leering manner that she had to notice. However, if she did, it wasn't showing as she appeared comfortable and unthreatened. At least, that was how she was acting until he placed his hand on her hip. Quickly, her hand went to his and after what appeared to be some gentle prodding, he released his hold. Still, it was at least another minute until she turned and began walking down the road. I could see Raul's eyes locked on her ass, and his hand went to his crotch where he either rubbed his cock or pushed it into a better position. When my eyes went back to Jordan, she had broken into a trot and was rapidly leaving my sight. I was left to ponder how they had met, what they had discussed and what message my wife had delivered in response to his advance.
I was on the couch, thinking about what I had seen and halfway through a beer, when over the sound of the A/C, I heard Raul's truck fire up. I got to the window just in time to see him disappear in the direction Jordan had left, and instinctively, I felt like a rendezvous was going to take place. The question was whether it was planned or if it was a unilateral decision by the Mexican man. I reached for my keys, thinking I should follow, but when I reached the door, I stopped. For the next several minutes, a debate went on in my head, but in the end, I returned to the couch. However, ten minutes later, unable to remain still, I made it into the cab of the Tahoe before once again pausing then returning to the house. My action, or lack of action, resulted in a strange, numb feeling in my body, as I thought about my motivation and desires.
I heard the pickup return about thirty minutes after it left, and looked out just in time to see Raul disappear towards his trailer. It was another forty minutes before my wife appeared, opening the door while breathing heavily just as I was about to go looking for her. She smiled and moved past me towards the bathroom, and I heard the shower start. Now, my mind was filled with lurid thoughts as I contemplated what might have occurred. I considered inspecting her clothes for signs of something, anything, but they were safely inside the small room with her.
"How far did you go?" I asked when she appeared in her robe.
"Probably, five miles," she declared, which would account for her time and be in keeping with her normal routine.
"Wasn't it hot," I probed, looking for a sign.
"Very," she responded, and moved to the fridge for a bottle of water.
"See anything," I followed.
For just a fraction of a second, before she shook her head, something swept through her eyes, and then it was gone. It was so fast and faint it left me wondering whether it really had occurred or if it was merely a figment of my sordid imagination. She quickly finished the water, then grabbed another bottle and joined me on the couch where we watched TV and idly chatted.
"We're going to make love again," she suddenly announced.
"Okay. Right now, or should we schedule a time?" I laughed.
"Later. I'm just saying," she answered with a strange gleam in her eye.
The brief exchange set the tone for the evening, and as soon as she finished her water she switched to wine. An hour later, we had shared a snack tray while she downed two glasses and was now feeling good.
"Get more comfortable," she demanded, reaching for the button on my jeans.
"Why, baby? Is it time for our appointment?" I teased.
"Just get them off," she replied.
I took them off, so that I was now in briefs and a polo shirt, and Jordan snuggled close as soon as I sat down. We began kissing while our hands roamed, and I soon found that she was naked beneath the robe. After several minutes, with an intent to slow things down, I broke away and went to get her another glass. She gave me an impish smile when I handed her the wine, while making sure her lovely, taut body remained on display. Halfway through her drink, just as it was becoming dark, I pulled her close to me.
"Mmmm..." she purred into my mouth when our lips met.
"Did he touch you?" I whispered to her when we broke.
"What?" she asked in surprise, but I could tell when the words sunk in because she hid her face in my neck.
"Did he touch you?" I asked again.
"Who?" she asked in a squeaky voice.
"Did he touch you?" I said more deliberately.
I could feel Jordan starting to squirm and knew that there was a story, but it took almost a minute before she replied, "I didn't...we didn't...we didn't do it."
"Did he touch you," I repeated in the same insistent voice.
This time, after only a brief pause she said, "Yes."
"Tell me what happened," I probed.
"He...I mean...he saw me go running and I guess he followed...and...well...he came up behind me in his pickup and I stopped," she started, then took a deep breath before continuing, "And...we talked...and...he started using his hand to...uhhh...to touch me some."
"You let him fondle you?" I asked.
"Well, I guess he just did," she answered nervously.
"You told him no?" I clarified.
"Uhhh...I did say no...I mean...I did," she replied.
I pushed her back so I could look into her face, then holding her head in my hands, I asked, "Did you fuck him?"
"No...no, I didn't!" she declared.
"Where did he touch you?" I followed.
It took multiple further questions to decipher her disjointed explanation until I was able to determine that our ranch hand had gotten my wife to remove her top and sports bra so that he could play with her breasts. He had tried to get her to do the same with her shorts, telling her he just wanted to lick her pussy, but he was unsuccessful and had to settle for snaking his hand down the front and fingering her. The encounter had lasted about ten minutes, but she was adamant that he had remained fully clothed.
"Then he just stopped?" I asked.
"I said I needed to go," she answered.
"Did you touch him?" I followed.
"He kept his clothes on..." she started before I cut her off.
"Did you touch him?" I pushed, and when she didn't reply I knew the answer.
"I'm sorry," she croaked, then followed with, "But, just on the outside."
"What were you talking about with him in the yard?" I asked, changing subjects and catching her off guard.
"You...," she started, caught herself, then continued, "He was there when I went out, and I...we said hi...and started talking about Lupe and his kids."
"What else," I said.
"Mostly that...I said we were trying," she said.
The way the octave of her voice dropped with the second part of her response, indicated to me that there was more about the subject that she wasn't admitting.
"And what did he say to that?" I asked.
Jordan took a deep breath, and with her eyes locked on mine, she replied, "He said I should go to his trailer and he would help."
"To knock you up?" I said, even though I knew the answer.
"Yes...he said seven was his lucky number," she whispered.
"Did he make you cum again?" I asked.
"No..." she said, but in a voice that left room for doubt.
"And that's why you're so horny now," I pushed.
"No, that's not true," she fired back, but the tone in her voice made me think she was trying to convince herself as much as me.
We stared at each other without speaking, as the seconds ticked by, and I could see in her eyes that she was nervous, bordering on panic. However, when I glanced down and saw her skin was flushed and her small nipples were erect, I reached a decision.
"Go get him," I demanded.
"What? No...no honey," she protested.
"Yes, go get him," I said in the same even voice I had used throughout our conversation.
"Why? It doesn't make any sense," she said.



"Go get him," I said again.
"Just tell me why?" she countered.
"So, he can lick you," I explained.
Again, we stared at each other in silence for several seconds before she said, "That's all?"
"Yes...that's all," I confirmed.
Jordan closed her eyes, took a deep breath then rose, but as she was moving towards the bedroom, I stopped her.
"Don't change. Go like that," I said.
"Honey..." she started, but caught herself, and then with a sigh said, "I need shoes."
She left the living room, then quickly reappeared wearing some simple sandals. Without looking at me, and with her robe held together tightly, she left. I got to the window just in time to see her crossing towards the sheds in the final stages of dusk. As she left my sight, I wondered how quickly she would return. That she would collect him I was certain, but I knew there was a good chance he might try to take advantage of the situation first. Five, and then ten minutes elapsed, with me checking the window often, before I saw a flickering light moving my way, and soon I was able to make out Raul and Jordan walking side by side. As they grew closer, I could see that they were talking, and contrary to my expectations, the expression on my wife's face showed no apparent distress.
"Hey man," he said to me when he entered.
"You want a drink?" I asked, for some reason feeling like I needed to play host.
"Nahh...I want to do what I'm here for," he stated boldly, and I could see Jordan flinch in my peripheral vision.
With a nod of acceptance from me, he put his hand behind my wife and directed her towards the bedroom. I decided to stay behind for a minute, but it wasn't long before my curiosity took over, and stepping into the room I could see he hadn't wasted any time. My wife was naked, laying on the bed with a pillow under her head, and her ass was pulled right to the edge. Raul was between her legs, still fully clothed in his standard work things, licking up and down the inside of her thighs, seemingly content to take his time. When I entered, Jordan's eyes had been looking towards the ceiling, but when she spotted me, we connected. It was a firm stare that lasted for at least a minute, but near the end I could tell she was losing concentration, and looking down I saw that our guest was now running his tongue through her slit.
I watched as Raul worked her pussy with his tongue alternating between long, slow strokes along her slit and rapid, flicking contact with her clit. Jordan's legs opened in several steps until she was presenting herself completely to the Mexican ranch hand. I was so mesmerized by his work that it was with some surprise that I realized her sounds were now filling the room. Her moans and whines let us both know that he was taking her to an ever-higher state of excitement.
"Steve...no more...make him stop..." she suddenly called out.
However, the look on her face and the way her body continued moving told me that she didn't really want it to end. Instead, I took her hand in mine and caressed it to try to soothe her psyche. However, seconds later I felt her nails dig into my palm and fresh cries leave her mouth. Looking down, I saw that Raul was now rapidly pistoning two fingers into her hole while his lips and tongue concentrated on her clit. Her thighs and mound glistened from the wetness, reflecting the dim light in the room, and a slurping sound was easily heard.
"I...oh...ohhh...it's too much...too much..." she cried out.
She let go of me and tried to use her hands to help her scoot away, but Raul caught her by the legs and pulled her back.
"Hold her down," he commanded, and for some reason, I responded and put my hand on her shoulders.
"No...nooo...too much Steve...oh God...it's too much," she pleaded and tried to push me away.
I could see her body twisting, but Raul's grip was strong and together we kept her in place. For the next minute, she emitted strange squeals that were difficult to comprehend, and I wasn't sure whether they were borne from pain or pleasure. Suddenly, with no warning, her body went completely limp.
"I...I'm not going to do this," she declared, and when I didn't immediately respond, she reiterated the message, "Steve, I'm not!"
The change caught me off guard and it took me several seconds to process it. For his part, Raul showed no interest in slowing and proceeded in a way that made me think he was oblivious to what was occurring. Staring into her eyes, I sensed turmoil, confusion, and desperation along with a glint of exhilaration that belied her words. In addition, she constantly licked her lips, and it appeared she was using all her willpower to force her body to remain still.
"No stopping," I whispered.
I received another look that was difficult to understand, before in a very faint voice she whined, "Steve..."
Almost immediately, her eyes closed and the tension in her body began to return. I watched while she bit her lower lip, and slowly over the next several minutes her sounds returned until she was openly and unashamedly responding to Raul's efforts. I was left to ponder whether my words were taken as a command or permission, but for the moment it didn't seem to matter.
"She's ready to cum," Raul stated not long thereafter.
He had returned to flicking her clit with the tip of his tongue, which was moving across her nub at an amazing speed. I hadn't seen a change in my wife and was wondering why he had made the announcement, when suddenly, her body stiffened, her tummy drew in and she started thrashing her head which made her brown hair fly about. Accompanying the movements, was a series of high pitched squeals. The whines grew louder and louder, then ceased for a moment, leaving the room in silence save for the wet noise from her pussy, and were replaced seconds later with a deep guttural groan that morphed into a grunt. I looked between her legs just in time to see a squirt of fluid exit her opening and coat Raul's chin. Like before, a series of convulsions followed in time with the spasms in her body and with each cycle more of her juices were flung across his face. He didn't seem to mind at all, indeed, he seemed to revel in her taste.
"Ohhh...ohhh please...please..." my wife whimpered.
I was about to let go of her shoulders when Raul barked, "Keep holding her down."
When he saw I still had my hands in place, he returned his attention to her pussy. I knew from experience that Jordan, like most women, became very sensitive after an orgasm, and I suspected he was well aware of this too. So, it left me wondering exactly where he was headed. The expression on Jordan's face told the story, as I watched it change to a point that she appeared to almost be in pain, and she tried several times to push my hands away, but her strength was gone.
"Oh my God...Oh God...please..." she started, but in mid-sentence she gasped loudly, bucked her body, then cried out, "Not there...nooo..."
I quickly looked over and saw that Raul's index finger was now slowly stroking into my wife's ass. He looked up at me with a smile then began flicking her clit again with his tongue while his finger kept up the anal assault. As he continued to work her, the tension in her body evaporated. Now, she was just a whimpering mass of flesh seeking sexual fulfillment.
"Ohhh...ohhh please...God please..." she wailed, and her next words left no doubt where she was, "Ohhh...I need it...please...I need it..."
Her words weren't lost on Raul either, because I watched as he suddenly rose and while staring down at her he unbuckled his pants. Then, he moved over her as he pushed his pants down, and with a look bordering on psychotic, I saw her reach for his cock and pull him to her swollen opening. For some reason, I stood in place, stunned and unable to move, but when I heard their combined groans, signaling the connection, I just walked out.
As soon as the door closed behind me, I sucked in the warm night air and shook my head as if the simple motion would help return my sanity. Part of me expected, or hoped, Jordan would come after me, but with each passing minute I knew it was becoming increasingly unlikely. Needing to do something, to move, I began to walk down the dusty ranch road. However, after traveling a hundred yards, I headed back knowing where I needed to be.
As soon as I opened the door, the sounds coming from the room let me know what was taking place. My wife was grunting rhythmically, but it was the loud squeaking of the bed springs that told me Raul was still fucking her. Sure enough, when I stepped through the doorway, I saw him on top of her, with her legs and arms wrapped around his body while he thrust into her at a rapid pace.
It was clear she was an active participant, and that there was no force on his part. My wife, driven by her lust, her exhibitionist desires or perhaps even her maternal drive was opening her unprotected womb to the ranch hand. I was left to wonder whether she was in a state where she could appreciate the consequences, and was about to stop him, when he began to grunt loudly and I knew it was too late, his proven seed was already entering my wife.
Seven, Raul spat out several times in Spanish before finally saying clearly in English, "Seven..."
"Yes...uhhh yes...oh yes..." I heard Jordan emit in a low, lusty moan as if responding to his announcement.
Her hands moved quickly from his shoulders to his ass where they visibly pulled on him as if to milk the last morsel of life giving fluid. It was raw and shameless, but despite witnessing my wife's sordid participation, I immediately felt guilty for not intervening for the few short minutes it took the Mexican man to claim his prize.
Raul slowed, and then finally stopped, although they stayed tightly wrapped and still, save for the heaving of their chests as they struggled for air. I wasn't sure what I expected next, maybe for Jordan to regain her senses or for Raul to accept his victory and dismount, but I certainly didn't think they would start again. However, I saw him slowly begin to move, and as he picked up speed, my wife let out a long moan that signaled her acceptance.
Mere moments ago, I would have declared him spent, but he had somehow regained his strength, aided no doubt by the opportunity to bed a beautiful, young married woman. He continued to increase the pace until he was pounding mercilessly into Jordan, but rather than causing her distress, by her sounds I could tell she was moving quickly towards another orgasm. It reminded me of the message she had tried to convey to me many months ago, although now it was Raul who would experience her pleasure of submissive sex.
"Oh God...oh God...it's good...it's so good..." I heard her whimper.
"Let it happen," he demanded, with his Spanish accent adding a strange dimension.
When I saw her nails dig into his ass and her legs begin to rise, I knew she was very close, and seconds later it hit.
"Ohhhh...ohhh please...please don't stop...please...unnggghhh...unnggghhh..." she moaned loudly.
I watched her cum hard and I knew at that moment her pussy was in the middle of a spasm that was taking his semen deeper into her fertile regions. If there was an egg present in her womb, it was no doubt now completely surrounded by his thick cum and may in fact already be accepting the transfer of the Hispanic man's DNA.
My wife's climax must have put Raul over the top, because for the second time in just minutes, I watched as the muscles in his ass tightened and with a loud grunt he fired into her again.
"Ughhhh...uggghhhh...ugghhhh..." he cried out over and over until he finally stopped.
Once more, I watched as their bodies heaved in an attempt to breath, but this time, he soon rolled off. I could see that his entire groin was covered in a frothy mixture, while her splayed open legs revealed her well-fucked pussy still showing a quarter-size opening.
Jordan's eyes were tightly shut and her tummy was still rising and falling heavily in the aftermath of the sex. Her right hand slowly moved down to her pussy, and while I stood at the door, I watched her run her fingertips along the length of her slit. Instinctively, I knew she was reveling in the last vestiges of the mating, coaxing the last bit of feeling from her body. However, when she finally opened her eyes and saw me, it was like all her senses instantaneously returned. Her hand quit it's stroking and covered her opening while a shocked and embarrassed look came to her face,
"Honey...Steve...please..." she called out when I started to turn, and as I moved from the door I heard her say, "Steve...please..."
I was on the couch when she appeared a few minutes later, now covered by her robe. She sat next to me and took my hand while looking into my eyes.
"Please don't," she said, and then followed with, "Don't make me feel bad."
I opened my mouth several times to reply, but each time the words either seemed silly or I was concerned about maintaining control. Finally, I just stood, lifted her to her feet, and directed her back to the bedroom. Raul, was on his back, stretched out across the bed, and showed no sign of worry. He was slowly stroking his cock which somehow seemed to be about half-hard. I directed her next to the bed, looked between the two and then spoke.
"Hey, she's yours for the night," I told him, and gave him her hand.
"Steve...no!" she cried out, now evidently feeling remorse, and as I walked away I heard her say, "Let me go."
I closed the door behind me, and although I continued to hear muted pleas from her, I ignored them and turned on the TV to drown out the sound. Slowly, the sounds dissipated, and although I expected at any time to see my wife leaving the bedroom, I remained alone. It was almost an hour later when I heard noises from the room that caught my attention, and muting the TV, I heard the unmistakable sound of bedsprings squealing. Once again, my beautiful wife was being mated, and I immediately wondered who had initiated the coupling.
I ended up in the other bedroom without Jordan ever appearing, leaving me to wonder whether she was a completely willing participant. It wasn't until I woke the next morning to an empty house that I had the answer. I knew where I would find her, but rather than rush to the camper, I forced myself to remain calm and made some coffee. Half a pot later, I went to get her, knowing what I would find, while telling myself to stay in control.
It took almost a minute after I knocked on the aluminum door for Raul to answer. He was naked, and looking at his cock, I was not surprised to see his pubic hair matted and crusted. Peering into the small space, I spotted my wife on the makeshift bed eyeing me from beneath a faded blanket. I had expected to find her nervous and concerned, so I was surprised when her eyes communicated to me a look of contentment.
"Maybe a little longer," our ranch hand said.
I gave Jordan another look, but her expression hadn't changed, so I replied, "Fine."
As I finished the rest of the coffee, I knew that at that moment my wife was once again being fucked. There was no telling how many times she had been inseminated that night, although I was certain of a least three. Over an hour later, I was looking out the window when I spotted her coming towards the house. She was alone, barefoot and clutching her robe together as she walked. I thought about the Mexican man sending her back by herself, but realized he had taken what he wanted and now was returning her used, fulfilled and perhaps very pregnant. I had the door open when she arrived, and now she had the look I had expected, nervous with an element of fear as well.
"Hi," she said in a tiny voice.
I just nodded my head, as I wasn't sure if I started to speak if I would be able to stop, and she passed by me, filling my nostrils with the pungent smell of sex. We locked eyes for a moment, but when I didn't speak she shrugged and made for the bathroom. She remained there for well over an hour, and I sensed part of it was her attempt to wash the shame and sin from her body. When the shower finally stopped, it was another thirty minutes before she appeared, and when she did, I was struck by how she looked. Somehow, in my mind, I had expected the situation to mark her, much like a scarlet letter. Instead, I had to admit she looked fresh and beautiful, as if all that had occurred had been a dream.
"Let's pack up," I said.
"Honey, can we talk?" she asked.
"In the car," I replied, tersely.
We had been driving for fifteen minutes, and I could see her fidgeting nervously, so I wasn't surprised when she asked to talk again.
"Honey, please," she said, when I stonewalled her with silence after her first request.
"Okay, fine. Tell me everything that happened," I demanded.
"You know what happened," she answered meekly.
I knew she wanted to probe motivation and reasons, which I did as well, but first I wanted common ground on knowledge.
"I want every detail...everything," I replied.
"Why?" she asked.
"Jordan, I'm not going to argue," I replied.
"Well, you made me! You made me get him!" she screamed.
"I didn't make you fuck him!" I yelled back.
Our mutual outburst led to more silence and it was another ten minutes before she finally spoke again.
"What do you want to know?" she asked.
"Everything...how many times did you do it?" I replied.
There was a pause, as if she was recalling things, before she said, "Five."
"He came in you five times?" I responded.
"He only did four," she whispered, recognizing the dirtiness of her admission.
"And you? How many times?" I probed.
"Three," she replied.
"What else Jordan? Don't make me pull everything out of you. This is your one chance. I don't want to find out anything later," I demanded.
"That's it...isn't it enough?" she answered.
"Yet, you wanted to stay this morning for more. When I came for you, you still hadn't had enough," I reminded her.
"You gave me to him. Gave away your wife," she countered.
Her words were true, but in my defense, the damage had already been done when I made that decision. As I continued to think through the events, something else crossed mind.
"Did he make you cum this morning? After I came to the trailer?" I asked.
This time, her only response was a slow nod as she looked at the floorboard, and afterwards we drove in silence until we reached the outskirts of town.
"I...I need to go to the pharmacy," she said.
I knew the reason, and I knew she was indeed correct. No matter how out of control our night had been, I was certain I didn't want her to give birth to another man's child, so I pointed the SUV in the right direction. Five minutes later, we were there and when I pulled into a space near the front, she gave me a pleading look.
"You should come in with me," she stated.
"Why?" I asked, sincerely confused.
"A married woman shouldn't be buying it and they'll think something is going on," she explained.
"Something is going on," I replied, making no effort to get out.
"Please?" she tried again.
"No, Jordan. You spread your legs for him, you deal with it," I answered.
With that, she opened the door, and I could tell she was fighting back tears. She was gone for only a few minutes and returned with a bag in her hand. Without speaking, we headed for home, and I think both of us were relieved when we reached its safe confines.
"Making sure I take it?" she asked ten minutes later, as I loitered behind her near the bathroom.
"Do I need to?" I replied, sarcastically.
It was the last straw for her and she turned and launched on me, "Look, knock it off. I made a mistake. We made a mistake. But, you kept pushing. You made me get him and then you gave me away. Gave me away! And none of this would have happened if you could do your job and get me pregnant!"



The vitriol in her words stunned me, and I was momentarily on my heels until I collected myself and fired back, "Let's see...you played make out while jogging. I had nothing to do with that. Nothing! Then, you get horny as hell, and he's between your legs fucking you. Again, I had nothing to do with that. And how do you know it's me? Maybe, you can't get knocked up!"
Quickly, she was in tears, and replied, "Well fine then. I just won't take the pill!"
With that, she ran to our bed and collapsed in a ball with her body shaking. Suddenly, with my anger departing, I knew I had screwed up. She was right in the fact I was culpable in putting her in a compromising position, then giving her away like a sex slave. Plus, I had never been able to hold my anger when she became upset, and my immediate reaction was to go to her, embrace her and apologize. Still, I wasn't completely guilty, so I held back a little.
"Jordan," I said in my best soothing voice, while putting my hand on her back.
"What?" she replied, in a voice filled with a mixture of frustration and guilt.
"Look, I'm sorry. Screaming at each other and making accusation isn't going to get us anywhere," I said.
"I know! Quit being so mean. I feel bad enough already," she replied.
"Okay, Jordan. Come on, just turn over so I can see you," I said.
Slowly, she turned until she was facing me, and with my arm over her body, an awkward silence enveloped us. Several times, I started to speak, but each time I stopped because I didn't think my words were right. I sensed Jordan was in a similar place, wondering how and where to begin. Finally, knowing we had to start somewhere, I forced the words out.
"Look, I want to talk about it, but I really don't know what to say," I said, sincerely.
"Say you love me...start there," she responded in a whisper.
"I do love you, but damn...what is happening? It just seems...like we...I...have no control," I said.
"I think we're both sick," she answered, and took my arm and pulled it so we were wrapped more tightly.
We were talking, although not really communicating, and I knew that at some point, we had to be honest with each other. I thought about waiting until tomorrow or maybe even later in the week, but besides wanting to clear the air, I also had a deep desire to understand what had transpired in my wife's brain. So, I decided to try and bring it all to the surface.
"Jordan, I think we need to talk...talk and be honest," I said.
"I know," she replied, then after a pause, she added, "You go first."
Amazingly, that simple phrase made us both laugh and somehow broke the ice. Suddenly, the fear of judgment was gone and in its place was a desire on both our parts to express our thought and feelings. We had a quick and lively banter about how to proceed and in the end it was decided that we would each state our view, without interruption, and then we could ask questions. Of course, she still insisted I go first.
"Okay, well I guess we have talked about it some, you know, about Raul watching. And yes, at first, I was sneaky, and I was wrong, but you seemed to get into it too. I mean, I know part of it was just manipulation to get me to do it without a condom, but I thought there was something else, too. That part was so wild to think about and then all the things started to happen, he touched you, then he took you to draw and you sketched him, and then you met him when you went jogging. I don't know, it all kept building, and it was so erotic, because it was so different, that I guess I just couldn't keep control. And then...when I saw him on you...and heard you...I did lose control, I lost my head," I said, doing my best to be honest and describe my feelings, and after a moment, I added, "I didn't really capture it all correctly, but I think it's the best I can do right now."
"Thank you for trying," she answered, and paused before continuing with a deep breath, "I thought you were crazy. I mean...showing your wife. And, you're right, I did try to manipulate you, and I think somehow let things get out of hand. I...I...admit I was kind of interested in where your mind was in the watching...and...you let him touch me and it was so weird...but it was kind of exciting, too."
"Go on," I prodded when she stopped, knowing there was more.
"I don't know...it was suddenly like some kind of forbidden fruit...a place I wasn't supposed to go, but every time you pushed, somehow a little more happen," she explained.
I thought her last statement was an intentional avoidance of something deeper, while trying to shift the responsibility all onto me, and after thinking about it for a few seconds, I decided to probe some more, "Jordan, you took the initiative on some things. Coming to the ranch unannounced, letting him take you to draw, sketching him, and being fondled. Where did that come from?"
"I...I...don't know..." she replied.
"Tell me. It's important," I pushed.
Silence followed, and I let her take her time before she finally said, "It was just all tied up in the same thing..."
I realized my pushing was making her nervous, resulting in her vague answers, so I backed off and hugged her close.
"I'm sorry, let me slow down," I said.
"Please," she whispered.
There was more in my head. I recalled the look on her face as Raul took her and it was clear she was an active and involved participant. I knew it was part of what she was hiding, but also realized that any admission from her would be difficult to get. So, rather than talk, I began to slowly caress her body with the intent to return to the questions when she was in a more relaxed state.
It took a good ten minutes of attention to get her to engage with me in cuddling and kissing, although just when I was about to question her again she began to show signs of wanting to make love. Deciding it was a good thing, given all that had occurred, I went with her lead and soon we were working on each other's clothes.
"Mmmmm..." she moaned when my stiff dick found its home.
I was on top of her, between her open legs, and she was playfully stroking the back of my thighs with her feet. I held still and licked her erect nipples, and then slowly began to move.
"You feel so good," I whispered to her.
"Tell me you love me," she begged.
"I do love you," I replied, which brought a hug and a kiss, and for the next several minutes I concentered on the rhythm of our connection, but when I felt the moment was right, I said, "Honey?"
"Yes..." she purred.
"Did you enjoy being with Raul?" I asked, and felt her body instantly stiffen.
"What do you mean?" she asked.
"When did you know you wanted him?" I asked, shifting gears.
"Sssshhh...let's make love," she whimpered.
"When?" I tried again.
"When you made me..." she started, but I interrupted before she could finish.
"No honey, it was when he told you he had six kids," I stated.
"No..." she started again, but once more I cut her off.
"Yes, it is. That's when you let him touch you. That's when you came out to the ranch by yourself. That's when you sketched him and that's when he got to have you. You decided he was a stud instead of just some worker from Mexico," I said.
"No...I got caught up in your crazy watching thing and it went too far. Now, I feel stupid," she answered.
I didn't respond, deciding that it wasn't the time for a debate. Instead, I concentrated on making love to my wife and it wasn't long before my balls tightened and I released a load of semen. Jordan, didn't climax, in fact I don't think she got anywhere close, but she seemed relieved and satisfied by our connection. A few minutes later, as I lay satiated and close to sleep, I felt her get up, and seconds later I heard a ripping sound from the bathroom that told me she was preparing to take her pill.
"Both tests have come back and there are no issues," the fertility specialist declared, and then continued, "We see this all the time. Couples that don't immediately get pregnant often fear the worst, but usually it's just nature. It's just a matter of time."
Jordan's angst was so high and relentless that I finally decided that it would be best for our relationship if we went through the testing. I had expected the message we had just received, so I showed no outward reaction, but Jordan instantly acted like a monumental weight had been taken from her shoulders.
"Really? Okay...that's good then...okay," she gushed.
"Yes, it is. Just relax, that's the best thing you can do," the doctor added.
With that, we left the office and made our way to the shopping district. Our appointment had been in a city about an hour from our town, so we decided to make the most of the trip and hit some stores. Now, with my wife in a good mood, I knew my credit cards would incur some damage. Four hours later, after enjoying an early dinner, we headed back.
"Now, you don't have to use Raul as a donor," I teased.
"You're not funny," she fired back, with a faux scowl.
Since the night with Raul, we had talked often and reached the point where it was an open subject. I continued to state she was, at least in part, sexually motivated by his prodigious track record, while she maintained her stance that it all occurred as a result of my fantasy run amok. Regardless, both of us had managed to steer away from the vortex of anger, jealousy, and accusation, which allowed us to quickly regain our relationship.
"I was just trying to be practical," I said.
"He has more value than just being a donor," she replied, and when I shot her a look, I could see her fighting back a smile.
Her answer signified the first instance where she acknowledged something positive and prospective about the encounter. I put it down to the happiness she was feeling from the outcome of the fertility tests, although I wanted to find out more.
"What might that be?" I followed.
"Just drive," she answered, now openly giggling.
I smiled back at her without responding, although I knew I would return to it later. When we arrived home, her body language made it clear she was horny, so we quickly ended up in bed.
"Is it a good time?" I asked, although I thought I knew the answer.
"Yes," she replied, as she helped me move into position.
It had taken two months to arrange the doctor's appointment and get the testing, and during the time she had experienced two missed periods. The first, after the night with our ranch hand, came as something of a relief, but the second left her despondent. However, with today's information, all the past seemed to have been thrown out the window, and she was eager to try again.
"You're supposed to relax," I teased.
"Hush," she replied, grabbing my dick and guiding it home.
As soon as we connected, I could tell there was more edge, more energy than in our normal husband and wife lovemaking. I knew it was from her wanting to be inseminated, greatly helped by the doctor's message that had removed her fears. I quickly found myself caught up in her passion, and now the thought of breeding my beautiful wife acted as a stimulant in my brain that added a whole new dimension. We experienced some of our best sex ever, serenading each other with our cries while our bodies meshed tightly together.
Later, I awoke to her movements as she moved on top of me and once more took me inside her. This time, she did the work, riding me relentlessly until I exploded which triggered her own orgasm. The scene repeated itself many times over the next several weeks, however when her period arrived right on time, the angst returned, although it only lasted a day or two. The doctor's message had provided enough perspective that she was able to recover from her disappointment quickly.
"We're just going to have to keep trying," I said, pulling her to me in a tight embrace.
"It's frustrating," she whined, repeating a message she had provided often since her period started two weeks before.
"I'm not complaining!" I replied, referring to the quantity of our sex.
"I bet you're not," she said, turning and kissing me.
"Why don't we stay at the ranch this weekend? You know, school is starting in a couple weeks, so it will get hard to schedule again. You can draw in the morning before it gets hot," I suggested, also thinking it might help her relax.
"Honey...I...I...you know...I don't want to see him," she answered.
"Jordan, he's in Mexico," I explained.
"Oh...okay," she replied, with her face now showing enthusiasm.
We drove out early Friday morning, having learned the forecast for the weekend was for unseasonably moderate temperatures, meaning it would only hit ninety. After a brief stop at the house, I drove Jordan to a new site she was going to try based upon a description I had provided. In addition, she had decided to wear her bikini under her shorts and tops, so if she couldn't get an inspiration, she could work on her late season tan.
"Okay, see you at one-thirty," she said as I started to leave.
I gave her a quick kiss then left to do some work. Returning to the HQ, I began to load some mineral blocks into the UTV to drop off in various spots, when out of the corner of my eye I saw some movement. Startled, I turned quickly and saw Raul walking towards me.
"I thought you were gone until next week," I said when he arrived, immediately worried about his presence with Jordan near.
"No, this was only to be a short trip, to check on Lupe," he replied.
"How is she?" I asked politely.
"Fine. Getting big," he grinned.
"Okay, well look...uhhh...Jordan is with me and she feels strange about what happened. So, if you can stay low, I would appreciate it," I explained.
"Yes, of course. If that's what you want," he responded, and I sensed in his words a taunt.
I couldn't say that he didn't have a point, as he had been the recipient of several mixed messages, and in his eyes, there was a strange, inquisitive look. We had never talked about him fucking my wife, and now it made me wonder whether in his mind he had thought there might be an opportunity for more. Several times, I had thought about what to do with him, including dismissing him from the ranch. However, I knew my father wouldn't do it without good reason, given his years of service, and I was also worried what he might say if he was angered. Thus, I had decided the best approach would be to stay away from the subject, although now that strategy didn't seem as sound.
The brief conversation was awkward enough that we each went our separate way, rather than work together as was the norm. At the appointed time, I went to collect my wife and found she had shed her shirt and was sporting the bikini top, although she still wore her shorts. The sketch pad was in her lap, so it appeared she had been able to do some drawing and sunning at the same time.
"Two birds with one stone?" I asked.
"Kinda, but the sweat from my arm keeps getting on the pad," she replied.
Indeed, she was covered in a coating of moisture from the rapidly climbing temperature, and it made her look enticing to me. Together, we loaded her things, and we quickly left for the house, but halfway back on stopped.
"Raul is back," I said.
"Why?" she asked.
"I got his plans screwed up. He was just taking a short trip to check on Lupe," I answered, then added, "Do you want to leave?"
"I don't know. Let's get back and let me shower, then we can decide," she replied.
I caught Jordan glancing around quickly as we got out of the vehicle, but she immediately went inside while I unloaded her things, and by the time I entered she was already in the bathroom with the shower running. As soon as she finished, she announced she was going to take a nap, and didn't bring up the ranch hand, leaving me alone to watch TV.
"Steve, come knock me up," Jordan called out in a giggly voice an hour later.
"You have clothes on," I said when I stepped into the room and spotted the t-shirt she was wearing beneath the comforter.
There was a flurry of motion and in mere seconds her t-shirt was flung my direction followed by her red thong.
"Now I don't," she said, giving me a cute, impish smile.
I slowly started on my clothes while she watched, and when I was naked, I slid beneath the covers and next to her warm body. Without speaking, we started to entwine, kissing and fondling each other as we built our arousal. When I finally reached my hand between her legs, I wasn't at all surprised to find her slick with a heavy viscous fluid.
"I'm ready," she whimpered softly.
"What do you want?" I teased.
"You! Now don't make me beg," she gasped, and tried to work my body onto hers.
In seconds, I was inside her, and fighting back my excitement, I started a slow, deliberate movement. It wasn't what Jordan expected and I had to ignore her attempts to get me to move faster until she accepted the pace. Then, we started moving as one, and I was treated to the seductive sounds of her whines and mews.
"It's time you got me pregnant," she whispered.
"Okay, sweetie. I wasn't trying before," I replied, which brought a pinch to my butt.
"You better try," she said.
"Is it the right time?" I asked.
"Close..." she answered.
The movement of her body, her touch and her sounds let me know that she was progressing rapidly towards an orgasm. Fortunately, I was still in control, so it looked like I would have the chance to experience her climax before mine. I loved when it worked out that way, especially when I wasn't on the brink, as it gave me a feeling of fulfillment and power.
"Oh...oh honey..." she gasped seconds later.
"Let it happen Jordan...relax and let it all come out," I coached her.
"Okay..." came a high-pitched squeak, followed by, "I will..."
I started giving her deep, deliberate strokes in the way I knew she liked, and seconds later I was rewarded, "Ohhhhh...ohhh Steve...oh honey...don't stop...don't stop..."
She found my lips and we started a sloppy kiss that lasted until she broke away to inhale deeply, then she started the kiss again. Her legs and arms wrapped tightly around me and then I felt the walls of her pussy begin to spasm around my shaft. It didn't happen every time she had an orgasm, usually reserved for her most powerful ones, but I loved when it occurred.
"I can feel it," I said, knowing she would understand.
"Oh honey...I...I'm seeing stars," she groaned.
It all proved too much for me and I lasted just a few more thrusts before I exploded, "I'm cumming...oh Jordan...here's what you want...oh shit...ahhhhh...ugghhhhh..."
"Mmmm...I want it...give me your son..." she purred in a syrupy, seductive voice.
I tried to roll off, but she kept me in place and together we moaned and purred, reveling in post-orgasmic bliss. When she finally let me move, I fell to her side and pulled her to me and soon we had both drifted off.
"Do you think I caught some sun?" she asked when she saw my eyes open.
She was sitting up slightly, and I could see had indeed gained some color, so I answered, "Yes, you did get some."
"Good. Hopefully, some tomorrow too," she said.
"Does that mean we're staying?" I asked.
"I guess so. I would feel kind of silly running away," she replied, then after a pause, continued with, "Did you know he would be here?"
"No, I didn't," I said sincerely, although the look she gave me showed some doubt, so I added, "Really, I didn't."
"Okay, I just wondered if you had planned something...more..." she started, then let the thought die.
"Sweetie, what good is it to have a gorgeous wife if you can't show her off," I teased, fighting back a smile.
"Do you really think I'm gorgeous?" she asked, clearly fishing.
"You know I do," I said, and pulled her next to me.
I found her lips while my hand went to the small of her back and pulled her snuggly against me. As we continued to kiss, my hand slowly fondled her body, and I could tell she was becoming aroused, even after our recent love making. When my hand found her pussy, she thrust her mound against it signaling her desire.



"I think you're horny," I whispered.
"Yes, come on," she moaned, pulling on my arm in an attempt to get me on top of her.
"No, I want to make you squirt," I said as a finger slowly worked inside her.
It was a subject I had tried to discuss with her, but she still felt embarrassed and wouldn't take it far. Maybe it was being at the ranch and the closeness of Raul, but for some reason now I wanted to push it.
"You're doing it wrong,' she sighed.
At first, I thought she was being serious and I looked at her with a hurt look, but when I saw her eyes, I knew she was toying with me.
"Maybe I should get help," I replied.
"Mmmm...maybe..." she said in a very soft voice that I knew was also meant as a tease.
"Okay, I'll go get him," I said.
"Stop it," she replied quickly, and pulled hard on my arm.
This time, I let her guide me into position, and my dick soon was sliding into her well-lubricated opening. I pushed completely inside then became still as I kissed her neck and ears which brought forth soft purrs. I was reveling in the intimacy of our connection when suddenly a bizarre thought hit me. Several times I tried to dismiss it, but it kept returning, and with a sudden pulse of energy, I pulled away.
"Turn over," I spoke in a demanding voice.
In the dim light, I could see Jordan give me an odd look but she did what I said and turned until she was one her knees.
"Uggghhhh..." she gasped when I pushed inside, and when I pulled back and slammed in again she cried out, "Ohhhhh..."
"What are you...uggghhhh..." she cried out, but I cut her off when I pushed in hard once more.
From there, I began to move rapidly and deeply while gripping her hips firmly. My mind had returned to the demure message she had given me months ago after our first outside adventure. In the intervening time, I had explored being more forceful with her, although I never really went all out. Now, all the memories and events seemed to coalesce in my brain, and that coupled with Raul's unplanned appearance set me off.
"That feel good?" I pushed out between breaths.
"Uhhh...uh huh...why?" she grunted in reply, as the sound of our bodies slapping together filled the room.
For the next several minutes, I pounded into my wife hard from behind and watched as her hands gripped the sheets tightly and her head swayed side-to-side. Fortunately, my earlier climax provided me some staying power, although the pace of our mating was rapidly impacting my stamina. However, when her sexual sounds became more pronounced and she began giving out a litany of squeals, moans and gasps, I was re-energized.
"Did you like fucking him?" I suddenly called out, unable to control myself.
"Wha...?" she gasped.
"Did you like fucking Raul," I asked, even more loudly.
"Yes..." she whined, and then in a lower voice said it again, "Yes..."
"Do you want to fuck him again?" I challenged her.
"Do you want me to?" she forced out without hesitation.
"Yeah, I'm going to give you to him for the night like before," I stated, as for some reason I wanted to be nasty and push.
Her groaning stopped, and she turned her head and looked at me for a moment, then she dropped her head, but remained silent. At first, I thought I had upset her, but it slowly dawned on me that she was contemplating my message. At least another minute ticked by with only the wet, slapping sounds of our bodies connecting before she slowly began to once again emit sexual sighs and whimpers. The brief interaction was the final piece of information that proved my pretty wife was deep inside a naughty, sex craving woman. It was shocking to realize it after all our time together, but the message was clear, and equally surprising was my own reaction. Thinking about it was driving me rapidly towards a release, and the pressure I felt as my balls tightened warned me that it would be big.
"Ugggghhhh...ugggghhhh...oh fuck...FUCK!" I cried out as my remaining seed fired deep into her eager opening.
"Oh, Steve...go..." she encouraged.
My hands were on her hips pulling her against me, but when I began to slam into her hard, she fell forward with me following to maintain the connection. Now, she was laid out on her front, with me pulling out slowly, then driving into her hard to plant the last molecule of semen. Even when it was all out, I kept pushing into her, forcing her ass up, unable to stop.
"My God..." I finally gasped, as saliva dripped from my mouth between her shoulder blades.
I was spent, completely and utterly done, and too tired to even fall at her side, so I just stayed on top, heaving for air in the aftermath.
"Wow..." Jordan said after several seconds.
She had turned slightly to look at me and now it seemed like all her naughtiness had evaporated and she was once again my sweet wife.
"I bet that did it," I stated, proud of my effort, and knowing that she would understand the meaning.
"No kidding," she replied, and for some reason I decided to push into her again which brought a gasp, "Uhhhh...ohhhh..."
Finally, I fell off and as soon as I landed next to her, she wrapped her arms around me and pushed her firm breasts into my back. With her hand stroking my hair, I was soon asleep and didn't wake until the sun was filtering into the house the following morning.
"Damn, you killed me," I said when I walked into the kitchen.
Jordan, was dressed in her robe and pouring some coffee. She gave me a big smile, and poured a cup for me, then together we moved to the table.
"Did you sleep well?" she asked in a teasing way.
"Like a baby," I said putting emphasis on the word, then added, "What did you do?"
"Raul came by and kept me company," she answered, and when she saw me practically jump, she started to laugh, then said, "You're so easy."
"Well..." I started, then decided to stop.
"Yes?" she quickly asked, while raising her eyebrow.
"Nothing," I replied, which made her smile turn into a smirk.
Jordan was planning to go out in a little over an hour, when the sun was higher and the light was better, so I showered quickly then went to do a few things. When the time came to leave, I went to collect her and found that she once again was wearing her bikini beneath her blouse and shorts. At first, I found it a bit odd, now that she knew of Raul's presence, and on the drive out I started to wonder if there was a message.
After helping her set up, I left and returned to the HQ to work on some things. I was in the barn, when I looked up to see Raul entering from the far end carrying a roll of barbwire. He dropped it in the corner than walked up to me.
"Do you want to help me with the south windmill?" he asked.
"I can't, not today. I've got things to do here and then I have to get Jordan. She drawing in the pasture where that bit patch of cactus meets the rock outcropping," I said, for some reason giving him detailed info on her location.
His body stiffened just for a second, and then he replied, "She needs to be careful, sometimes there are snakes there."
"Yes, I told her to watch out. Especially, since she might sun in her bikini if she gets bored," I followed.
Our eyes locked, but we didn't speak, and after several seconds he just nodded and walked away. I watched as he gathered the things he needed for the windmill, although after our conversation, I thought it might be for show. A few minutes later he drove off in the direction of the windmill, but I knew there were multiple ways for him to get to my wife's spot. I forced myself to wait almost an hour, then left in the UTV in the direction he had taken. It was the now the second time that I had gone after him, and I wondered if I would find him watching like before, or if there would be more.
His track was easy to follow, and he showed no sign of trying to hide it. At the first intersection, he took a branch away from the windmill which made it clear he had something else in mind. At the next fork, he took the road headed directly towards Jordan, and my foot pressed on the gas pedal to hasten my arrival. I stopped several hundred yards away, then moved quietly through the brush towards the place I had left my wife. The cover was thick and I was able to get close, and through an opening I could see the ranch pickup, but there was no sign of Jordan or Raul. I started a slow circle, and after moving about fifty yards, I began to hear sounds. Moving forward, I found a break in the brush and that's when I spotted them.
From somewhere, they had found a tattered blanket that was placed on small area of grass beneath an oak tree. Jordan was on her back, naked except for her bikini top that was wrapped loosely around her neck, while Raul, still fully clothed, knelt next to her with one hand on her pussy. The sound that had attracted my attention were the whimpers and moans from the attention she was receiving.
I was left to wonder about the sequence of events that brought them to this spot, but there was no question that my wife was a willing participant. Thinking back, I remembered the brief exchange we had the prior night, and whether she took it as permission or perhaps direction. However, another part of me knew I had to consider that her naughtiness didn't require prompting. Slowly, I inched forward until I was only thirty feet away, but still well hidden.
By her sounds and the way her body moved, I knew she was very aroused, but when the Mexican man started to rapidly and lightly rub his fingers across her clit, it took her to an entirely new level. Her moans and sighs instantly transformed to cries and whining pleas, while her own fingers found her small nipples. He said something to her that I couldn't make out over her wails, and she quickly nodded her head. Seconds later, he began to rapidly piston two fingers into her very wet hole. Then, without warning, he stopped, but it took several seconds for my wife to realize what had occurred. When she did, a long, needy squeal left her mouth and she tried to move her body against his hand.
"Don't stop...please..." she begged.
"You know what it is you need," he said to her in a clear voice.
For just an instant, she stopped and looked at him, then she sat up and started working on his clothes. Raul knew that my beautiful wife wanted to be fucked, and was content for her to now do the work to get him prepared. Receiving little help, it took her several minutes while she whimpered in frustration, until she had his shirt off, and his pants at his knees. At first, her mouth moved towards his cock, but she changed her minds and prodded him to stand. When he did, she struggled to get his boots off then pulled his pants off his legs.
Now, her mouth went to his fully hard cock and inhaled it then began to smother it with licks and kisses. Twice she pulled away to get into position to receive him, but each time he remained still and forced her to return to her oral work. Finally, on her third try, he knelt while she fell back, then moved until his cock was hovering over her entrance. Her hand gripped it and brought into her slit, and with a forceful move, he drove balls deep into my wife.
"Uggghhhh...uggghhhhh..." Jordan cried out in mixed pain and pleasure.
He began to move with a deliberate movement and quickly her arms and legs wrapped around his body. Any signs of pain quickly evaporated, and she started to emit a litany of sensual moans, mews and whimpers. Once more, I watched as he spoke to her at a level I couldn't make out, and watched as her head nodded rapidly in reply.
Then, like before, he stopped, and had to endure her whines and the attempts she made with her hands to get him moving. After several seconds, he began to move out of her which brought more urgent pleas, and as soon as he was free, he prodded her, making her turn onto her knees. Holding his cock in his hand, he re-entered her, which brought a long, guttural moan as she fell forward onto her forearms.
Raul started with a medium pace, but soon began to move faster, until he was pounding into her unprotected pussy, relentlessly. His hands were firmly on her hips, and by the sound she was making, she was in heaven. I sensed she was moving quickly towards an orgasm, but when she seemed to be getting close, he suddenly reached out, took hold of her bikini top and pulled on it. It wrapped around her neck, and the force caused her to lift until she barely touching the ground with her hands. A choking sound started, and I was just about to break from the cover to go to her when she suddenly moaned very loudly. At the same time, there was strange look on her face, one I had never seen, that appeared to be a mixture of lust and complete abandon.
Her orgasm started, and for the first few seconds, he twisted the bikini top, choking her even more, then he let go of it and she dropped onto her arms, gasping and grunting in an otherworldly way. I was so focused on her that I didn't realize that Raul was releasing his semen until his loud groans filled the air. With his hands back on her hips, he pulled her hard against him, several times as his body shuddered.
With my wife still moving her ass against him, I left them and made my way back to the HQ. On the return, I contemplated what I had witnessed and tried to assign a motivation to Jordan's actions. I couldn't decide whether it was the thrill of impregnation, illicit sex or a combination that drove her, and in the end, I realized it didn't matter.
I went to collect her at the appointed time, and she was sitting in her chair sketching as if nothing had occurred. The blanket was nowhere to be seen, and together we packed up the SUV then headed back. I wanted her to admit her carnal encounter, but she was silent on the ride back, and she disappeared into the bathroom upon our arrival. Like previous times, she stepped out later looking amazingly fresh, although this time I thought I saw some tiredness in her eyes.
I gave her more time to come clean, but she stayed silent, and I wasn't at all surprised when she said she wanted to go back to town. I was certain it was so she could get a morning after pill, so I agreed, but when we got home, she made no effort to leave. Several hours later, I took her to bed, as I had a burning desire to add my seed to the load she was carrying. With her whispered encouragement, I climaxed hard and recovered quickly, then took her again.
Four weeks later, when her period had not arrived, she did the home test and we found out that she was indeed pregnant. She's now five months along and very happy as are the future grandparents. So far, she has not admitted the thorough fucking she received that day from Raul, which leads me to wonder who will be the father. I had her first and last, although with his prodigious track record it's difficult to count him out, and the way he smiles makes it seem he knows something.
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J. Robert Phillips one of the senior partners at the law firm Brooks, Snead and Dawson stood in the doorway of my office and delivered an odd message with a hint of nervousness in his voice.
"Steve, a Mr. Rafael Lamontagne will be contacting you for some assistance on setting up a new business structure. Please do your best for him, and keep an open mind," he explained, while his eyes struggled to maintain contact with mine.
"Sure Mr. Phillips. Anything special I should know about the situation?" I asked, as my curiosity was piqued.
"It's probably best if you meet with him first. Afterwards, we can discuss the situation," he replied.
"Fair enough," I answered, nodding my head as Mr. Phillips quickly disappear.
Several days went by, and with my workload keeping me busy, I had all but forgotten about the strange request when my secretary called to inform me that a Mr. Lamontagne was holding for me. I asked her to put him through and in a few seconds I was speaking to the man.
"I was told you would help me set up a new business," he blurted out immediately, skipping over introductions and pleasantries.
From his accent and language, I guessed that Mr. Lamontagne was likely marginally educated and black.
"Yes Mr. Lamontagne, I was informed by one of our senior partners that you would be phoning and I should assist," I answered, acknowledging his statement.
"Good, good. How do you want to get started then?" he asked.
"Well Mr. Lamontagne perhaps it would be productive if we met and discussed what you were trying to accomplish," I suggested.
"That would be fine. Can you be here tomorrow?" he demanded more than asked.
"I'm free after 2:00 PM tomorrow afternoon if that works for you," I replied.
"That's good for me too. Make it at 3:00 PM. You know where to go?" he answered, seemingly in a hurry to end the conversation.
"No, I'm sorry I don't. Can you give me the address?" I asked.
"North Larkspur Road. Go to the blue door and knock," he explained.
I repeated the address and instructions to make sure I had it right and once Mr. Lamontagne acknowledged they were correct the phone call ended. I looked up the address and learned that it was in a rundown industrial part of town. Odd clients were nothing new in my work as a lawyer, but one that would cause Mr. Phillips discomfort aroused my interest.
The firm of Brooks, Snead and Dawson was considered top tier in the city, with an outstanding reputation. It was also a very difficult place to land a job and even more difficult to make it to partner. I was in my third year with the firm and considered "on track", but the opportunity to work directly with a senior partner was rare, so I was hoping that it might differentiate me and help my advancement.
The following day, I walked out of the office at exactly two-thirty and minutes later I was pointing my X5 towards the southern environs of the city. The area was even seedier than I had expected, with many empty buildings, and graffiti was evident on almost every object in sight. Arriving right on time, having made only one wrong turn, I saw the blue door at the end of what was at some point, a strip shopping center. After knocking, I had to wait almost a minute before the door was opened slowly by an obese black woman who gave me a quick once over.
"You the lawyer?" she spat out.
"Yes ma'am, I'm here to see Mr. Lamontagne. We have an appointment at 3:00 PM," I explained.
"He's in there," she said, pointing towards a half open door before moving slowly back to a rusty metal desk against the wall.
"Mr. Lamontagne?" I asked, as I poked my head through the door.
"Yeah, come in," he replied.
Mr. Lamontagne was sitting behind another metal desk and didn't bother to stand as I entered. Glancing quickly around, I could see the room was sparsely furnished, denoting functionality rather than comfort.
"Steve Clendenning," I said, as I put my hand out in greeting, and he shook it perfunctorily then pointed towards a folding chair.
Seeing him, I confirmed my initial suspicions that he was black. He appeared to be in his early forties, with a slender build and tightly cut hair with just a few flecks of gray. He was wearing a blood red long sleeve shirt with the top three buttons undone and several gold chains were nestled in the opening. In addition, he had a large diamond stud in his right ear and a facial expression that made me think that he very rarely smiled. In total, he almost seemed a caricature of someone that lived on the fringes of society. Since the initial conversation with Mr. Phillips, I had been curious as to the nature and circumstances of Mr. Lamontagne, and had knocked some ideas around in my head as to what I was dealing with, so I was eager to learn the reality.
"Well sir. How can I help you?" I asked, hoping it was a simple request.
"How long you been a lawyer?" he replied, catching me completely off guard.
"Three years," I replied.
"Married? Kids?" he continued in his rough accent.
"Married, but no kids," I answered, wondering where he was going.
"I always like to know something about the people I'm doing business with. It helps to understand how they think, what they might do," he explained, causing a shiver of nervousness to run through me.
"Seems reasonable," I answered, not knowing what else to say.
"Tilde! Bring us some beers," he shouted out the door.
I could hear Tilde moving around and soon she appeared with two bottles that were ice cold.
"Nothing better than cold beer on a hot day," he stated while smiling faintly, and I nodded in agreement as the large woman withdrew.
"So, what you want to know about me? You're a smart lawyer boy. You gotta be wondering," he asked, with a penetrating stare.
"Well, I uh guess I'll learn about you from what you have in mind for the firm to help you with," I stammered.
"Yeah, I guess you likely will. Has your boss explained anything?" he asked.
"No sir. He said we would talk after you and I met," I answered.
"Hmmm...I see then. Well, best get started," he replied, looking a bit annoyed.
"I'm a business man Steve. I provide services for the folks in the community. Not all these services are considered proper by the more uptight people, so I have to keep a low profile. Then, there are those that want to compete with me in business and want to take me out. I have to deal with those too you see. Are you following me?" he asked, returning to his hard stare even while sipping his beer.
"To some extent Mr. Lamontagne, but can you be more specific," I asked, as I pulled out a note pad.
"No writing. You keep it in your head. Now your boss told me that if I tell you stuff you don't have to tell anyone else. That legally you don't," he said as his eyes narrowed.
"Yes sir, that's right. As your attorney, you are protected by what's called privilege. Our conversations are confidential," I explained.
"Good...good. Well son, what I want you to help me with has to do with change," he said.
"Change?" I replied.
"Yes, I want to change my business from what I'm doing now that upsets certain folks to one that is respectable. You see I've been doing this for a while but there ain't too many like me that have. They all seem to go to jail or end up dead. I don't like those things so you need to help me make some changes," he explained.
"I see," I said, feeling my mouth getting dry despite the beer.
"What kind of business do you want to get into?" I asked, putting off the discussion on what his current activities might entail.
"Investments, real estate," he replied, smiling.
For a fleeting moment, I thought that this must be some elaborate joke set up by the firm, as it was all too bizarre to be real, but inside I knew Mr. Lamontagne was very serious.
"Well Mr. Lamontagne, I can establish a company for you that will allow for the holding of the assets you described. However, these are usually tied to a tax strategy as well. Do you have a tax professional that can assist?" I asked, like I would any new client.
"Steve, no one else needs to know. Your boss said you were good enough to handle it all," he replied.
"Well I've had some experience, but I'm not the best," I told him.
"It will have to do," he replied quickly.
"And the capital, the money for the new business, I mean what are we talking about?" I asked, nervously.
There was a long silence. He looked at me for some, then at the wall and for a while I thought maybe he was having second thoughts and this would all go away.
"Do you realize I can be violent when I need be?" he asked, as he turned back to me.
"I don't have knowledge of that Mr. Lamontagne, and have no desire to see you turn violent," I replied.
"I have over $9 million hidden and more is coming in from my businesses every day. I want to start the legit business and get it going then let the other go," he told me.
"Or sell it," I offered.
"Boy, I like how you think," he said, letting go with a big laugh that suddenly eased the tension in the room.
"Mr. Lamontagne, that much money popping up in a new business might attract attention. You will need to take it slow," I said, realizing as I spoke that I was aiding in a tax felony.
"Yeah, yeah...I thought that was probably the case," he replied.
At that point, I decided I had learned enough and needed to discuss things with Mr. Phillips.
"Mr. Lamontagne, I will start the paperwork on the investment company. You will need to think if you want a corporate structure, officers of the company other than yourself, and what to call it. Let me spend a few days on it then we can talk again," I said, starting to rise.
"That's fine. Just remember one thing, Steve," he said, finishing the last of his beer.
"Sir?" I replied.
"Don't ever fuck with me," he answered while fixing on me with a gaze that made the hair on my neck stand.
The following afternoon, I sat in a chair in Mr. Phillip's plush office overlooking the city from the 36th floor. The distinguished man, that I guessed was around fifty, was trying hard to show an outward calm, but I could tell he felt nervous and awkward.
"Steve, sometimes in this profession we learn things and have to do things that are unseemly. I know that when one learns this, realizes it for the first time, that we might call into question or own ethics, our own morality. That makes things very hard, but unfortunately the world isn't always black and white. There are many shades of gray out there, sometimes darker than we would like to see, to acknowledge, and to have to address. Do you understand what I'm saying?" he asked, averting his eyes as his right-hand fidgeting with a paperweight.
"I think so, at least I'm trying. What I don't understand is why the firm wants to deal with Mr. Lamontagne, why it would risk its reputation on a man that is involved in his activities," I replied, sincerely.
"A very good question, Steve. Let me try to explain. Our gentleman in question has operations, businesses that are at times used or frequented let's say by certain leaders in the community. He, from that standpoint, could be called a well-connected individual. Let's also say that over time Mr. Lamontagne has assisted or sometimes come to the rescue of individuals who have had difficulties. These community leaders now feel it would be in everyone's best interest for Mr. Lamontagne to quietly achieve his goal of transitioning to legitimacy," he explained, with his strength seeming to grow as the words came from his mouth.
"I see," I answered, not knowing what else to say.
"You can be assured that you will have the backing, indirectly, of some extremely powerful people," he continued.
"Mr. Phillips, why me?" I asked, nervous about the answer.
"Another good question. Let's say that those of us involved felt of the associates at the firm with the appropriate experience you were the least judgmental," he answered.
"Is that a good thing?" I countered.
"In this endeavor, it is and it will not be forgotten," he replied.
"I'll try my best Mr. Phillips," I said to him.
"Steve, between you and me. Most partners in the firm are carrying scars. It makes us something of kindred spirits," he said, as he shook my hand.
It was an awkward exchange, as I expected, but it was also enlightening. It gave me a glimpse, although a tiny one, as to how politics and relationships played out in the real world. I wondered who the people were, most likely men, which were beholding to Mr. Lamontagne.
My wife Allie noticed something was off when I got home that evening. I had not told her about meeting Mr. Lamontagne for several reasons. First, until discussing the matter with Mr. Phillips, I wasn't sure my involvement would continue, so there was no need to explain the sordid story. Second, I wasn't sure how she would react. She's not the sanctimonious type, but this was at best on the ragged edge of ethics.
"Honey, did you start a new case? You have a distant look," she challenged me within ten minutes of walking in the door.
"Damn, is it that obvious?" I replied.
"Yes, what's going on?" she asked with a look of concern.
"Let's have dinner first and we can discuss it over this wine I brought home," I suggested.
Allie and I met in law school and got married during our third year. We were in the same class and both of us graduated, but she decided after six months of work that being a lawyer was stressful, demanding, and completely unrewarding. She promptly quit, which caused her parents to cry foul over the money they had spent, and took a job in a non-profit organization helping low income families. She now got to balance a rewarding job with keeping a home, and left the long hours and stress to me.
Other than losing over fifty percent of her income, everything else for her was a huge upside. Her outlook on life was fantastic, and she had time to take care of herself. Allie is a very beautiful woman. Relatively tall at 5'8" and slender, weighing just 126 lbs., her best feature is her long smooth legs that end in a tight, shapely rear. She has jet black hair and full lips along with perky B-cup breasts. There seemed to always be a smile on her face, and she has an impish charm that carries over to the bedroom.
"Spill it counselor," she said to me, after the dishes were in the washer, and we were sitting on the couch with our wine glasses full.
Where to start, I thought to myself, but rather than beating around the bush, I gave her the events in chronological order through the meeting with Mr. Phillips. She was mostly quiet throughout the description stopping me only to clarify a few items.
"Well, what do you think?" I asked when I had finished.
"You're going to go to jail," she replied.
"What? Why?" I asked.
"Well let's see...money laundering, tax evasion. Honey your aiding and abetting in the commitment of felonies. Phillips and the firm are setting you up to be the fall guy if anything happens," she answered, telling me things I knew were true, but didn't want to hear.
"Well I know I am going to have to walk a fine line," I offered as a feeble response.
"That line doesn't't exist," she replied.
"Phillip's implied that most of the partners have had to do similar things in the past," I retorted.
"Let's assume that's true. They were lucky. They didn't get caught. You might get lucky, but if you aren't it will not end well," she explained, and I remembered why she was on the winning debate team in school.
"I'm screwed," I said, looking into my glass of wine.
"Perhaps, but any outcome is better than going to jail," she said as she took my arm.
"If I don't go through with it, I might as well leave the firm," I told her.
"I know," she said as she snuggled against me.
Monday morning, I went in to the office intending to decline to represent Mr. Lamontagne. As I got on the elevator, I was joined by Barton Gillespie another of the senior partners who was in his sixties. After the twentieth floor, we were alone in the car as it ascended.
"Steve, I understand you are going to help the city with a little problem we have. I hope you know how important this is and how much your efforts are appreciated," he told me softly.
"Yes, well...uhhh thank you Mr. Gillespie," I answered, unsure of what else to say.
I went home that night expecting Allie to yell and scream at me for being a gutless loser or worse, to walk out the door not wanting to risk her good name with my potential downfall. She read me like a book as soon as I walked in the door, but instead of going ballistic, she sat me down to talk.
"You didn't decline, did you?" she asked calmly.
I told her about Mr. Gillespie and the words of encouragement. How I loved my job and didn't want to leave. I think she realized how much I longed to be a partner in the firm, so she accepted my answer without attempting to argue me out of it.
"Okay, well then you are going to be ultra-careful. I mean extremely careful. To the point of rehearsing your words for any discussion. I'm not going to lose you to this bullshit," she stated, using a curse word for maybe the third time since I'd known her.
We spent the rest of the night reviewing various areas where I might have legal risks, and the best way to position myself to have a defense against any criminal prosecution. The next day, I went into the office and finished the paperwork I needed to prepare for a second meeting with Mr. Lamontagne. It took eleven phone calls to his office number before Tilde finally answered the phone at 3:47 PM in the afternoon. She told me he wasn't in, but would call back, although it wasn't until after 5:00 PM that he finally did.
"Mr. Lamontagne I have the documents ready for your review. When would you have time to meet?" I asked.
"Be here in an hour," he replied.
"Well sir. It's pretty late today. Can we do it sometime tomorrow?" I countered.
"Today is better," he shot back.
"Okay, well I see. Then, I'll see you in an hour," I replied, angry with myself for caving in to his power trick.
An hour later, I knocked on the blue door and Tilde let me in as she left. There were two beers opened on his desk and we went through the documents and filled in the missing information as we sipped them. It didn't take long to finish and I started collecting the papers to leave.
"Why don't you come with me to look at some of my businesses," he demanded, more than asked.
"Well, my wife is expecting me home," I replied, hoping to get out of it easily.
"Call her and tell her you'll be late," he answered dismissively.
"Mr. Lamontagne this is a troubling area for me because I risk losing my license if I see illegal activity taking place," I explained, trying to appeal to his softer side.
The look on his face was not what I was expecting at all. Rather than anger, it was almost pity.
"Steve, you don't get it do you. You still don't get it," he replied, starting to laugh.
"How do you think I stay in business so long?" he asked.
"I don't know sir," I replied.
"Two ways. First, be low key and don't create messes. I'm the best in the city at keeping out of the spotlight. Second, keep everyone happy. I'm talking police, city council, church folk, all of them. You go to one of my places, the cops will be watching over things quietly. Let's just say the mayor has been a guest before and others too. Your biggest risk is pissing me off and me complaining to your boss," he said, now fully laughing at my expense.
I called Allie and explained that I would be late. She sensed where I was, but didn't get upset or push me. Instead, she just asked that I be careful.
Mr. Lamontagne told me to drive around to the back of the building, and when I got there he had pulled a black Escalade from the building and pointed at me to put my car in its place. Then, as I got into his vehicle, he hit a button on the console and the overhead door came down sealing my car safely inside.



We drove for about 30 minutes, leaving the rundown industrial area behind, while making our way to a part of town that catered to businessmen and tourists for the shopping. He pulled into a townhouse complex, and hitting another button on the console caused one of the garage doors to open. We parked inside next to a late model Mercedes and entered the building.
A middle age white woman was sitting behind a desk with three cell phones in front of her. Next to her were several couches and there were two young white women on each one dressed in sexy, but acceptable attire. Three were blondes and one was a light-colored brunette.
"How's business tonight?" he barked at the woman.
"Average," she replied before the phone suddenly rang stopping their discussion.
While we stood there, I saw and heard the woman book an appointment for the evening, while the ladies on the couches looked me over. They seemed plain to me and rather dull, almost dreary looking. Mr. Lamontagne looked at the schedule planner and made some notes in a small notebook he kept in his shirt pocket.
"Where's Joey?" he asked.
"He's running late. Should be here anytime," she answered nervously.
"You tell that motherfucker it's his last chance. I mean it," he said to her.
"I will for sure," she quickly replied.
We left shortly after that, and as soon as we started driving, he began explaining the economics of the enterprise.
"Escort service is a mediocre business. Girls are hard to keep, they aren't dependable and it comes with overhead. Average night is only $1,000 net. I got two operations, so you do the math," he explained.
The next stop was an upscale gentleman's club that I had heard about often, but had never been in to. We pulled up to the valet line and attendants started running like crazy to open our doors. Inside, as soon as the staff saw him, everyone instantly snapped to attention. While he talked to the manager, I watched a young, petite blonde dance topless to the beating rhythm of the music. It was a Thursday night and the place was almost full, with practically every girl occupied at a table. A short while later, I felt a hand on my arm and turned to see Mr. Lamontagne motioning for me to leave with him. As soon as we got in the car, he started describing the workings of the club.
"This place is my best money maker. Big mark-up on drinks and the girls are all independent contractors who pay a fee to work there. As long as things don't get too out of hand and complaints start, the cops don't care and the money flows," he explained.
The next stop was another gentleman's club, but this one was back in the industrial part of town and much seedier. The girls were mostly black or Latina and were on average heavier. It was much less crowded than the previous place, and we left after a short stay with him telling me that the place didn't make much money, but it was one of his first businesses, so he kept it open for that. The final stop wasn't really a stop as it was a tour of the streets in the city notorious for prostitution.
"You see that light?" he asked.
"Yes?" I replied, not knowing where he was going.
"I own four blocks along this street from that light east. My competitors have it from there, but I think I got the best spot," he said.
"Now you would think this would be a low profit business cause it's on the street and all these girls are crack heads. But, in truth, it ain't too bad. Not as good as the club or the escort business, but a good third," he explained.
"Do you know these girls?" I asked, as he drove slowly down the street.
"Some I do. Some been with me for a while, but some I don't," he replied.
"How do you manage things?" I asked, surprising myself with my sudden interest.
"I've got a street manager. A junior pimp," he said with a quick laugh.
As he spoke, he took a right turn then two lefts until he was approaching the street from a side road. On the corner were three girls, and just as we slowed and pulled to the curb another car turned left and came up next to the Escalade.
"This is my manager, Shaan," he told me.
"How's business Shaan?" he asked, gruffly
"Damn slow," he replied while looking at me, no doubt wondering what was going on.
"Any problems?" he asked.
"Celeste didn't show. I'm looking for her." he answered.
"Bitch is useless," Mr. Lamontagne offered.
"Yeah..." Shaan started to speak before he was cut off.
"Go find the bitch while I finish showing my friend around. I'll be back later to check on things some more," he told him, and with that Shaan pulled swiftly away.
With Shaan gone, I turned my attention to the girls on the corner. No customers had approached since we had been there, and they had been glancing in our direction as we talked, clearly knowing who was in the Escalade. One of the girls was a blonde and a bit overweight, and one had light brown hair with huge breasts, but the third was dark haired and slender. As if sensing my interest, my client did a U-turn in the street then backed up so my window was next to the girls. My window suddenly began to descend and the hookers slowly ambled towards the car.
"Ladies, how are things?" the black man asked.
"No action so far," the blonde replied in a raspy voice.
"Well you better sell harder. You know the rules," he told them sternly.
I made eye contact with the slender, dark-haired girl as she stepped further into the light. She was wearing a tiny black miniskirt and a red tube top with matching red pump heels, and as she got closer I had to choke back a gasp as I realized she bore a striking resemblance to Allie.
"You got an interest in Tanya? Tanya, come closer so my friend can have a better look," Mr. Lamontagne instructed.
The other girls stepped aside and Tanya came alongside the window. Her makeup was on heavy, but there was no question she looked a lot like my wife.
"Show my friend your titties, girl," he commanded.
Tanya pulled her tube top down and showed me her smallish breasts. Damn, I thought, even her breasts looked like Allie's.
"You want her for a while? On the house," Mr. Lamontagne asked, and for a moment I actually considered it.
"No, she's lovely, but I can't," I replied, with my eyes not leaving hers.
Tanya pulled her top up and we edged away from the curb then started heading back towards his office. Half way there, he pulled into a small bar.
"Let's get a drink," he announced.
"Look, it's late and I need to get home," I tried.
"One drink," he replied, getting out of the car.
We were there for four hours and closed the bar at 2:00 AM. During that time, he explained more about his activities telling me it was important I understood all aspects. Unfortunately, all the planning I had done to stay a level removed went out the window. He brought up Tanya several times, wanting to know if I wanted to go back. Each time I politely declined, but he must have sensed from my reaction there was something I was hiding. He even told me to quit calling him Mr. Lamontagne and start calling him Rafael. Driving back to get my car, I was wondering how I was going to drive as I was completely hammered.
"You sure you don't want to try Tanya?" he asked with a slurred voice.
"No, no thanks," I replied, unable to keep from laughing.
"You know your secret would be safe," he offered, still probing.
"Really, I don't have an interest," I answered.
"Well, it didn't seem that way to me," he countered.
"You just misunderstood," I told him.
"How did I?" he asked, refusing to let it go.
"She just reminded me of someone," I replied, stupidly.
"Who's that?" he asked.
"My wife," I said as he pulled into the parking lot.
"Mercy me," he started laughing, and then added, "That's going to mess with your head!"
Allie was waiting up when I got home and was not pleased. There were a few choice comments about drinking and driving, and several about not calling, then she let it go and we went to bed. Needless to say, when I reached for her I was immediately rejected.
Over the next several weeks, we concluded the paperwork for the new company and Rafael began slowly transferring cash into it. He kept me verbally informed of these events, but I made it clear I didn't want to know how the money got there.
At the same time, I couldn't get the thought of Tanya out of my head, although now it was mostly a vision of my wife dressed in the hooker outfit. I wanted to see her long legs on display and her butt barely covered by the tiny skirt. Had Tanya been nude underneath the skirt? Would Allie wear a thin tube top like that? The thoughts, as Rafael had accurately predicted, did indeed mess with my head.
A month later Rafael asked me to advise him on some acquisitions, so were spending about a half a day a week together. The conversations now were much less formal and more easygoing, although he always had the hard edge right below the surface. My Tanya-Allie vision just wouldn't go away, and now when we made love, I often fantasizing about her in the hooker attire, pretending I had picked her up and we were in some sleazy motel. One day, after we had inspected for the fourth time the first property Rafael wanted to buy, we were sitting in a bar drinking a beer and discussing the acquisition, when during a break in the discussion, I summoned my courage.
"Where do the girls get those outfits they wear on the street?" I asked.
"Ha! I was waiting for this," he exclaimed, and after several seconds of laughter, he continued with, "Does she know?"
"No," I answered, now very embarrassed.
"What outfit you want?" he asked.
"The one Tanya had on," I replied.
"Hell, that was a month ago. I don't remember what she had on," he said.
"Tiny black skirt, red tube top and red 4" pumps," I replied quickly.
"Man, it has been on your mind," he laughed, "Tanya's size?"
"Yeah," was all I could say.
The next day at my office a package arrived via courier, and I guessed what it was before I opened it. It was exactly what I remembered, including the matching pumps. Now, I was faced with the difficult task of convincing my wife to wear it. I thought through dozens of scenarios to get my Allie to try the outfit on, but in the end, I decided that honesty might be the best approach. The next Friday we had nothing planned and were going to stay in and watch a movie, so I left work a bit early and stopped and got two bottles of her favorite Chardonnay. Allie was wearing sweat pants and a t-shirt and sitting close to me enjoying her second glass of wine when I decided it was time.
"Sweetie, I left a present for you under the bed," I said.
With a look of curiosity, but without saying a word, she got up and went to look. Waiting, I was nervous as hell, and when I saw the look on her face when she came back carrying the box, I thought I was dead. It wasn't anger, but it was concern, and I knew there would be some explaining to do.
"Start talking," she demanded.
I opened my mouth to speak and was about to go down some diversionary path, but decided against it.
"About a month ago, remember when Rafael was showing me his businesses? Well we talked to three of his girls and I swear one looked just like you. I keep thinking of what she was wearing and what you would look like, so...well I decided to try," I explained, waiting for her to get angry.
"Did you do anything with that girl?" she asked bluntly.
"Absolutely, not," I replied, leaving out the part about seeing her breasts.
"Did you think about it?" she responded rapidly.
"No, just thought about you in her clothes," I said.
"I'm worried about you," she replied, as she sat down and picked up her wine.
Two glasses later, she got up without saying a word and left carrying the box. I didn't know what to expect until I heard the heavy clunking of the pumps on the hardwood floors.
"Oh, my God!" was all I could say as she stepped into the room.
The clothes fit her perfectly. The skirt looked painted on and barely covered her butt, and she kept pulling it down nervously. The top left her midsection bare and was thin enough that I thought I could see the bumps of her little nipples, while the pumps pushed her butt up and accentuated her endless, smooth legs. Still, something was missing, and it took me a moment to figure it out.
"You look perfect accept one thing," I said, worried that I might be pushing my luck.
"What?" she asked, both exasperated and breathless.
"You need more makeup and your hair teased," I said.
She turned without replying and was gone for a long time. I was beginning to think she had abandoned the whole idea and was lying in bed angry when I heard the clunking noise again. When she turned the corner, I got an instant erection.
"You're perfect," I said to her.
"A perfect what?" she asked nervously.
"Fantasy for me," I answered.
My eyes were hungrily roaming her body as she watched me. She had put on heavy lipstick, eye liner and shadow and had teased her hair up and was now a perfect replica of the young prostitute.
"Walk back and forth," I requested, and she strode the length of the living room several times with her hips swaying more with each step as she got comfortable.
"Wow!" was all I could think of to say.
My response had a good effect though, as Allie's worried expression started to fade and was replaced by her wonderful, impish grin.
"I feel so naughty," she told me in an excited whisper.
I couldn't sit still any longer and rose, took her in my arms and pulled her firmly against me with my hands on her ass. We kissed deeply and my hands left her rear and roamed her body, arousing both of us even more. Her breathing quickly turned to pants and her eyes showed her desire and vulnerability.
"Take me to bed," she begged, and I was only too happy to oblige.
We tore each other's clothes off then fell onto the bed. I started kissing her neck and then her nipples while my right hand stroked her flat tummy and thighs before centering on her smooth sex. She was wetter than I had ever experienced and my finger literally fell inside her as her lubrication was so profound that she offered no resistance. The first finger was followed by another and then one more and I started stroking into her roughly while licking and sucking on her small nipples. Allie was having trouble staying still from my onslaught. Her hips wiggled and her back arched over and over as I drove her towards a climax.
"Fuck me now," she gasped suddenly, as her arms tried to pull me on top.
In all our time together, I had never heard her utter that word. It both shocked and excited me, but I instantly did as I was commanded and climbed between her legs, where in one quick motion, I pushed completely inside. Allie's legs immediately wrapped around me and we started a fast-paced rhythm with the slapping sounds of her wetness, accompanied by her moans, filling the room each time I hit bottom. This wasn't the slow and gentle love making that was our norm. Instead, it was an intense, almost animalistic, mating. I wish I could say I lasted for thirty minutes and brought her to multiple orgasms, but in reality I lasted for less than three before I passed the point of no return, feeling my balls boil and shot a huge load into my beautiful wife as I roared.
Falling onto her body, I gasped for air while she softly stroked my hair. Normally, she would have accepted the situation, gotten out of bed to clean up and then come back to sleep. However, this time she wanted more, and after giving me a couple minutes to rest, she rolled me off of her and on to my back. She began playing with my wet dick with her hand, and when I started to stiffen, a smile came to her face.
"You've got some work to do," she said seductively, then leaned down and took me into her mouth.
Allie is good at oral sex even though she does it rarely. She was only intimate with one other guy, in a relationship that lasted several years, before me, so I knew he must have been a pretty good teacher. Her attention and the erotic nature of the evening, soon had me completely hard, and she climbed onto me. She started a slow and deliberate motion, grinding her pelvis into mine on each down stroke, while I reached up and began tickling her aroused nipples with my fingertips, causing her body to shudder.
"Is this how a whore acts?" she said, staring directly into my eyes.
"It's how mine does," I replied, then flipped her on her back and re-entered her magical pussy.
Now, I could go at her hard without worrying about ejaculating, so I drove into her deep, but with the steady pace I knew she liked. All the while, I showered her with kisses on her lips, face, and neck to make sure she remembered the encounter as more than a physical connection.
Allie always goes through the same sequence when she is about to orgasm. Her legs lift high in the air, she gets very quiet, almost like she is holding her breath, and her body gets tense. It took only a few minutes before I could see it coming and knew it was going to be a big release, since her body was now shaking as well.
"Ohhh...ohhhh...oh yes...oh Steve...oh please don't stop...don't stop," she cried out, as her hands moved to my ass, pulling me even deeper into her.
"Let it out Allie," I encouraged, feeling her vaginal walls now pulsing on my dick.
"Please don't stop, it's so good," she begged before she began crying softly.
I took her through the climax and then slowly let my pace ebb until I was eventually still.
"I love you," I whispered into her ear, and she buried her head into my neck and began sobbing louder.
Saturday night, after a dinner out with friends and some drinking, Allie put on the outfit again, and the results were almost identical to the first time. She even spent time in the bathroom once again doing her hair and makeup. The amazing aspect was, that after all the preparation, she only wore the clothes for a few minutes before I became so aroused that I stripped her naked and took her to bed. It was just too strong of a visual aphrodisiac that almost instantly took me over.
"Well, tell me how things got on?" Rafael asked with a grin next time I saw him.
"What things?" I asked, genuinely confused by his question.
"What do you mean what things? You know what I mean. You get your wife to dress up for you?" he followed, acting annoyed.
"Oh...yeah. Well..." I replied, unsuccessfully trying to hold back my smile.
"With that look, you must have got some freaky pussy," he said, causing me to turn red, and upon seeing my reaction, he started laughing, "Look at you!"
"Yeah it worked out okay," I said, overcoming the embarrassment.
"Let me see the pictures," he demanded, still laughing.
"What pictures?" I replied trying to be stone faced. Actually, I had convinced Allie to let me take several pictures with my cell phone, and I wondered how Rafael knew.
"Any man is going to take some pictures. He's not going to let that opportunity go by," he explained.
"Well, I didn't take any," I lied.
"Don't pull that shit. You want my help and now you ain't going to share? What's that about? No trust?" he exclaimed, acting upset.
"Okay but just one. I shouldn't do this," I said, but in reality I didn't mind as I was actually proud of the way she looked, and besides, I couldn't see where any harm could come from him looking.
I selected my favorite from the bunch and handed the phone to Rafael. The picture showed Allie half turned towards the camera. You could see the tautness of her legs, ass and stomach, and her breasts were thrust forward. She had a sultry look with her dark hair hanging loosely over part of her face.
"Damn, you're hitting that?" he asked genuinely surprised, "She's much hotter than Tanya that's for damn sure."



He handed the phone back and instantly the conversation returned to business. I was surprised he let it go so easily, but was happy to change the subject.
Three weeks later, Rafael closed on his first property. It was a small warehouse in the industrial area. I thought he had done a good job negotiating the price, and he was very excited by his first foray into legitimate business. Shortly after, I met him to discuss another property, but all he wanted to do was get a drink to celebrate.
"Your wife wearing those clothes anymore?" he asked after two beers and thirty minutes of idle talk, mostly about sports.
"Yeah, well maybe," I replied, with a beer induced smirk.
In fact, Allie had dressed up twice more. She was now into it as much as I was, and we were having a lot of fun. I had gotten her to walk out in the back yard and strut back and forth on the deck, and even though we have a fence around the perimeter, there was still an element of risk which seemed to excite her, and certainly did me. Also, we had gone into the garage and I had sat in my car while she leaned in the open window and role played that I was her potential customer. In both cases, the aftermath was a wild sex session. Five minutes later, and without a whole lot of prodding from Rafael, I was giving him the detailed descriptions and showing him some new pictures I had taken.
"Damn you are one lucky man. You're making my cock hard just hearing it," he said while laughing, "Anytime you want to bring her down to the corner and have her learn from the girls you let me know."
"Yeah, I bet that will happen," I replied, joining in his laughter.
Soon afterwards we got up to go. When we reached the parked, cars he turned to me.
"When am I going to get a bill for your work?" he asked.
"There's no bill coming. The firm is covering things," I explained, and without replying he nodded his head while giving me a strange stare.
The next day I was in my office downtown when a package arrived. My first thought was it looked similar to the one Rafael had used to send the clothes, but this one was larger, so I closed my door and opened it. Sure enough, it was from Rafael and contained three separate outfits. The first one I examined was a short purple halter dress made of thin material that was backless and had a plunging neckline. It came with matching purple heels. The second was a pair of tiny white hot pants with rhinestones studded around the waist and a red bikini top. This one came with knee high white boots. The last one was black fake leather pants with a matching bolero vest and came with black heels.
"Since you're having so much fun, figured you might like some more. Think about what I told you," the unsigned note at the bottom of the package read.
I snuck the package into the house that night, and while Allie was busy in the laundry room, I laid out the three outfits on the bed. Then, I went to the living room and waited for her to discover her new presents. For several hours that evening, despite my suspicions to the contrary, she acted like she hadn't seen them. It was only when we were about to go to bed that she finally acknowledged their existence.
"Where did you get them?" she suddenly asked, catching me off guard.
"Well, uhhh...I mean you seemed to like the first outfit so I thought we could try others," I replied, stumbling with my words.
"Where did you get them?" she repeated.
Allie had a six sense on things, and it was completely tuned in on me.
"They were a gift," I answered, and then after a pause continued, "From Rafael."
"My God Steve does he know what we've been doing? Have you shown him the pictures? Oh Lord, you have! I can tell by your look!" she exclaimed, before I could even open my mouth.
"No, of course not..." I started to say.
"Don't lie to me Steve," she interjected.
"Nothing bad. Just the tame ones," I replied defensively.
In fact, none of them were really tame as in all the pictures she looked quite naughty, and they would be shocking to anyone that knew her. But, I had taken a couple of her showing her breasts with my favorite being one where she was leaning in the car window pulling the tube top down just like Tanya had done. Rafael had seen all of them.
"My God! You let some criminal, some thug, see your wife naked?" she shot back angrily, ignoring my disclaimer.
"Honey..." I started, but was cut off once more.
"No more, Steve. No more," she said, suddenly in control, which made me even more nervous.
Rafael's gift and my hopes met a swift crashing end as Allie disappeared towards the bedroom. I waited for thirty minutes to give her time to cool down then went to the bedroom where I found her in bed with the lights off. Climbing in, I snuggled behind her, and when I felt her body stiffen I knew she was awake.
"All I showed him was the one I took the first time with you looking over your shoulder," I lied.
There was really no other way to go, and since she knew how much I liked that picture, I thought I had a chance to convince her.
"You shouldn't have done it," she whispered, almost a minute later.
"Why? It just shows my super-sexy wife," I replied, hoping compliments might help.
"Are you sure that's all he saw?" she asked, rolling towards me.
"Yes, sweetie," I lied, again.
"It's so embarrassing. He must think we're weird," she said, and I almost laughed at her words, as he saw things a hundred times worse every day, although not from a highly educated wife.
"Actually, he was surprised that I had landed such a beautiful woman," I answered, which was a true statement.
"Really? Why?" she asked, but I could tell she was fishing for more compliments.
"Honey, that picture is awesome. You look beautiful and very sexy," I replied.
Allie snuggled her body closer to me and I knew that it was her way of saying the argument was over. I kissed her forehead and we held each other in silence for several minutes.
"I liked the white boots," she whispered, referring to the hot pants outfit and letting me know that there might be more fun to come.
The fun happened the following Friday when, after dinner out with friends and multiple drinks, we returned to our place, and with just a little prodding, she retreated to the back to try on the clothes. The first set on was the hot pants complete with red bikini top and boots. It fit nicely, showing off her slender, toned body and giving a little peek at her ass cheeks from the bottom of the shorts. She strutted back and forth across the room seductively several times, unable to hold back her giggles, before retreating to our bedroom to try on the next outfit. Just a few minutes later she returned in the faux leather pants and vest. With nothing beneath the vest, the sides of her pert breasts were visible, and it took tremendous willpower to stay seated while she stood in front of me. Of course, the last one was the purple dress, and I could clearly see her erect nipples poking through the gauzy material. Also, the backless design descended to the top of her ass and highlighted her feminine shoulders. I realized that each outfit brought attention to a certain part of her body, and I wondered if it was a coincidence or it Rafael had purposefully selected them with this in mind.
"Which one is your favorite?" Allie asked, while she twirled in the dress.
"I think I like the hot pants," I answered, partially because I knew she liked the boots.
"Good," she replied, and scooted out of the room, returning a few minutes.
"I like looking at you while you're standing," I said when she started to sit next to me.
It was true. Seeing her long legs and the way her butt filled the tight shorts was arousing and I wanted her in front of me. Still smiling, Allie stood and positioned herself where I had an excellent view.
"Let's make love," she requested less than a minute later.
"I want to take a pic first," I told her, and reached for my phone.
"For you or him?" she asked with a smirk.
"Both of us," I responded, which made her suck in her breath.
I took three quick pictures while she posed in front of me, then I grabbed her hand and we began laughing as we ran to the bedroom. I kissed around the edge of her top and the hot pants making her squirm in excitement while she pulled at me and pleaded for more. Finally giving in, I told her I wanted her to keep the boots on and we were just able to slide the shorts over them. Instantly, she spread her legs, while I slowly took off my clothes and made her wait.
"I want you in me now," she stated, when I tried to kiss her body some more.
I moved fully between her legs and with her hands on my hips pulling me into her, I guided my dick to her very ready opening.
"Uhhh...uhhh...yessss..." she moaned, as I pushed.
I started moving slowly, but when I felt the boots pressed against my ass it forced me to go faster. Soon, I was hammering into my wife while we looked lustily into each other's eyes. It wasn't long before I felt my balls tightening and the telltale feeling in my groin. I tried to hold off so Allie could catch up, but it seemed the more I tried not to think about it, the more I did.
"Baby, I'm going to cum..." I moaned into her ear.
"It's okay. Do it," she encouraged, and seconds later with a wail I erupted.
With that, I lost all rhythm and slowed my movements until I finally stopped and collapsed next to her. After taking a minute to catch my breath, I moved my hand between her legs and started rubbing her clit to try and give her some relief.
"You looked so hot in those clothes," I whispered into her ear.
"Did you like it?" she asked, while she pushed her pussy against my hand.
"Loved it," I replied, and moved my mouth to a nipple.
With my fingers on her clit and my mouth sucking on her breasts, she arched her back and started to squirm beneath me, and seconds later she surprised me when she spoke, "Don't show him the pictures."
For some reason, the way she said it sounded odd, almost like she was inviting a challenge, so after some thought, I answered, "Only the one."
"Which one," she replied instantly, and I knew that something quite different and naughty was in her head.
"The one with your back to me," I said.
"Why that one?" she asked.
"Can't see your face," I responded while nibbling gently on her left nipple.
"Okay," she whispered.
Looking up, we locked eyes and a smile came to my face as I continued to gently tease her clit with my fingers. I tried to think about what she was thinking and the best way to proceed, and suddenly an inspiration came to me. Stopping my play, I turned and took my phone from the nightstand and with a few quick clicks had Rafael's on the message app.
"Here, send him the ones you like," I said, handing her the phone.
"Steve!" she exclaimed, but my mouth had already returned to her nipples.
I licked and sucked on both of them for several minutes before I descended until my face was buried between her legs.
"Ohhhh..." she whined, when my lips closed on her engorged clit. The smell of my semen oozing from her freshly fucked pussy excited me even more and I let my tongue rapidly lash her stiff nub.
Purposefully, I concentrated on exciting her and ignored what she was doing with the phone. I wanted it to be her thing and see what she might do, especially since I sensed she had been fishing with the subject. My hands had her legs open and I was flicking her clit with the tip of my tongue when I heard the sound of an incoming message.
"He wants more," she declared.
"Send them," I demanded, breaking away from my work for just an instant.
She gave no response, but I knew she was focused on the phone as my efforts to take her to a climax were not proceeding. Normally, by now she would be writhing and whining beneath me, so I knew she was distracted. However, the reason for the distraction was extremely interesting to me, so I kept at it and didn't interrupt.
Three more times I heard a message arrive, but after the last one I felt her hand on the back of my head, and suddenly she was back with me wanting her release. It wasn't long before her whines became high pitched and her legs spread further. Then, with a loud cry, her legs slammed against my head and her pelvis started jerking while she grunted through a full orgasm.
When her body finally relaxed, I looked up and saw her sprawled on the pillow with her eyes barely open looking completely spent. The phone was on the bed face down a few inches from her hand, and although I was eager to look at the exchange, I ignored it and pulled her close. We cuddled for a few minutes before she announced that she was going to the bathroom, and since I knew from experience that she would spend a few minutes cleaning up, I quickly grabbed the phone.
In less than a minute, I learned a lot of things, including some things about my wife that I found surprising. She had sent him all the pictures that I had taken of her in the hot pants, but it was the exchange that I found most concerning. Rafael, not realizing it wasn't me texting, had acted very familiar and his messages included:
"man she is so much hotter than Tanya"
"I hope you going to pound that pussy"
"send the nude ones"
"you need to bring her down to the corner like we talked"
It was the last two that distressed me the most. I felt that asking about nude pics was going to indicate to her that I had given him some before, and mentioning the street corner I knew was going to raise some questions. So, it was with some trepidation that I waited in bed for her to return. When she did arrive, she slid into bed next to me and after a quick kiss turned in my arm and went to sleep.
The next day was spent doing errands, together and separate, and that evening we had dinner with another couple. It was later at home, when we were sharing a last drink that she finally brought up the texting.
"I know you saw the texting," she said, from out of the blue.
"Yeah, you sent him all the pics," I responded, hoping to control the dialogue.
"What did he mean by the corner?" she asked, ignoring my tact.
"Uhhh...it's where the girls stand," I answered nervously.
"You mean the prostitutes? Why would he say I should go there and what did you talk about with him?" she followed.
"He's overstating it honey. It's about... Look when he saw that first picture he was teasing me about you wearing it down to the street corner where the girls work and learn...uhhh...I guess learn from them. It was just joking stuff." I stammered, feeling my words came across poorly.
"But, you discussed it with him?" she asked.
"No, I said there was no way you would do it. He keeps bringing it up," I replied.
"So, you would be supportive of the idea if I agreed?" she responded, and I realized I had made a huge faux pas.
"Have you shown him nude pictures?" she asked, purposefully looking hard into my eyes.
My eyes shot between her eyes several times before in a soft voice I answered, "Yes."
"Which ones does he have?" she continued.
"None honey. I showed him from my phone. The only ones he has copies of are the ones you texted," I explained in a stronger voice. I hoped that my efforts to not spread the pictures would earn me some points, but her look provided no relief.
"Have you been seeing Tanya?" she asked.
I realized that this was the most important question in her mind, and fortunately, it was one where I was on solid ground.
"Absolutely not!" I declared, now holding her look.
After several seconds, she rose and walked towards the bedroom leaving me alone with my drink. She was gone for some time, and I was just about to go back thinking she had gone to bed when she returned in her robe.
"I want to meet her," she said.
"Who?" I replied, momentarily confused.
"Tanya," she followed.
"Why? I don't understand. There is absolutely nothing going on with her. I've only seen her once in my life and that was weeks ago," I told her.
"I just do, especially since you weren't honest about the pictures," she stated, rubbing my nose into my deceit.
With that, she turned and left. I remained with my drink, staring at the wall, wondering what she was trying to accomplish, and concerned that it would be difficult to arrange with nothing good coming from it. I knew I would have to go through Rafael, and although we had developed a certain level of trust, it was still a strange, awkward idea. Later, when I went to bed, Allie was fast asleep, purring gently, seemingly unconcerned.
Two weeks went by without any further discussion about her request, and in fact I had hoped she had let it go. Unfortunately, I wasn't going to be that lucky.
"Have you set it up?" she asked one evening.
"What?" I replied, slow on the uptake.
"Meeting Tanya. When are we going to do it?" she followed.
"Honey, it's a bad idea. I would have to go through Rafael and it would get complicated," I said, hoping to warn her off.
"Steve, please arrange it. If you don't I will," she stated in a manner that communicated that it wasn't a subject open for debate.
The following Monday, after running out of ideas on how to get out of it, I called Rafael on his cell phone. Amazingly, we hadn't communicated since Allie texted the pics, so that was what he wanted to talk about first.
"Steve, man I loved those pictures," he declared, as soon as we connected.
"Yeah, they were nice. Actually, it's kind of why I'm calling," I replied.
"Oh yeah? What's up?" he asked.
"Uhhh...look, Allie, my wife...she uhhh...found the text exchange," I said.
I had decided this was the best approach to bridge the situation.
"Uh oh. You in bad trouble?' he responded.
"Kind of but, because of the mention of Tanya she has a request, a demand really. She...uhhh...wants to meet her," I explained.
"Meet her? Tanya? No shit?" he replied.
"Yeah, I know. It's weird but I can't talk her out of it," I said.
There was a pause before he spoke and when he did I could hear some laughter in his voice, "Well maybe you can kill two birds with one stone."
"What do you mean?" I asked, nervous about his answer.
"I tell you what. You tell her that she will have to meet her down on the street and she has to wear one of those outfits," he replied, now openly laughing.
"Rafael. Come on. Please, this is serious," I responded.
"You tell her that. Tell her it's my requirement. Make me the bad guy and if it don't work then we can talk again, but you never know with women," he said.
"So, you're saying that if I try and fail you'll discuss another way?" I clarified.
"Yeah, that's what I'm saying, but don't be a pussy," he replied.
"I'm hoping I don't get hit," I answered which brought another laugh from him.
After that, we moved on to some business topics, but returned to the subject before hanging up, with him once more encouraging me to give his idea a try. For the rest of the day, I thought about the conversation and started to buy-in to his approach, so that by the time I was driving home, I had decided to give it a sincere effort.
"Look Allie, I tried to fulfill your request with Rafael today, but it's not going to work," I stated, as we were finishing dinner.
"Why not?" she asked, expressionless.
I could tell she was prepared to deal with my reluctance and was not going to give up easily.
"He said that you would need to meet her on the street corner and be dressed in one of the outfits," I replied, just throwing it all on the table.
"Why?" she asked again.
"Honey, it's just what he said. What do you expect me to do?" I replied, with some frustration in my voice.
"Tell me what you said to him," she demanded.
With a deep breath, I began explaining how I told him she had found the texts on my phone and now wanted to meet Tanya since she was mentioned. I went on to tell her he had been adamant about not interrupting the girls and that she would need to blend in. Allie took it all in, but I could tell she was skeptical. Still, rather than argue, she got up and started clearing the table, and after waiting for an answer for several minutes, I got up and went to watch TV.



"Okay," she said, walking into the living room with a glass of wine in her hand.
"Okay what?" I asked.
"Okay, I agree to what you said," she answered.
Her acceptance damn near floored me, and it took a monumental effort to not show an outward reaction.
"I see. Well then I'll call him tomorrow and determine a good time," I replied.
More silence ensued while we watched TV, but after returning from a trip to the kitchen to grab the wine and a glass, she spoke again.
"Which one should I wear?" she asked, while I refreshed her glass.
"I don't know. I'll have to think about it," I said, although I knew exactly which one I wanted.
I was happy that she wasn't showing any apparent anger, and in fact later that night we made love and she was very giving. Although I still harbored some reservations, I was still excited to call Rafael, and was finally able to connect with him in the early afternoon.
"I can't believe it, but she agreed!" I exclaimed to him, after some pleasantries.
"You never know with women," he replied with a laugh.
"When can we do it?" I asked, eager to get going.
"I think Friday would be best. Around nine," he said.
"Why? Why not tonight?" I followed.
"Look, if you going to get her out make sure to get your money's worth. Tonight will be slow. But Friday is the busy night and she will be out there with the girls with some action," he explained, laughing some more.
"Oh...yeah. Okay," I replied, visualizing his description, and realizing it made sense.
"What she going to wear?" he asked.
"The little skirt and tube top," I replied quickly.
"And I guess you want Tanya in the same?' he answered, laughing even harder.
I hadn't thought about what Tanya would be wearing, but when he mentioned it I realized it was perfect, so I said, "Yeah."
My anticipation made it seem like the rest of the week crawled by. I had explained to Allie that we were going to meet Rafael and then drive to the corner with him for protection and to not attract attention. Then, she could get out and spend some time with Tanya. I also told her I would prefer if she wore the first outfit; the miniskirt and tube top. Her only response came as an arched eyebrow.
Friday at eight, Allie emerged from the back wearing her knee-length rain coat over the erotic outfit with only the gaudy pumps providing a clue. Since the weather was clear and quite warm, I knew its only purpose was to hide her outfit, but I decided to just let it go. We arrived at Rafael's office twenty minutes later and knocked on the door which he quickly opened. There was a clear look of disappointment when he saw Allie in the coat, but introductions were made and he guided us inside. I had expected that we would be there only briefly to change cars, so I was surprised when he directed us through his office and up a flight of stairs.
Leaving the landing, I was stunned to see a spacious and well-appointed living area complete with kitchen, bar, large den, and a hallway that no doubt led to one or more bedrooms. Sitting on the bar was a silver bucket with a bottle of expensive champagne and three fluted glasses.
"I thought we could have a drink first," our host explained, while he opened the bottle.
Soon, the liquid had been poured and he was giving us a tour of the space, letting us know that it was a second home that he used when he was working late. Moving down the hall, to the sound of my wife's clunking shoes, we found a large bathroom with high quality fittings, a master bedroom with the largest bed I had ever seen, two other bedrooms with king sized beds and surprisingly, a study with a large collection of books. All in all, it was like a large, expensive condo and not what one would expect in an old strip center. I was certainly impressed, and glancing at Allie she had a similar look.
Rafael was in his normal attire, which was completely incongruent to the style of the apartment. However, he was acting very charming with Allie, and was quickly overcoming her nervousness. She went through her first glass quickly, and by the time he was refilling it, they were engaged in a very easy-going conversation. He avoided any mention of the evening's purpose and likewise she stayed away from his work activities. Instead, they discussed music, movies and various current events, and along the way he was able to subtly insert several compliments on her beauty.
It was after nine when we prepared to leave, and like previous times, he directed me to put my car in his space after he had pulled out. Once done, I approached his Escalade to see that my wife was already sitting in the front. On the ride to his turf, they continued their banter, and it caught my wife a bit off guard when he pulled over in a dark spot on the side street half a block from the corner.
"Okay, Allie. The girls are just ahead on the corner and they know you're coming. Now, I'll pull a little closer, but there are a couple things to know. First, they ain't the smartest, so don't expect too much. Second, they're working. You might see some stuff and I don't want you to get upset or angry. You need to just go with it," he counseled her.
"Honey, you sure about this?" I asked.
"Absolutely," she said, giving me a defiant smile, which made Rafael laugh.
"Let's go then," he announced, and moved forward about a hundred yards.
Rafael turned the engine off, and then with a nod of his head my wife opened the door and quickly untied the rain coat. She tossed it onto the front seat exposing her barely covered, sexy body and with a quick glance at me shut the door pitching us back into darkness.
"Damn," I heard Rafael mumble when her barely covered, tight swaying ass emerged from the front of the vehicle.
For some reason, the outfit in public looked even smaller, and I wished I could capture a picture as I felt my dick swell. From our spot, we could easily see the corner, and as she approached the working girls, I noticed that Tanya was in fact dressed similarly. In addition to Tanya, there was a slightly overweight black girl in a short dress and a thin blonde in hot pants and a halter. They noticed my wife when she was about twenty yards away and Tanya separated from them slightly and met her as she approached. Now together, it looked from a distance like the women could be sisters, although I knew from the last time I had seen her that my wife looked much fresher.
"You know she's asking if you fucked her," Rafael stated.
"I know, but I think it's more than that," I replied.
"Like what?" he asked.
"She wants to see...understand what made me get the thoughts in my head. Why I got the clothes," I answered.
I was pretty sure my thoughts were on the right track, but I knew I wasn't entirely correct. There was something else I didn't get, something I couldn't quite pin point.
"Yeah, let's hope she likes the answer," he responded in a low voice.
Just then, a car pulled up and after a brief exchange the blonde girl approached the vehicle. With her head partly in the window and her ass pointed towards us, she had a conversation with the driver, but evidently couldn't come to terms because she backed away and the car drove off. Once it was gone, she went to Allie and Tanya and soon the black girl joined, too. I couldn't imagine what they might be talking about, but they stayed together until another car pulled up.
Once more, the blonde girl went to the window, although this time after a short exchange she climbed in and left. Just like that, with my wife mere steps away, she had been purchased for sex. I wondered what she would say when she returned, and if she had found it to be offensive. Minutes later, another call pulled up, and this time it was Tanya who approached the vehicle. The young brunette leaned inside like the previous girl had done, but it wasn't long before she backed out. I thought it was over, however she turned and beckoned for my wife who surprisingly, after appearing to decline several times, took the few steps to the car.
"That's Shaan," Rafael suddenly announced.
"What's he doing?" I asked, confused.
"Just watch, I told you to get your money's worth," he replied.
Tanya was bent with her head at window level, but my wife was still standing. However, as we watched, she too leaned forward until her head was next to the hooker's. Suddenly, Tanya's hands went to her top and with a tug her breasts were free and she was showing them to Shaan. I expected Allie to react negatively, perhaps even to run back to the car, so I was intrigued when she remained there, although she did move back a step. Tanya pulled her top back into place but the conversation continued and my wife slowly moved closer. Then, we watched as several times Allie's fingers went to her top, but each time she dropped them back to her sides.
"Damn, she wanted to," Rafael exhaled.
I knew he had watched the same thing I had, and I now realized that it had been a set up between him, Shaan and Tanya to toy with my wife. They had been trying to get her to show her breasts and it looked like they had come close to succeeding. Soon, Shaan left and the three girls huddled together once more. However, it wasn't long before another car appeared and this time the black girl was summoned and quickly departed.
"Tanya was told not to leave," Rafael explained, evidently thinking I needed to understand why she was still there.
Another car approached and Tanya started to talk with the man, and like before beckoned my wife over. However, since Rafael didn't say anything, I assumed this was a real customer. Within a few seconds, Allie was bent down looking into the window too.
"You want to turn her out?" Rafael turned and asked.
"What do you mean?" I asked, not understanding his words.
"Let her work...let her make you some money," he said deliberately, totally shocking me with his words.
"Are you kidding? You must be crazy," I practically yelled at him.
"I am kidding, but she doesn't seem to be upset," he replied.
I had to agree that she was acting much more engaged and relaxed than I had expected. I thought she was going to come out, ask Tanya if I had slept with her then beat it back to the car as quickly as possible. She had been on the corner now for almost twenty minutes, talked with all the girls, and was showing no signs of being ready to depart. The car soon left, no doubt frustrated by Tanya's reluctance and minutes later a pickup pulled up and the girls went through a similar process before it too left. With that, both Allie and Tanya began strutting back towards the Escalade. As they got close, I could see my wife's nipples clearly discernible through the top which made my dick even harder. Tanya went to the front seat while my wife climbed into the back with me, and immediately asked for her coat.
"No honey...come on," I whispered to her with pleading eyes.
The young hooker handed it to her, but with a sideways look at me, she placed it on the seat. As we pulled away, I patted the seat next to me indicating she should move over, but she just smiled and shook her head, so I took her arm and began tugging. With a sigh, she slid over until our legs were touching and I took her hand firmly in mine. Looking up, I saw Rafael was watching us in the mirror, although I was so excited it didn't register as a deterrent.
"Steve..." my wife whispered, when I kissed her neck.
"Can I have a cigarette?" Tanya asked, and after Rafael nodded I saw her extract one from a pack on the console and light up.
"Allie, you want one?" she asked my wife with a strange air of familiarity.
Now my wife hates cigarettes, so I was shocked when she accepted the offer. It seemed she was going to go all in on an adventurous evening. Tanya handed my wife her lit cigarette and as she inhaled I pulled away and looked her over. Her beautiful body encased in the slutty outfit with her heavy makeup and teased hair delivered to my mind a message of raw sex. I fidgeted restlessly while she slowly smoked, and as soon as she put the butt in the ash tray, I turned her head to me and kissed her hard, tasting the remains.
"Honey..." she said, trying to get me to calm down.
I wasn't going to be denied and kissed her again then turned her slightly to shield her from the front and put my hand on her breasts. Her body stiffened and a yelp came from our connected mouths, although she didn't push me away. I fondled her pert orbs and pulled on her small, excited nipples, but when my hand went to her thigh, I felt her squeeze her legs together, anticipating what I had in mind.
"Open up," I demanded, still holding her tightly.
She did, and I was able to work my hand beneath the tight skirt and landed on her thong. Finding the edge, I pushed it aside and gasped when my fingers found her utterly soaked pussy. I knew immediately that it wasn't from my efforts, and that she had somehow become very excited on the street corner. I used two fingers along her slit and was just about to plunge into her deeply when the motion of the car let me know we had arrived. Rafael had parked in front of the blue door and with sheepish grins we got out and were met by the knowing smiles of our companions. Allie tried to take her coat, but I snatched it away and forced her to walk in her outfit, with the black man waiting until she passed, so he could fall in behind and take in her sexy ass.
"Steve, you are a lucky man to have such a stunning wife," he announced, as we climbed the stairs.
"I'm totally aware of that," I responded, wanting to do my best to pump her up.
Once in the living space, Rafael dimmed the lights and turned on some jazz music then everyone moved to the bar.
"How about shots?" Tanya suggested in her young, sweet voice.
"Vodka?" the black man asked, and she nodded her acceptance.
He set out four shot glasses and then reached into the freezer and pulled out a bottle. With the glasses full, he lifted one and knocked it back quickly. Tanya did hers quickly as well and I was just reaching for mine when I saw my wife lift hers and down it. She is much more a wine person than hard liquor, so I knew she was probably feeling very tense. Another round was prepared and taken, and then Rafael offered cigarettes to both girls and lit them with gold lighter.
"Can I get comfy?" Tanya whispered a bit too loudly to Rafael.
"Sure baby," he replied, and then added, "Take Allie with you."
"We're not staying long," my wife quickly answered, and although I wasn't ready to go, I didn't challenge her.
"Allie, now I don't want you to run off. Why don't you stay a while? Tanya just wanted out of her work clothes," he said smoothly, as the young prostitute left.
At the same time, he walked from around the bar and took my wife's hand gently in his. He held it lightly and looked into her face and I knew instinctively it was a practiced way of manipulating the women he dealt with every day. It had the intended effect and I watched as my wife noticeably relaxed.
"We can stay for a while," I spoke, to take the decision off her and show some authority.
"Wonderful," the black man said and retreated behind the bar where he turned and asked, "What can I make you?"
"I guess a vodka tonic," she replied.
"Coming up," he acknowledged, and set to work.
We were idly chatting when a few minutes later Tanya returned barefoot, wearing one of Rafael's silk shirts with only two buttons connected. It had the effect of looking something like a mini dress, and exposed the sides of her breasts when she stood in profile. I caught myself staring at her for too long, and when I looked up Allie was giving me a dirty look and our host was smirking. Tanya took a position just to my right and Rafael took her drink request while I sensed my wife's annoyance with her location.
Our host was in the middle of making the drink when he looked up and spoke, "Allie you sure you don't want to get comfortable? I mean, you look fantastic, but it might be better to relax like Tanya."
"I don't know," she answered, showing some weakness.
I suspected her shoes might be uncomfortable and the way she pulled at the short skirt certainly indicated she was nervous with it, although a shirt wasn't going to cover much more. Basically, I was happy either way, so I refrained from prodding.
"Come on. I'll help you," Tanya said as she was handed her drink, and that seemed to tip my wife over the edge.
"Good night so far," Rafael announced, as they departed, leaving us alone by the bar.
"You set her up with Tanya and Shaan," I challenged him.
"Yeah, it was for fun. To push her a little," he laughed, showing no sign of guilt.
"Why didn't you tell me?" I asked.
"I thought it was better you just got to see it then have to worry about it. Don't get pissed off. Nothing happened anyway," he explained.
"I told you she wasn't like that," I responded, thinking back to one of our early conversations.
"Yeah, you did," he said, although the way it came out sounded like a perfunctory response.
We moved to the den and sat on a large leather sofa while sipping our drinks. A few minutes later the girls returned and we were treated to the site of Allie now dressed very much like Tanya. She too was barefoot and wearing a man's dress shirt, although several more buttons were clasped on hers. My wife took up a position between Rafael and me while Tanya sat on his other side.
"You are so beautiful," I told her while trying to kiss her, but our lips only touched for a moment before she turned away.
"Rafi, can we have some?" the young hooker asked our host in a low seductive voice.
At first, I didn't know what she was talking about, but he reached under a table and pulled out a small box. Opening it, he fumbled with some things then produced a small mirror and seconds later some white powder was poured onto it from a small plastic bag. I immediately cringed as I was certain Allie would react negatively to the illegal drug. After all, she was a trained and licensed attorney, and as far as I knew had never indulged in illegal substances. However, as he proceeded, I saw that she was looking on with apparent interest and without objection. Soon, there were several lines of powder on the mirror, and he turned to my wife while holding the tray and a short tube, and offered her the chance.
"No thanks," she replied immediately.
Without arguing, he turned to Tanya who quickly inhaled a line into her right nostril. Turning to me, he gestured that I should take it, but I too shook my head. I was no more into drugs than my wife, and certainly didn't want to do something after she had declined. With that, he took a line for himself and then put the box and mirror on the coffee table.
"Have you ever done coke?" he asked my wife.
"No," she replied, and I could hear the nervousness in her simple answer.
An awkward silence ensued that was broken about a minute later when Allie asked, "What does it do to you?"
"Makes you feel good," he answered.
Then, he leaned forward and pulled a match from a book and used it to scoop a very small amount of the powder. Turning to my wife, he placed the match just below her nostril.
"Here, try just a little. Suck it in," he directed, and surprisingly I heard her snort.
"It burns," she said and put her hand to her nose.
"Just for a second. Here try some more," he said, already placing the refilled match under her nostril.
"I don't feel anything," she stated, after taking the second offering.
"Well, you took just a little bit to get a taste," Rafael explained.
"Should we try it?" Allie asked, turning towards me.
I had done it several times in college, although I had never told her, so as far as she knew, we were both rookies.
"We can if you want to," I replied, trying to sound calm.



"You go first," she answered after only a short pause, and with a grin Rafael handed me the mirror.
There was one line left and I sucked the powder into my nose, feeling it burn. As soon as I was done, he had the mirror back in his hand and was making fresh lines. When finished, he handed my wife the tube and held the mirror while she snorted the drug. It took two attempts with a halt in the middle when she reacted to the burning sensation, but finally it was in. Just as she finished, I felt a euphoric wave rush through me indicating its potency. Tanya and Rafael each did another line, as did I, then after preparing one more, so did Allie. When the first wave hit my wife, I could tell by the sudden stiffening in her body, and she turned to me with a surprised look and a silly smile.
After that, Rafael's attention turned to my wife and he began chatting with her on all sorts of topics. He definitely was a charmer and seemed happy to let the conversation follow its course. I mostly listened, but occasionally added my comments while Tanya remained quiet throughout. After a few minutes, I watched as she snuggled next to the black man, wrapping her arms around his left shoulder, and it was easy to tell that it wasn't the first time they had been intimate.
For some reason, I had once again become very horny and when the conversation slowed I pulled Allie to me so I could kiss her. At first, she tried to pull away after a quick peck, but I held on to her and worked my tongue into her mouth. This seemed to bring some fire to her and we entered a passionate embrace with the others only a few feet away. Surprised, but excited by her acceptance, I went with it and became more aroused with the idea of the others watching.
"This is crazy," she whispered, when we finally broke, and when I reached for the buttons on her shirt she quickly said, "Don't."
"Come on, just one," I prodded, but she shook her head.
Undeterred, we began kissing again and our embrace lasted a long time. Several times, when I put my hand on her thigh or tried to fondle her breasts she swatted me away, but never ended the kiss. Finally, when we did stop, and looked at each other for a moment, I was happy to see her impish smile break out. It turned out to be short lived because when we turned towards Rafael and Tanya we were flabbergasted by what we saw.
Tanya was naked and between the black man's legs with her hand wrapped around the base of his cock as her mouth slowly rose and descended on the wet shaft. Somehow, while we were merely kissing, they had proceeded to this state. Rafael's shirt was completely unbuttoned giving us a view of his broad, hairless chest, but it was his cock that attracted attention. Even with her small hand covering the base, a good six inches was visible, and on top was the fattest head I had ever seen. The shaft was a darker shade of black than his body and thick veins ran the length giving it a menacing look. My first thought was to question how a woman could fit that monster inside her. I glanced quickly at Allie, who seemed mesmerized by the scene, but when she caught my eye a look of shock swept across her face.
"We need to go," she whispered, in a panicked way.
At that moment, something came over me that to this day I struggle to understand. I knew her words made sense, and it was the right course of action, but I was frozen in place and a strange force made me pull her tightly against me while my lips sought out hers.
"Steve!" she whispered hoarsely, after letting me kiss her for just a moment.
I sensed again the nervousness in her voice, but once more, I pulled her to me and forced our lips together. Her mouth communicated the tension in her body, however I stayed with it and ever so slowly her lips softened. Although, when I tried for a button, my hand was swatted like before. She did allow my hand on her leg, and I ran it up and down partly feeling her nice ass. When the kiss ended, we stared at each other for several seconds before we turned to look at the other couple. This time, Rafael was looking back at us and it caused Allie to turn away for a moment before returning her gaze. I was amazed at how relaxed he looked, with one hand on the back of the couch and the other on the prostitute's head, as if this was just an everyday occurrence for him, and after thinking about it for a second, I realized that maybe it was.
Watching my wife while she looked on, I could tell that her nipples were erect, indicating at least some arousal. What I didn't know was whether that excitement was from our embrace or from seeing the couple to our left, although I surmised by her furtive glances that it was having some effect.
"Tanya's damn good at sucking dicks," the black man stated, using crude language for the first time in front of my wife.
I cringed for a moment, but it didn't seem to register on Allie nor did his words interrupt the efforts of the prostitute. Instinctively, I knew that Rafael was hoping I would make some progress with my wife, and it was something I wanted as well, so I pulled her to me once more.
Seconds into our next kiss, my hand went to the buttons of the shirt where I was again rejected, but I persisted, and when I tried again amazingly she didn't stop me. I slowly worked the shirt until there was just one remaining button then took my hand and pushed it inside, stroking her tummy and back, but purposefully stayed away from her breasts. This went on for several minutes while I worked up the courage to try for the last one.
"Why?" she whispered, pulling away slightly when my hand went to the last clasp.
"Just because," I answered, as my arousal made it hard to think clearly.
When I found the last button, she didn't react and suddenly her shirt was free. My hand instantly went inside and worked upwards until I found her small nubs that were harder than I had ever experienced. With her head buried into my neck, I rolled and pinched them, bringing soft whimpers from her lips, and when I glanced at Rafael I saw he was watching us with a huge smile. Emboldened, I tried to push my hand into her thong, and she offered only token resistance. Soon, I had two fingers pumping slowly into her soaked opening, and while I knew she was likely somewhat embarrassed at being fondled in public, there was no denying that she was also very excited.
"Please," she whispered in mild protest, as my hand pushed on her thong, but she made no move to stop me and I quickly dragged it over her knees and off.
With that, I rolled her on top of me so that her legs were straddling my waist and kissed her some more while fondling her ass and lifting the shirt tail in a way that provided Rafael a nice view. Her reluctance appeared to be quickly waning and I wondered just how far things might go.
"We're going to bed. Come on back when you're ready," the black man announced.
Tanya had pulled his pants off, so naked, they walked away leaving us alone. As soon as they disappeared, I tried to pull the shirt off but was stopped when she took my head in her hands.
"I'm not going to fuck him and you aren't going to fuck her," she declared, while looking into my eyes.
"Who said we were?" I asked.
Even though the thought had crossed my mind, I knew it wasn't at all likely.
"I just want it clear," she said.
Rather than respond verbally, I pushed her onto her back then climbed over her and began running my tongue over her perfect body. Then I started alternating between her nipples and pussy, paying attention for a few seconds, then changing. I could tell it was taking her places by the way she squirmed beneath me, and was thrilled when her hands suddenly reached for my belt. Joining in, I was quickly naked, and I put my rigid dick at her opening and with almost no effort eased inside. We moaned in unison as I hit bottom, and I started a slow pace knowing that I would lose control unless I was careful.
"Mmmm...don't stop," she moaned when we had established a rhythm.
"I have to or I'm going to cum," I declared, looking down at her while breathing heavily.
I slowed and listened to her whines of disappointment, but after regaining some composure, I was able to regain a pace. It was all so crazy, yet here we were, and it wasn't long before her telltale squeals and whimpers let me know she was very close. With gritted teeth, I made it just long enough for her orgasm to arrive and I got to enjoy her thrashing and sounds as she let go.
"Ohhh...ohhh...oh my God...oh please...ughhhh...ugghhhh..." she cried out as her nails dug into my shoulders.
Seconds later, put over the top by her release, I let go too, and it felt like my balls were being pulled inside out as my semen fought to escape. We stayed connected for several minutes, experiencing the periodic spasms of our bodies when the electrical aftershocks hit. Normally, after a big climax, the last thing on my mind is sex, but for some reason, after our breathing returned to normal, I had a deep desire to shower my wife with kisses. It was after a particularly long embrace that I looked into her searching eyes and began to giggle.
"What's funny?" she demanded feeling vulnerable.
"I can't believe we did this, I replied.
"I know! But, let's go," she pleaded.
I began to pull away, and when my dick left her I gasped as suddenly I felt exposed. Quickly, we gathered our clothes and got dressed, and only when we were ready to go did I remember that our car was safely locked away inside the building.
"I'll have to talk to Rafael," I said to Allie after considering our options.
I walked slowly down the hall towards the master bedroom and found that the door had been left ajar. Peering inside, there was enough light to see Tanya on top of the black man, who was sprawled on top of the covers, riding him with a slow, easy pace. The young prostitute was sighing deeply on each stroke, but other than that, it was quiet. I was just about to speak when I noticed in my peripheral vision that my wife had followed me. She was looking into the room with big eyes and it was several seconds before she saw me watching her which made her quickly look away.
"Rafael...uhhh...we need to go," I called out.
"Come on in," he called out, when he saw us at the door.
For some reason, I approached the bed, while Allie stayed at the door, and when I arrived I said, "Hey, we need to go."
"Steve, this is a good way to spend the evening," the black man laughed, seemingly ignoring my words.
As he spoke, I noticed his eyes were locked onto my wife with a look of desire, almost hunger, in his eyes.
"Yes, it is," I replied, seeing Tanya smile while she continued to move, then added, "Rafael, we need to get our car out."
"Man, why don't you stay the night. We can switch," he said, and I cringed inwardly knowing Allie had heard his words.
"We really need to go," I implored him.
There was a short pause, then he answered, "Take the Escalade. Keys on the bar, I think."
I found the keys and we left with my wife back in her street wear. Without prodding, she carried her coat over her arm leaving me to try and determine the significance. I kissed her as soon as we were in the SUV, and we had a mostly upbeat conversation, recalling events from the night, until we arrived home a short time later. Allie went immediately to the shower and I joined her a few minutes later.
"I love you," I said as my arms went around her, pulling her back against my chest.
"A lot to process," she stated, having seemingly lost any playfulness.
"Let's go to bed. We can talk it through tomorrow," I suggested, which she accepted,
In bed, I pulled her close and listened to her steady breathing knowing the next day would be delicate. At some point, I fell asleep and woke with light sneaking in around the curtains with Allie still fast asleep next to me.
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"I'm ashamed," Allie said, giving me an odd look as we sipped our coffee.
Thirty minutes prior, when she got up, she came out in her robe and we made small talk for a bit, avoiding the subject until it finally burst into the open like a balloon popping. I used all my persuasive skills to try to convince her that it was my fault, and since we had done it together, it wasn't that bad, but she kept coming back to the word shame; shame for going to the street corner, shame for taking the drug and of course for the open sex.
"Look, it's all on me. Be mad at me for everything...I mean the outfits and everything, but don't be angry with yourself. I let you down, sweetie," I said, trying once more to be gallant.
"I am mad at you, but I'm madder at me," she stated once more.
As we continued, I began to feel that her declarations were more for show than because she truly felt upset. If my thoughts were correct, I knew she would eventually soften, although it could take weeks. So, for now, I needed to maintain my place as the bad husband that had led her astray. After getting up to refill the cups for the third time, I moved behind her and ran my hands down her arms then gave her a hug.
"I love you," I whispered.
"After everything that happened?" she answered, but in the way she said it, I knew she was fishing.
"You're everything I ever wanted," I replied, moving my hands to the inside of her robe, and surprisingly, she didn't offer any resistance.
"I feel like I've been so bad," she announced.
"Honey, that doesn't matter at all. I'm not even thinking about it," I responded with an outright lie.
In fact, I couldn't get any of it out of my head, as the entire night was a parade of arousing thoughts marching through my brain. It was all so unique, so different, and we had pushed so far, right up to the brink.
I ran my hands under her pert mounds then over her nipples and was pleased to feel them begin to stiffen. After leaning down and kissing the top of her head, I gently pulled her to her feet and she let me guide her to the bedroom. As soon as we were naked, I worked my way down her body until my tongue was at her entrance. Slowly and delicately, I licked around her slit then used just the tip of my tongue to separate her lips. Allie was nicely lubricated, and I added my saliva to her wetness as I slowly explored every delicate spot. When I thought she was ready, I began working faster until the tip of my tongue found her tiny clit.
Now, my wife loves to receive oral sex and can have very nice orgasms if she is in the right mood. It took just a few minutes to realize that, while pleasurable, my efforts weren't going to lead to anything more, so I lifted my body over her and pushed my dick inside. This way, I thought, we could have a loving act of intimacy, and I could kiss her and whisper sweet things. That's in fact how we started, but I could tell things were still on her mind.
"You really don't think it was that bad," she asked.
"Nope, not at all," I responded, enjoying how her body felt.
"Okay," she replied then after several seconds added, "Nothing bothered you?"
"Like what?" I asked acting dumb, but suspecting where she was going.
"Well...like...ummm...he saw me," she started.
"Yes, and you looked fabulous" I replied and kissed her neck.
Even though I was in risky territory, I wanted very much for Allie to reach a point of acceptance. If I was successful, there was a chance that we might get to do something wild in the future, but if she cocooned herself in despair, I knew it would be a tough place to from which to break free.
"You are special," she whispered back, and then added, "And crazy."
After the exchange, we made love very slowly with lots of tender kisses accompanied by soft mews and purrs of pleasure. I knew she needed it and was content to just enjoy each other, so I was surprised when she brought up the subject again.
"You liked it?" she asked from the blue, once again fishing.
"Yes, sweetie," I answered.
"What did you like," she asked, suddenly becoming specific.
"Everthing! Wearing the sexy outfit in public, talking to the men in their cars, showing your breasts, changing into nothing at Rafael's and letting me show you off. Hell, I even liked watching you smoke the cigarette!" I responded.
Her questions were getting me worked up and I started to move faster, which brought fresh sighs and whimpers from her. For the next few minutes, we kissed and ran our hands over each other, however, when we broke I could tell she had more questions.
"What didn't you like?" she followed.
"There was nothing I disliked. Some surprises," I said.
"Like what?" she asked between pants.
"The cocaine, I guess," I replied.
"Yes, that was stupid," she said.
"Don't beat yourself up," I counseled, as my thrusts became even more pronounced.
Again, a period of silence engulfed us before she spoke, and with her words, I realized what was worrying her, "You didn't want to be with Tanya?"
"No, honey," I answered quickly.
This seemed to please her and I heard a low sigh beneath me. I took the opportunity to give her a long soulful kiss and she purred in contentment when we broke. Her question had brought back all the memories of the night before and my cock was aching to release. I only had a few moments and knew from experience that once I ejaculated all my fantasies would disappear. So, I decided it was time and that I would go for broke.
"I wanted you to be with Rafael," I whispered into her ear, in the softest voice I could summon.
"Huhhh..." I heard her gasp beneath me, while her fingers gripped my arms.
"Yes, he wanted us to stay so he could be with you," I said through gritted teeth as I tried to hold off my release. My attempt failed, and seconds later I was shooting inside her while crying out, "Ohhh...ohhh...Allie...ohhh...yeah...yeah..."
My head was spinning when I fell to her side, and like I expected, the lust that had built up was suddenly gone. I had enough remaining strength to pull her back against my chest and lodged my head in the crook of her neck. We stayed that way for several minutes before she spoke.
"Are you serious?" she asked.
I had told Allie numerous times about the impact of ejaculating, so I was surprised she hadn't anticipated it.
"No honey. I just got too excited," I replied.
Allie seemed to accept the explanation and we took a nap while in each other's arms. After cleaning up, having lunch, and doing some chores around the house it was late afternoon, and I decided it was safe to call Rafael and arrange to swap vehicles. It took him almost three hours to call me back and by then it was dark outside.
"Rafael, I wanted to see about getting the car," I said, after the normal pleasantries.
"Yeah, okay man. I'm out right now though. Come by in an hour," he replied.
Allie was watching TV while I spoke to him, and when I hung up I told her the plan then went to our study to do some things. Something about the late hour brought back the memories of the previous night and before I knew it I was getting myself worked up remembering the events.
"You want to go with me?" I asked, with twenty minutes to go before the scheduled time.
We looked at each other in silence for several seconds before she said, "Are you excited again?"
"Some," I answered with a stupid grin.
"So, just like that? Your wife gets it from another man?" she asked, with a strange look, which wasn't really anger, more like exasperation.
"Well, I certainly wouldn't put it like that and I didn't say anything about "getting it". So, look its fine. I'll go by myself," I replied, and started walking away but after a few steps, over my shoulder, I added, "Maybe I'll see Tanya."
Five minutes later she was at the door of the study and said, "You're not funny."
Of course, I thought I had been quite clever and burst out laughing while Allie just shook her head.
"I'll just run over and back. Shouldn't take long. Maybe forty-five minutes," I said.
"I'll go if you really want me to," she responded with a very strange look in her eyes.
I told her it wasn't necessary even though I thought it would be very interesting and a few minutes later I was off in the Escalade. Pulling up to the door, I saw that there were several cars parked nearby. In fact, it was the first time I had seen that many vehicles at his place, so I was instantly concerned about what I might find. It took me two phone calls to get him to answer and come down to the door, and once in, I could hear loud music from his apartment.
"Little party going on. Why don't you come up?" he suggested, and headed for the stairs.
I couldn't say that I was really in the mood to party, but curiosity got the better of me and I followed him. Up top, the music was much louder, the lights had been turned down very low and the smell of pot was in the air. Including Rafael, there were three men and four girls, and I recognized one of them from the time we visited the escort office.
"This here is Councilman Andrews and over there is Clarence Simmons," he said.
As he spoke, I suddenly recognized the politician and recalled that Simmons was an activist in the black community. Councilman Andrews was also black, and it was clear that I was in the midst of an illicit party. Unsurprisingly, I noticed a certain amount of suspicion in the men's eyes as they looked me over.
"These two girls are April and Tabitha and over on the couch is Celeste and you know Tanya." he said, introducing the girls.
Amazingly, I hadn't recognized Tanya immediately as she was in one of the darker spots. Although she didn't move, she gave me a knowing smile. The girls were all dressed in outfits I would classify as club wear; very sex but, just one step above the clothes Tanya wore on the street. April and Tabitha were both bottle blondes and fairly skinny. However, Tabitha had a huge set of fake breasts that made her easily distinguishable. Celeste had streaked light brown hair and she too had fake breasts although they weren't as prominent as Tabitha's. She was a bit heavier than the others but held the weight reasonably well. Tattoos were prominent and I could see several on every girl except Tanya.
"What are you drinking," my host asked, and I decided to keep it simple and selected a beer.
"How's my girl?" he asked, as he handed me the frosted glass.
His words caused me to nervously glance around at the other men to see if they knew the story. Fortunately, I saw nothing that indicated they were aware.
"She's fine," I replied, deciding not to go into details.
As I drank the beer, Rafael explained to his guests how he knew me and their composure softened noticeably. Just a few minutes later, the Councilman moved to the couch with Simmons following shortly after. The girls positioned themselves one on each side of the men, no doubt well instructed on what was expected, and once everyone was settled Rafael put out an ashtray, a lighter and several joints.
They were soon in the midst of a lively conversation, with lots of laughter and cutting up. The girls would come over every now and then to refresh the drinks, but otherwise, the group was left alone. Rafael and I talked about business, and I could tell he was purposefully staying away from information on his two guests. I was on my third beer when I realized I had been gone well over an hour, and checking my phone, I saw I had two texts and one missed call from Allie. One text said "where are you?" and the second said "are you okay?" with the phone call coming between them.
"Wife?" Rafael asked.
"Yeah, she expected me back by now," I replied.
"You know she's even hotter in person. The pictures didn't do her justice," he said.
"Yeah, I know," I responded.
We stood quietly and sipped our drinks while watching the others for several minutes before Rafael spoke again, "Maybe you can fuck Tanya later."
"Nahh...I need to get going soon," I replied, and I noticed him giving me a strange look.
Another silence started and was broken when he asked, "Why didn't your wife come with you?"
"You know," I answered with a shrug, then continued with a forced laugh, "Last night was a big deal for her. Gotta give her time to recuperate."
"Let me tell you something Steve," he started speaking, and then paused for effect. I instinctively knew when he was going to say something where I was expected to be quiet and this was one of those times. With a nod of his head he continued, "You don't listen to what she's telling you. She had a ball last night. I could tell, and she wanted to get naked and fuck too. It could have been better if you didn't run off. Trust me, she was there."
Just then, my phone, that I had placed on the bar, lit up with an incoming message, which read, "honey, are you okay?"
Rafael saw it too and I turned the phone in my hand so he could read the screen. When he looked up he said, "Tell her to come over."
"Rafael, she won't do it," I replied.
"What's her number," he said, again turning the phone in my hand.
Then, I watched as he took his phone from his pocket and walked over to a corner with a drink.
"Rafael..." I said as he left, but he ignored my words.
For the next twenty minutes, I saw him operating the phone apparently sending messages to my wife. I kept mine handy expecting to see her reach out, but surprisingly it stayed silent. So, I stayed by the bar and helped the girls get drinks when they occasionally came up. Finally, I saw him turn and head my way where I fully expected him to say she had ignored his messages or become upset and I would need to deal with it.
"Shaan is picking her up in thirty minutes," he announced.
"What? You're joking!" I said, dumbfounded.
Rafael handed me the phone and I scrolled down to the bottom of a very long message chain. It started out with him saying who he was and then proceeded to tell her how much he enjoyed the previous night and how hot she was. Her answers had started as mostly perfunctory responses, but when she learned I was still here because a party was going on she became more engaged, and when she learned Tanya was in attendance she became even more communicative. It was also the point in the message string where Rafael's request that she join started getting some traction. He had arranged for Shaan to pick her up and bring her over, and when I raised the issue that she had seen Shaan in the car on the street corner he dismissed it as unimportant.
I was surprised that she had engaged in a text conversation with Rafael and completely amazed that she agreed to come over. The fact she did this without reaching out to me made me think that something was in her head, some concern or fear, and I guessed it was Tanya. Of course, this didn't say much for her trust in me.
By the time my wife arrived, both guests had gone to a bedroom with two girls each. Rafael's phone had suddenly lit up, and after a quick conversation he left, but returned minutes later with my wife who looked quite stylish in low heels, gray slacks and a simple blouse with a light navy jacket. Right behind them was Shaan, and I gave Allie a quick kiss and noticed she had a very odd look on her face, one that I couldn't read.
"Where's Tanya?" she asked, looking between us both.
Her words immediately reinforced my view on her motivation.
"She's busy right now," he explained.
"You look amazing," I whispered to her, trying to probe further for her attitude.
"Do I?" she replied sarcastically, which added further credence to my thoughts.
Shaan stayed a few feet away and was quiet while our host made my wife a drink. We chatted, with Allie standing between us, and several times I saw Rafael look up and down her slender body. As she sipped the cocktail, I could see that she was beginning to relax, helped by the alcohol, although likely also by the fact that the young hooker wasn't around. Our host had another drink ready before she had even finished the first, and he was doing a first-rate job keeping her engaged in a conversation that wandered through a wide range of subjects but stayed lighthearted. As I watched them banter, I began to consider a different possibility. Was Rafael indeed right? Perhaps her motivation for coming over had other aspects besides just Tanya. However, even if it was true, or partly true, I wasn't sure what to do with the knowledge.
Tabitha, who had disappeared with Clarence Simmons over an hour before, suddenly appeared in the room barefoot, but wearing her small dress. She walked to the bar and asked for some drinks, and Shaan quickly stepped forward and began preparing them. I could see the two girls trying to discreetly look the other over. If anything, I thought my wife had something of an advantage since she had some expectation of what to expect, but poor Tabitha must have really wondered who my wife was and what she was doing there. Despite the awkwardness of the situation, Rafael offered no introduction, which surprised me.
"Three drinks?" my wife asked, while giving our host a questioning smirk once the girl left.
"Just a little fun being had," he answered with a grin, then changed the subject.
Rafael took charge of the conversation again and another half hour went by, and my wife downed two more drinks. Then, within the span of just a few minutes, the occupants of both rooms emerged. Of course, it was now evident what had been occurring, and I glanced at Allie several times to gauge her reaction, but her thoughts remained hidden behind a neutral expression that conveyed no information.
Unlike with Tabitha, Rafael made a point of introducing her to the two men who were already looking her over with interest. Once they learned she was my wife their interest turned to concern, but I saw Rafael giving then discreet nods that I took to be reassurance that she was trustworthy. One thing I did notice, were the looks that went between Allie and Tanya as soon as she joined the group. Tanya seemed interested in seeing her in a bemused way, while my wife's looks were more about judgment.
"Time to get moving," the Councilman announced a few minutes later.
"Shaan will drive you," Rafael replied, and his assistant stepped forward.
As soon as goodbyes were said and the two left, Clarence Simmons stepped over to one of the couches, and was soon joined by Tanya and Tabitha who sat closely on either side of him. The other two girls, after a brief whispered conversation with the boss, quietly left. Rafael made no move towards joining the local activist, and we remained close to him at the bar.
"Ready to go?" Allie whispered to me, but it was loud enough that our host overheard.
"Not yet, baby," he said, taking her hand softly in his and stroking it then added, "Have another drink first."
Allie is certainly not a big drinker and she had already consumed more than the norm, however she nodded her concurrence. For my part, I was intrigued by all that I was seeing, and was happy to follow my wife's lead. With a new drink in her hand, maybe fueled by the thought that she would be leaving soon, she began asking pointed questions.
"Did both those men have threesomes with the girls?" she asked, looking at Rafael.
"They did what they wanted behind the closed doors," he answered.
It was a bit evasive, but my wife seemed happy he had validated her thought.
"And you pay them?" she asked.
"Baby, we never talk money," he replied curtly.
That stopped her and we sipped our drinks in silence for bit, but suddenly Rafael decided he would get provocative with his own questions.
"Your legs sure looked good last night. I wish you would have worn that dress like I asked," he told her.
During their text exchange, after Allie had said she would come over, he tried to get her to wear the purple dress, but she ignored him.



"Just my legs?" my wife answered.
I had cringed with his words, fearing she would get upset, but it appeared she was going to handle it by being flirty.
"I didn't say that was all and I was talking about when you were dressed," he laughed in response, as the respectful treatment she had been provided since arriving began to deteriorate rapidly.
"You are overdressed," I blurted out for some unknown reason, which caused them to stop their banter and look at me.
I don't know why I said it, as I had been staying away from anything remotely risqué all evening. However, once it was out, Rafael quickly joined in.
"He's right...completely," he added.
"Well, you didn't tell me there was a "party"," she replied, putting emphasis on the word, although I wasn't certain as to her intent.
"Tanya. Come over here for a second," our black host called out over the music.
The activist looked up too, but quickly turned his attention to the other girl and Tanya slowly stood, and with a willowy movement approached.
"Baby, take Allie back and help her find something better to wear," he instructed, as the young prostitute looked over my wife and got a hard stare in return.
"I'm fine. Really," my wife replied.
"No baby. We want to see you looking good," Rafael responded as if his words offered some wonderful compliment.
I knew I could stop it with a simple word or nod of my head, but I was enjoying the interaction and now with Tanya nearby, I was like a moth to the flame interested to see how the two women would interact.
"Not tonight," Allie answered, seemingly putting an end to the idea.
There was a brief silence then I watched as Rafael put his mouth close to my wife's ear and started speaking. I couldn't make out what he was saying, but it went on for several minutes with her occasionally raising her eyebrows or nodding before he moved away and had a short, whispered conversation with Tanya.
"Go on now," the black man said, and with a quick look at me, where I sensed a bit of irritation, she followed Tanya as she walked towards the back.
"What did you say to her?" I asked, quite confused and wondering if I should find her and leave.
"I told her it was fine if she wanted to go, but that I needed you here for the time being so she could get a ride with Shaan or go change," he explained.
The fact that he had manipulated my wife using me as a pawn caused a surge of anger to run through me.
"Rafael, that's...that's not right. Not at all," I protested.
"Hey, I'm just having some fun," he replied, as if that made it okay. Then, after several seconds of silence while I tried to calm down he followed with, "But, you have a decision to make."
"And what's that?" I asked.
"I'm going to try and fuck her, so if you don't want it to happen, you best take her home when she gets back. I mean after I get to see her strut around some," he explained.
"What the hell Rafael?" I shot back, eager to maintain some dignity.
"Now, don't get all damn protective. No one is going to get hurt. And there's still Tanya. You ain't hit it yet," he continued, showing no hint of guilt.
"I think we'll leave," I declared, to which he just nodded.
For the next fifteen minutes, we sipped our drinks in silence, then from the back Tanya appeared followed closely by my wife. Allie was wearing a short, red halter dress with a plunging neck line and four-inch black heels. The bottom of the dress only extended a few inches below her butt and highlighted her perfect thighs, and the V-neck exposed the sides of her firm breasts. As she approached, I could see Clarence Simmons turn in his seat and watch her ass as she passed.
"Damn, baby...you look hot," Rafael spoke when she arrived.
"You look amazing," I added, when I saw her look towards me for a reaction.
My words brought just a bit of a smile to her face and as she stepped to the bar, Tanya left and returned to the guest. Rafael quickly made her a new drink and we picked up on the random conversation we had been having before my wife changed. I could see that Allie was acting a bit strange, nervous and fidgety, but I put it down to the situation and the dress she now wore that left her uncharacteristically exposed. In any event, I was planning for us to leave soon, so I wasn't too concerned. However, I was about to learn I was in store for another surprise.
"You and Tanya do a line?" Rafael suddenly asked, causing my wife to look towards me with a worried expression.
"Ummm...uh yeah," she answered, directing her eyes downward.
With her admission, a strange sensation swept through me that had elements of shock, concern and confusion. After all, it was just this morning that she was completely distraught over her behavior from the previous night, yet now she was once again playing with fire. I wondered whether she was doing this to provoke me or if something more basic was involved. I had intended to leave soon, but now that I knew she had snorted coke with the pretty hooker, I decided to stick around a bit.
"Baby, you feeling good now?" our host asked, while taking her hand in his, acting true to his word about going after my wife.
After a few more minutes of drinking and talking, I left for the bathroom, and even though I was only gone a few minutes, when I returned to the others I noticed two things. First, Clarence Simmons was sunk down low on the couch and Tabitha was on her knees, between his legs, slowly sucking what looked to be an impressive cock. While she did this, Tanya rubbed her hand over his exposed chest. Second, Rafael had moved around the bar and was now standing next to my wife with his hand resting on her waist.
I took up position on the other side of Allie and with the way she was half turned I could see her left nipple exposed from the open folds of the V-neck. Just then, Clarence Simmons began to grunt loudly and I turned and watched as just a few feet away his cock exploded in Tabitha's mouth. She took it all down, never slowing, and it was the black man who finally had to stop her by grasping her hair in his large fist. The process had left him satiated and he was low on the couch looking like he was one small step away from falling asleep. I turned back to check on my wife expecting to see a look on her face of disgust, so I was quite surprised to see her still staring intently towards the man with an expression that appeared more like confusion than revulsion.
"Let's go sit down." Rafael said seconds later.
It seemed odd to join the others who had just finished a sexual act. Plus, both the black man and Tabitha were still completely naked. Only Tanya was still wearing clothes, although they barely covered her. Regardless, our host moved that way, guiding my wife before him, and I saw that his large hand had moved from her waist and was now firmly placed on her ass. It was mind-boggling to me that she was allowing this, which to me indicated that he was indeed making progress towards his stated goal.
The first thing I noticed when we arrived at the sofas was the pungent smell of sex which provided another sensory input to go along with what we had just watched. We settled on the couch opposite the others which immediately made me recall the previous night, although now it was six people instead of four. Looking around, I could see that the black guest was staring intently at my wife while Tabitha sat next to him and played with his heavy cock. At the same time, Tanya smiled at me demurely in an inviting way, while Rafael and Allie engaged in a whispered conversation with their heads close together. His hand had left her butt and was now resting on her right thigh just an inch below the hem of the short skirt.
By now, my brain was being driven by alcohol and lust, although I still had enough of my wits to know that I was at a decision point. Allowing things to continue, remaining at this place with these people, meant that my ability to control things would be challenged. If I stood and told my wife it was time to leave, then soon we would be in the comfort of our home, safe and snuggled closely together. But if we stayed, things would likely become very dangerous.
"Rafi, can we have some?" Tanya asked sweetly.
Of course, because of the previous night, I knew exactly what she was referring to and her request brought a quick nod from her boss before he returned to Allie. The young prostitute stood and pattered away, but was soon back with the box. With a practiced hand, she arranged six lines on the mirror, and turned first to the activist who sat up enough to quickly suck in the contents. Then, she handed it to me and knowing it was the moment of truth, I paused for several seconds before taking the line. The rest followed suit and my Allie didn't bat an eye when her turn came.
Feeling it was time to reclaim my wife, I took her hand and pulled it towards me making her shoulders and head turn in the process. There was a silly smile on her face that I knew was aided by the alcohol and drug, but in her eyes was a fiery look that showed she was feeling excitement, too.
"Are you okay?" I whispered, wanting to see her reaction.
"I think so. What do you want to do?" she replied, letting me know she still had some control.
"We can stay a little longer," I replied, comforted by her answer.
I felt her squeeze my hand and turn her head for a kiss. It was intended as a quick peck, but we held the connection and soon it had progressed to a deep, passionate lovers kiss. The seconds ticked by, and my hand moved to the side of her head where I caressed her softly. Then, I let it drift down over her neck until I found the strap on her dress. I looped a finger beneath it and began to pull it to the side as our lips remained together, but when it was at the edge of her shoulder she pulled away.
"Honey..." she whimpered very softly.
"What baby?" I asked.
"Please..." she said, but her tone was ambiguous.
"What?" I asked again.
"Don't...don't..." she started, then paused before continuing, "Unless...unless you really love me."
"I do love you," I instantly answered.
"Okay..." she whispered.
Our eyes were locked together as the strap left her shoulder and I pulled it down her arm. Just as it crossed her elbow, it opened the top enough to expose her breasts, and when it was completely off, I moved my hand onto her orbs and teased her erect little nipples.
"Get the other strap," I heard Rafael say, and his hand pushed mine from her breast.
"Oh my God," Allie moaned when the black man rolled her nipple between his fingers.
Strangely, I did as our host requested and soon the other strap was off leaving my wife between us, exposed from the waist up. I began fondling the breast nearest me while Rafael focused his attention on the other and soon Allie was moaning softly with her head tilted back and her eyes squeezed shut. I kissed her again and when it ended she looked into my eyes with a questioning expression.
"I love you," I whispered into her ear.
I was about to follow up my words with another kiss when suddenly I felt her move and looking up I was just in time to see Rafael push his lips hard against hers. At first, her body became stiff, but as the kiss continued, I saw her physically relax until her mouth was moving in synch with the black man.
"Lift up your ass," he demanded when they broke.
His hand was on the bottom of her small dress and he was tugging on it trying to get it over her hips.
"Honey?" she whimpered, but when my hand joined in the pull, she raised her body.
It took just seconds to get the dress down her slender body and a few more to work it over her heels. Unbeknownst to me, she wasn't wearing her thong, so as soon as the dress descended, she was naked. Instantly, she closed her legs tightly in an attempt to show some modesty, but at almost the same time, my hand went to one knee while Rafael's to the other and we slowly opened her, revealing her treasure to all in the room. Allie's pussy is delicate and beautiful and looks like it belongs on the body of a teenager, but it was now glistening in the dim light from her obvious arousal.
"Fuck yeah," I heard Clarence Simmons grunt, and I looked over to see that Tabitha had his cock almost fully hard again.
Rafael's hand beat mine to her pussy and it disappeared from view as his palm and fingers covered her. His touch brought more whimpers from her, but when we watched his index finger slowly disappear, the whimpers became a deep, sensual moan. I watched for a minute, enraptured by the slow undulation of her body and her passionate sounds. Then, my mouth went to her breasts, and while our host played with her pussy, I sucked eagerly on her buds. Our combined effort took my wife to a level of sexual excitement I had never seen before. Her sounds practically turned into wails and were non-stop, while her body seemed to instantly respond to every lick, caress and touch.
Breaking for a moment to take it in, I saw that Tanya was now next to Rafael stroking his large organ. Somehow, in the midst of the sexual manipulation of my wife, he had managed to get his pants off, no doubt in anticipation of sinking his cock into my wife. My mouth went back to her breasts, wondering where it would all lead, but much too excited now to stop it.
"I can't take anymore," Allie suddenly declared, and with a big effort she wiggled free.
However, rather than seeking an end to the sex, what she really wanted was a cock in her because she quickly straddled my waist with her hands going to my belt. With my help, my pants were quickly at my knees and with no formalities she gripped my dick and fed it into her ready opening.
"Uhhhh...uhhh...ohhhhh..." she moaned as she started a rapid assault.
"Get some Allie," Rafael shouted in encouragement.
Her hands were on my shoulders as she rode me, and she cycled between squeezing her eyes tightly closed and staring down at me with an excited, needy look. It was evident that she wanted badly to orgasm and as she continued I realized it was a need more than a desire. Unfortunately, I was excited too, and the idea of Allie being touched and now on wanton display was quickly proving to be too much.
"Slow down, baby," I implored her.
"I can't...I can't..." she answered in between her grunts.
"I'm going to cum...slow down," I begged, knowing she would be left wanting.
"Don't...not yet," she replied.
I lasted exactly eight more thrusts from her and then I was at the point of no return. With an anguished cry, I gripped her ass and released my seed into her hot pussy. Allie, not wanting to accept that I had ejaculated, tried to keep going but it wasn't long before my dick lost the stiffness needed to stay connected.
"Ohhh...damn!" she cried out and lifting off me she grabbed my shaft and tried to reinvigorate it.
"Come on over here, baby. It's time," our host said.
Rafael was holding his cock by the base and a healthy length extended past his hand. The fat head was wet from Tanya's attention and it was swollen to the point that the thick veins were prominent. I saw my wife's eyes lock onto it and she held her gaze for several seconds before she turned back to me.
"I...I..." she started, searching for words while still holding my dick.
"I love you," I said.
Her body stiffened momentarily, but with a last look, she let go of my shaft and moved to the black man. He placed her over him in the same position she had been in with me and reaching between them she took hold of his cock and slowly descended.
"Ohhhh...ohhhh...ughhhnnnhhhh...oh fuck...fuck..." she whined as his thick shaft invaded her tight opening.
When she was fully penetrated, she fell forward against his broad chest with her head in the crook of his neck. Small mews continued to come from her while he let her get used to his size, but finally he was ready and with his hands on her ass he began to rock her gently.
More sounds escaped her mouth and when she finally lifted her head she was biting her lips and had a look that was somewhere between pain and ecstasy. Slowly, they built up speed until she was taking the full length on each stroke.
"Damn Rafael, you're tearing that white pussy up," the local activist declared and following his eyes I realized he had a perfect view of the thick black cock entering and leaving my wife's body.
I was so focused on the sexual show that I didn't notice Tanya had moved until she was standing before me, completely naked. Without speaking, she fell to her knees, quickly found my dick and brought it to her mouth. Now it was my turn to whine, although I tried to keep my sounds muted so as not to attract the attention of my wife. I probably needn't have worried, as she was now riding him hard, while he occasionally took a nipple between his teeth making her squeal. They had been at it several minutes when I caught them looking at each other in a strange way. At first, I didn't understand the significance, but seconds later my wife moved her head forward and kissed him hungrily. At that moment, I knew she had been completely seduced and was, at least for the moment, the possession of another man.
The first kiss was followed by a second and then quickly by a third, and then they started a whispered conversation while continuing to fuck. At first, Allie seemed reluctant to whatever he was proposing, but when she turned my way and saw her nemesis sucking happily on my reviving dick, she evidently changed her mind. They suddenly stopped, quickly disengaged which brought moans from my wife, and hand in hand started to walk away.
"Allie?" I called after her, but she ignored me.
Clarence Simmons looked at me with a smile on his face, and I knew he was quite pleased by the turn of events. I thought about saying something to him, but it seemed pointless, plus I had Tanya mouth doing wonders with my dick. I tried to ignore my wife's departure, but I couldn't shake it from my head, so after five minutes I tapped the young prostitute on her shoulder.
"I need to check on her," I said in as low a voice as I could
She gave me a knowing nod and backed away so I could stand, but followed closely as I made my way towards the master bedroom. Halfway there we could hear the sounds so it came as no surprise to find them connected and fucking. Rafael had my wife in the missionary position and he was hammering into her with a fast pace. Her legs were stretched wide, enthusiastically receiving his cock, and her hands moved relentlessly from across his shoulders, back and ass as if she couldn't keep them still.
"I think she likes it," Tanya giggled.
Her words were undeniable, but I still was surprised, shocked actually, at Allie's behavior. It was one thing to reluctantly participate in a serendipitous event, however this was way past that type of thing. My wife was a willing, in some ways eager participant, having the sexual time of her life.
"Looks like it," I replied.
"Let's go to another bedroom," she said, tugging on my arm.
I was just about to step away and leave my wife with her new lover, but suddenly the intensity of her sounds changed making me think she was about to orgasm. Tanya too seemed to sense it and quit her pulling. Together, we watched as Rafael, over the next minute, took my wife to the biggest climax of her life.
"Ohhhh...ohhhh...oh God...oh don't stop...don't stop..." she started calling out almost in a chant.
"I ain't stopping baby," her lover replied.
"Almost...almost..." she panted and then it hit, "Oh God...oh fuck...fuck me...oh please fuck me...please!"
Her fingernails drove deeply into his shoulder and her body lifted from the bed to meet each of his thrusts. Then, she fell back and her legs began to kick the air as if spurring on the black stud that was taking her. All through her climax, Rafael never slowed which allowed it to extend much longer than normal. Finally, she began to ebb and we were left to hear her post release whimpers and mews.



"You ready to take this load?" Rafael grunted soon after.
I suspected her orgasm had taken him over the edge, and now I was going to watch another man, a black man, fill her pussy with his semen. It didn't take long, and then we were watching him drive into my wife hard with his last ounce of energy followed by his loud, satisfied grunts as he placed his deposit. Amazingly, the moment had proven so powerful that the renewed sounds from my wife made me think she had experienced another, but smaller, orgasm.
"Come on," Tanya said.
This time, I allowed her to lead me to a bedroom, and quickly we were on the bed and in an embrace. My dick had fully inflated from watching my wife, and with little foreplay, I moved to mount her.
"Hold on," she said, and reached towards the nightstand.
She grabbed something from the drawer and when she turned back I saw she was holding a condom. With a practiced hand, the unwrapped it and quickly had it on me. Then, she spread her legs wide and guided me home.
"Uggghhhh..." I gasped as I went inside, finding her surprisingly snug and wet.
It didn't take long to get a nice rhythm going, and after that I felt her reach around my ass and start to tickle my balls with her long fingernails.
"Tanya, you're going to make me cum," I said.
It was awkward since it was the second time I had said it that night, but she just giggled and replied, "Don't worry, we have all night. Rafael said to take care of you."
"So, he could be with Allie?" I asked, although I knew the answer.
"Yeah," she answered, not trying in the least to hide the fact.
Fortunately, my anxiousness passed, and we were able to get a nice pace going that was enjoyable, but not desperate. After a while, I lifted onto my arms and looked down and watched her smallish breasts dance in circles in time to our movements. It made me smile and when I looked into her face I could see she was smiling back.
"Do you really think I'm hot?" she asked.
"Yes, did Rafael tell you that?" I answered.
"Yes, but I wasn't sure if he was just making it up," she replied.
"No, you're the reason we're here. Because of the first time I saw you and how much you look like my wife," I explained.
Tanya was coming across as a bit vulnerable, and she had never given me reason not to like her, so I embellished my answers a bit for her benefit. It seemed to have a good effect because her smile grew wild and a lively look came to her eyes.
"More than you were expecting, I bet," she said.
"Yes," I responded without elaborating.
We continued on, but for some reason I had a desire to kiss her. Now, I had always been told that prostitutes didn't go for it as it crossed some line of intimacy. However, when I moved my lips to hers she responded immediately and together we shared a long, passionate connection. It had the effect of further arousing me and soon we were doing it again, which seemed to send a signal to my balls. On the third kiss, I was moving very fast into the young girl and then I was there, feeling my cum explode into the waiting condom.
"Wow," I whispered to her between my heavy breaths.
"That felt good," she replied, squeezing me hard.
I knew she hadn't achieved a climax. In fact, it didn't see that she was even close, but despite my curiosity, I remained silent, fell to her side, and nuzzled my lips into her neck. Tanya took my arm and pulled it over her, then wiggled her but against my groin. It looked like she wanted to rest, but I was still wired, so I gave her ten minutes until I heard her purring softly, then extricated myself.
I thought about collecting Allie, and I thought about peering in again to see what was happening, but I decided I had seen enough, so I went to the main area to collect my clothes and perhaps make a drink. The room was empty and my clothes were just where I left them, so I dressed then stepped to the bar. Finding an expensive whiskey and deciding I deserved it, I poured a healthy amount into a glass, sat on a stool and began to think. The liquor went down amazing well and soon I was on the second drink and then a third while I contemplated the sequence of events that led me to this spot and what it meant for my marriage. That it was changed forever was a given. There was no retreating from tonight as it was something we would have to live with throughout our marriage. The question was what to do with it, as it certainly could be a massive negative, easily a destructive force. However, I wondered if there was some other way to play it that kept our respect and dignity intact.
I woke with my head against the bar and drool seeping from my half-open mouth. The digital clock behind the bar said 12:23 AM which meant I had been asleep for over an hour and a half. Of course, my first thoughts went to my wife and why she hadn't found me which made me think she must be asleep somewhere. Knowing it was time to go, I rinsed my mouth out then went to look for her.
As I entered the hall, for the second time that night, I could hear the sound of sex coming from the master bedroom. Curious and nervous at the same time, I went to the door and looking in I saw Tanya on her hands and knees sucking on Rafael while Clarence Simmons pounded her mercilessly from behind. Surprisingly, a pang of jealousy shot through me as I had a certain attraction for the hooker, but being in a hurry I left it behind. I had taken just a few steps when a thought struck me that I found terrifying and with rushed feet, I went to the bedroom where I had enjoyed sex with Tanya. Sure enough, she was precisely where I had left her, which meant that it was my wife that was engaged in the threesome with the two black men.
A flood of emotions washed through me, but in the end it was the feeling of exhaustion that made me simply take off my clothes and climb back into bed.
"You're back," Tanya said in a groggy voice when I was next to her.
"Tanya, my wife is in bed with Rafael and Simmons," I told her.
"Does she like it?" she responded, in a manner I wasn't expecting.
"I have no idea," I said.
"I bet she does," she countered.
"Why?" I asked, what was going through her mind that made her so certain.
"Baby, she had the look. When she came out to the street, she was excited. We all saw it. Last night she wanted to fuck Rafael bad, but was too nervous and worried about you," she explained, providing information and a perspective I hadn't seen.
Tanya found my dick and stroked it slowly as we talked, likely thinking that somehow it would help me. My hands went to her body and I let my fingers open and caress her folds which brought forth an occasional moan. While fondling each other, we continued to talk about the situation.
"What should I do?" I finally asked in frustration, after several minutes of going in circles.
"You enjoyed it at first. Don't lie," she pushed me for the first time.
"I won't lie. I did," I agreed.
"Then don't get mad. Just work out limits with her," she suggested.
"Limits?" I asked.
"Yes, for next time," she replied.
"What next time?" I fired back.
"She opened the door...she's going to want more for sure. I bet she's cum a bunch," the girl replied.
"Shit," was all I could think of to say.
"But, be careful of Rafael, and don't ever tell him I warned you," she said in a voice that suddenly was filled with tension.
"Why? What do you mean?" I asked, now even more concerned.
"He'll try and turn her out. I heard him talking to Shaan," she explained.
"What? Are you serious?" I fired back.
"Yes, be careful," she repeated the warning.
"Damn," was all I could think of to say.
Several minutes of silence followed, and then Tanya rose to her knees and looked down at me. Once again, I was struck with the similarity of her body to my wife's.
"Lie back and rest," she said.
As soon as I was settled, I saw her give me a smile then she lowered her head and took my half-hard dick into her mouth. She was very skilled and knew how to work her tongue to maximize the sensation. Several minutes into the blowjob, I felt her fingertip at my anus and then it slowly began to penetrate my ass. Now, I had heard of this technique, although I had never experienced, but for some reason I trusted the girl and let her continue. She worked slowly, but it wasn't long before she touched something that I knew was my prostate, and in an instant it felt like my dick had grown an inch.
"Works every time," she said, lifting her head and giggling.
With her hand gripping the base of my dick firmly and stroking it with a short, quick movement while her finger in my ass milked my prostate, I was soon brought to an intense climax that filled her mouth with my cum.
"You like that?" she giggled again.
"Uh huh," I responded, and then added after a moment, "Tanya, I want to make you feel good."
"I can only cum from oral," she explained.
With just a brief hesitation, where I took comfort in her use of condoms, I traded places with her and as soon as she was ready I let my tongue find her pussy. Moving slowly, I licked along her thighs and labia staying away for the time being from her slit and clit. It took a long time and persistence, but slowly I could tell she was beginning to respond, and when she started emitting soft moans, I opened her folds with my tongue and found her very wet.
"You're good," she whimpered.
"Shhhh..." I responded.
Over the next few minutes, I learned what she responded to and was able to increase her arousal until I knew she was ready for more direct contact. The tip of my tongue found her hard clit and I started teasing it lightly with rapid movements. It had the desired result and it only took a few more minutes before she rewarded me with a nice, full orgasm that left her legs shaking.
"Damn," she said when it was done.
"I enjoyed that," I said sincerely.
"Me too!" she replied with another giggle.
"Tanya, I'm going to get my wife and leave," I said as I began to stand.
"Okay, but be calm. No drama," she counseled.
"I agree," I replied.
When I had my clothes on, I went to the bedroom and found it empty except for my wife who was lying face down with two pillows beneath her stomach. The bathroom light had been turned on which provided a good view of the bed allowing me to see that her pussy was an open, sodden mess and a big wet spot surrounded her. From the look of things, I guessed she must have been fucked until she was done and then just let go to fall forward.
"Allie, get up," I said shaking her arm.
It took several attempts, but finally her eyes opened and became aware. Almost instantly, a look of panic followed and she looked around as if to find a cover, but I just pulled on her arm.
"I need to go to the bathroom," she stated.
I helped her that way, but rather than leave her alone, I joined her inside. For some reason, I wanted to see the full impact of her debauchery and didn't want to give her a chance to clean up. An even more nervous look came to her face, but after few words back and forth she quit arguing.
I counted four hickeys on one breast and six on the other and her hair had several places that were matted that I knew was from semen. She fell onto the toilet and almost instantly began peeing, but seconds later I could hear plopping sounds coming from the bowl that I realized was blobs of semen dripping from her pussy. She gave me a quick, nervous look then directed her eyes at the floor between her feet.
"How many loads of cum did you take?" I asked, being purposefully provocative.
We locked eyes for several seconds, then with a deep breath she answered, "Four."
"Did you fuck Tanya?" she asked, showing a bit of offense.
"Yes I did," I admitted.
"My God..." she said and put her head in her hands.
"Let's get out of here," I said just as she was finishing and helped her rise.
"Can you get my clothes?" she asked when she stepped into the bedroom and recalled how she got there.
"Okay," I said after a pause, thinking it wasn't the right time to argue.
I knew her clothes were in the bedroom that Tanya and I had been using, so I went back but found that it too was now empty. I was back in less than a minute and watched as my wife quickly put on her stylish clothes that I hadn't seen her in for hours. Together, we walked towards the door, but at the bar we found Rafael, Tanya and Clarence Simmons having a late-night drink. Only Tabitha was missing from the group.
"Let me get you two a drink," Rafael called out while sporting a huge grin.
"No, we need to go. Can we get the car?" I replied, not wanting to just be done with it all.
"Come on man, have a drink," Clarence Simmons chimed in while looking Allie over.
"Tanya, will open the door for you," Rafael said with disappointment.
The young girl was dressed only in one of our hosts large shirts, but she dutifully got up and with a knowing look at me, moved towards the door. I started to follow her, but when we had reached the stairs, I turned and saw that the black man had my wife by the arm and was saying something close to her ear.
"Allie!" I called out, which made her head jerk up, and with a last look at our host she stepped briskly towards us.
Not a word was spoken between us as we drove home, although numerous times I had to hold back the urge to blurt out what I was thinking. Fortunately, I still had enough self-control to stay silent, at least for the now. I knew that eventually we would have words, but it wasn't the time or the place. As soon as we stepped into the house, Allie raced to the bathroom and I heard the clicking of the lock. I stood in the living room for a time, but suddenly I was exhausted, and although I still carried the smell of Tanya, I went to bed.
When I woke the next morning, the spot next to me was vacant, and I knew that my wife had slept in the guest room. Deciding to leave her be, I went to the kitchen and made coffee. I was on my third cup when she finally appeared looking surprisingly fresh. I could tell she was purposefully trying to give off the impression that she was in control, and without speaking I rose and brought her a cup.
"Thanks," she said when I placed it in front of her.
"I missed you last night," I said, and as the words left my mouth I realized she could take the comment several ways.
"I needed to think," she answered, then after taking a slow sip, her façade collapsed, "Look, we both made mistakes. We can't turn the clock back, so what are we going to do?"
"Your right, there's nothing we can do, but I want to know what happened. I don't want it hanging over my head no matter what occurred," I replied.
"And you'll tell me the same?" she probed.
"Yes, of course," I answered.
She went quiet and took several more sips from her mug before she started to speak, "I...I...well, you know...look, can you go first?"
"Okay," I said, deciding to concede to her request, "When you left, Tanya and I got together and we went to a bedroom and had sex. Later, when I went looking for you and saw you in a threesome, I went back to her and I went down on her. Oh, and I used a condom."
The last part was an intended shot at her as I recalled the globs of semen that fell from her dilated hole while she was on the toilet. I could see her body shudder for a moment and her eyes quickly diverted from me leaving her staring into her coffee.
"That's everything? You didn't get with the other girl?" she asked, finally recapturing her composure.
"No, I didn't," I replied.
"Did you kiss her...Tanya?" she asked.
"Yes," I answered truthfully, then followed with, "Now you."
"Look...okay...this is going to be hard, so you need to let me go slow," she begged.
"That's fine," I said in a soft voice intended to give her encouragement.
"Okay...well I really thought you wanted me to...uhhh...let Rafael do it...and I was so excited, she started, then paused for a few seconds before continuing, "And when I saw her with you...I just...I don't know...got angry and kind of lost it."
"Go on," I pushed.
"We went to his room and did it," she replied with a cracking voice.
"And? How did you do it? Did you cum? Did he cum?" I asked even though I knew the answers, at least for that round.
"He was on top, and yes we both climaxed," she replied, but in a much lower voice. However, she suddenly looked up and asked, "How did you do it with her?"
"I was on top," I replied. Then said, "What next?"
"We rested, but he wanted to start again and he...I took him in my mouth...," she started, then paused to take a deep breath and continued, "And Clarence came in and watched, then he was on the bed..."
"And?" I prodded when she paused.
"And he took me from behind," she forced out.
"While you sucked Rafael?" I said, and when she nodded I added, "So, you were in a threesome."
"Yes," she whispered.
"Did he cum in you too?" I asked.
"Yes," she replied in the same whispering voice.
"Did Rafael cum in your mouth?" I fired back.
"No," she answered a bit louder this time.
"What happened next?" I asked, knowing I was now in uncharted waters.
"They switched," she responded, then guessing my next question she added, "And he ejaculated again."
"And that's it?" I asked, even though I knew from the prior night she had admitted to receiving four loads of cum.
"No, Clarence and I did it again," she answered.
"How did you do it?" I asked, as for some reason, I wanted to have the mental image in my head.
"I was on top, and yes he came again," she replied.
"Allie, how did you react? Did you have another orgasm?" I said softly, expecting I knew the answer.
"Yes..." she said with her voice returning to the whisper.
"How many?" I replied.
"A lot..." she said after several seconds of silence.
"How many?" I pushed.
"I...I don't know...a lot," she said.
I grew quiet as I processed the information, and when several minutes had elapsed, it felt too awkward to start again. So, I rose and refilled her coffee then started a conversation about what we needed to do that day. The relief on Allie's face was clear and after deciding on an agenda she left for the shower. The fact that it was her second in less than twenty-four hours wasn't lost on me making me think she was trying to wash away her guilt. I gave her a few minutes to get settled then stripped and joined her.
"Don't hide from me," I said in a calm, but deliberate voice when she turned her body towards the wall.
Slowly, looking very nervous, she turned back and as the hot water cascaded over her beautiful body I began an inspection. There were the hickeys I had seen the night before and her shaved pussy still looked red, but I saw nothing else. I used my fingertip to go from mark to mark gently touching each one in the process, and when I looked into her eyes I could see she was still seeking forgiveness.
"Who made them?" I asked.
"I don't remember," she said, but in diverting her stare she signaled that she was lying.
"Tell me," I said more forcefully.
"Please don't get mad," she replied.
"Tell me," I said again.
"The other girl...Tabitha..." she answered.
Instantly, my mind raced with the vision of an orgy taking place on the large bed with my heretofore conservative wife in the middle. In was so unbelievable, so bizarre, but the evidence was irrefutable.
"You were with her?" I asked, with my voice clearly showing surprise.
"Not long...I...I couldn't..." she tried to explain.
"What happened?" I pushed.
"She...uhhh...played with my boobs...and...uhhh..." said, giving a partial reply before her voice faded.
"And what?" I pressed.
"Put her finger in me and...we kissed," she answered with a sudden surge of courage.
"What did you do?" I asked, needing to know.
"Nothing...I just let her, but it was freaking me out so I made her stop," she said.



I found her explanation to be strangely believable. Although I struggled to understand how she could be so wanton with two strange men, but draw the line firmly with the girl.
"Did you want me to be with her?" she asked.
I started to speak, but stopped myself when I realized how brilliantly she had positioned her question. No matter how I answered, it would sound like I had wanted her to be with the two black men, and although there was a certain element of truth in the thought, I definitely had not given her any indication that it could turn into such a sordid scene.
"That was for you to decide," I finally replied which brought an odd look to her face.
We stared at each other and slowly her look changed in my eyes. Now, she seemed quite vulnerable, and it made me want to hold her and make slow love. Thankfully, although I had felt my dick stir several times as we discussed the events, it had stayed in control, but now, with my mind freeing it, I could feel it hardening rapidly. I took Allie's hands and pinned them against the wall over her head and started to plant kisses on her face, neck and breasts. When she realized where I was going, soft whimpers began to come from her, and she wrapped her right leg behind me.
"Do you still love me?" she whispered, although now it was in a seductive, husky voice.
My answer was to move my hands to her ass and lift her so she could wrap her legs around my waist. Seconds later, with her hand guiding, I was at her opening and with just a little effort, I was able to push inside. I started to make slow movements, but recalling her admissions excited me and soon I was hammering into her hard, driving her back into the wall. It wasn't long before I knew I was close to cumming, and rather than fight it, I just let it happen.
"Ohhh...fuck yeah...fuck..." I groaned into my wife's neck.
"It's okay...it's okay..." she consoled me, not realizing I had more ideas.
As soon as the last surge of semen was out, I quickly pulled out of her then dropped on my knees, pulled a leg over my shoulder and found her swollen clit with my tongue.
"Unnghhhhh..." she whined when I made contact, and her hands went to the back of my head.
Knowing from experience what she liked, I tongue lashed her and was soon rewarded by her whines and mews of pleasure. I knew she needed to cum, and although several times I thought I had lost her, eventually I was able to get her on the trajectory I knew would get her home.
"Ohhh...ohhh...oh baby..." she cried out when it hit, moving her body in time to the flicks of my tongue.
I stayed with her, trying to draw it out, until she became too sensitive and then stood and took her into my arms.
"You've cum a lot in the last twenty-four hours," I teased, hoping she wouldn't take offense.
"Don't," she said into my neck, but I could tell by her voice she wasn't mad.
We left the house just before noon and had lunch then went shopping for things needed in the house. Right before three, we found ourselves at the strip mall that housed her favorite nail salon, and she asked with pleading eyes if she could run in quickly. Since there was a coffee place nearby, I gave my okay even though I knew it would be at least an hour. I had just sat down with a cappuccino when my phone beeped signaling an incoming text. At first, I thought it might be Allie saying the salon was too busy, but when I looked I could see it was from Rafael.
My first reaction was to ignore it, as I didn't want to deal with him today, but curiosity got the better of me and I hit the button. I could see it was a picture and when I tapped on it, the screen filled with the view of my wife on top of Clarence Simmons. He had his hands on her waist while she had her head thrown back and her hands were on her breasts. It was evident that she was an extreme state of sexual excitement. Another text message arrived and appeared below the picture.
the girl loves to fuck!
Rafael's attitude and actions annoyed me greatly. I thought we had bonded to a certain degree, but it was clear he would toss our relationship aside in an instant to fuck my wife. I had given him an opportunity to experience her, but he had shown no respect for boundaries or decorum. I thought about replying with a scathing message, but in the end just decided it was easier to ignore him.
While I sipped my coffee, I thought about the pic. By her own account, it was taken after she had already been fucked three times, likely experiencing several orgasms. And yet, she looked very sexually charged, like she was having the time of her life. It made me wonder if she was even aware the picture had been taken. Allie showed up at the coffee house almost an hour to the dot after I had dropped her, and we left immediately, headed for home. I thought about sharing Rafael's messages, but decided I would hold off for the time being. Fortunately, after the quick two messages in succession, he had gone quiet.
We put away our purchases then watched TV for a while. Later, we decided to forego a large dinner and just eat a snack with wine. We were almost through the bottle when I remembered the brief exchange my wife had with the black man as we were leaving.
"Allie, I forgot to ask earlier. What did Rafael say to you when we were leaving?" I asked.
A look of surprise and shock hit her face, but very quickly it disappeared, and she replied, "What? When?"
I knew she was withholding something and by her reaction I felt it was significant, "When we were almost to the door. He stopped you and whispered something."
I purposefully spelled out the details so she would have every opportunity to remember and tell the truth, but she pretended to be unaware by giving me a look of confusion.
"I don't remember that," she said.
I dropped it, although I knew I would return to it, as she had definitely piqued my curiosity. We soon started on a second bottle, and even though we were feeling no pain, and carrying on a lively conversation, there was still some lingering tension that hung right below the surface. I knew it was to be expected since we were so deep in uncharted territory, but I also thought it was unhealthy. I took her arm and tugged on it to bring her closer to me and she slid over quickly until we were snuggled close. I sensed, that like me, she wanted to try and return to normalcy as quickly as possible.
We stayed that way in silence for several minutes while I stroked her soft hair until finally she spoke in a low voice, "I didn't know what you wanted."
"I know," I answered with little hesitation.
It was certainly a fair point given my actions on the sofa. I had practically pushed her onto Rafael, so I could appreciate her confusion.
"What did you want me to do?" she asked.
"I don't know...maybe just not quite so much," I replied.
"I'm sorry," she said and tilted her head up to look at me.
"It's over and done. Let's move on," I said, seeing no benefit in dwelling on it.
"Good," she responded sounding genuinely relieved, then a few seconds later asked, "Can we make love?"
Without answering, I rose and pulled her to her feet, and with her moving swiftly before me, we hastily made our way to the bedroom. Our clothes were off quickly, and then we were under the covers on the cool sheets in a tight embrace.
After a few minutes, she whispered, "Let's make cuddle love."
It was our description for me penetrating her, but barely moving as we kissed and hugged. It rarely led to an orgasm for either of us, although we both enjoyed it immensely. As soon as I started to move, she spread her legs so I could get into position and quickly we were joined. With mutual moans of pleasure, I stroked into her just enough to become fully lubricated then slowed and began to kiss her neck. The minutes ticked by as we hugged, kissed and stoked each other's body while filling the room with soft sighs.
For some reason, despite the loving nature of our connection, my mind went once more to the short conversation she had with Rafael while leaving. I couldn't make it leave my head, and although knowing it was inappropriate time, my mouth moved close to her ear.
"What did he say to you?" I whispered, and instantly, I felt her body stiffened, although she remained silent. When it became clear I wouldn't get a response, I asked again, "What did he tell you?"
"Please...please don't...it's not good," she replied in a barely audible voice.
It was abundantly clear that the subject caused her distress, but at least she was no longer denying the event. I considered her request, however my curiosity was too high and just a few seconds later I continued.
"Just tell me. I won't get mad," I said.
With that, she brought out movements to a stop and pushed away from me until we were staring at each other mere inches away. By her look, I could tell she was exasperated, but there was also nervousness.
"He wants me to come over. Next Saturday," she forced out with an exhale of breath.
"Why?" I asked, although I instantly realized the stupidity of my comment.
"You know why," Allie said, looking away.
"What a jerk. He certainly is taking a lot for granted. Just like that...now he's the boss," I began to rail, but Allie's silence made me think there might be more to the story. I stopped, thought for a moment, then asked, "What made him think you would do that?"
More silence followed as we looked at each other before she replied, "Look, it was a crazy night, and...well...some things were said...I said some things I shouldn't have."
"Like what?" I said.
"I told him he could have me anytime he wanted," she forced out quickly, with no hesitation.
With her admission, I suspected I knew what had occurred. Allie can get a little submissive when she is very excited. I had seen it before during our really heavy lovemaking and recalled her actions and words.
"Shit," I said, unable to think of a suitable reply.
"It was just...just...sex talk," she replied, as if that somehow made things better.
"So, you were just supposed to head out for the night and leave me behind? Like I wouldn't be curious where you were going?" I said with my mind now on the arrogant black man.
"It's during the day," she said in a low voice.
"What's during the day?" I asked, now confused.
"The party," she explained.
"Dear Lord," I said and rolled off her.
The exchange ended our lovemaking for the evening, and brought back the tension we had fought to drive away. I found myself staring endlessly at the slowly spinning ceiling fan until thankfully, sleep took me away.
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Jamie and I pulled our SUV into the small dirt parking area adjacent to the Winsome Trailhead. Our selected hike was an 86-mile meandering track through a variety of topographies, including rocky canyons, grasslands and a river valley. In addition, there were multiple side trails that projected to interesting sites that could be explored. We were not novices to hiking, but this was by far our most challenging endeavor, and while we thought we could finish it easily in four to five days, we had taken a full week off of work so we could take our time and not feel rushed.
"You sure you can trust that guy to pick us up?" Jamie asked for the twentieth time as we prepped.
She was referring to the arrangement I had made with a man from a local outdoor store to pick us up when we reached the other end. He was located in a small town about forty-five minutes away, and was adamant he could break away on short notice to collect us for the small fee he had quoted. We were soon ready, and other than exchanging smiles, there was no fanfare as we started walking side-by-side down the generous path. However, about a half-mile further the track narrowed, so I took the lead and Jamie fell in behind.
Jamie and I are both in our mid-twenties, and have been married for almost two years, having met through a group of friends that enjoyed the outdoors. Besides hiking, we were also active cyclists and occasional canoeists. The hike we were on had started out as a group idea, but the others had backed out along the way.
My wife is a very attractive woman and her active lifestyle is evident in her body. She is right at 5'7" tall, and weighs 126 lbs., with shoulder length blonde hair that she will often pull into a small ponytail. She has a Scandinavian heritage with a peaches and cream complexion, and deep violet eyes that seem to draw you in. In addition, she has long shapely legs that end at a well-toned butt, and C-cup breasts that are positioned high on her chest. Because of her body-type, her breasts are quite pronounced, which I love, but often make her feel a little self-conscious. Like my wife, I'm in good shape as a result of our activities. I'm just a shade over 6' tall and weigh right at 175 lbs., and while my hair is dark brown, I am just beginning to see evidence of a receding front.
We continued forward on an easy trail through rolling, grassy hills until we hit the two-hour mark, then stopped for a break. We had scheduled our hike for late September when the maximum temperature was in the low 80s, although with the equipment we carried we were still working up a sweat and needed to stay hydrated.
"I can't believe we haven't seen any animals," Jamie stated after we both had several drinks of water.
I had to agree that it seemed a bit strange as the area we were in was known for an abundance of wildlife.
"Honey, we just got started. I'm sure we'll see plenty," I responded, wanting to stay positive.
We made it to our planned camping location by late afternoon, exhausted, although pleased with our start. However, other than a flock of turkey that we watched and photographed for a bit, we were left to ourselves. It took just a few minutes to set up our tent, and then we started looking for the spring that created the small brook that we were next to. It was just thirty-yards upstream, and once found, I had Jamie sit on the grassy bank and take off her shoes while I took a small cloth, wetted it in the cold water, and started to wash the dust from her legs.
"That feels so good," she sighed, closing her eyes and letting her head fall back.
Encouraged by her words, I progressed with the cloth bath on all her exposed body parts, and when I had finished, it only took a little encouragement from me for her to peel off her clothes so I could get to the rest. Soft purrs came from her mouth as I moved from her legs to her waist, then up to her chest where I was delighted to find her tiny pink nipples already fully erect. I constantly refreshed the cloth with the cool water and every time it touched a new area more contented sounds emerged. She was sitting up, leaning slightly forward, so I could clean the back of her neck and shoulders, when I felt her hand on the bulge in my khaki shorts. Seconds later, she was fumbling with the buttons and then I was free, but only for a moment before she inhaled my dick it into her mouth. Now, it was me that was emitting sighs of contentment as she worked her tongue all around.
Jamie had been with five other men when we met, and in truth, I somewhat stole her from a guy who had been dating her for about a year. Fortunately, she still came across as being innocent, although her oral skills were amazing. I never delved into whether it was a natural gift or if she had a good teacher, deciding instead to just enjoy her talents.
"I need you inside me," she declared a minute later.
Suddenly, her hands were pulling at my butt and seconds later, still fully dressed except for my shorts and underwear pushed to my knees, I was over her with my dick hovering at her entrance.
"You sure it's safe?" I asked.
"Yes," she fired back and pulled me forward.
Jamie, wasn't on birth control, so we practiced a combination of cycle following and condoms. Fortunately, she had informed me that her period had stopped yesterday which meant we would be able to enjoy condom free sex for the whole trip. With her hand guiding, my head was soon inside and with just a gentle push of my hips, my dick was treated to the amazing feeling of her pussy as it tunneled inside. Jamie only has a downy smattering of fine blonde hair at her opening that is so sparse that she doesn't bother to shave. I think it makes her look even more sexy, and I love the feeling when we are fully connected.
"Damn, you are amazing," I groaned as we began to move.
"Here we are again," she giggled.
She was referring to the fact that we seemed to always find a way to make love when we were in the outdoors. Often, there were others around and we had to be sneaky, but now we didn't have any constraints. We had laughed about it on the drive to the trailhead and she had made half-hearted vows that this time was going to be different, although deep down I knew she was looking forward to it.
It took about three strokes to spread her lubrication, and then we started to move with a slow but deliberate pace. I made sure that with each movement I came almost completely out before letting my hips drop, sinking my shaft until it hit bottom. Each time, it brought a little gasp and a whimper from my lovely wife that made me feel powerful. When I started to hear the sound of her wetness, it encouraged me to go faster, and soon I was hammering into her rapidly as her moans became more pronounced and urgent.
"Ohhh...ohhh...ohhh baby...please...please don't stop..." she grunted loudly in rhythm to our mating.
"Damn, I love fucking you," I declared, being intentionally forceful.
"I know...I know...," she gasped, and the tone of her voice let me know she was losing control.
"Cum for me Jamie...let it out," I demanded.
"I'm going to...I'm...ohhhh...ohhhh...ohhhh...don't stop...oh my God," she cried out as she climaxed beneath me on the grassy bank.
Hearing her and feeling her legs kicking the air as she released set me off and seconds later my erotic sounds joined hers.
"Fuck baby...yes...oh yes...God, I'm cumming hard," I let out as my juices exited my shaft at what felt like light speed.
Then, with just a few final movements, we were done, lying together with our chest's heaving against each other enjoying a contented afterglow.
"I love you," I declared, and rather than reply her lips found mine and we connected in a kiss.
"You need to wash me again," Jamie giggled, when we finally came down.
I was happy to oblige and sponged her entire body with a smile coming to my face when I reached her pussy and saw my semen leaking out. Our eyes met and she gave me a knowing, impish look before I moved on. When I was done, I helped her dress, and with a little spank of her bottom sent her back to the tent while I washed.
The next morning, we were up with the sun, quickly packed and set off. The air was chilly starting out, but by noon it had reached the 80s and we began to drag a little. We had stopped for a break and were sitting on a fallen tree when a sound from the direction we had come caught our attention. Faint at first, it was impossible to discern the source, and just when I realized it sounded like footsteps, over a rise in the trail a man appeared.
Both Jamie and I were startled by his sudden appearance, but he showed no signs of surprise. I could see he was a tall man, at least several inches more than me, and appeared to be around forty. He was lean, but rangy rather than skinny, and had long red hair that emerged from beneath a beat-up straw hat and spread over his shoulders in a broad swath. He had a large pack on his back and in his right hand was a six-foot long walking stick that was hewn from some fallen branch. He covered the remaining distance to us with strides that seemed too long, even for a man of his height.
Hello, hello!" he said in a booming voice that shattered the quiet.
"Hi," I replied, while Jamie looked on silently.
"I've been expecting to catch up with you. Been following your trail most of the day," he said, undeterred by our less enthusiastic response.
"Did you start from the trailhead this morning," I asked, finding it hard to believe even a very experienced hiker could cover that much ground.
"No, for heaven's sake. I was up in Snake Bend Canyon," he explained.
Snake Ben Canyon was an up and back side trail that we had passed late yesterday. I knew from studying the map that it was about five miles long which meant he had probably been ahead of us the previous day. The trail we were on was noted for being quiet this time of year and we thought there was a good chance we wouldn't see anyone. So, running into this man on our second day was somewhat surprising.
"My name's Dan Rafferty, I'll join you for a while if you don't mind," he stated rather than asked.
Although I didn't care for his brusque manner, I just nodded and accepted his words. There followed a brief introduction where we shook hands, and a minute or so later we set off, with me in the lead and Dan bringing up the rear. He was the talkative type and soon he was asking questions about us while also providing some details about himself. It didn't take long for us to learn that he was twice divorced and had fathered a child, but it was when the subject of careers came up and he told us he was a non-practicing MD in psychiatry that Jamie suddenly became engaged in the discussion.
You see, Jamie had gone to college to be a clinical psychologist, but found after several years of practice that she could make more money and be less stressed leasing commercial real estate. Still, she maintained a keen interest in the subject matter and had tried to engage me in discussions countless times. In truth, I found most of it to be nonsense, and although I tried to hide my feelings for the sake of our relationship, I rarely was able to pull it off. After a while, we both just accepted it was an area to stay away from.
Now, she had a highly trained person, in something of a captive situation, who seemed more than happy to discuss her areas of interest. So, for the next several hours, that's exactly what they did. I stayed in front and sporadically listened to their conversation when things on the trail became disinteresting. Then, seemingly out of the blue, Dan decided it was time to leave us.
"Well that was a good chat. I'm going to get moving. Hope to see y'all again," he announced, and using his long strides, he shot past us and within several minutes had disappeared from our view.
"Weird guy," I said as we slowed then stopped.
"Smart guy," my wife countered.
"Honey, that was part of my plan for you to enjoy yourself. I arranged for him to meet us on the trail so you could discuss..." I started to tease before I was cut-off.
"Stop," she said with some disdain.
"Why? I didn't..." I tried again, but was once more interrupted.
"Stop. You're not funny," she said flatly.
With a look at me that showed some disgust, she started walking, and after a deep sigh, knowing I was going to pay once again for my smartass ways, I fell in behind. It was when I drew close that it hit me why Dan had been content to hike with us. Jamie was wearing walking shorts that came to mid-thigh and hugged her ass beautifully. On top of that, the clear outline of her thong could be seen through the material. I had to stifle a laugh as I thought about their conversation that was likely just an indulgence to Jamie to pass the time while he focused on her rear.
We reached the campsite we had mapped at four o'clock, on schedule, although quite exhausted from the day. The exhilaration of the start had faded, and now the muscles that we only occasionally used screamed for relief. We set up camp, popped some Advil and took several long drinks of water. We were on the bank of a river, and during my research, I had found an obscure reference to a large boulder, just in the water, that was great for sunning. It was several hundred yards downstream, so with some eagerness, we set off to see if we could find it.
We wandered through a dense Cottonwood grove, staying as close to the water as possible, and after about five minutes we spotted a boulder with a sloping surface, that appeared to be what we were seeking. To reach it, we had to circle some underbrush and it was when it came back into view that we received a shock as there, lying naked on the smooth surface, was Dan. There was not a stich of clothing in sight, and a dark spot beneath him was no doubt the remaining water from his short swim over. However, the aspect that was impossible to ignore was his large, thick cock that was flopped lazily over his right thigh. I realized it must be at least 8" long and was quite heavy looking with a bulbous head. Turning, I saw that Jamie's eyes were locked on his appendage, and it took her a moment to recognize that she was being observed. I nodded my head to indicate that we should leave just as a look of guilt swept across her face. We had moved about ten feet when Dan's voice let us know we had been discovered.
"Hello there! Care to join me? This is the best spot on the river," he shouted.
"No thanks. Sorry we interrupted," I replied, as I took my wife's elbow and guided her away.
"No worries. Come back later if you like. There's plenty of room," he called after us.
With Jamie in front, we moved towards our camp and had gone about fifty yards when I heard her begin to giggle. Her snickers made me start too, and soon we were laughing together, stumbling as we moved. It was when she lifted her right leg to step over a fallen tree and her shorts tightened on her butt that I recalled Dan's view. It caused something to flash in my head that was part tease and part provocation. Before I knew it, I was speaking, saying words I would never have guessed would come from me.
"You want to join him?" I asked, with a little chuckle.
"Yeah, right," she laughed back.
"I'm serious," I answered, forcing myself to say it in a steady voice.
"Do you?" she replied, much faster than I expected, in a voice that showed some interest.
"Sure why not," I responded, and after a second where our eyes locked, I continued while taking her hand, "Come on."
I expected her to get cold feet, but she let me turn her, and with her in front we retraced our steps. It seemed like it was only seconds later when we arrived back in the same spot and saw Dan still in place.
"That offer still open?" I called out with a very dry mouth, still expecting Jamie to chicken out.
"Of course," he answered without even looking up.
Jamie and I stared at each other for a moment, then I started to work on the buttons on my shirt and when it was off she started to do the same. I was standing in my boxers, waiting for her to catch-up, when she reached her sports bra and thong.
"I think this is all I can do," she declared.
Rather than speak, I nodded my concurrence and together we moved into the water, finding it to be cold, but only waist deep. I helped her up onto the boulder, and seconds later we were moving into a place on the warm rock bathed by the late evening sun. Dan had turned towards us when he heard us in the water, and if he had any disappointment in Jamie's dress, it didn't show. He motioned her towards a flat spot, and quickly we were on our back with my wife between me and our new acquaintance.
"Jamie, wars have been fought over women less beautiful than you," he stated in a sincere voice.
My wife stayed silent, but his words prickled me. Not because this naked man paid her a compliment, but rather for the fact that his words were so perfect. I was jealous I wasn't so witty.
Finally, after a minute or so of silence, my wife spoke, asking Dan a question about the technical subject matter they had discussed on the trail. I could tell she was very nervous, but he answered her without hesitation, and they started a conversation that moved from stilted to flowing within seconds. Glancing over, I could see she was staring straight up at the sky while talking, evidently too nervous to look at Dan's naked body. There was just a hint of her tiny nipples through the material of her bra, however her wet thong offered a full outline of her vagina and several blonde hairs poked from under the sides.
The older man was turned in her direction, casually taking in her beauty, with his large cock even more apparent as it hung to his side. Up close, it seemed even fatter and there were several prominent veins showing. Without his hat, his hair seemed even more full and messy and there was a similar hairy covering over his body, from head to toe, with a heavy thatch at his groin.
It was surreal to be in this predicament, especially given how rapidly it had occurred, and now that my thoughts began to catch up with our actions, I started to consider how Jamie would react when it was over. I certainly hadn't pushed her, at least not much, but I wondered if she would try to direct some blame my way.
The conversation Jamie had started to break the tension had become very interactive and lively. It would be what one might expect two people to have over a cup of coffee or a glass of wine, but certainly not in this situation. Still, it seemed to have a calming effect on my wife, so I stayed silent and contented myself by just taking it all in.
"The sun would feel better if you'd take those things off," Dan suddenly stated.
His words had come out of the blue, right in the middle of their psychological discussion, and it momentarily confused Jamie, which I thought might be his intent. Her head turned, and she shot a quick look my way, then rolled back.
"No, I'm fine, thanks," she answered.
Dan was undaunted and returned to their conversation, although it took her a bit to reengage. When they were fully into it, I relaxed some and took in the beauty of our setting, letting their words drift to the back of my mind. It was several minutes before I looked over to check on things and I was stunned to see that Dan's cock had become partially erect and was now pointed towards his flat abdomen. My wife was still looking up at the sky, so I was fairly certain she was oblivious to the excitement she was causing in the man. However, even more surprising, I now felt my own dick begin to stiffen.
My reaction made my mind reel as I considered the cause. Certainly, it was a unique situation for us, and there was a sexual element, although Jamie had never shown even a tiny interest in play involving others. I realized I didn't find Dan threatening, and that in a strange way I enjoyed having him see my wife in her bra and panties. So, I wondered if my response might be a result of being able to manipulate Jamie outside her comfort zone. Strangely, I found it wickedly appealing, and I decided that if Dan brought up the subject again, I would press my wife to remove her remaining things. Unfortunately, that opportunity never arrived as just a few minutes later the tall man stood and announced he needed to go.



"Enjoyed it folks, but I've got to do a few things before it gets dark," he stated.
Now hovering above her, Jamie's eyes were looking straight at his cock which was back to flaccid, dangling between his hairy thighs. He stepped over her outstretched legs and entered the water, but half-way to the bank he looked back.
"There's a meteor shower tonight. Why don't you move your camp over and we can watch it together?" he suggested.
"Where is you camp?" I responded, realizing I hadn't spotted it.
"A bit further downstream," he answered.
"Is that in the approved campsite? I thought the rules were to stay in the boundaries?" I asked.
"Well, you can't always follow the rules," he responded, and the look in his eyes made me think his words had multiple meanings. After a moment, when I didn't speak, he followed with, "Well, if you decide to, come on over."
With that, he turned and left, leaving us alone on the rock. When I turned towards Jamie, I saw she was looking at me with wide eyes and an impish smile.
"Well, that was different," she stated.
"Yes, it was," I replied, and began to laugh.
We stayed in our spot for a few more minutes, giggling at what had occurred, before we decided to leave. After splashing in the water to clean-up, we put on our clothes, and were halfway back to our camp when I decided to broach the subject.
"Should we move?" I asked, unsure of the reaction I would get.
"Can we? Isn't it forbidden?" she responded, surprising me that her concerns were only about the park rules.
"I guess it would be, but there isn't anyone around," I said.
"It's up to you," she answered, suddenly throwing it all back on me.
During the remainder of our return, my thoughts swung back and forth like a pendulum at least half a dozen times.
"Let's pack fast so we can be set up before dark," I stated.
I noticed her eyebrows rise for a second, but she said nothing and we quickly broke things down. Soon, we were lugging our gear downstream in search of Dan's camp.
"Hello?" I called out when I saw a curl of smoke rising through the trees.
"Over here," he replied, in what sounded like an eager voice.
We closed the remaining distance and entered a well-made camp which included a surprisingly large tent for a single hiker, a small camp fire surrounded by rocks, and several large logs pulled up as if to create seating.
"Why don't you put your tent there," he said, pointing at a small clear area just to the side of his tent.
It didn't take long to set it up, and we completed our efforts just as the sun fell over a ridge. Dan boiled some water so we could make some food, and soon we were sitting on the logs feeding ourselves a nutritious, but decidedly un-tasty dinner.
"When is the meteor shower," Jamie asked, changing the subject from the discussion we were having about the trail.
"Elevenish," the older man replied.
In was not quite nine-thirty, so we had some time to wait and moved back to our conversation about the trail and the park. However, it wasn't long before Jamie started to turn it towards her field of study. Dan was once more happy to indulge her, and I went quiet knowing how rare it was for her to have this type of opportunity. Like before, their interaction soon became quite animated, and it seemed my wife carried no discomfort about our time on the rock.
It was beginning to get cool, although still tolerable and the warmth from the small fire allowed us to remain in our shorts. It would have been a lovely night for a nice glass of wine, but of course it was much too heavy an item to pack in.
"I'm going to drop some acid to watch the shower," I heard Dan tell my wife.
I hadn't been following the discussion, but somehow his words caught my attention. I saw by the illumination of the small fire the confused look on Jamie's face, knowing that it was unlikely she would understand the meaning of his statement.
"He's going to take some LSD Jamie. You know, the hallucination drug," I clarified.
Her eyes got big for a moment as the meaning sunk in. Both Jamie and I had smoked a little pot before, but never dabbled in stronger things. Like most people, we were of the belief that anything more was the sign of a true druggie.
"Oh, okay," my wife replied, almost like she felt the need to say something.
"I take it you've never tripped," he followed.
"No, I guess not," Jamie answered.
"It's actually very common for those with an interest in the mind to try. In fact, many practicing psychiatrists I know do so often. It creates a whole new way to see things...a new perspective, especially within your own mind," he said, and I knew that part of his response was meant as a challenge to my wife.
"Isn't it dangerous?" Jamie asked.
"No, those stories are just propaganda to scare people," he replied.
"I see," she said, and like before, it seemed perfunctory.
"Would you like to try some? I have an extra hit," he followed, ignoring me completely.
"Uhhh...no, I don't think so," she replied.
"Okay, but there is no better way to see the meteor shower," he continued, still not giving up.
"Why?" she asked, and this time I sensed some interest.
"You'll see things like never before. They will appear as if painted across the sky," he replied.
Up to this point, I had stayed silent letting them engage in their rapid back and forth, but when Jamie turned to me with a strange look that seemed to seek guidance, I finally weighed in.
"Probably not a good idea. We're a long way from help if something goes wrong," I said, trying to be practical.
"Nothing will go wrong," Dan replied before she could speak, and for the first time he demonstrated an overt effort to influence my wife.
My mind went back to the trail, when he followed her while feasting on her ass, and the time on the rock where he flaunted his large cock while getting a good look at her barely covered body. I knew that given the chance he would try to seduce her, and in some ways, he had already started.
"Honey?" she said, looking at me with big eyes.
This time, her message was absolutely clear. She wanted my concurrence, my permission to take the substance. I realized at that moment that she had been taken by the conversations she had held with Dan and she viewed him now as a learned authority, almost like a mentor.
"Are you sure it's safe? I mean have you tried this stuff, this particular blend before?" I asked, trying to guess where the pitfalls might be.
"Yes, of course. It comes from a trusted source. I've been going to this guy for a long time," he answered, understanding my question.
My response to my wife was a shrug, which resulted in her eyes growing big while a thin smile appeared on her face.
"What do I need to do?" she asked Dan.
"Nothing really, I'll give you the hit and just let it rest under your tongue. Don't swallow it. It will take some time to hit you...maybe an hour," he answered, then after a pause added, "And, best to get comfortable."
He reached into his pack and pulled out a small case. From it, he plucked a small square and had my wife open her mouth where he gently placed it beneath her tongue. He took one too, then put the case back in his pack before disappearing into his tent and reappearing a short time later in a t-shirt and light shorts. Following his lead, Jamie went into the tent and soon came out wearing a pair of lighter shorts. She was wearing the same shirt, but it was obvious she had shed her sports bra. It was surprising to me that she would do so in front of what was practically a stranger, which further reinforced my view on the nature of their short relationship.
There was silence for a while before Jamie began asking him questions about the drug and its psychological influences. It seemed strangely formal given the situation, and in fact I found it boring, but felt the need to keep a careful eye on her.
It was thirty minutes after they had taken the acid when Dan dug around in his pack and brought out a small plastic container that contained several joints. With a smile, he took a small stick from the fire and lit one.
"Here," he said handing it towards me, after a long pull.
I had a certain sense of feeling left out, so I took the joint and after taking a drag held it towards Jamie.
"I don't recommend it. Not the first time. Better just to feel the acid," Dan stated, before my wife could accept.
With a nod, Jamie followed his advice and left Dan and I to finish the pot. I estimated he had two-thirds to my one-third, but a few minutes later I was still hit very hard. There was a ringing in my ears and it felt like I was almost cocooned from the others.
"Are you okay?" Jamie asked, noticing the change.
"It's definitely good stuff," the older man chuckled.
I merely nodded to my wife and tried not to completely give in to the effects. It was difficult, but after several minutes things started to mellow out and I was able to enjoy the buzz.
"You should start feeling it soon," Dan said to my wife a bit later.
They had continued to talk and several times she had asked when she would feel the effects. Each time, he laughed and told her to be patient. Now, it seemed things were getting close. Dan sense of time proved to be accurate as just a few minutes later she felt the first indication of the drug. It started out as a sense of giddiness, but soon she was describing the visual aspects she was experiencing, mostly involving the fire.
"Good timing. The shower should be starting in a bit," he announced.
"How long will it last?" Jamie asked.
"Supposed to be a couple hours, but usually the peak will go for about thirty minutes," he explained.
The older man put out a small ground cloth, arranged his backpack as a head rest, then lay back with his eyes pointed towards the sky. It seemed like a good idea, so I did the same, and when I had things prepared I leaned back against the pack and positioned Jamie between my legs with the back of her head resting against my chest. She seemed relaxed and content this way, and soon all three of us were talking about the show we expected.
It started with an occasional streak crossing the clear sky, and just like he had described, over a period of about thirty minutes the frequency increased dramatically. Occasionally, a very bright and long track would appear which brought sounds of wonder from us. However, with the LSD, Jamie was definitely experiencing the show in a different way. She described it like she was watching the stars as a cartoon animation, which Dan concurred with. In any event, it was easy to tell she was enjoying herself.
When things started to slow, I whispered into her ear suggesting we go to bed, and it wasn't long before we were saying goodbye to Dan. In our condition, and in the close confines of our small tent, it took some contortion to get ready, but we eventually made it, with me in my underwear and Jamie in a thong and cropped t-shirt. With a sleeping bag beneath us, and another over us like a comforter, we embraced and grew quiet.
For a few minutes, Jamie was still, but she began moving in a way that indicated she was struggling to get comfortable. I thought it could be the impact of the drug, as Dan had said the effects would last hours, so I used my hand to stroke her back to see if it would help her relax.
"Are you okay?" I finally asked.
"I just have this nervous energy. Give me a minute. It'll go away," she replied.
I kept my rubbing up, but unlike her, the day on the trail, the late hour, and the lingering effects of the pot were pulling me down fast.
I never felt her get up, but when I woke and reached for her, she was missing. I was about to call to her when I heard whispered talking and for some reason I decided to surreptitiously see what was going on. Being as quiet as I could, I turned in the tent until my head was near the opening and using my fingers I gently pulled the flap aside. Dan was sitting in the same spot, but now he had my wife reclined back against his chest like she had been with me, with a sleeping bag covering them. I struggled to make sense of what I was seeing, as my mind acted like a ping pong ball, bouncing back and forth between believing it was innocent to highly inappropriate. I was at the point of giving my wife the benefit of the doubt, when I noticed her t-shirt discarded to one side. I instantly looked for her thong but couldn't spot it, although now more tuned in to the situation, I could swear there was movement beneath the bag in such a way that made me think he might be fondling her breasts.
I thought about storming out, causing a scene by demanding an explanation and perhaps even attacking the smug bastard, but it all seemed so strange, so completely out of character for my wife that I stayed frozen in place as I tried to put the pieces together. Then, I noticed that for the second time that day, in the middle of another bizarre situation, I could feel my dick swelling. That only added to my confusion, but before I could act, I saw Dan whisper something to my wife then begin to move.
For a moment, I thought I would be busted, but Jamie merely leaned forward giving him the space to extract himself, and when he stood, two things came to light. First, I could see my wife's uncovered breasts, and second, other than his shoes, Dan was naked. His heavy cock swung back and forth as he moved, and I realized that it had to have been pressed into my wife's back.
The older man left the camp with a flashlight in his hand, and I tracked him moving away while Jamie fell back against the pack. She showed no interest in getting up, and several minutes later when Dan returned, she moved to give him space to get back into place. When he was ready, she let him pull her shoulders back until she was once again resting on his chest. A low conversation started, and I could hear just enough to tell that it was again on psyche topics which only made it all seem even more surreal.
Amazingly, their conversation was on boring technical subjects that held no sign of sexuality. It made me even more confused, and I wondered if he had any intent to go further with Jamie. Perhaps I misread him or maybe he had some odd fetish. However, just seconds later his interests became perfectly clear, when after a short pause came in their discussion, I heard words that had me instantly at the ready.
"Let's go to the river," Dan suddenly whispered.
"Why?" my wife asked.
"I want to have you," the older man stated.
"No," Jamie responded, offering no further explanation.
"Making love on acid is amazing. You'll enjoy it," he tried to convince her.
"I can't. Really, I need to get back in the tent," she answered, which made me scramble to turn around.
I made it, but Jamie didn't appear, and now it was much harder to hear. I was left to guess when she would arrive, and fearful of being caught, I erred on the side of caution. My nervousness increased with each passing minute and hit a peak when a sudden sound filled the night.
"Ohhh..." I heard my wife moan.
"Jamie?" I called out in a fake sleepy way.
I could hear movement and rustling outside the tent, and seconds later her blonde head appeared. She was in her thong and t-shirt and quickly moved to her spot then snuggled up to me.
"Where did you go?" I whispered.
"Just outside to stretch," she lied.
"Is Dan still up? Did he see you like that?" I followed.
"Yes, he's up," she replied, and I could hear the guilt in her voice.
Knowing it wasn't the right time, I let it go and put my arm over her. I tried to sleep, but my mind kept returning to the last sound she made. It was clearly a result of something he had done, and I wondered if he had pushed a finger into her panties or maybe even his large cock. Jamie was still fidgety and struggled to find a comfortable position. I was about to say something, but she spoke first.
"Do you want to make love?" she whispered in a tiny voice.
I was silent for a moment, but I realized that I did indeed want to be inside my wife. My dick was still partially erect, and the thoughts in my mind all related to sex.
"Okay," I whispered, knowing we would need to be quiet.
Jamie's hands went to my underwear and started to push them down while I worked on her things. Quickly, we were both naked and while her hand fondled my dick I reached between her legs and found that she was completely soaked. Immediately, I knew that it wasn't thoughts of love making with her husband that had turned her on. Rather, our camp neighbor had lit her up, although I was now going to reap the rewards.
I rolled over her and easily entered, and something about her sodden feeling flicked a switch in my brain. On the third stroke, I forced my dick into her hard which brought a grunt and a small whimper. It was so arousing that I continued with deep, penetrating strokes, and although Jamie tried to stay silent, it wasn't long before her sounds could be heard well past the thin fabric of our tent.
"Honey...he can hear," she groaned.
"I don't care," I gasped, as I kept the torrid pace.
"Ohhh...ugghhh...ugghhh..." a series of moans came from her that indicated excitement.
"Did he touch your tits?" I shot out, loud enough to be heard. Jamie looked up at me with a frighten expression, but nodded her head. However, I wanted her to verbally acknowledge her indiscretion, "Did he? Say it!"
"Yes..." she moaned.
"Did he touch your pussy?" I followed.
"Honey..." she started, but I quickly stopped her.
"Did he?" I demanded.
"Just...just on the thong," she admitted.
I could tell she was both extremely aroused and very nervous, but by now my mind was on fire with a wild feeling of lust and control.
"You didn't have permission...who does this pussy belong to?" I demanded.
Never in our marriage had I ever been so provocative, and I knew she must think I was angry. The reality though was much different. It was something hard to explain, but it was more like I wanted to show possession.
"You," she said in a low voice.
"Louder!" I grunted between hard thrusts.
"You...it's yours..." she cried out between her own gasps, while her body began undulating beneath me.
Jamie was becoming very excited, although I wasn't certain whether it was due to my behavior or despite it. Also, there was the acid to consider, and whether some of her arousal was a result of the impact on her libido. Regardless, I was too encapsulated in my own thoughts and motivations to dwell on it, and continued to fuck her hard and fast. We seemed to enter a place where my arousal fed Jamie's and vice versa, as her now relentless moans and sighs provided the energy to drive me forward. We were both building, and I could tell that she was well past any concern about being heard.
"Tell him you're going to cum," I demanded, desiring to exert even more control.
"Wha...what?" she gasped with confusion.
"Tell Dan you're going to cum," I repeated.
Although I knew he could clearly here me, I wanted my beautiful wife to announce her rapidly approaching orgasm.
"I'm going to cum," she moaned in a too low voice
"Louder," I demanded.
"I'm going to..." she started softly again, before I interrupted.
"Louder," I repeated.
"I'm going to cum," she cried out, this time with a force that satisfied me.
And she did. It was only a minute or so later, and in the intervening time her cries and whines of pleasure filled the campsite. With her release, her arms and legs wrapped around me as if she was clinging on for dear life, and I could feel the spasms of her orgasm pulse against my body. It proved too much for me and with a final lunge and a deep grunt my semen shot out in a way that felt like my life essence was escaping with it. We stayed connected as we sucked in air while our bodies moved slowly and savored the remains of our climaxes. As it became quiet, I sensed Dan was close, as if he was just outside our tent, but I ignored him and remained connected to my wife until we both drifted off.



The sun was well up the next morning when I stepped outside and found Dan had packed and left. Part of me wanted to look him in the eye, knowing he had tried to seduce my wife, but I realized it was probably for the best that we avoid confrontation. Unfortunately, Jamie was in bad shape as the effects of the drug wore off. She was only able to get a few hours of fitful sleep and was quite exhausted, so we kept camp so she could rest some more. I wandered around some, and studied the map for an alternate campsite for the night, but when noon approached, I returned and woke her. A quick visit to the river to rinse seemed to completely revive her, and we packed and started moving. Amazingly, so far, we had avoided any discussion about her involvement with Dan, but after about thirty minutes on the trail she broached the subject.
"I'm sorry," she stated simply, although the purpose of her message was clear.
Walking ahead, I didn't reply at first, but after a few minutes I asked, "Why did you do it?"
"I don't know, I really don't. Maybe it was that stuff I took," she offered, and for some reason I believed her, although I discounted the drug excuse.
"Do you have feelings for him?" I followed.
"No...I mean he was an interesting guy to talk to, but nothing else," she claimed.
"Yet, you let him fondle you and...did you touch him?" I asked, suddenly wondering if she had reciprocated. After several seconds of silence, I said, "Well?"
"Yes, I'm sorry. He took my hand and put it on him," she explained, and by the sound of her voice I could tell she was very worried.
A waist high flat rock came up on the side of the trail and I decided we could use it as a resting spot. Shedding my pack, I turned to see Jamie very close behind looking at me with her big violet eyes pleading for understanding. I helped her with her pack, then put my arm around her to indicate my forgiveness, and as soon as she sensed it, she snuggled close and leaned her head into my chest. After that, we drank some water and discussed what we might see on the way to the next campsite, but just as we were preparing to depart, I returned to the older man.
"How long did you touch it?" I probed.
A look of surprise came to her face, and for a moment she seemed confused before she replied, "Just for a second."
I knew she was lying which made me think she had not merely been the recipient of illicit attention. Yet, I decided to let it go, at least for the time being.
Our campsite was about a half mile up a side trail, and we reached it on time having had a productive day encountering wildlife, including several deer and another flock of turkeys. It was an uneventful evening and Jamie, still suffering from the lack of sleep, faded early. It wasn't long before I followed her, and while I listened to her soft purrs, I recalled the previous night's events. Dan's motivation and actions were made quite clear. Jamie is a beautiful woman, and between lying with him on the rock in the river and convincing her to experience the LSD, he must have felt he was making progress. Jamie's actions were something of a mystery to me since I didn't possess the female psyche. However, I did think there was a greater connection between the two of them then she was admitting. Maybe the drug did help lower her inhibition, but I thought, based on their conversation that there was a certain chemistry between them. Then, there was my own behavior. I understood and accepted my actions once she was in the tent, but my voyeurism while my wife was lying close to another man only a few feet away was a different story. Now, it seemed strange, almost perverted in a way, but recalling the moment, I couldn't deny that I was also feeling very excited. I still hadn't resolved the conflict when sleep finally came to me.
Jamie looked markedly better the next day, although I could still sense in her some guilt and concern about what I was thinking. However, I decided to let her stew some while I continued to think things through. We made good time, and it turned out to be our best day yet, as we were introduced to very nice scenery and continued to come upon a variety of wildlife. Late in the afternoon, the trail left some small hills and reentered the flood plain of the river. We were pushing ourselves to get back on schedule and reach the planned campsite for the day, and although we felt we could make it, it would likely be just at dark.
We were about an hour away when a sound from behind caught my attention and turning I saw someone approaching on our trail. As the figure grew closer, I could see it was Dan who was shirtless and moving swiftly with his long strides.
"Your friend is coming," I said to Jamie, and she followed my gaze and turned.
"Please don't start anything," she implored.
"I wasn't planning to," I responded, which brought an odd look to her face.
Within a few minutes, he had closed the distance, and as he fell in behind my wife he spoke.
"You know, I've hiked this trail multiple times and it's rare to encounter anyone. I've certainly never seen the same person more than once," he said with an easy laugh, as if nothing had occurred.
"It is strange. I would have thought you would be far ahead," I replied, forcing myself to present an act of indifference.
"I went up the old mine trail. I'd never been up that spur before. It has some good views, but it's a challenging trail," he explained, and after that, there was silence for several seconds before he said, "Hi, Jamie."
"Hi," my wife answered in a small voice.
Perhaps I was overreacting, but I felt like his tone was an intentionally effort to provoke me. It did make me bristle and despite my words to Jamie, I thought about attacking him. I was pretty sure I could take him, even though he was taller and held the walking stick, as I was at least a dozen years younger and in good shape. It took a quarter mile for me to cool down, realizing that it was best to remain calm and in control.
"I know an outstanding camping spot not too far ahead. It's on the bank of the river right next to some small falls that are about two feet high. They make for a refreshing dip," Dan announced after a long silence.
"No thanks. We are going to the next marked campsite," I replied.
"You won't make it before dark, and it will be hard to find," he shot back, then added, "At this spot, you can get set up and cleaned up before bedding down. You'll sleep much better."
There was no question he was pushing, and I knew it was all for Jamie. Evidently, he hadn't given up and wanted her in close proximity to take another shot. What's more, I was certain he knew that I knew what he was up to, and I had to admit that his boldness would have been impressive if it wasn't directed at my wife.
"Well, here I am. You sure about going on?" Dan announced about thirty minutes later.
There was no discernible trail, so it appeared he was using some other landmark as a guide. We came to a halt, and I was about to tell him no thanks and leave when Jamie spoke.
"Honey, it's almost dark," she said.
She was right. It was almost dark, but what caught my attention was the odd look on her face that I couldn't make out. It seemed to show a bit of worry, but there was something else too that was difficult to place. If the events of the previous night hadn't occurred, I would have guessed she was interested in Dan's spot based on his description. But, the events had occurred, and now I felt somewhat betrayed by her actions.
"Come on, it's just over here," the older man said, sensing an opening, and began to move towards the river.
For several seconds, Jamie and I stared at each other, but finally I said with a shrug, "Okay, let's go."
It only took a few minutes to reach the spot and I had to admit that it was indeed idyllic. There was a gently sloping grassy bank where we could pitch the tents, and the sound of the nearby falls provided a hypnotic sound from their cascade. The tents went up quickly, and as soon as his was done, Dan set about starting a small fire. Soon, for the second time in our journey, we were camped in an off-limits site with an illegal fire.
"Time for a dip," he announced when the fire had taken, and immediately began untying his shoes.
Both Jamie and I knew that soon he would be shucking his shorts and heading for the water naked, so we idled off to the side waiting for him to leave.
"Come on, before it gets too dark," he said as he unbuckled his belt.
"We'll wait here till you're done," I replied.
"Suit yourself," he responded with a shrug, as his shorts and underwear fell to his feet.
He walked the few steps to the bank and gingerly made his way into what I knew would be very cold water. At first, Jamie looked demurely away, but when we heard him yelp from the temperature of the water, I saw her look over just in time to see his narrow ass disappear. For a moment, I wondered whether she was thinking about his heavy cock, but quickly we went about getting ready for the evening.
"I'd like to see the falls," my wife announced just a few minutes later, when we made eye contact.
The last of the light was quickly departing, and there wasn't time for a debate, so with a shrug, I nodded and we moved towards the river. Picking through some brush, we spotted Dan, ten yards out, leaning against the stone that made up the falls, submerged to his shoulders. He noticed our presence immediately and lifted his arms in a beckoning motion then called out over the sound of the falling water.
"Come on in," he implored.
"It's too cold," Jamie responded.
"Nonsense! It only takes a few seconds to get used to," he replied, and used his arm again to wave us over.
"What do you think?" my wife asked.
Her words caught me off guard, because it wasn't something I had expected, and by her tone, I knew what she really was saying was, let's go. I opened my mouth to speak, then stopped, and contemplated the situation before finally answering.
"Are you sure?" I probed.
"I guess," she answered, now showing some reluctance.
"Well, we shouldn't unless you're sure," I countered.
Then, with a little smile, her hand reached to the buttons on her shirt. Within a few seconds, it was open and when she started working on her shorts, I too began to disrobe. We got to our underwear at the same time, but when I started to pull mine down, she hesitated like she meant to keep hers on.
"Everything," I said, and gave her a light swat on her rear.
"Really?" she responded, giving me a surprised look.
When I nodded my head, she immediately reached for her bra clasp and let the garment drop into her hands. Then, she peeled her thong over her slender hips revealing her precious, downy mound that only a few had seen. I held her hand as we entered the water and after simultaneously gasping from cold water, together we took careful, slow steps until we were at the falls.
"Jamie, you look incredible," he stated, using a deliberate voice to be heard over the falling water.
"Thanks," she said in a voice that was barely audible.
We felt our way the last few feet, and after several awkward seconds, we became seated on the underwater outcropping with Jamie in the middle. Everyone was silent for several minutes as the shadows quickly lengthened before our new acquaintance spoke again.
"I really enjoyed the show the other night. That was quite the power trip," he said, looking directly at me.
I had to admit that he caught me off-guard with his statement, and not trusting my voice, I was speechless at first as I watched my wife blush deeply. His look told me he was intentionally trying to get me out-of-kilter, so I pledged to stay in control.
"Yes, it was a nice rush," I said, intending to reduce his strategy by simply acknowledging the event.
"Excellent! I'm glad I got to participate," he countered, which immediately made me think of his illicit fondling of my wife.
Jamie was staring intently at the water directly in front of her indicating that she was extremely nervous. I put my hand on her leg in an attempt to calm her and she quickly placed hers on top while looking at me with a strange expression. There was certainly nervousness in her eyes, but I also saw confusion and just a hint of excitement. It made me wonder if she understood the dynamic that would occur if we were all in close proximity and sought it out.
There started an awkward silence that was finally ended when Dan spoke once more, "If you would like to do it again, I'm an eager witness."
Once more I was caught off guard. In normal company, our naughty dalliance would be a subject to be skirted around or ignored. However, he showed no concerns about the event and in fact seemed to be purposefully prodding towards some end game that wasn't completely clear to me. I was left to contemplate whether he had been aroused by the aural sensations and wanted a second show, or if he was angling in some way for sex with Jamie.
"We'll keep it in mind," I replied in the most dismissive voice I could muster.
At that moment, Dan stood and began to stretch which put his cock on full display. He had become partly erect, and rather than hang straight down, the shaft made a graceful arc. There was no question it was a planned provocative move, and I was left to wonder whether it was meant as a display of power or a lure for my wife. He stayed at it for almost a minute and then sank back into the cold water.
"We're going to head in," I announced and started to rise.
Dan merely nodded and when Jamie stood she swiftly turned so that her back was to him. It was an attempt at modesty, although I knew as we careful made our way to the shore that his eyes were glued to her ass.
"The guy is a freak," I said as we dressed.
"What about you?" my wife replied.
"What do you mean?" I asked.
"Sex in the tent meant to taunt him and now me naked in the water?" she answered as her eyebrows lifted.
"I was mad he touched you remember?" I fired back, and then added, "That's what started it."
"I told you I was sorry, but you two have some bizarre thing going on," she responded as her eyes turned towards the ground.
She was clearly trying to minimize her own actions since we met the man, and I knew that at some point we were going to have to have a long, serious discussion. However, it wasn't the right time so I didn't say anything, and together we went to the campsite and sat next to the fire as the evening turned dark.
It was about thirty minutes after we left the water when we heard noises that alerted us to Dan's approach. When he arrived, the illumination from the small fire provided a good view of his naked form. He seemed in no hurry to dress and moved about for several minutes before donning underwear and a t-shirt. The briefs did little to hide his bulge and I realized his intent was to put a show on for Jamie.
"I'm refreshed," he stated, providing the first words since he appeared, and then added, "How about you Jamie? Did you like the water?"
"Yes it was nice and it's a lovely spot," my wife answered.
Although I could tell she was nervous, she hid it well and came off sounding enthusiastic. Dan took a spot with us at the fire and we began chatting on a variety of subjects. It started a bit stilted, but it wasn't long before it was flowing freely. Surprisingly, only occasionally did it involve psych things and even then it never lasted long. It continued for almost an hour and then suddenly the tall man lifted from his position and announced he was turning in.
"I'm done. Thanks for the evening," he said as he turned towards his small tent.
With a nod to each other, my wife and I decided on the same and started to move just as Dan disappeared. I let Jamie disrobe in the tent while I did the same outside, and when I crawled in, I found that she was down to just her thong. We spooned together and I put my arm over her waist, kissed her neck and prepared for sleep. However, my mind quickly returned to the bizarre sequence of events, which kept me wide awake. My hand was resting on the firm flesh of her tummy, and some inner force guided it as it began to gently make circles. Then, it was rising and when it contacted the soft underside of her breasts, I felt her flinch.
"Honey?" she whispered in a searching voice.
I didn't respond, but I did keep my hand moving and soon it was fondling the full form of her breasts, making her nipples erect. She remained still, accepting my efforts, but when I kissed her neck, she spoke again.
"Honey, what are you doing?" she asked and tried to turn.
"Hush...be still and let me play," I commanded softly.
With a sigh, she fell back into place and for the next few minutes I worked on her breasts. Then, I let my hand slowly wander downward and when I reached the edge of her thong, I traced its edge, preparing for a rebuke that never came. I gave her several seconds and then lifted the edge and searched for her slit. When I found it, I was stunned at how wet she was. She was thoroughly soaked, and almost immediately, the movement of my finger through her folds created a soft smacking sound.
"You're horny," I whispered.
"No I'm not," she giggled in mock defense, and then continued with, "It's your fault."
At that moment I wanted her in the worst way. Her butt had begun pushing against my completely hard dick, and a throbbing started in my temples as I felt an almost animalistic desire to take her.
"You want to make love?" I asked, even though I wasn't sure if I would have accepted a no.
Fortunately, I didn't have to because she nodded her head before whispering, "We have to be very quiet."
Slowly we moved into position, trying to be silent, and Jamie's hand found my dick and brought it to her opening. Her mouth gently bit my shoulder as I pushed inside, although a small whimper still escaped. Likewise, I let out a sigh that I just couldn't keep inside. We started moving very slowly and purposefully, but Jamie's pussy felt magical and I couldn't keep from speeding up.
"You...you need to slow down...or he'll hear," my wife groaned between my thrusts.
I tried to slow down, but it didn't last long and soon I was back to where I had started. That's when we heard movement outside the tent.
"He's there," Jamie said in a nervous voice.
I stopped and we were just able to see each other's eyes with the available light. I knew mine must have been filled with intense desire, but in hers I saw a strange questioning look. We started moving again, albeit very slowly, but after a few cycles I knew I needed more.
"Uggghhhh..." my wife grunted when I unexpectantly pushed deeply and swiftly into her.
"Mmmmm..." I added, consumed by the feeling.
"He can...hear..." she groaned as the sounds of our now rapid movement became audible.
"How does it feel Jamie," Dan's booming voice filled the night air before I could respond.
"Honey?" she said in a pleading tone, but my answer was to take her hands and push them over her head.
"Tell him," I told her, now completely drawn into a sexual vortex.
"Good..." she let out in a low voice, although I was certain it was loud enough to be heard.
"Think I'll watch," I heard him declare and suddenly I heard the zipper of the tent being run.
"Hey, close it," I yelled.
Turning, I could see him at the entrance, naked except for his t-shirt. His large cock was fully erect and jutting out from his hairy body. Just behind him, I noticed that the fire was burning brighter which made me think he had added wood specifically to provide light.
"No harm...I'm out here," he declared.
We held eye contact for several seconds as I thought about what to do. Then, I felt Jamie move ever so slightly, which caused me to look at her. I was in time to catch her looking past me towards Dan's shaft, and when she knew I had seen her, an expression of guilt instantly appeared. That was the moment I lost what little sense remained and resumed fucking my wife, but with much greater force and urgency.



"Ohhh...ohhh...ohhh..." she began to grunt loudly in rhythm with my thrusts.
"Nothing like taking a beautiful woman," Dan said a few seconds later.
Strangely, I felt my body tingle as I realized his words were spot on. This was no longer husband and wife lovemaking. Rather, I was in the middle of a carnal flood of raw desire with the sole purpose to achieve a complete climax. It was selfish, but when I felt Jamie's hand circle my neck and her legs lift into the air, I suspected she was in a very similar place.
"Uuuggghhhhh...its ohhhhhhhh..." she moaned loudly, so excited she was unable to coherently speak.
Even in my state, I wondered how much of her arousal was coming from our connection and what was the result of the erotic situation.
"What's he doing?" I whispered to her.
Without hesitation, her head lifted and looking past me she forced out, "Uhhh...ummm...he's masturbating..."
"Rubbing his big cock?" I said to be bold.
My words caused her to look again, and she held the stare for a bit too long before turning back and nodding her head. At that point, everything was out of control, and I was incapable of thinking or acting sanely. Instead, I pounded mercilessly into my wife driven by a need to force more reactions from her, although she was clearly at peak arousal. A litany of sexual sounds emanated from her, her legs were in the air and her hands moved all over my body, unable to keep still.
"Cum hard Jamie, let it be big," our voyeur demanded.
I knew he was trying to encourage my wife and push her over the edge. However, somehow the message acted on me as well, and suddenly my balls were tingling and the telltale tightness of an impending release started deep inside.
"Shit...shit..." I let out, trying to will myself to stop. Unfortunately, it was too late and the pulsing started, as I roared, "Ohhhh...fuck...fuck...shit...fuuuccckkkk."
So much semen exited my hole that it felt like it was burning from the friction. Strangely, the spasms forcing my ejaculation paused, and I thought it was over, but seconds later they returned and I deposited more fluid into my wife. It was the most powerful orgasm I had ever experienced and it left me completely drained. I was barely able to move and with one final shove, I collapsed onto Jamie's heaving body.
"Jamie didn't climax," I heard Dan suddenly state. After several seconds with no response from us, he added, "She needs to."
Now, it felt even stranger to have him watching. There was no question he wanted my wife, but I couldn't fathom how he thought standing in the tent opening would lead to anything.
"I need to pee," she whispered after several minutes when our breathing had returned to normal.
With a sigh, I extracted myself and rolled to her side, turning to see Dan still standing and staring. I expected her to find at least her thong, but she started moving towards the entrance, still completely naked.
"Jamie," I said reaching out with her t-shirt.
"Why?" she asked as she exited.
I swear her leg brushed against Dan's hard cock as she passed, and then she disappeared into the darkness.
"Show's over, you can leave," I told him.
"I bet that was the best sex you ever had. Are you going to finish her?" he responded, unmoved by my words.
"Hey, get the fuck out of here," I yelled and this time, after giving me an odd look, he dropped the flap.
After a minute, I grew worried about Jamie and slid on some shorts. As soon as I opened the tent, I spotted her and Dan at the far end of the camp, at the edge of the light, talking. The man towered over her and his rigid shaft was almost touching her tummy. Since she wasn't showing any distress, I waited for her to leave him and return, but after almost a minute I grew frustrated and called out. Together, they turned to my voice and I saw a strange look on my wife's face that I knew held a great amount of lust. It made me wonder whether she was still worked up from our lovemaking, especially since she hadn't climaxed, or if there was a sexual interest in Dan. I had been a witness to their professional discussions and I knew she respected his knowledge. Then, there was the fondling she had allowed while stargazing. Was there more? Did she want to consummate their relationship? She came to the tent with her beautiful nude body moving in an easy cat-like way.
"Get on top," I demanded and turned to my back.
With an impish smile, she took my still wet dick and rubbed it over her mound before letting it slide in. Her hair touched the top of the tent and she tried to lean forward but I stopped her and began to fondle her lovely, full breasts.
"What did he say to you?" I asked.
"Nothing," she answered which made me very suspicious.
"What?" I asked in a demanding way.
She gave me a nervous look, and then replied, "He said he wanted to do it...with me."
"Just like that?" I responded.
"He said I should tell you it's alright," she said, still with the nervous look.
At first, I didn't fully appreciate the message, but when it finally landed, I stopped our motion and we stared at each other.
"Is it okay, Jamie?" I asked after an awkward silence.
"No..." she said in a barely audible voice, and shook her head, but a moment later she added, "It's not worth it."
"Meaning?" I tried to clarify.
"Nothing...it's all so crazy. It's all been crazy," she said, and then floored me when she continued with, "You'll get mad."
"So, if I give you permission and promise to not get mad, you're ready?" I asked.
"No..." she answered, but I could tell she was lying.
Only the night sounds of crickets and frogs could be heard as we stared at each other. One minute had turned to two when I finally spoke.
"Go to him," I said softly.
"No," she instantly replied, shaking her head.
"Go," I demanded, and this time there was no response.
We stared at each other again, but this time, after perhaps thirty seconds, she began to move. Then, in almost an instant, she was gone from the tent and I was staring at the flap. Almost immediately, I heard rustling and whispers, which left me wondering how it would take place. I didn't have to wait long to find out.
"Ugggggghhhhhhhh..." my wife called out loudly, letting all the creatures nearby know she had been penetrated. Then, after a few seconds of silence, she cried out again, in an even louder voice, "Uggggghhhhhhhhhhh...ohhhhhhhh..."
I didn't want to look, but I had to and when I pulled aside the tent I saw my wife on her hands and knees facing me as Dan took her from behind. They were on a ground cover, right beside the small campfire, and my first thought was that he had been expecting her. He had his hands on her hips and was taking her with steady strokes, but her loud sounds had now turned into rhythmic mews of pleasure. Jamie was on her elbows looking straight down, evidently happy to experience the feelings created by his fat cock.
"When your orgasm arrives, don't fight it...let it happen," he told her and she nodded her head, but didn't speak.
Over the next few minutes I watched as she was taken to an ever higher state of excitement. Now, her head was lolling back and forth as strange sound I had never heard before escaped her mouth and joined the wet squishing from her pussy. In addition, her hands continuously gripped and released the cloth, with her nails digging in firmly. Dan made no attempt to fondle her breasts or kiss her, apparently happy to maintain his assault on her hole.
"Tell us how it feels," the man suddenly demanded, which let me know he intended to play my game back at me.
"Good..." she whispered without hesitation.
"Louder Jamie, so we can hear," he demanded, while glancing towards our tent.
"Good...it feels good," she said in a clear voice, and then without prompting she added, "So good...don't stop."
In the period of just a few minutes, he had completely conquered my wife, and I wondered how much of it had been building in her. Had she over the past few days developed a fantasy about the man and his cock? He certainly went out of his way to put in on display, almost like he knew the effect.
It wasn't long after that her sounds and movements let us know she was getting close. Her whines increased several octaves and her ass began to push back against the invading shaft. However, Dan wasn't content to just take her over; he wanted to make a statement, too.
"Feel good, Jamie?" he asked once more.
"Yes...so good..." she responded without hesitation.
"Whose pussy is it, baby," he demanded.
"Don't stop..." she responded.
"Whose pussy, Jamie," he pushed as his pace increased.
"Ohhh...ohhh...it's yours...it's your pussy...yours...," she grunted, and it was quickly followed with, "Oh God...please...make me cum..."
Dan started hammering mercilessly into her pussy and that was the end of Jamie. Immediately, her entire body began to shake and her face descended until it was mere inches from the ground where she let loose with other worldly sounds as her body was wracked by the biggest orgasm I had ever seen.
"Give it up, Jamie. Give it up," Dan demanded.
"Ohhhhh...oh God...don't stop!" my wife screamed, as her climax continued.
For the next minute, he fucked her through her release, and then it was his turn.
"Ahhhhhhh...yeahhhh...yes..." he started, and after deep breath he groaned again as his semen invaded my wife, "Ahhhhhhhh..."
I watched as Jamie's mouth opened wife in a silent scream and I was certain she climaxed again. Then, they stopped and when Dan began to pull away I left the tent to collect her. His cock and balls were glistening showing how wet my wife had become. With a nod, he turned and left the campsite while I practically carried Jamie into our tent. She immediately curled into a fetal position and for the next thirty minutes, while I stroked her side, she experienced sexual aftershocks that made her entire body spasm.
When we emerged from the tent the next morning, Dan was gone. No note, no goodbye; he had simply mated with my wife and then gone on his way. I couldn't tell whether my wife was happy or sad and I didn't bring the subject up.
We went on with our hike and never crossed paths with him again. However, the event sparked something in us because we had sex multiple times each day with her as much the instigator as me. Fortunately, our heightened sexuality continued at home when the trip was over. So far, we haven't talked about the event in any detail, although I think we both know we need to at some point. However, as long as Jamie keeps up her sexual interest, I might just let it go.
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Of course, there was no party for us, and I purposely stayed away from Rafael for several weeks while Allie and I got our feet back under us. There were many conversations about what had occurred, with both of us feeling stupid and guilty. Thankfully, it slowly started drifting to the background of our daily lives, and when I thought we were past the worst, I decided it was time to talk with Rafael. Thus, late on a Wednesday afternoon, I arrived unannounced at his office. Almost as if he was expecting me, I was quickly ushered in and Tilde returned seconds later with beers.
"What's on your mind?" the black man asked.
"Look, things got out of hand the other night, and I...I just want to clear the air. Get some things straight," I explained.
"What things?" he asked, with his face offering no clue as to what he was thinking.
"I guess...I mean what I'm saying is that I don't want my wife to be messed with. I don't want you to try and communicate with her. We made a mistake, and we have to live with it, but I want it over," I said.
He was silent for several seconds as he took in the message, but when he started talking he became more animated and his voice grew in volume as the words came out.
"Look, man...let me tell you something. In my line of work, I've seen all kinds...plain dumb bitches, junkies and those down on their luck. Some do it cause they have to but they don't feel nothing. Hell, Brad Pitt could be fucking them and they wouldn't care. Others though just like to fuck. I got a couple girls that would give it away if they weren't being watched. You know what I'm saying?" he said.
"Sort of...not really..." I answered, unsure of where he was heading.
"Well, let me explain further then. Your wife loves to fuck. She loves it. Probably spent her whole life being told what a good girl does and doesn't do. But, let me tell you she had the time of her life. I suspected it might be in her when she was on the street, and I was right! Now, you got the problem of putting the genie back in the bottle, so I hope you can give her enough to keep her satisfied," he replied.
"I don't want you texting her..." I started, but Rafael interrupted.
"I won't start nothing with her, but let me tell you something plain and simple. If she reaches out to me, it's a different story. If she does that, there ain't no promises, so you best work it out with her," he said boldly.
"I don't want her messed with..." I began, but was cutoff once more.
"Work it out with her," he stated emphatically.
On the drive home, my mind raced as I ran through my relationship with Allie, trying to remember any time where she had shown signs of the behavior Rafael had called out. It felt like he was describing her as something of a needy slut, which certainly didn't fit the woman I knew. She could certainly be passionate, and I'm certain she had been so in her relationships before we met, but as far as I knew, all her experiences prior to the fateful night had been part of a committed situation. Unfortunately, even though I thought he was wrong about her, I couldn't completely shake the message, and I found myself gauging her reactions when we encountered anything provocative, whether out in public or at home watching a movie or TV. In addition, when we made love, even when she experienced a nice orgasm, I often wondered if she wanted more.
Compounding the situation was the uncomfortable feeling I now had when I had to work with Rafael. While it had been consensual sex, it certainly hadn't been planned nor was it well thought through, which created a real tension between us. Despite efforts to let it go, when we were together, I often thought back to my wife and him in bed, and the sexual eruption that had occurred.
"You still getting your wife to dress up for you?" the black man asked one day.
It was late on Tuesday afternoon and we had just finished discussing a contract for the purchase of some property. His question caught me off-guard, as he had steered clear of the subject since I confronted him.
I thought about telling him to mind his own business, but after several seconds I merely said, "No."
"Is that because of you or her?" he quickly replied.
"Look, I don't want to discuss my wife," I said in a deliberate tone.
He chuckled at my answer which made me see red, and then said, "So, you decided to run and hide because things got a little freaky? Remember, you were tapping Tanya, too."
"Come on..." I responded, to signal I didn't want to discuss it.
"Okay, man...but that's you not her. I bet she'd put them on in a heartbeat," he said, laughing once more.
There was no question the exchange was an attempt to manipulate me. However, since I wouldn't engage, the subject quickly died. By the time I arrived home, I had forgotten about it, but for some reason when I saw Allie his words came racing back. With all that had occurred, and the emotional aftermath that we had dealt with, it was an insane idea to even consider. Yet, here I was, across the small table from my wife, remembering how she looked in each of the outfits.
My willpower lasted until the following Friday, and along the way, I talked myself out of it at least a hundred times. However, in the end, I wanted to see if she would actually model them again. I needed to know if Rafael's message was prophetic or just arrogant bullshit. That evening we had reservations for dinner at her favorite restaurant and I knew she would be in a good mood and relaxed after several glasses of wine. So, on the pretense of having forgotten my phone, I left her with the car in the driveway and went back inside. In less than a minute, I had the hot pants and bikini top laid out on the bed, with the boots on the floor beneath them. With phone in hand, I returned to my wife who was none the wiser to my sneaky plan.
We returned three hours later after a nice meal. Fortunately, as expected, Allie had consumed a good amount of wine and was feeling playful. I thought she would head to the bedroom immediately, but as soon as we entered, she went straight to the couch and curled up on one end. Wanting to keep her buzzed, I went to the kitchen and returned with two glasses of wine.
"More?" she challenged me, although her grin and quick hand made it clear she was happy to imbibe.
"Just a nightcap," I replied.
Her glass was almost empty when she suddenly jumped from her seat and made for the bedroom with no warning. Instantly, my brain started counting the seconds, like an internal stopwatch, anticipating her return. I thought longer was probably better, although it might mean she just stewed more. Much sooner than I expected, I heard movement and as it drew closer, I recognized the sound of the boots on the hardwood floor. Suddenly, my wife was before me looking very hot in the skimpy clothing. Her face didn't give a clue as to her state of mind, and even though I tried to maintain eye contact, I was drawn to her top where I could see a hint of her nipples through the material. Then, she moved towards me and straddled my legs while taking my arms and extending them along the back of the sofa.
"What's the message here?" she demanded.
"I...uhhh...I just wanted to see you wearing it," I stammered, intimidated by her boldness.
She stared into my eyes for several seconds and I could tell her mind was churning. Then, she leaned forward and pushed her lips wetly against mine. I could taste the alcohol on her breath, which reminded me about how much we both had to drink. The clothes, her demeanor and the passionate kiss quickly aroused me and when we separated, I tried to break from her grip so I could push her onto her back. However, she held firm and then challenged me again.
"What do you want?" she demanded.
"You...in bed," I responded.
With that, she released my arms and I immediately drew her into an embrace. After a long hug, I moved her so I could stand and directed her towards the bedroom. At first, she took my arm in hers, but when I gently swatted her bottom and indicated she should walk in front of me, she rolled her eyes and stepped forward. The exaggerated sway of her ass made it clear that she wanted to put on a show, but I wasn't about to complain and followed her closely while enjoying the view.
"You have the most beautiful ass in the world," I declared when we reached the bed.
"Just the world?" she asked playfully.
"Let me get these off," I answered, and while she giggled, I reached for her shorts.
I was happy to hear Allie laugh at my words. In fact, her entire demeanor that evening had been more engaging than I had seen in weeks and I wanted very much for it to continue. Seconds later, we were in bed, squirming against each other as we fondled and kissed. Her sighs quickly turned into needy whimpers, so I wasn't surprised when she rolled onto her back and pulled me on top. Then, with her hand guiding, I pushed into her gushing opening.
"Mmmm...uhhhh..." she gasped, as I slithered deeply inside.
"You are so beautiful," I declared, with her arousal feeding my own.
"It's all for you," she answered, which carried me even further.
I tried to maintain a slow and steady pace, but her sounds and movements kept propelling me forward and it wasn't long before I realized I was pounding her hard. For a moment, I thought I might be hurting her, but when I started to slow, her hands started to pull on my ass in a clear attempt to get me to resume the rhythm.
"I'm not going to last," I warned her a minute later.
Suddenly, Allie pushed on my shoulders and extricated herself from beneath me. Then, with a deft movement, she spun to her knees and presented her lovely rear. I was caught off guard by her actions as she normally preferred the missionary position so we could whisper and kiss. However, with her glistening mound just inches before me, I found her slit and re-entered.
"Faster," she said just seconds later.
Once more, I was taken by surprise. This time, it was due to her forthright instructions which were counter to her normally reserved nature. It made me wonder what was brewing in her head, but I immediately started to increase the pace. Our momentary break had been enough for me to regain some control, and now it seemed from Allie's whines that she was on her own deliberate path. When I saw her hands gripping the comforter, I was instantly taken back to Rafael's and the scene of Clarence taking my wife mercilessly from behind. It made me wonder if she too was reliving the experience. Was she now using that encounter as a means to climax? I didn't have long to consider it because just seconds later in a series of squeals she announced the arrival of her orgasm.
"Uhhh...mmmm...ohhhh...ohhhh...ohhhh...don't stop...please..." she cried out.
I took her hips in my hands and began to pull her roughly against me, and then asked, "Like that?"
"Yesss...yessss...harder..." she groaned loudly.
It was too much for me, and despite the thoughts in my head, seconds later I joined her in a climax and spewed my seed into her sloppy pussy.
"Ughhhh...shit...oh shit..." I grunted.
With my head spinning, I pushed her forward and fell onto her back, still very much connected. Together, we took in huge mouthfuls of air as we slowly came down from what had been an incredible round of sex. Finally, I rolled to her side, trying to pull her with me, but my now limp dick slipped from her opening.
"Nooo..." she whimpered as my soft shaft left her.
"You want more?" I asked as my hand cupped her breast.
"I need to rest some," she answered.
So, we lay in silence while I stroked her lovely body and occasionally kissed her ears and neck. All the while, I thought about her move to her knees, the ease with which I got her to dress up, and the message that Rafael had delivered. Was he right? Did she want more? Instinctively, I knew he had been trying to coerce me, but there was just enough in her behavior to signal that he might be at least partially on target. Each of these thoughts brought me closer to the dangerous vortex, and multiple times I tried to eliminate them from my clouded brain, but foolish curiosity kept making me return.
"You should send him a pic," I forced out in a whisper, using a supreme effort to keep my voice from shaking.
I could feel Allie's body stiffen, and after several seconds she replied, "Who?"
"Rafael," I answered, although this time my voice did break.
"You've lost your mind," she replied in a disgusted, condescending tone.
Like a balloon being burst, I realized that my decadent thoughts must have been completely misguided. I felt like a fool, so rather than dig a deeper hole, I went silent.
"Why?" she asked without warning several minutes later.
Her vague question made me wonder if she was referring to my attempt or the idea itself. If I was incorrect in my assessment, I knew it could have significant ramifications, so it was with something of a leap of faith that I finally answered.
"He likes pictures of you," I said.
More silence ensued, and I was about to conclude I had guessed incorrectly, when she said, "Are you sure?"
"Yes," I answered quickly.
In reality, I wasn't sure at all, but for some odd reason I wanted to be decisive. My words caused my wife to become silent once more and I allowed the awkward situation to continue for several long minutes before she finally spoke.
"In the hot pants?" she asked in a tiny whisper.
"How about the purple dress?" I replied, remembering Rafael's attempt to get her to wear it.
"Okay," she answered after a brief pause, making me wonder if she was thinking the same thing.
I pulled her body firmly against mine and held her there as the minutes slowly ticked by. When I finally relaxed, she took a deep breath and started to move off the bed. Without any further prodding, she disappeared, but returned several minutes later in the sexy dress. It was an arousing sight, as somehow her freshly-fucked state showed, highlighted by her nipples poking through the thin material. With trembling hands, I picked up my phone from the nightstand and took several pictures in succession.
"Take the strap off your shoulder," I said.
With only a momentary hesitation, Allie slipped the strap from her right shoulder causing the garment to fall in a way that almost revealed her nipple. Quickly, I took several more shots and then motioned for her to join me on the bed. Once again, I pulled her close to me and nuzzled into her neck.
"Are you going to send them?" she asked after a few minutes had passed.
"Send the ones you want," I replied and handed her my phone.
Essentially, I was putting the control in her hands and I was eager to see how she handled it. I thought she might reject my attempt and throw it back to me or merely set it aside, but it was only seconds later that I saw her begin to manipulate the device. The way she was turned made it impossible for me to see what she was sending, but it was clear when she finished as she set the phone on the bed. Minutes ticked by with a strange anticipation in the room as we waited for the telltale beep signaling a response. I knew it could be hours before it came and was just about to turn Allie onto her back for more sex when the message arrived.
I felt her body shudder, but she made no move for the phone, which prompted me to say, "Are you going to look?"
Slowly, she started to reach out and when she almost had it, another text arrived. She brought the screen close to her and looked at it for several seconds before turning it so I could see.
"damn nice. best thing I've seen in a long time" it read, and right beneath it the message asked, "does she know you sent?"
When she saw that I had read the messages, she pulled the phone back and quickly typed out, "yes"
As soon as her message left, I braced for a response from Rafael. After my stance with him after the party, I knew he would find the sudden re-engagement interesting, and thought it likely he would push for more. However, the room remained silent, and after it became clear he wasn't going to respond further, I turned Allie and guided myself into her. Slowly, and without speaking, we made love, although neither of us came close to an orgasm. After a while, I stopped and then slid to her side. Allie was soon asleep, but I remained awake, staring at the ceiling, as I thought about what had occurred that evening and Rafael's prophetic words.
It didn't hear from the black man until Monday. In the intervening time, I questioned my sanity, realizing that I had let alcohol and arousal influence my judgment. The genie that had already been set loose had received encouragement, which would make re-bottling even more difficult. For her part, Allie stayed silent on the subject, making me wonder what might be going on in her head.
"Hey, man. I appreciate the pictures," he said when I answered his phone call.
"Yeah...we had too much to drink," I replied, trying for an excuse.
"Yeah, okay," he chuckled, and then added, "There's a party here on Friday if you want to stop by."
"Probably not..." I started, but was cut-off.
"Around ten or so," he said and then quickly hung up.
I didn't mention the call to Allie, as my mind was in turmoil. If I was honest, I had to admit witnessing the revelation of her sexuality was exciting, and in some ways addictive. Yet, I knew there would be a reckoning at some point that frightened me.
On Tuesday, she announced that we had been invited to dinner on Friday. It came as a relief as it saved me emotionally from dealing with Rafael's gathering. In addition, since I was experiencing a busy week at work, I managed to push most thoughts of it to the back of my mind.
I got home just in time to change and collect Allie and then we were off to dinner where we enjoyed a pleasant evening with friends before finally separating just after ten. She was bubbly on the ride home, and we had almost reached our house when she noticed the strange look on my face. It had appeared as the thoughts of Rafael's party suddenly came rushing back.
"What?" she asked.
"Nothing," I replied, realizing I had let some sordid thoughts seep into my brain.
"What?" she asked again, while pinching my arm playfully.
"I was just thinking about getting you into bed," I lied.
"Well, that sounds nice, but I don't believe you," she answered, and when I didn't respond, she followed with, "Tell me."
"No...rather not," I said, although I knew she wouldn't accept it.
"Tell me," she responded in a firmer voice.
At that moment, we pulled into the driveway, providing me a sense of safety. However, when I started to exit the car, I saw Allie was remaining still while staring at me.
With a deep breath, I admitted, "Look...Rafael called earlier in the week and said there was a party tonight."
"And you were thinking about it? Thinking about Tanya?" she challenged me.
"No!" I replied instantly.
"Then what? Why the odd look?" she pushed.
"I don't know...I was thinking about...I don't know..." I stammered.
She stared at me for several seconds, with her face revealing nothing, before she asked, "Do you want to go?"
"No...uhhh...it's too dangerous," I said.
"Why didn't you tell me?" she asked, seemingly ignoring my words.
"Because, I didn't want to upset you," I replied.
Allie gave me a look I didn't recognize and then floored me when she said, "He contacted me."
"Who? Rafael?" I shot back.
"Yes, Rafael," she answered.
"Why?" I responded, annoyed that he had somehow managed to get her number.
"All the message said was to wear the purple dress. I didn't respond and didn't know what it meant, but now I do," she explained.
"I'm sorry," I said, unable to think of anything better to say.
With that, we left the car and went into the house. Allie went immediately to the bedroom to change while I poured a drink and flopped in front of the TV. A few minutes later she returned in her robe and after a few minutes, I left to change as well. My wife keeps our hamper just inside the door of her walk-in closet, and it was when I entered the space to toss my shirt in that I saw the purple dress. It was hanging by itself with a gap of at least a foot on each side as if it had been intentionally separated. At first, I didn't think anything of it, but as I walked back to the living room a thought struck me.



Now in my robe, I sat next to my wife and immediately wrapped my arm around her shoulders. Pulling her close, I began to kiss her lightly on the neck and lips, bringing forth soft mews of pleasure.
"Why don't you put the dress on," I whispered into her ear.
Instantly, she turned and gave me an impish smile, and then she was off towards the bedroom. Just minutes later, she was back, standing in front of me in the sexy dress and matching heels. Still sporting her naughty look, she struck several poses before I rose and positioned myself behind her with an arm around her waist. When I kissed her neck, she threw her head back, and at the same time I used my other hand to cup her firm breast through the garment.
"Mmmmm..." she moaned.
"You knew about Rafael's invitation," I suddenly challenged her.
"No..." she gasped, as my lips found her neck once more.
The sudden tightness in her body gave her away, and emboldened, knowing I was correct, I pushed again, "Yes, that's why the dress was ready. I saw it in your closet all ready to go."
"It's always there..." she started, but I interrupted her.
"Uh uh...it was ready. How long have you known?" I demanded, and then added, "Tell the truth."
Several times, she tried to twist from my arms, but I held firm and finally with a deep sigh, she replied, "Since Wednesday."
"And you were ready to go..." I responded.
"I thought you wanted to... he said you did," she answered.
"What exactly did he say?" I asked, curious about his approach.
"He texted that he talked to you and that we were coming to his party on Friday. Then he said to wear the dress," she responded.
"Why didn't you tell me about it?" I probed.
"I was waiting to see if you told me," she replied.
"So, you were okay if I wanted to?" I clarified.
"I...I don't know...I thought you did," she answered evasively.
My fingers had found one of her tiny nipples and I rolled it gently, feeling it stiffen, and began kissing her neck again. I maintained the attention for several minutes, forcing soft purrs from her, before I spoke again.
"Do you want to go?" I asked.
"No, I think what you said in the car was right," she said softly, after a brief pause.
"You don't want him to see you in the dress?" I pushed.
"He's seen pics," she countered.
"Just pics. Not the real thing," I replied.
This time, she didn't immediately answer, and in the silence, I reached into the top of the dress and lifted one of her breasts free. I was gently fondling the orb when I felt her take a deep breath and in a faint voice she said, "He'll want more."
Her warning hung in the air for several long seconds, and then in a strange voice, I heard myself agreeing, "Yes, he will."
"Does that mean you want to?" she asked, and in her voice I sensed some eagerness.
My reaction was just a slow, silent nod and I which forced a gasp from Allie. It was a bizarre moment, as somehow, almost in an instant, all my concerns had suddenly flashed away. As I started to back away, Allie grabbed my arm, pulled me to her, and while staring at me with a fearful look, she said, "Don't make me feel bad. After it's over, don't be mean."
I gave her another quick nod and then let her go. She started for the bedroom, but when she was almost out of the living room, I stopped her.
"You're fine like that," I said.
"I don't have panties on," she protested.
"You're fine," I repeated, and surprisingly, she accepted my words.
I let her freshen up in the bathroom while I changed, and then we were out the door headed towards the decadent scene we knew lay before us. We were quiet during the first part of the drive, but as we neared the strip center, Allie became talkative.
"Let's agree that if either of us gets uncomfortable we'll leave," she stated.
"Of course," I answered.
"And let's stay close," she said.
"Agreed," I confirmed.
It was eleven-forty when we pulled up in front of the building. There were six other cars parked nearby, which indicated it was a large gathering. As soon as we stopped, I texted Rafael that we had arrived, but it took another fifteen minutes before I spotted him at the door. In the interval, Allie and I had an awkward, stilted exchange, and several times I thought about retreating.
"Damn, that's what I've been wanting to see," the black man stated when my wife and I stepped up.
His eyes were roving my wife's body like a wolf preparing for a meal. It left no doubt that he expected a repeat performance of the last party, and in my wife's eyes I could see a nervous excitement that I suspected held equal parts fear and lust.
"Party's in full swing. Simmons is here," he said, stopping us before the stairs, and his mention of the activist made my wife blush. Then, he added, "More going on than last time, but it's all cool, so be cool."
Already, we could hear the driving beat of the music, and as we ascended the stairs the pungent smell of pot hit us. Once in the living space, we could see two men at the bar, a young black man and a white guy of about the same age who, by his physique, looked to be a body builder. Close to them were three girls, and two of whom were topless. In the den, I spotted at least four more girls, but there may have been more in the dark recesses. It was unclear who they were entertaining, but there was a high energy vibe from the group. Although I looked for Clarence Simmons, I didn't spot him which made me wonder if he was sunk low on one of the couches or already engaged in a bedroom.
We followed Rafael to the bar where he introduced the black man as Garrett and the bodybuilder as Les but made no attempt on the girls. Now closer, I could see all three were young, and while pleasant to look at, each had an edge to them that lingered just beneath the surface. Turning back, I saw that the two men had taken the opportunity to check out my Allie and by their open stares, I doubted that they knew she was my wife. Without asking, our host made us drinks and set them before us, and Allie immediately picked hers up and took a nervous sip.
We were standing at the end of the bar, in the only open area, and Rafael moved next to my wife, opposite me, immediately placing his hand on my wife's exposed skin just above her ass. She shot me a quick glance, but made no attempt to remove it, and soon they were engaged in whispered conversation with their heads just inches apart. I had fully expected Rafael would try and seduce my wife, although I didn't think it would happen so soon. After a minute or so, Allie gave me an odd look and then left the bar and moved towards the couches.
"I told her to do some lines," our host announced.
Despite all that had occurred with us, I was still stunned that my educated, attorney wife would so nonchalantly walk over and indulge in the illicit drugs. I tried to rationalize her behavior as being a result of nerves, but recalling the last visit, I knew the more likely answer was that she just liked the feeling. She disappeared from my view and was gone for what seemed to be an inordinately long time. In the interim, I listened to the other's conversation at the bar. Just when I was about to go looking for her, she emerged from the den with Clarence Simmons next to her and Tanya close behind.
It was clear she was feeling the effects of the cocaine because she had lost her nervousness, and her nipples now screamed through the thin material of the dress. Tanya was topless, wearing only a G-string, and we made eye contact as she approached, which didn't go unnoticed by my wife. Like the previous times I had seen her, I was struck by how similar the young dancer's physique was to my wife's. Initially, Allie stopped next to me, but Simmons took her arm and guided her until she was behind the bar. Instantly, Rafael joined the two taking the spot opposite the activist. At the same time, Tanya drew close to me, with her breasts just inches away, making it hard for me to keep from staring.
"Been a while," she said with an easy smile.
"Yes," I answered awkwardly, and then added, "You look great."
"Thanks. I didn't expect to see you again," she offered with her smile growing some as the words came out.
"Yeah...well..." I replied.
Behind me, I could hear the two black men and my wife in a conversation, but even though they were just a few feet away, I couldn't make out the words. Part of it was the loud music, but they were also speaking in low voices. I was curious about the discussion, but with Tanya close it was difficult to concentrate.
"Come sit with me," she said softly.
I was about to decline when her hand found the inside of my thigh and I watched it trace upwards until she found my dick. With a giggle, her fingernails started to tease my head and within seconds it was growing.
"Well...Allie..." I started, but when she took my elbow, I let her lead me into the den.
When we entered, I saw an older, fiftyish couple sitting on one of the sofas surrounded by three girls. All were dressed like Tanya, topless with just a G-string, and they looked like they had been recruited from Rafael's strip club. The couple was dressed in a manner that indicated they had been out on the town, although now the woman's dress was now open in the back as if her zipper had been lowered, and the man's shirt was unbuttoned to his waist. Whoever they were, I sensed that Rafael was trying to make sure they were well entertained. On the table was the box that held the cocaine, and a small tray sat next to it showing residue from its recent use.
Tanya and I sat opposite the group and she immediately prepared a line of the drug for me. When it was gone, we settled back together and her hand returned to teasing my dick.
"Who are they?" I whispered.
"Don't know. They came with another couple a while ago," she answered.
"Where are they?" I asked.
"In one of the rooms. I think Shaan is fucking the guys wife," she giggled, then added, "Kind of like you."
"Yeah, cause I'm stupid," I responded.
"Baby, your wife had a good time. She loved it," the dancer replied.
"How do you know?" I followed.
"They were all talking about her. How she begged for it and kept cumming. She'll do it again tonight," she explained, and even though I knew it was true, being told so matter-of-factly from the young girl made me feel strange.
"Maybe..." I said.
"Do you want to fuck me again?" she suddenly asked.
The bluntness of the question caught me off guard and I stammered for a moment, searching for a response. Suddenly, loud moans from the other couch captured my attention, and looking over, I could see that the woman's dress had been pulled from her shoulders and was now bunched at her waist. In addition, her bra was missing, revealing a set of heavy breasts, and a thickish middle. A girl to one side of her was rolling her nipples aggressively which no doubt caused her sounds. Beside her sat her husband, now with a girl on either side. His pants had been taken almost completely off and one girl was pulling on his half-hard dick while the other nibbled on a nipple. Somehow, despite the attention, he had managed to stay silent. Then, without warning, they rose as a group and disappeared down the hallway.
"Shit," I said softly.
"Rafael said the wife wants to try girls," Tanya replied.
"Did Rafael tell you we were coming?" I asked.
"Yeah..." she answered.
"I never said we were," I responded.
"Okay..." she said, and then pulled my hand to her breast as if to end the talking.
We started a mutual fondling that went on for several minutes before I said, "I do want to."
"We have to do it here, the rooms are full," she whispered.
"I can't...not with my wife so close," I answered.
"Baby, she's already gone," Tanya giggled.
Her words made me rise and move so I could see the bar. Now, only the black man and the girl that was fully clothed remained.
"Where did they go?" I asked stupidly, when I returned.
"To fuck..." she replied, giving me an odd look.
"All of them? The bodybuilder?" I asked, for some reason worried about his participation.
"No, he's gay. He's for the older man that was sitting here," she explained.
"Why are they out there?" I asked, referring to the remaining man and woman at the bar.
"Security," she responded, as she worked on my belt.
Quickly, she fished my dick out, but my erection that had been so full just minutes ago had faded. Undeterred, she dropped her head and inhaled me, starting a slow, wet blowjob that in normal times would have had me totally stiff. However, these weren't normal times, and I couldn't stop thinking about the decadent goings on around us, which included my wife.
"I want to check on Allie. I'm worried," I said as I pulled on her shoulder.
She had been working on me for five minutes, so she was a bit out of breath when she disconnected. Without arguing, and with Tanya still in her G-string and me in my boxers, we left the couch and went to find my wife. Arriving at the master bedroom, I was happy to find the door unlocked. I had resolved myself to seeing her being thoroughly taken by the two black men, but I wasn't at all prepared for what I saw when we quietly stepped inside.
Propelled by momentum, we took several steps into the room that was illuminated by the bathroom light shining through the open door. There was a moment of disorientation when we saw that it wasn't Rafael, Allie and Clarence Simmons on the bed. Instead, there was a black man, that looked like Shaan, eagerly fucking a blond woman in the missionary position, while an older white man, completely naked with his back to us, looked on from his hands and knees. It was easy to discern that we had stumbled upon the other couple Tanya had mentioned, but the real shock came when the man turned and suddenly I was looking into the face of J. Robert Phillips, senior partner at Brooks, Snead and Dawson. I'm sure my face matched the surprised look on his, and when I forced myself to break eye contact, I noticed a shiny object protruding from his ass.
"Let's go," I said urgently to Tanya, and as we left, we could hear the blond woman, totally unaware of our presence whining with pleasure.
"What?" the young dancer asked when we were in the hall.
"That was my boss...one of my bosses," I gasped as the reality hit.
"Oh, shit..." she replied, and after a hesitation added, "Fucking Rafael. What a prick."
"Motherfucker..." I said as I realized he had manipulated the situation.
I thought about grabbing Allie and beating a hasty retreat, but Tanya, with heavy coaxing, took me to the bar. The security team was still there, with the woman slowly pulling on a cigarette looking strangely bored, and my dancer friend quickly found a bottle of tequila and two glasses. The first shot was gone instantly, and while she poured the second I thought back to my boss and his wife. I recalled meeting her at a function and remembered she was blonde and something of a trophy wife, about ten years younger than him. It certainly fit with what I was able to see of the woman on the bed who had been partially shielded by Shaan's body.
"Take another," Tanya demanded.
"Did you know?" I asked, hoping she wasn't part of the conspiracy.
"No...I didn't know about it," she responded, and her tone and look seemed sincere.
"What was that thing in his rear?" I whispered, while shaking my head from the aftertaste of the liquor.
"Butt plug. He must be a submissive," she answered, and even though I wasn't sure about all the connotations, I thought I got the gist of it.
Once again, the thought about the ramifications to my career flooded my brain, and I decided it was best to find Allie and go. So, I explained things to Tanya, and even though she tried for a moment to talk me out of it, she quickly relented and together we headed back towards the bedrooms.
"Probably here," she said pointing at the door to the room we had used last time.
We stopped for a moment to listen, but it was quiet, so with some trepidation we turned the latch. Suddenly, before us was the sight of my wife in the middle of the bed with Simmons slowly fucking her while Rafael watched from a nearby chair. The two girls from the bar were kneeling before our host and seemed enthralled by his cock. Everyone turned as we entered, except for my wife, who appeared to be in another world with her eyes closed tightly while a low, sensual whine escaped her lips.
As quickly as the door was shut, everyone returned to what they were doing. I watched for a few seconds as Simmons' wide black ass rose and fell on my wife, and then I turned to Rafael.
"Look, Mr. Phillips...my boss...I saw him in the other room," I stammered.
"So?" he said, and then after a pause, he continued, "It doesn't matter. Anyway, the motherfucker is a freak."
"Shit, Rafael...I'm screwed," I declared, clearly showing my angst.
"Just calm the fuck down. This ain't his first time here," he replied.
"Shit..." I said again, as the reality of his message set in.
"Go back and watch him lick Shaan's jizz from his wife's pussy," he laughed, and the two girls at his knee joined in with giggles.
Tanya, no doubt understanding that her boss was through talking, took my arm and gently pulled me towards the door. It was only then that my attention returned to my wife, and when my gaze found her, I could see that unlike the previous encounter, her black lover was content to enjoy her slowly. He was pushing into her deeply and her legs were pulled back close to her shoulders, but it was the continual erotic sounds coming from her that told the story. She was in heaven. Clearly, the black man had taken her to a plane of arousal that had her in another world. With a cluttered mind, I let Tanya lead me away.
The only remaining room that offered some privacy was the library, and the young prostitute guided me into it and then closed the door. It took her just seconds to get me seated on a small leather sofa with my boxers at my ankles. Then, she dropped to her knees and took my dick into her mouth. Tanya was talented and put a tremendous effort into the blowjob but my head was too messed up to get into it. After five minutes, with my half-hard dick once again refusing to grow, she stopped and sat next to me.
"Baby, you need to relax. Quit worrying. He can't do anything," she counseled.
"Oh, yes he can..." I started, but she interrupted me.
"How? You caught him! He's the one that should be worrying," she said.
I had to admit that her words made sense, but they didn't address the monumental awkwardness of the situation. It was just all so weird, so bizarre and surreal that it almost defied believe, and in truth, the situation with Allie and I was no better. I was wise enough to know that these kinds of things needed the utmost discretion and suddenly we had all been thrust into a cauldron of open perversion. Then there was Rafael. I very much doubted that the evening had unfolded randomly. That just wasn't his style, but I couldn't figure out his end game. He had stated that my boss had been a guest before, so if he wanted to blackmail either of us, he already had the ammunition. The only answer was that he wanted us to meet, but for what purpose?
When I looked at Tanya, I thought I saw real caring in her eyes, and I loved her for that. Suddenly, I wanted to please her, so I moved between her legs and pulled on the G-string. She let me guide it off her body and I tossed it aside and then quickly pushed her legs open and buried my face in her pussy. There was just a hint of muskiness in her scent, and I immediately started lapping at her smooth opening. Soon, her soft sighs let me know I was doing something right, and when she placed her hands on the back of my head, I began to lash her faster. I wanted to make her cum, to reward her for her caring, and my desire focused me, helping to push away the worry.



"Mmmm...uhhhh...just a little more," she whimpered, as her hands became more insistent.
"Yeah," I answered wetly, breaking away for just an instant.
Soon, her hips began to move and her sounds became louder giving me a strong signal that she was on the edge. When her orgasm arrived, she slammed her legs around my head and pulled me tightly with her hands forcing me to stay connected as she rolled to her side.
"Ohhhh...ohhhh...damn, you're good...ohhh..." she moaned loudly.
Her release seemed bigger than the last time we were together, which pleased me greatly, and when she finally let go, I sucked in much needed air while my hand wiped her juices from my face. Her orgasm had left her breathless as well, so we spent the next few minutes in mutual recovery. Then, just as we were returning to normal, our eyes met and we connected in a stare that seemed to last forever.
"Put it in," she said, turning her back onto the sofa while opening her legs.
I moved quickly and in the few seconds it took to get into position, my dick hardened. I found her opening, still sloppy from my licking, and her hand grasped my shaft and fed it into her. As soon as I was completely inside, Tanya wrapped her legs around my waist and her hands moved to my shoulders.
"Can I cum?" I asked, looking down into her eyes.
"Yeah..." she replied in a husky voice.
For some strange reason, I felt special to be allowed to have unprotected sex with her and it made my dick achingly hard. It didn't take long for us to find a rhythm, which had her rolling her hips slightly while I pushed deeply into her on each thrust. I didn't expect any sounds from her, thinking she was too detached, so when I started to hear soft mews, it drove me to a higher state of lust.
"I'm close...are you sure..." I grunted just minutes later.
"Yeah...cum in me baby," she whispered, and flicked my ear lobe with her tongue.
"Uhhhh...uggghhh...ohhh...damn...ahhhh..." I grunted as my semen suddenly burst forth.
"Mmmm...let it out...fill me up," she encouraged as my movements became awkward.
Then, with a final lunge, I was finished and collapsed on top of her young body. Now, as I fought to recover, I was left to ponder her motivation for letting me have her unprotected pussy. It didn't last for long, as now that my lust was abated, I once again had a strong desire to know what was happening with Allie.
"Maybe I should check on my wife," I said softly after several minutes had elapsed.
"She's fine," Tanya answered.
"I need to make sure she's okay," I responded.
"Are you worried how she's doing or do you just want to see her getting fucked?" she replied.
For the first time, her words had an edge, almost like she was exhibiting some jealousy. It caught me off guard, and I paused for a moment as I contemplated a reply. I had to admit there was a certain truth in her message, but not wanting to create an argument, I decided on a vague answer.
"It's just been a while. I think its best," I said.
"Well, you know where she is," Tanya responded, this time showing definite annoyance.
I stood and moved to pull on my boxers expecting her to follow suit. However, she remained on the sofa and stared up at me with her dark brown eyes, so with a quick nod, I left and went looking for my wife.
The door to the room was slightly ajar and I was able to slip in quietly. I had expected that I would find things pretty much the way they were when I left. Either Clarence or Rafael would be fucking Allie while the other looked on and received attention from the working girls. So, when I saw the scene now playing out, it made me stop instantly in a stunned silence. Allie was still on the bed, but now with her was a white man that I knew was Mr. Phillips. He had his hands on the back of her thighs, pushing her legs back so they almost touched her breasts, and was enthusiastically lapping at her pussy. No doubt, he was seeking the fresh, warm cum of one or both of the black men. The probing of his tongue was bringing small whimpers from my wife, although I sensed she was already satiated and wasn't going to progress.
"He loves to eat that shit," Rafael whispered to me.
He was in the chair where I had last seen him, although it seemed improbable that he had been there since I left. Beside him was one of the girls, naked and on her knees, slowly stroking his fat cock. Clarence and the other girl were nowhere to be seen, but I didn't dwell on their whereabouts.
"Shit, Rafael," I whispered back, as I contemplated what to do.
One part of me wanted to grab the senior partner from between my wife's legs and punch him in the mouth. However, given that we were willing participants in Rafael's decadent party, it seemed greatly excessive. So, for the next minute, I watched in silence as the feasting continued. Occasionally, as his ass moved with some unknown rhythm, a view of his dick would come into view. It was average in size, but completely hard, and I wondered if he would try to push it into my wife.
"Relax man," Rafael said in a low voice.
The timing of his words seemed odd as I had been in the room for several minutes. He looked at me with a serious expression that slowly turned into a toothy smile.
"Who...uhhh...did you..." I tried to ask.
"He's sucking my load and Clarence's," the black man interrupted, accurately guessing my question.
"Should have seen her cumming," the girl on her knees added.
"Ms. Allie likes her dark meat," Rafael laughed softly.
Our conversation had no impact on the couple on the bed who continued on as if they were in an insular world. Despite his rigid dick, he made no move towards mounting my wife which I took as a something of a victory.
"We need to go," I said in a louder voice as the weight of events suddenly became too much to bear.
"Calm your ass down and go find Tanya. You ain't leaving for a while," Rafael declared forcefully.
"Fuck you," I replied angrily.
The black man gave me an irritated look that slowly softened, and after taking a deep breath he spoke, "Do what you want. I'm telling you it's better if you stay."
"Steve?" I heard my wife call out in a throaty voice.
"I'm here..." I said as evenly as possible.
"Best if you go find Tanya," Rafael whispered, delivering the same message.
I looked towards my wife who was staring at me through half-closed eyes, then down at the black man who glared back with a stern expression.
"Uggghhhh...ohhhhhh..." my wife suddenly groaned in response to the attention she was receiving.
In the grand scheme of what we were experiencing, it was just a tiny thing, but it was enough for me to decide to follow Rafael's direction. I would return to Tanya while my wife was pleasured as the semen was evacuated from her well-used pussy.
"Fuck," I said in a low voice and quietly left the room.
Immediately, I went back to where I had left Tanya, but she wasn't in the room. So, after putting on my clothes, I went to the bar to get a drink and see if she might be there. Only the security duo was present, and when I moved to make a drink, they stopped me and said they would get it. I sipped the expensive whiskey for several minutes, but I was too antsy to remain still, and with a quick kill of the drink, I headed back towards the hall.
Ignoring the room my wife was in, I started to check the others. The library was still empty, making me wonder again where Tanya had gone. At the next bedroom, I quietly opened the door and peering inside, I could see the man and woman that were guests of Mr. Phillips along with their crew sprawled about appearing to be in a state of recovery. That left only the master bedroom, and once again, I discreetly opened it to not attract attention and gazed inside. The only person present was Mr. Phillip's attractive wife who appeared asleep, naked with a pillow under her waist and her ass pointed towards me. My initial thought was that it was the position Shaan had left her when he was done, and I slowly turned to leave. However, after several steps, a thought struck me that quickly turned into an overwhelming urge.
Quietly, I re-entered the room, and while I gazed at woman's rear from the foot of the bed, I started to remove my clothes. With great trepidation, I climbed the bed. Then, I was between her legs and with my hard dick in my hand, I advanced and probed for her opening. She was so wet and dilated that I easily slipped inside and then with a full push I buried my shaft.
"Uhhhh..." I grunted.
"Mmmm..." the woman moaned, and then added, "You back for more."
By her words, I suspected she thought I was Shaan. However, it didn't take long for her to realize something wasn't right and she turned and looked at me. I cringed, expecting the worst, but she turned away and looked down at the mattress for several seconds before she spoke.
"You work for my husband...your wife..." she started.
"Yes," I admitted when she became quiet.
"Where is he?" she asked.
"Licking cum from my wife," I answered.
"Ohhh..." she said and started to giggle, then after a second added, "And you want to fuck his wife."
"I am fucking his wife," I shot back.
I continued my motion but after a few seconds she started to twist her body and soon we were separated. I prepared for the worst, however it turned out she just wanted to turn to her back, and when she was settled, she reached for my dick and pulled it back to her opening. Without speaking, we returned to the sex with me enjoying her surprisingly snug pussy. It wasn't long before little squeaks of pleasure escaped her mouth while I grunted with each stroke. Finally, just as I felt her feet on my ass, she spoke.
"You're fucking me good," she said softly.
"Okay..." I answered, thinking I needed to reply and then added after a few seconds, "How long have you and your husband been doing this?"
"Uh uh...no talking secrets," she quickly replied, and then used her hand to pull me into a kiss.
Despite all that had occurred, or maybe because of it, I wanted badly to plant my seed in Phillip's trophy wife. I think the attractive older woman understood too because her movements and sounds all were offered as encouragement. I was just starting the process towards a climax when I felt a presence in the room which was almost immediately followed by the booming voice of Rafael.
"I should have known," he laughed, as he appeared in my peripheral vision.
"You're such a bastard," Mrs. Phillips fired back.
Despite her words, there was no anger in her voice and in fact I sensed familiarity, making me suspect they knew each other well. The black man had tried to impress upon me numerous times the extent of his connections and I was now presented with yet another example. Later, I would need to try and figure out the meaning of his relationship with the Phillips, but at the moment the woman's pussy was demanding my full attention.
"Let's get Daphne on her knees," Rafael said, informing me of her first name, while he took hold of her arm to help her turn.
Even though I didn't appreciate the interruption, I lifted off the woman and assisted in flipping her. Then, while the black man moved into a position to feed her his large cock, I entered her pussy afresh for the third time.
"Mmmm..." Daphne moaned as she took the head of his cock into her mouth.
"She knows how to use her mouth," Rafael said with a smile, reinforcing my view about their familiarity.
For the next few minutes, we shared the sophisticated woman, forcing her to expel a litany of whimpers and whines. Eventually, her sounds and the extreme carnal situation proved too much and in a series of grunts and sighs I emptied my balls into the depths of her hole.
"Shit," I exclaimed, panting heavily from the exertion.
"Nothing like fucking the boss' wife," Rafael said with a broad smile.
Daphne maintained her attention on the large black tool, ignoring the comment, but I was spent. So, I slid back, leaving her pussy, and found the floor with my shaking legs. Feeling strangely satisfied, I gathered my clothes and left them, dressing in the quiet of the hall.
As I moved down the corridor, it dawned on me that Rafael leaving my wife might signal something, and I was instantly filled with concern about what I would find. It was only a dozen paces to the door, and although I was tense with nervousness, when I opened it I found the room empty. So, I took the few steps to the next room and when I opened the door I saw Mr. Phillips and his guests in the final stages of dressing. It appeared that the sordid party was reaching an end and without speaking I backed out and retreated towards the bar wondering what had become of my wife.
Like my previous visit, only the male and female security duo was present. The common area was also empty and I was just about to depart to look again for Allie when Rafael approached wearing a long, red silk robe with a wide black sash.
"Where's my wife?" I asked, suddenly sensing something was up.
"She's with Shaan and Tanya doing an errand," he replied while giving me a defiant stare.
"Errand? What errand? Where is she?" I demanded.
The black man started to speak but was interrupted as the female security officer delivered us drinks. Rafael lifted the heavy crystal glass and sipped the liquor slowly before finally responding.
"She'll be back in a bit. It won't be long," he answered.
Oh, shit...what have you done!" I yelled and saw the guards suddenly go stiff.
Look..." he began, but a commotion in the hall stopped him.
This time the interruption was caused by the arrival of the Phillips and the older couple who were now respectably dressed. Rafael stepped towards them and shared a few whispered words with my boss while the unknown couple looked on nervously. Then, I exchanged an awkward stare with Mr. Phillips as the group moved towards the exit. As they passed, Daphne gave me a quick wink that was hidden from her husband. Rafael followed them and was gone for several minutes before he returned.
"Where's Allie?" I asked when he was in range.
"Man, after all I've done for you that's the treatment I get?" he responded, continuing his evasiveness, and even though I knew his ploy, I couldn't help but take the bait.
"Done for me? Fuck! You got me fired and who knows what else," I fired back.
"Don't be stupid. You know his secret now. Plus, he's had his tongue up your wife's pussy. He can't do shit," the black man replied with a laugh.
Suddenly, the weight of his message hit me like a giant anvil smashing into my head. Tonight, had not been an accidental encounter. Rather, Rafael had staged the event to put me and Mr. Phillips together. On that, I was certain, but the reason continued to elude me.
"Why?" I asked, looking at the man with a questioning expression.
"Steve, I like you. We get along well and you always treat me with respect," he began, then paused and nodded to the security team to move away before continuing, "You wanted to make partner. To be a big shot lawyer in the city. But, let me tell you, there are plenty of men just like you scratching and clawing to get there. Maybe you would have made it, but tonight made it a sure thing."
I was incredulous as I considered his message and the depraved way he went about giving me a "leg up" with the firm. However, as it all sank it, I realized I shouldn't be surprised at all as it was exactly the way his mind worked. In addition, once again I was given a front row look at the power he wielded through his knowledge of people and secrets in the community. The most disturbing element was that my wife and I now were very much a part of that same process.
"Where's Allie," I asked again, albeit in a calmer voice.
"I think you would say she is helping with the quid for my quo," he replied with a smirk.
"Meaning?" I quickly followed as my body started to tremble.
"She can tell you about it when she gets back. It won't be long, so just sip on that drink," he said dismissively.
Despite my repeated attempts to learn more, Rafael wouldn't answer any of my questions, and my efforts to reach Allie on her cell phone went unanswered. Another ninety minutes elapsed, with me growing more anxious and frustrated with each passing second before his phone rang, and after a short conversation he hung up and turned towards me.
"Allie's at your place. Shaan dropped her off," he said, and when I started to move, he followed with, "Can you drive?"
"Yeah," I answered quickly, although I wasn't certain it was the case.
In fact, it took a concentrated effort on my part to navigate the car back to our house. Several times, I considered pulling over and calling a cab, but I dismissed these thoughts as I didn't want to take any more time than necessary to reach my wife. Something significant had occurred, on that I was certain, especially given all the manipulation that had transpired at Rafael's place. For some reason, I expected Allie to meet me as soon as I stepped inside, so I was confused when I entered a dark and silent house. After a quick look around, I found her curled up in bed, and by the damp look of her hair I guessed she had showered.
"Allie...honey..." I whispered as I softly shook her shoulder.
"Hi...what kept you?" she finally responded in a sleepy voice after several attempts.
"Where did you go? What happened?" I challenged her, ignoring her question.
She offered no immediate answer, and in the lingering silence, I began to become even more concerned, before she finally said, "Let's talk tomorrow. I'm so tired."
I didn't like the answer, and I thought about forcing her up so I could learn the details. However, I knew things were delicate and I would be better served to wait until the morning. It took tremendous willpower, as my curiosity was creating an almost overwhelming feeling of angst within me, but with a simple pat on her arm, I departed.
Halfway through the tumbler of whiskey I poured, I almost returned to Allie. Luckily, the wave of emotion that had welled up inside me passed, and it wasn't long after that I succumbed to the alcohol and the late hour. Just as the sun was rising, I woke and stumbled to our bed, undressing and snuggling next to my wife who I learned was wearing her conservative pajamas. It seemed to me to be surreal attire, given what had transpired, and I took it as an ominous sign.
I woke for the second time to the feeling of the bed moving, and was just in time to see Allie's trim body departing our bedroom. I immediately rose to track her down and confront her, but decided to make a quick detour to the bathroom to clear my mouth of the awful taste I was experiencing.
"Hi," I said simply when I found her in the kitchen making coffee.
"Good morning," she answered, looking fresher than I expected, and exhibiting no outward signs of guilt.
"Allie, where did you go? What happened?" I probed.
There was a momentary disconcerting look on her face from which she quickly recovered, and then she answered, "I think it would be best not to go there. At least not at the moment."
"Look...I mean...Allie, that's not fair," I fired back.
"I know its not, but I'm asking you to please just let it go...let it be," she said.
Several more times, I tried tacks to get her to open up, but each time she patiently and deliberately declined. I thought about becoming more insistent, pushing harder, and although it was very appealing given my emotional state, I finally elected to take her advice for the time being. There was a long silence that lasted for several minutes, while we sipped coffee, before we spoke again.
"You know Mr. Phillips, my boss, was there last night. He...uhhh...he was the guy that went down on you," I said.
She gave me an odd look and then replied, "I didn't recognize him, but Tanya told me. What...what will happen?"



"I don't know," I answered, and then thought about sharing the conversation with Rafael, but finally I just repeated, "I don't know."
"Did we do the right thing?" she asked after another silence.
"I...I don't know. No. Hell, I don't know. It's so strangely alluring going in and so bizarre, so unbelievable coming out," I responded, and then added, "Did you...are you okay?"
"I feel very guilty," she answered.
"I was told you...uhhh...had a huge orgasm," I challenged her, recalling the prostitutes statement and wanting some details.
At first, she gave me a defensive look, but with a deep breath she admitted, "Yes...yes, I suppose it was."
"Which man?" I pushed.
"Clarence's was the big one," she clarified.
"You seem to like him," I said, letting judgment creep in for the first time.
"Don't go there. You were with Tanya again, and came inside her. She's not protected either!" she fired back, letting me know how much they had talked.
"Yeah...it wasn't smart," I agreed, feeling quite guilty now, too.
"Its obvious you want her. You left me at the bar to go to with her," she said in an accusatory voice.
"You were surrounded, and I felt awkward standing alone!" I shot back with a lame defense.
"And then you had sex with her. Was it good?" she asked,
"You had left with your men...," I started, and then decided it wasn't a subject I cared to debate. Instead, my thoughts returned to learning about the secret, so I tried again, "Where did you go?"
Allie eyes immediately found mine and for several seconds we stared at each other without speaking. I could see her mind was churning, and on several occasions her lips moved as if she was going to speak. However, each time she halted the effort. Finally, after a deep breath and a glance at the floor, her eyes returned to mine.
"It's not...you won't like it," she stated.
"Tell me. I want...need to know," I replied.
Once more, she went quiet for several seconds and stared at me before finally saying in a whisper, "I did something for Rafael."
"What?" I quickly responded, confused, but also feeling dread.
"I...I...with Tanya...we saw a man..." she started, and then paused. However, this time I remained silent and after an uncomfortable period, she continued, "We were with him."
Instinctively, I knew that Tanya's warning from long ago had been correct and my wife had been turned out by the Rafael. By her look and words I was certain that sex was involved and felt it was very likely that money had been a part of it, too.
I knew I should choose my words carefully, but in a split second a tsunami of emotion hit me and I blurted out, "What? Did you have sex with this man? What happened?"
There was a moment where I thought she might get up and leave, but in a forced, even voice, she answered, "I was with Tanya while he watched."
"You didn't...do it?" I followed.
For some reason, even thought she had been fucked to multiple orgasms by Rafael and Clarence, the thought of her with someone else was completely appalling to me.
"No, just your girlfriend, Tanya," she replied.
"Why, Allie? Why did you agree to it?" I demanded.
"I don't know," she said softly, and after a pause repeated her words, "I really don't know."
"Who was it? Tell me what this is about?" I pushed, realizing I was being made to pull out every detail.
"A black man...a foreigner. I think he was some kind of diplomat," she replied.
"Jesus Allie. This is all insane. Out of control! No more...EVER!" I said loudly.
"I know," she answered almost in a whisper.
Her statement defused my anger, and we sat together without speaking for several minutes before she got up and disappeared towards the bedroom. Needing time to think, I didn't follow her, and by the time I was ready to join her, she was already back asleep.
Later, I thought about contacting Rafael and confronting him about all that had occurred. Both Allie and I had been manipulated for his purpose and it was infuriating. In one single night, he very well may have destroyed our lives and I wanted to find out if it was for something other than his own entertainment. I was just about to head his way when another though struck me, and stepping outside, I found the saved contact on my phone and dialed the number.
"Hey," Tanya answered with a sleepy voice on the 5th ring.
"Hi, Tanya. Look, I was...uhhh...wondering if we could meet...you know maybe for coffee," I forced out.
"Now? Today?" she asked in a confused voice.
"Yeah...I was hoping," I replied.
"What time is it?" she asked.
"It's almost four in the afternoon," I told her.
"Shit...okay. Where do you want to go?" she responded.
We agreed to meet at a diner that we both knew, and when the call ended, I went back inside and started to prepare for the rendezvous. Fortunately, Allie was quite happy to maintain a separation, as we were both still struggling with events, so when the time came to leave, I merely told her I was going into the office for a couple hours.
I had been sitting in a booth in the diner for almost twenty minutes when Tanya stepped through the front door looking remarkably different. Dressed in simple jeans, a sweatshirt and minimal makeup, she looked far different than she did when she was dolled up in one of her sexy outfits. Still, she had a natural attractiveness than shone through and I stood when she arrived. We had just finished exchanging pleasantries when the waitress approached and while I ordered black coffee, she decided on a full meal.
"Uhhh...Tanya. Look, I want to talk about last night," I started.
"Afraid you knocked me up?" she replied as an impish smile came to her face that reminded me of Allie.
"Well...uhhh...no...I wanted to talk about my wife. What happened when you left with her," I clarified.
There was a clear look of annoyance on her face, and it took her a moment before she said, "What did she tell you?"
I explained the conversation we had when she returned home the previous night which included my wife's admission of an encounter with Tanya. As I explained things, I could see that she was becoming agitated, and after I finished, she immediately responded.
"She's full of it," she spat out and then continued with, "We played for about five minutes and then she got fucked. Got fucked good and loved it."
"What? She didn't say that...who was it?" I countered as my body went numb.
"Some African political dude I think, but who knows. I warned you," she replied, reinforcing my fears.
"Damn. Why would she do that?" I responded, although the words were mostly rhetorical.
"Why? Cause Rafael wanted to turn her out. Honey, your sweet little wife loves to get nasty and fuck, and she certainly likes black dick. Rafael has been talking about her with Shaan for a long time. That's why I told you about it," she stated, and when she saw me looking at her dumbfounded, she added, "Plus, he thinks you owe him for helping with your job."
"Help? He probably got me fired!" I declared.
"Not in his view. At least not from what Shaan says," she replied.
She had given me lots to process and after several minutes of quiet contemplation, her food arrived. Even though I had much more I wanted to ask, I knew if I pushed too hard she would likely be less inclined to talk to me when I needed information. So we had a casual conversation about other subjects while she ate her food. It was when she was almost finished that she shifted back to the subject of the sexual encounters and then dropped a bomb shell on me.
"You know you're the first guy to cum in me in years," she said, indicating I was something special.
As she spoke, her face changed until she was showing a vulnerable look. Knowing I needed to play it the right way, I took her hand in mine and stroked it several times before responding.
"Why, Tanya?" I asked.
"I don't know, maybe I'm just stupid," she replied and forced out a small laugh.
As I drove away from the diner, I realized that Allie, Tanya and I had all used the claim of stupidity to describe our actions. However, in reality, I knew it was just a false position to avoid the real reason, and if the two women were like me, it meant it was something they struggled to understand.
"What the fuck Rafael? Really why in the world would you do this after all the things I've done to try and fulfill your goals?" I asked, while fighting back my emotions.
It was Monday afternoon and I was sitting in his small office, ignoring the beer Tilde had set before me. Since talking with Tanya, I knew the next stop needed to be Rafael. Dozens of scenarios had played out in my mind about how to deal with him, but once seated I was unable to think clearly and just blurted out in frustration.
"What the fuck are you talking about?" the black man replied, although I knew he was completely aware of what I meant.
"My wife...my boss...what the hell?" I shot back.
"I already told you that you were going to get what you wanted with your legal business. Trust me, there ain't no worries there. Plus, you got to fuck the boss' wife! Shit my friend, you got your way," he said with a laugh.
"And Allie? What did you do with my wife?" I challenged him.
I wanted him to get defensive. I wanted him to deny his efforts, but instead he wore them like a badge. He grinned at me openly and showed no shame as he started to speak.
"The lovely Ms. Allie. Yes sir, that girl loves to fuck. I knew it was there and each time it gets better," he started.
"It's my wife you're talking about," I replied indignantly.
Ignoring my statement, he continued talking, "I thought it was time...thought she was ready, so I sent her out on a date with Tanya. Now, she was nervous about it, there's no denying that, but you could see how excited it made her, too. It took some pushing, but not as much as you think."
"A date?" I asked as if I didn't understand.
"Yeah, a date. A chance to have sex for money," he said as his eyes turned steely.
"You prostituted my wife," I replied, fighting the urge to leap from the chair and grab his throat.
"I gave her the opportunity. She spread her legs, and damn sure took the Franklins when it was over," he responded with a snicker.
"This is so fucked up...so goddamn fucked up," I answered as I felt all the energy draining from my body.
My mind flashed back to the beginning. To the evening with Allie when she tried to counsel me on the dangers I was getting into by agreeing to work with the black man. Our conversation had been about legal and ethical issues, and while those hadn't occurred, the outcome of my involvement was proving to be far worse. In a strange way, I had made a deal with the devil, and now I was going to lose everything that was important; my wife, potentially my job and certainly my dignity.
"It's over...no more of this shit," I announced, although it felt like I was merely speaking to myself.
"Let me remind you that you contacted me after making this decision before. So, don't get all high and mighty on me," he stated, and paused to let the message sink in before continuing, "Look at your boss. He's a freak, and let me tell you he damn sure ain't the only powerful man in town with secrets."
"We're not like that...and I'm worried about Allie. It's going to be hard to get her through all this," I replied.
My words brought a chuckle from the black man, and then he delivered another devastating message, "She'll be fine...trust me. She ain't worried about the sex...more likely about you! Simmons already asked her to be his lover and she was eager to say yes. Now, she was getting a thorough dicking at the time, but I bet she's still ready. Plus, now that she's been turned out, I plan to call on her skills every now and then. Maybe you can put that genie back in the bottle or maybe not...we'll have to see."
It was several more days before I saw Mr. Phillips. We passed in the hall and as soon as we made eye contact, I saw a nervous expression appear on his face. Just an hour later, I was summoned to his office and his secretary immediately closed the door behind me when I entered.
"Steve, it seems that we have something of shared indiscretions," he said, indicating the subject if the conversation.
"I...seems so," I responded nervously.
"Of course this is not ideal for either of us, but I hope I can count on you to be discrete. You can be certain you will have my silence," he said.
"Mr. Phillips, you can take comfort in the fact that I have no desire to share the information with anyone, nor does my wife," I replied.
My message appeared to lift his spirits and the tension in his body waned noticeably. There was an awkward silence that lasted for almost a minute before he spoke again.
"You now have seen first-hand why our client yields so much power in the community. He has an uncanny knack of always being at the epicenter of events," he explained.
I was filled with trepidation on the drive home Friday afternoon. All week, I had kept my knowledge of Allie's deceit to myself. It had been difficult and I'm sure my forced civility had not gone unnoticed. However, it was time for a confrontation and I had decided that the start of the weekend, when we would be together without commitments for several days, would be the best time.
There were grocery bags on the counter when I walked in and Allie emerged from the back of the house within seconds of my arrival. By her look, I knew she read the seriousness in my expression, so when I suggested we get a glass of wine and talk, she accepted it without responding.
"Look, there's stuff on my mind...a lot to discuss, but before we start, I think it would be best if we started with total honesty," I said, and when she slowly nodded, I continued, "I know you had sex when you left Rafael's"
"Yes," she answered immediately, with no attempt to deny it.
Her quick response caught me off guard, and I looked at her without speaking for several seconds before saying, "Allie...I...why? I don't understand. Why?"
"I don't know...it seemed exciting at the time. But...I don't know," she replied, and I could see by her body language that she was forcing herself to be assertive.
Again, I let her words sink in for some time before I replied, "Are you Simmons' mistress?"
Instantly, I could see her tense and a strange, surprised look filled her eyes. Amazingly, it was this question, rather than playing the prostitute, that caused the greatest reaction.
"Why..." she started, but I cut her off.
"Rafael told me you agreed," I forced out.
"That was just talk..." she started, but once again her mannerisms gave her away.
"Have you seen him? Since last weekend?" I demanded, once again interrupting her reply.
"No..." she stated, but my eyes bore into hers and she stopped, took a deep breath, and then admitted, "Yesterday."
"My God, Allie...my God. What has happened to us? Why are we even married? This is insane," I cried out, suddenly losing my control.
My words started an avalanche of accusations and counterclaims about who wanted to go to Rafael's, our individual indiscretions, motivations and what it meant to our marriage. However, she had no defense for her call girl action or her clandestine meeting with Simmons, which soon had her in tears. I had never been able to deal with her crying, so after several minutes, I took her hand and tried to console her.
"Why Allie? Just tell me why?" I begged.
"I don't know," she said once more, this time as she sobbed, and then after catching her breath she finally provided a glimpse when she admitted, "It was...it seemed so exciting...we were both doing it...and I guess I got too excited."
When I heard her words, I instantly went back to the messages that Rafael had delivered. I knew she was telling the truth, the black man had seen it and suspected what it meant. However, as he described, the difficulty would be putting the genie back into the bottle, which left me nervous about where to go.
"Allie, what do you want?" I whispered softly.
"To be married...to be your wife," she replied immediately.
So, there I was, with a crying wife on my arm stating clearly that our relationship was what mattered while the incessant voice of Rafael whispered in an irritating way that Allie was a needy woman that desired decadent sex.
"Did you have sex with that black...diplomat?" I said in a low voice.
"Did you cum in Tanya knowing she wasn't protected?" she countered, and with that, I knew that with Rafael it was all about constant manipulation.
"Yes, I did," I admitted.
"I did," she said in such a low voice it came out as a whisper.
Six months later, I made partner at Brooks, Snead and Dawson, the second youngest in the history of the firm. I knew it had a great deal to do with Rafael, but I sensed that it wasn't something borne of fear. Rather, in the eyes of the senior partners, I truly was a kindred spirit. Of course, Rafael demanded a celebration that turned into another decadent evening at his party pad.
Despite his stated goal of going legitimate, it began to become apparent that he wasn't going to give up his existing enterprises. It was a subject of several conversations at the law firm, but it was rationalized that we were only supporting the legal undertakings so my work continued. In fact, he had proved to have a good sense of value and these acquisitions were doing quite well, which encouraged him to do even more. Amazingly, my involvement with Rafael became something of a status symbol amongst the insiders in the community, and more and more I found myself being treated with deference.
"Where do you want to go to dinner," I whispered into the dark hair.
"Asian. Thai or something spicy," she replied.
An hour later, Tanya and I were seated in a nice restaurant having just ordered our food. My wife was with her lover, Clarence Simmons, and I had more or less made Tanya mine so I wouldn't be left home feeling stupid. It was an indulgence Rafael allowed because of the Simmons situation. You see, the night where I had unprotected sex with the young prostitute had indeed resulted in a pregnancy. At least that's what I was told, although when she claimed a miscarriage a month later, I had my doubts. In any event, word somehow got to Allie, who went apoplectic. She basically stated she was going to submit to being the black man's mistress, and now feeling hugely guilty, I was lucky to get her to agree to limit it to twice a month.
As far as the prostitution, I utilize Tanya to keep abreast of what's going on rather than discuss with Allie. She has told me of two other occurrences since the diplomat. One was a traveling business man while the other was a professional basketball player who kept her right up until the time he had to leave the hotel for the shoot around. Fortunately, Simmons isn't happy with it either and has put pressure on Rafael which has greatly limited things. Occasionally, I'll get motivated to try and put the genie back in the bottle, but knowing how she looks when she is getting ready to go to her lover, I realize it isn't going to happen.
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My wife, Kami, recently had an uncle pass away that left her, as the only surviving relative, his entire estate which included a one-hundred-and-thirty-acre weekend property about ninety minutes from our home in Houston. Her uncle had fixed it up nicely so that it had a mixture of woods and open pasture, and he had built a three-bedroom house, complete with stone patio, fire pit, and hot tub. In addition to a small herd of cattle, tended by others, there were three horses that her uncle had kept on the place mostly for Kami's visits, as she loves to ride.
Her uncle had been sixty-one when he suddenly passed away, so he was still relatively active. In fact, we had suspicions that the property had seen its fair share of women out for the weekend, and these suspicions were bolstered when we found a large box of condoms in the nightstand. More searching resulted in the discovery of a bottle of sexual lubricant and what looked to be restraints. Although Kami was deeply saddened by her uncle's passing, finding these things helped lift her mood, and we had a nice laugh imagining him with his lady friends.
For the first couple weekends, we came out to check on things around the house along with the horses, but once we felt comfortable, and with the summer heat setting in, we moved to visiting every three or four weeks. However, when fall hit, and the temperature and humidity dropped, we returned to the weekly schedule. Kami would do some light chores, ride the horses, read and relax in the afternoon sun, and I would do maintenance projects and catch up on my sleep. In the evenings, we would usually start a fire outside, drink wine, talk and cuddle.
Kami and I met during the spring semester of our junior year in college and got married immediately upon graduation. So far, things had been going pretty well, and we were still very much into each other. We were making good money and progressing in our jobs at a reasonable pace, and although we had shared several conversations about kids, we had not yet reached the milestone date in Kami's family plan. Not that the step would be all that difficult, as we used condoms since the pill caused Kami to gain weight, and neither of us found the idea of an implanted device appealing.
My wife is 5'7" tall and slender with natural blonde hair that she wears short, accenting her lovely neck. In college, she was a bit skinny and awkward, resulting in her being self-conscious about her body. However, since graduation she has added a few pounds in the right places which has made her almost perfect in my view. Her long legs and perky B-cups breasts are nicely proportioned for her frame, with nipples that are easily made erect and point slightly upward. The changes have also improved her self-confidence, although there are still occasions when she will revert to her old nervousness.
In bed, she is normally a willing but not overly adventurous lover. I say normally because there are times when she will lower her reserve and let go. Typically, it happens when some there is a festive atmosphere that includes drinking, and her reticence in-between those moments often makes me frustrated because I know it is in her.
The property was located five miles off the state highway and required that we first take several county roads, with the last one being Little Mill Road. It was a single-lane asphalt topped track in reasonably good condition, and like our place, most of the surrounding properties were owned by people from the city that used them as a weekend getaway.
One odd feature of the area was the Little Mill Road Calvary Baptist Church which was set about three hundred yards from our gate. It was strange because there wasn't any community nearby and the fact that it was a black church. It was painted white and consisted of a chapel, with a bell tower in front, that I guessed would seat about a hundred parishioners. In back was a single-story building that likely was a function hall. The parking lot was gravel, and the times we had passed on Sundays there had been about twenty cars present. Occasionally, we would threaten to attend a service, and had even checked the schedule that was posted on a sign near the road. We figured it would be an interesting learning experience and probably entertaining too, but despite these enticements we had never followed through.
It was on a Sunday in late October, during a weekend that had been absolutely brilliant, that we decided after coffee to finally experience the church. Both Kami and I are Catholic, so it was definitely going to be different, but we thought that would be part of the fun. Thus, with me wearing dark slacks and a blue button-down shirt and Kami in a simple, conservative dark blue dress we took the short drive.
During the walk from the parking lot, we received confused stares from several people and once inside they became even more pronounced. We took a spot on a back pew and met the looks from the congregation with smiles. The inside of the church was actually quite nice. There were ten rows of pews, one on each side of a central aisle, and there was the normal raised altar at the front with a choir section to one side. The ceiling was vaulted and the last two windows on either side were made of stained glass.
The sign out front had informed us that Pastor Jerome Mathews presided over the congregation. The choir walked out first, dressed in blue robes with white collars, followed by the pastor who was a fortyish man, easily over six feet tall, with broad shoulders. He had his head shaved and was wearing a charcoal colored suit, dark blue shirt and a bright red tie. The choir consisted of ten women and two men, and looking at the congregation, except for the dozen or so children, that gender ratio held.
For the next hour, we worshipped with the others, occasionally getting looks and experienced a definite difference in style. It was altogether more passionate, with the congregation much more engaged. This included the singing which was more confident and robust. Being Catholic, we were used to a more rote approach with no opportunity for deviation, so this was a completely different experience for us. But, in the end, it was a message of prayer and redemption that is universal to all Christians. When the service was over, we stood outside and lingered, wanting to give a good impression, and had several women come up and inquire about us. When we told them that we had the property across the road and had been curious about the church, they immediately opened up and we had some nice conversations.
"Welcome to our church," a booming voice came from behind us as we chatted with an older woman who I guessed was in her 70s.
"Hello, thank you. I'm Phillip and this is my wife Kami," I said, turning and offering my hand.
At his side was a young girl that looked about three who was clutching his trousers tightly.
Pastor Mathews took my hand in his and gave it a strong shake, "My pleasure, my pleasure. We always like to have guests."
His eyes quickly left mine and turned and took my wife's hand treating it gently while his eyes looked her up and down.
"It was a lovely service Pastor," Kami said with a smile, which brought a fresh one to his face.
"Thank you, thank you very much. Now what prompted you two to drop by?" he asked.
"Kami inherited the property across the road from her uncle. So, we come out on weekends and have been meaning to stop by because it's so close," I explained.
"You're Joe Covington's niece?" the pastor immediately replied.
"Yes, I am," Kami said.
"Well, I see then. Joe was a good man and a good friend of the church. I had heard rumors of the unfortunate news. My condolences to the family," he said in a very sincere voice.
"Thank you," Kami responded, just as the young girl started tugging on his pants.
"This is my daughter Anjanae," he explained, patting the girl on the head, who was wearing a purple dress with black shoes and had her hair pulled into pigtails.
"Hello Anjanae. Nice to meet you. You look so pretty," my wife said while bending down.
Her words made the young girl smile, but also embarrassed her and she turned and put her face against her dad's leg. Pastor Mathews smiled at my wife and patted the young girl's head again.
"We certainly hope to see you with us again soon," he said looking mostly at Kami, then with a smile and a nod he turned to speak with a young woman who had been patiently waiting on him.
"That was fun," Kami said with a laugh, as we pulled from the parking lot and drove back to the house.
"Yes, it was a nice experience," I concurred.
The next two Sundays found us in the same pew at the church listening to Pastor Mathews' sermon. It was easy to see that the congregation was becoming more relaxed with us, and we took the opportunity to speak with more of them. There were some new faces each time but the general size and makeup of the group stayed basically the same.
It was on a Friday evening, three weeks after our initial visit to the church, that an unexpected car pulled up to the house. Now, we close but don't lock our gate, and in the country it's very rare to have unannounced visitors, especially at night. Kami and I were on the patio, sitting around the fire pit drinking wine in the cool night air, when we saw the approaching lights. I had her stay put and walked around the side of the house to meet the car and was surprised to see Pastor Mathews getting out of an older model Ford wearing jeans and a light jacket.
"Hello, hello," I heard his booming voice call out when he saw me.
"Pastor Mathews, how are you?" I asked, confused about the visit.
"Phillip I'm well. I was working late and then driving home I saw your lights on. Hope you don't mind a visit from your pastor," he explained.
Now, I'm pretty sure the house lights were not visible from the road, but rather than call him out, I smiled and said, "Not at all. Kami and I are just sitting by the fire drinking some nice wine if you'd care to join us."
"That's lovely...lovely," he replied, and followed me around to the back.
"Kami look who dropped by," I said when she came into view.
"Hello Pastor," she replied in a voice that seemed genuinely happy to see him.
"Hello Kami. I hope I'm not intruding," he responded.
"Not at all. Please sit down," my wife said, pointing to a chair on the other side of where I was sitting.
"Let me grab a glass," I told them, and then went inside.
When I returned, they were chatting away like old friends, and I took the bottle from the ground, poured him a good amount, and then topped off our glasses.
"Pastor, I didn't know Baptists drank alcohol," I said when their conversation hit a lull.
"All things in moderation Phillip...all things in moderation," he replied, breaking out in a laugh, which we joined.
We talked about a variety of things for almost an hour including the history of the church, his congregation, where they lived, and all our backgrounds. But mostly what Kami wanted to talk about was Anjanae. We learned that she was indeed close to three and that her mother lived nearby but that Pastor Mathews had custody. I sensed that our guest was getting a bit uncomfortable with some of the questions, so I decided to change subjects.
"Pastor, how do you know Kami's uncle?" I asked.
"Oh my, oh my," he said, bursting forth with a laugh, and then continued, "Years ago, he came into the church much like the two of you. We got to know each other over time, and he helped the church out with some things. In fact, I've spent many nights around this fire drinking wine with Joe. Many nights!"
We talked about Kami's uncle a bit more then I got up to get some more firewood which was kept in a stack on the side of the house. With my arms full, I returned just in time to see my wife leaving to go into the house and I caught him turned and staring at her firm butt as she walked. It actually amused the hell out of me and I had to force back a laugh as I returned and added more wood to the fire. The fact was that most men stared at my wife, and if I didn't let that sort of thing roll off my back, I would be in constant fights. Being eyed by a middle-aged religious figure just seemed to add some comedy to it all. Especially, since she was dressed in a heavy sweatshirt and flannel warm up pants, not exactly enticing attire. Of course, I knew she only had a tiny thong on beneath it, but the thick material provided him no hint.
It wasn't long after that he announced he needed to be going, and both Kami and I walked him to his car where we saw him off with a hand shake to me and a quick hug to my wife.
"Pastor, if you ever need anyone to babysit Anjanae we would love to. I mean we are just next door," my wife offered as he climbed into the car.
"That's very kind Kami. I may just take you up on it," he replied.
Later, in bed, I had my hand under her t-shirt fondling her firm breasts and kissing her ear and neck when with a soft chuckle, I said, "I think the pastor has the hots for you."
"What are you talking about?" she replied with mild curiosity.
"I caught him checking out your sexy butt when you walked inside," I whispered as I squeezed her tiny nipple.
"All you men are the same, religious or...ohhh," she started but the actions of my fingers cut her words off.
"I think there's something up with his little girl too," I said, thinking back to the vibe I got during the conversation.
"I know. I got the same feeling. I wonder if they were married," Kami said, turning in my arms to indicate she clearly had an interest in the conversation.
"Do you think you could be a pastor of a church, a Baptist church, if you had a child out of wedlock?" I asked.
"I don't know. It is the country, and it's a black church," she answered.
She turned onto her back which gave me easy access to her pussy and I pushed my fingers beneath the thong and gently began stroking her. I was hopeful that the wine had loosened her up and it didn't take long for me to find out.
"Mmmm...honey. Go down on me," she purred and used her hands to push me beneath the covers.
Since she rarely acted so bold, I accepted her request without hesitation. I started out slowly, licking her thighs and the outside of her labia, teasing her until her hips were moving. Then, I began long soft strokes of my tongue up her slit before finally using quick, gentle cat like licks over and around her clit. This approach had never failed before, and just like the other times, as soon as her orgasm arrived, she started pulling on my shoulders, begging me to penetrate her. It was nights like this that I lived for, and as soon I was in her, I began moving in earnest while listening to her cries of pleasure until I felt my balls tighten. At the last possible moment, I pulled out shooting my semen across her tummy then collapsed beside her.
"God, you are special," I gasped.
"You shouldn't have pulled out," she whispered, equally struggling for breath.
"I thought you had it planned for next year?" I answered as Kami had stated often when she wanted her first pregnancy.
"I know but you had me," she replied snuggling in close.
"You would have killed me tomorrow," I said, as we both drifted to sleep.
Because of commitments, it was three weeks before we went back to the country. On Saturday, I went to the hardware store in the nearest town, which was about six miles away, to get some things. It was a slow day and the proprietor struck up a conversation with me.
"Do you live out here?" he asked.
"No, my wife and I have a weekend place a few miles away." I replied.
"You folks from the city. You get these places to relax then find out all the work there is to do. I bet you haven't relaxed once," he laughed.
"Well it's not that bad, but you have a point," I answered, joining in the laughter.
"Where's your place," he followed.
"It's on Little Mill Road. If you know where the Baptist church is, it's right across the road," I explained.
"The black church? Pastor Mathews?" he asked, showing interest.
"Yes, exactly," I replied.
"That old rounder. There's a thousand stories about him," he said, laughing again.
"Like what?" I replied, forcing a big grin to encourage him.
"Well I think he's bedded every woman between eighteen and seventy in that church," he said with a smirk.
"Really? How do you know?" I replied, again trying to encourage him to continue.
"There's been a few run-ins with husbands and then, you know, lots of rumors," he said, suddenly acting like maybe he had gone too far.
"Well that's good to know. I'll make sure to lock the gates," I laughed as I picked up my things to leave, which brought a smile and look of relief from him.
I don't know why, but I kept the rumors about the pastor from Kami. The next day, we made church, and as luck would have it after the service Pastor Mathews pulled us aside and asked if we were serious about watching Anjanae. Kami practically jumped out of her shoes to tell him we were, and he continued by asking if we could watch her the following Friday. Within minutes, the timing was set and as soon as we left, Kami began planning.
We had agreed that Anjanae would be dropped off at seven-thirty and had to rush to get out of the city after work to make it in time. We did, with twenty minutes to spare, which gave Kami time to unpack and prepare the house for the young child. Even though it was only going to be for about four hours, Kami had brought enough things to last a week. On the way up, I thought about her maternal instincts kicking in and realized that she didn't have any family or friends close by with young kids, so this was something of a new experience for her.
The knock on the door came near the appointed time and standing before us was Pastor Mathews with his hand on the shoulder of the child who had a nervous look. Kami immediately bent down and took Anjanae's hand, softly drawing her forward until she was able to lift her into her arms. My wife was still in her work clothes, a long-sleeved blouse and pencil skirt, and when she raised the child her blouse pulled to the side exposing a good part of one of the cups of her bra. Looking at the black man, I saw that he was openly staring and had a look of desire, almost hunger on his face which made the rumors told by the hardware store owner seem very real.
"Anjanae, I'll see you in a little while baby. Now, you be good and behave," he spoke to his daughter sweetly.
"Oh, we're going to have fun!" Kami stated emphatically, although the little girl still had a look of concern.
"Thank you, Kami and Phillip. You are the best," he said, and turned to leave after one last look at my wife.
The next few hours were a testament to my wife's perseverance. Anjanae was scared and reluctant to engage with Kami in any way. All she really wanted to do was watch TV, but Kami had so much more planned and almost demanded that the child participate. Finally, they seemed to find their level with each other, and in the end, they were getting along quite well. Unfortunately, by that time, it was getting late and the child was running out of gas. I did my best to stay out of the way, first sitting outside by the fire and then doing some work on my computer in the bedroom. Kami finally put the young girl down in a spare room just past ten and then poured herself a drink.
"I think we finally made friends," she said, coming into the bedroom and looking over my shoulder.
"I think so too. It took a while, but you stayed with it," I complimented her.
"Yes, thanks," she replied, then closed my computer on me and said, "Let's talk."
I followed her into the living room and after getting my own drink sat next to her and asked, "What do you want to talk about?"
"I don't know, but I don't want to be by myself," she laughed.



"Did you have fun?" I asked.
"Yes! It was fun. But, work too," she responded.
We had several drinks and continued to chat with Kami getting up every five minutes to check on the child. I could tell she was gauging motherhood and my perception of her skills, so I made sure to compliment her repeatedly. Several times, I attempted to move the conversation to other subjects, but she always brought it back to Anjanae. It made me wonder if she was thinking about a modification to her timetable for motherhood.
The scheduled time for Pastor Mathews to pick up his daughter was eleven-thirty which came and went. When midnight hit, we tried his cell phone, but there was no answer. By now, we were getting tired, especially after the drinks, so I told Kami to go to bed and I would stay up. It was a little after two when knocking on the door woke me from my sleep on the couch, and seconds later I opened the door to find the pastor looking quite haggard.
"I am sorry. I completely lost track of time. Please forgive me," he said, and I was sure I caught a whiff of alcohol on his breath.
"It's okay. Not a problem. She's back here," I said, just wanting him to quickly collect his daughter so I could go to bed.
Unbeknownst to me, Kami had laid down next to Anjanae in the guest room in her normal sleeping attire of a cropped t-shirt and thong. There was a shawl partly covering her, but her movements must have freed it some because now we had a clear view of her almost naked ass. I reached down to reposition it, but at that moment she sensed our presence and rolled over bringing her thong covered pussy into view. There was an awkward moment, and I looked at the pastor who had an ear-to-ear grin. Kami finally realized the situation and covered herself with the shawl from the waist down, but it wasn't big enough to cover her entire body.
Pastor Mathews pulled the covers back and lifted his daughter into his arms and walked towards the front door with me following. As we reached the door, Kami caught up with the shawl wrapped like a skirt and kissed the young girl on the cheek.
"Bye, bye Anjanae," she whispered.
When she stepped back, we could see her small nipples poking through the thin material of the t-shirt. Again, I looked at the pastor who was staring at my wife's chest intently.
"Goodnight Pastor." I said, and my words finally broke his concentration.
"Goodnight Phillip and goodnight Kami. Thank you again," he responded as he turned, and at that moment I realized my dick was partially stiff.
I was seconds behind Kami getting to bed, but unlike her, who fell asleep almost instantly, I stayed up staring into the darkness wondering why my wife's exposure had aroused me. Was it a religious thing? Having a member of the clergy see her almost nude? Was is a black thing? Was is just because it was another male? I didn't have the answer, but one thing I did know was that Pastor Mathews liked what he saw.
"You put on quite the show last night," I said to Kami the next morning while we cuddled in bed.
I had woken up before her, very horny, and got a condom ready on the nightstand waiting for her to stir.
"What do you mean?" she demurred, but I could see she was trying not to smile.
"You know what I mean. Don't deny it," I replied, tickling her ribs which made her thrash about.
"It was an accident!" she cried out, and with her admission I stopped the tickling.
"Was it?" I asked, having fun in challenging her.
"Of course. I was asleep. You shouldn't have let him in the room," she declared, trying to twist it.
I pulled her tighter and kissed her then toyed with her body until she was aroused and wet. Putting the condom on, I rolled on top and with her help pushed inside.
"Mmmm...I love that part," I groaned into her ear.
"Me too," she sighed back.
We started a slow, gentle rocking with lots of moans and kisses along the way. I know I needed to cum, but Kami seemed more accommodating than excited, so I thought I would just climax quickly and let her up.
"You turned him on," I blurted out.
It was a thought in my head, not meant to be spoken, but somehow it escaped.
"What?" she replied.
"The pastor. You turned him on," I answered, as now that it was out, the second time was much easier.
We had never talked about something like this before even though I had many examples of times where men had noticeably reacted to her beauty. Of course, in those cases it was in normal attire or maybe a bikini, not in bed with just a tiny thong. I wasn't sure how she would react, so I concentrated on the rhythm of our lovemaking.
"How do you know?" she responded in a whisper after several seconds of silence.
"His eyes," I told her.
Again, there was some silence before she spoke, "What do you mean?"
"He wanted you. His eyes were devouring you," I explained.
With those words, there was a change in her that was almost imperceptible at first, but slowly became more apparent. Kami was getting excited and was now fully engaged in our lovemaking.
It was at least a minute before she spoke again, "I think you're seeing things."
"No, it was there. It was real," I quickly answered.
There was no more talking after that and we were left with our own thoughts as we moaned and sighed on our way towards our releases. Kami actually came first, wrapping her legs around me and pulling my mouth to hers, and I followed shortly after with several hard thrusts into her, as my seed filled the tip of the condom.
She climbed out of bed soon thereafter and went to the bathroom where she spent the next hour showering and preparing for the day, while I stayed in place, looking at the ceiling and thinking. Like it or not, we had definitely crossed a threshold, as I knew she had gotten excited, maybe even climaxed, with thoughts of another man.
For the Thanksgiving holidays, we planned to drive to my parent's house about two hours away and spend Wednesday and Thursday night, then drive to the property for the remainder of the weekend. The visit was nice with the usual overeating, along with some family drama and lots of television. We were able to leave Friday at noon, which got us to the property by mid-afternoon, and Kami immediately set off to check on the horses. On the pretense of needing some things for chores, I left for the hardware store where I hoped to collect more gossip. This time, there were customers in the store, and I had to hang back and browse for almost twenty minutes before the store cleared.
"Afternoon," I said, putting my purchases on the counter.
"Good to see you back. Y'all have a good Thanksgiving?" he asked.
"Yes, thanks. And you?" I replied.
"Was just fine," he said with a smile.
"Hey I met that pastor at that church we talked about," I informed him, hoping he would engage.
"Did you now?" he responded noncommittally.
"Yes, I did and he had a young daughter with him," I answered, which brought a smile to his face.
"Now that's a story," he chuckled, suddenly becoming engaged.
"How so?" I asked hopefully.
"Well the way the story goes, the momma of that girl was young, just been married and sang in the choir. Her husband was in jail when the preacher gets her pregnant and he comes out wanting to get revenge. Chases him across the county in his car until the sheriff finally gets him stopped," the store owner explained, now laughing hard.
"Wow, what happened?" I asked.
"The kid goes back to jail and he's been there since. He was caught with a stolen pistol that had been used in an armed robbery. The girl had the baby, but didn't want it, so she dropped it on the pastor," he replied.
"How did he keep his job?" I asked, truly bewildered at this point.
"Oh, he made a big scene in the church about forgiveness. In truth, I think he's done been with all those ladies and they have a soft spot for him," he said, still laughing.
"That is wild," I replied.
"Yeah it is. Course no telling what the fellow will do when he gets out of jail," the man said.
I thanked him and left, thinking about what a scoundrel Pastor Mathews turned out to be. It was good knowledge to have, but like before, I decided for now to keep the information to myself. As luck would have it, passing the church on the way back, I spotted the black man working on the message board.
"Hello, Pastor. How was your Thanksgiving?" I asked, after stopping and rolling down the window.
"It was good Phillip. We had a good turnout for our lunch. The most in several years so I was quite pleased. How is Kami?" he spoke with his normal open manner.
"She's doing well. We had Thanksgiving at my folk's place and just got here a few hours ago," I told him.
"That sounds nice. Will we see you two on Sunday?" he replied.
"Probably," I answered. Then, after a moment's thought I continued, "If you and Anjanae aren't doing anything why don't you drop by later. We have some good wine."
"That's a kind offer, but I planned to visit Mrs. Williams in town. She's been sick," he explained.
"I see. Well, can we watch Anjanae? Kami would be thrilled," I offered.
"I was going to take her with me but that might be a better idea. She gets bored and restless doing these things," he said.
"Good then. Just drop her off when you're ready," I answered, and after his acknowledgement, I prepared to drive away.
"Say, Phillip. Let me ask you something," the pastor said with an odd look appearing on his face which halted my departure.
"Sure," I answered, and for some reason I was nervous about his question.
"Phillip, how well did you know Joe Covington?" he asked, referring to Kami's uncle.
"Reasonably well, I guess. He seemed like he liked to be alone," I replied through the open car window.
"Yes, he did. Usually..." he responded, and then stopped. It was clear he had more to say, so I remained silent until he spoke again, "When you first took this house...uhhh...did you find anything that was...ummm...different?"
"What do you mean?" I asked, although my thoughts went quickly to the condoms we had found.
"Joe was a very good man. Very good. But, he had certain...appetites let's say," he said before stopping once more.
"We found a large box of condoms," I offered, now certain he was referring to the rumors we had heard.
"I see...well yes. But, did you find other things?" he asked, and his serious expression let me know I needed to pay attention.
"No," I replied.
"Phillip, I think looking around more...it might be something you want to do and...uhhh... I would suggest you do it by yourself," he stated.
He spoke the words boldly, although I could tell he felt very uncomfortable, and even though my curiosity was raging, I fought back the urge to ask any more questions. Instead, I just nodded my head to indicate I understood the message, and with a quick goodbye I left. My head was filled with strange thoughts as I contemplated what Kami's uncle had been up to and why the pastor had known about it. There was no doubt he felt there was something incriminating on the property that I needed to find before my wife stumbled upon it. Since we had been all through the house and Kami had spent countless hours in the barn, the only logical place left was the small garage that her uncle had used as a work area and storage space. There was a workbench and tool crib on the back wall, and I recalled on one side were large plastic storage containers stacked three high. We had assumed that the tubs held things related to the upkeep of the property and had not yet gotten around to opening them. If the pastor's feelings were true, I suspected that somewhere in the garage I would find what he was referring to. I just needed to find some time when Kami was occupied to do an inspection.
Of course, my wife was excited to have the young child over again and immediately started preparing for her arrival. Just before six-thirty, we saw the approaching lights and then there was the knock on the door. Kami beat me to it and standing on the landing was Anjanae holding the hand of her father.
"Anjanae! So good to see you honey. Come inside," my wife said, taking the young girl's hand and guiding her through the door.
"It shouldn't be too long," the pastor said, then left.
Like before, Kami doted and over indulged the child feeding her with treats, playing games and sitting with her as she watched videos. Once more, feeling a bit like the odd person out, I started a fire outside, poured myself a large whiskey, and relaxed in the clear night air with the radiant heat keeping me warm. The time ticked by, and as I got pleasantly drunk, I could see Kami and Anjanae slowly growing tired. It was a little after nine when Kami came outside alone.
"Anjanae fell asleep on the couch," she said.
"Okay," I replied, now quite drunk.
"I hope everything is okay with Mrs. Williams. It might not be good since the pastor has been gone so long," she spoke with a worried tone.
"I'm sure everything will be okay," I answered.
Of course, my knowledge of the habits of the man had me thinking cynically that he was more likely banging some female member of the congregation than attending to the spiritual needs of Mrs. Williams, but I kept my opinion to myself.
"I guess I'll put Anjanae to bed," she announced after standing silently for almost a minute.
Kami left and was gone for twenty minutes then returned with a glass of wine and sat in the chair next to me. We chatted for a while, but I was too far gone to carry on much of a conversation and mostly responded with grunts and nods of my head. It was just past ten when Kami, after finishing a second glass of wine, started yawning.
"Go to bed honey. I'll stay up till he comes for Anjanae," I suggested.
At first, she put me off, but after a further ten minutes and another big yawn she stood, kissed me on the cheek and left. I was becoming annoyed at the good pastor's abuse of our generosity, but I knew Kami really liked playing the babysitter, so it gave me some solace that something good was coming from it.
About thirty minutes later, I went in to pour another drink, the last one I told myself, and decided to check on the girls. Like before, Kami was on the bed next to Anjanae but this time was still in her sweatshirt, flannel warm up pants, and heavy socks. Seeing her there, a strange thought crossed my mind that I mulled over for a few minutes before acting. I went to the bedroom and found one of her short t-shirts and returned.
"Kami, let's get ready for bed," I whispered to her.
"Mmmm...okay," she replied in a tiny voice through closed eyes.
I started with her socks and then very carefully pulled the flannel pants down her long legs. At any moment, I expected her to awaken, but I made it all the way and saw that she was wearing a small thong. I knew getting the sweatshirt over her head would be even harder, so I prepped for it by telling her what I was doing.
"Honey, I'm going to change your shirt so you're comfy," I said softly, this time getting no response.
Nervously, I took the garment and rolled it up until it was at her chest, and with a deep breath, I forced her arms up and got it off. It wasn't a delicate move, and she began to stir.
"Huh? Wha.." she began.
"Baby, I'm putting your t-shirt on. Keep your arms up," I coached.
Amazingly, still mostly asleep, she did what I said and since the shirt had been cropped, it wasn't as difficult to put on. When I was finished, I stroked her arm several times to soothe her, and then took a thin blanket off a nearby chair and covered her from the knees down. Lastly, slowly and carefully I worked her t-shirt up until it was just at the bottom of her breasts.
Minutes later, outside with my fresh drink, I wondered what kind of pervert I was turning into as I waited for Pastor Mathews to arrive. It was an hour later when he finally did and I made sure to open the door before he knocked.
"Hello Pastor," I spoke softly, in a slurred voiced.
"Phillip I'm so sorry it took so long. It really couldn't be helped," he said, and like before he appeared disheveled.
"How about a drink?" I offered, not responding to his apology.
"Well maybe. If you are. Where's Kami?" he answered.
"She went to bed," I told him while I poured a glass of whiskey.
I guided him outside next to the fire where he tried to explain about Mrs. Williams and why he was late, but the more he talked the more certain I became that it was all a lie.
"How was Anjanae?" he finally asked, changing the subject.
"She was wonderful. They had a great time together then crashed," I told him, hinting at things.
"Good, very good," he replied looking at the fire. I could see the moment that his brain caught up to my statement and the opportunity dawned on him, "Maybe I should check on her."
"Go ahead. She's in the same room," I told him.
I could see him trying to act nonchalant as he stood and made his way inside. Time seemed to standstill and after what felt like a long time I looked at my watch and another five minutes went by before the pastor returned.
"She looks very content," he said, leaving me to wonder who he was referring to.
We sipped our drinks in silence for a few minutes then I told him I needed to pee and went inside going immediately to the door of the bedroom to determine what he had likely seen. My wife was on her back with her thong covered mound on full display and her shirt was still high, providing a tantalizing tease about what lay beneath. She was breathing heavily in a deep sleep, and although I wanted badly to lift the shirt over her cute breasts, I was too scared she would wake up, so with a final look, I went back outside.
There was more stilted conversation before he said he wanted to check on his daughter again and left me. This time, after waiting exactly one minute, I quietly entered the house and crept towards the hallway leading to the guest room. Peering around the corner, I could see his back as he stood next to the bed. For what seemed like minutes, he just stood there until finally I saw him bend forward until his face was inches from my wife's pussy. At first, I didn't know what he was doing but in the quiet of the house there suddenly came the sound of him inhaling and I realized he was trying to smell Kami's sex. It was perverted and erotic, and I felt my dick quickly become hard.
"How is Anjanae?" I asked when he returned to the fire.
"Fine, just fine," he said nervously.
"Well that's good," I replied, letting him off the hook even though my brain was screaming to prod for more details.
It wasn't long after that he announced that it was time to collect his daughter and leave. I hung back letting him go into the bedroom, pick up his child, and feast on my wife's hot body once last time. As soon as he departed, I went to the guest room and found Kami still pretty much in the position I had left her. With difficulty, I got her to her feet and then guided her to our bedroom where she collapsed in a heap on the bed. I pulled her top off, leaving her in just the cute thong, then snuggled close behind. I tried a few times to get her interested by kissing her neck and fondling her breasts, but she was too far gone, so I finally gave up and with difficulty fell asleep.
I woke the next morning with a screaming hangover, so I pulled the covers tight, rolled over and went back to sleep finally getting up around noon. Kami was working on her computer and looked up when I walked into the living room.
"You look like hell," she proclaimed with a laugh.
"I feel like hell too," I answered, headed to the fridge for some water.
"What time did Anjanae get picked up?" she asked.
"It was late. After midnight," I told her.
"Being late appears to be his thing," she replied, not looking up from the computer.



"Yes, it does. But it gives you more time with Anjanae," I offered.
"Well it would be better if it was awake time," she replied, still engrossed in her work.
Several times, I toyed with the idea of teasing my wife about her unknown exhibition. However, in my weakened state, I couldn't really think of a good way to start, nor was I sure that she wouldn't recall me undressing her. So, I finally decided to remain silent, at least for the time being.
As my hangover slowly dissipated throughout the day, my thoughts went to the message the pastor had delivered the previous night concerning Kami's uncle. It was late in the afternoon when I quietly slipped out the door while my wife was napping, and with anticipation, I moved quickly to the garage. I hadn't been inside in weeks and it smelled musty, and like I remembered, the containers were stacked along one wall. However, before trying them, I made a quick search of the cabinets below the workbench finding nothing of interest.
Each tub was about eighteen inches deep, so stacked three high, the top came almost to my chest. There were four stacks and I decided to start on the one nearest the workbench. Un-stacking and popping the lids went quickly, but all I found was an assortment of clothes one would expect a man to have for work on the property.
When I opened the first bin of the second stack, I thought I had hit pay dirt as the container was filled with framed photos. Initially, I thought they must be pornographic pictures of some kind, but instead it turned out they were just old family photos. There were more pictures in the other bins in the stack along with other mementos I knew Kami would want to look through, so I closed these up then slid the entire stack to the center of the garage.
The top bin on the third stack was empty, but when I opened the next I knew I had found what I was looking for. The container was literally stuffed full of dildos of all colors and sizes, along with what looked to be restraints and other things that I was clueless about. There were so many items that I wondered if maybe Kami's uncle had been something of a collector because I just couldn't imagine anyone using them all. In any event, my opinion of Joe Covington had definitely changed, although I wasn't certain if it was for the good or bad.
The bottom bin had clothes inside and for a moment I thought the find was going to be limited to the one tub. But, looking closer, I saw that there was an old-style nursing uniform, a cheerleader outfit, a harem girl costume, a latex body suit and an assortment of bras, thongs and skirts. As I dug through the clothes, I found at the bottom of the bin, taking up most of one side, a black box with a curved top. Just as I was about to lift it out for a closer look, the door suddenly opened, making me jump.
"Honey, what are you doing?" my wife asked, as she stepped inside.
"Oh...uhhh...nothing...uhhh...just looking around," I stammered, realizing I sounded very nervous.
"What's in there?" she asked, stepping towards the container of toys while I quickly tried to put the lid back on.
"Kami, don't look. Please just go inside," I said, when it became evident I wasn't going to get the cover on in time.
"Why, what's going on?" she asked, first looking at me, but after a quick glance inside she cried out, "Oh, my God!"
"I was going to get rid of them so you didn't see," I said quickly.
"Where did it all come from?" she gasped.
"Honey, I think it's your uncle's stuff," I replied in a soft voice.
"My God Phillip, I thought Uncle Joe was a player, but not a pervert," she said shaking her head.
I thought the way she said it was funny and struggled but failed to keep from laughing. Fortunately, I could see that although she was slowly shaking her head, there was a hint of a smile on her face.
"What all is in there?" she asked, nodding towards the tub.
"I don't know. I haven't looked that close," I replied.
"Don't touch them!" she cried out, when I reached towards it with my hand, "You don't know where they've been."
With that, I stepped over to the work bench, picked up a pencil and used it to probe through the mass of things. Surprisingly, she wanted to look at everything even though she repeatedly said she couldn't believe it.
"What's in this one?" she asked, pointing towards the bin loaded with outfits.
"Uhhh...I guess you would say naughty clothes," I responded with a smile, as now that I knew she wasn't going to freak out, it was becoming kind of fun.
"Like what?" she asked.
My hand went straight for the cheerleader outfit. You see, Kami had told me before that she wanted to be one in high school but felt too self-conscious to try out.
"Oh Lord," she said, rolling her eyes when I unfolded the garment.
There's a lot more," I laughed.
"All these containers have this stuff in them?" she asked with some shock.
"No, so far just these two. I checked those two stacks and they were normal things you would expect to find. In fact, this one has some family pictures and things. That's why I put it aside. So, you could look at it," I explained.
"What about these?" she asked, nodding towards the last stack.
"I haven't looked yet," I replied.
"I guess you better," she said with another roll of her eyes, and then stepped back.
All the containers in the last stack were empty except for a rusty tire pump that was in the bottom bin.
"That's it," I declared.
"You're going to get rid of it all?" she asked in a way that seemed more like a statement.
"Yes, honey," I answered.
With that Kami went back to the house and I followed her with the tubs of pictures and family mementos then returned to the garage to continue inspecting the sex paraphernalia. Going through the items in more detail, I found eighteen dildos, eleven vibrators, six ball gags, three sets of restraints, and two sets of handcuffs. In addition, there were still some things I didn't recognize and I decided I would try to find them on the internet later. Also, there was the large black device under the clothing and on further inspection I learned it was fairly heavy and covered in some fake leather material. A power cord was attached and another cord extended to what looked like a control box. On the box was the word "Sybian." Finally, at the bottom of the box filled with toys, I found a single CD. It was this discovery that caused me the most worry but also the most curiosity.
"Find anything else?" Kami asked when I stepped inside.
She was deeply engrossed in the collection of family things and had a half-dozen pictures set in front of her on the table.
"Not really," I replied, holding the cheerleader outfit and the CD close to my opposite side as I quickly passed.
I hid the outfit in my underwear drawer and put the CD into my laptop then went to the couch in the living room so I could chat with my wife while she continued to look through the mementos. As soon as I accessed the disc, I could see that it contained lots of pictures that appeared as numbered .jpg files with no apparent organization. With a deep breath, I double clicked the first file. Instantly, a color picture of a middle-aged naked blonde woman filled the screen. She was on her back with her legs spread and her hand was manipulating a dildo that was halfway inside her very hairy pussy.
It turned out to be one of the less naughty pictures on the entire disc, and for the next thirty minutes, I went through them and was dumbfounded by what I found. There was an assortment of scenes spanning the spectrum from solo female activity with the toys to group action. Uncle Joe figured prominently in many of the scenes, which included him having sex with several different women.
I also learned what most of the devices I didn't recognize were used for which included more gags and nipple clamps. However, the most interesting discovery was the Sybian device. There were dozens of pictures of women straddling it with a look of excitement on their faces, so I stopped and looked it up on the internet. Through this, I learned that some of the unknown things I found in the box of toys were attachments for the machine.
It was when I clicked on the one particular file and the picture that popped up was of a well-built black man that the connection to Pastor Mathews was revealed. In the picture, he was much younger, but it was definitely him. He was standing naked at the edge of a bed looking down at something outside the picture, and my eyes were immediately drawn to his very large cock. It draped lazily over a set of heavy balls and was uncut with just a hint of the pink head emerging from the foreskin. It was fat at the base and middle then tapered at the tip, and several thick veins ran down the length giving it the appearance of some powerful weapon.
I thought I had seen it all, but just a few minutes later, I opened a pic and the pastor was between the legs of a mature white woman. She seemed familiar and after a few seconds, I realized she looked much like Kami's aunt, Uncle Joe's late wife, who had passed away in a car accident ten years before him. I couldn't be sure because I had never seen her in person, but she looked very much like the woman I had seen in family portraits.
The more I thought about it, the more I realized it wasn't altogether surprising that Kami's aunt would have participated in the sexual games. The thing that made it a bit disconcerting was the link to Pastor Mathews. However, in all the pics he was in he looked much younger, and I wondered if he had stopped the sexual play when he became part of the clergy. I did know that the CD was something I needed to make sure Kami never saw.
"I'm going to take a bath," my wife announced a few minutes later, as it seemed she was tiring of looking through the boxes.
"Okay, honey," I acknowledged as she passed.
Figuring my computer was the safest place for the CD, I left it in the drive and waited until I heard the water running then slipped into the bedroom and placed the cheerleader outfit on top of the bed where she would see it when she entered. I was back in the living room listening intently when I heard the door to the bathroom open. The minutes ticked by with no sound from my wife and for a while I held out hope she was putting it on. But, when she walked out in her sweat pants and t-shirt I knew it wasn't going to happen, and I prepared myself for her response.
"Did you really think I was going to wear that?" she asked, showing some annoyance.
"I was hoping," I replied.
"Honey, you know me better than that," she responded, as her tone turned to condescension.
"Please?" I asked, thinking begging was my only hope.
"Why?" she asked, giving me a funny look.
"I don't know. I guess since you told me you wanted to be a cheerleader I always fantasized about it," I replied.
She was quiet for almost a minute before answering, "I liked the other ones better."
Whether true or not, I realized her message was to let it drop, so I did. Soon we were in bed where, perhaps as consolation, she initiated our lovemaking and was quite passionate.
The rest of the weekend went by uneventfully and we only made it out once more before Christmas but stayed to ourselves. During this time, I had the opportunity to reflect on everything that had happened, from finding the boxes to my strange actions to show Kami to the black pastor. Revealing her was difficult to understand completely, and I never really was able to pinpoint my exact motivation, but some combination of the setting, the religious angle, the fact that he was black and a philanderer combined to make it exciting in my mind. A wise man would have just dropped the whole thing and moved on, but the vision of him looking her over while she slept wouldn't leave my head, and I knew that, despite the risks, I would try something again if the opportunity arose.
The find in the containers had been fascinating, but as far as we were concerned the only linkage to it was the pastor. I hadn't disclosed that information to Kami or the potential her aunt had participated, so for her it was all just a dirty family secret that she thought was a bit funny.
For New Years, we decided to forego the parties in the city and come to the country with two other couples, and since it fell on a Friday, the plan was to make a weekend out of it. Trish was Kami's best friend going back to her sorority days in college. She was married to John, a very nice guy, whose company I enjoyed even though I knew I would never be close friends with him. They lived about a mile from us in the city and we got together at least once a month. Like us, they were childless although they had been trying for some time, which had begun to cause some stress.
The other couple was Chris and Waverly. Chris was a recent divorcee and Waverly was her new boyfriend who lived in another city about two hundred miles away. Chris had worked with Kami several years before and had left the company, but they had remained in contact. She was something of a party girl and quite fun to be around. Unfortunately, Waverly was a pompous jerk who I truly couldn't stand, so when we learned that a relative had passed away and he wouldn't be able to make it, I was thrilled. Chris decided to come out anyway since she had nothing else to do, and she rode with us while Trish and John followed in their car.
We arrived in the late afternoon with everyone in a party mood, and actually had to tell each other not to start drinking so we could make it to midnight. The girls busied themselves getting the food and drink put away while John and I prepared the fire pit and made sure the hot tub was clean and at the right temperature. Then we showed everyone around the property spending extra time with the horses since Trish and John had little experience with animals.
It was going to a cold night, and with sundown fast approaching we went back to the house and made our first round of drinks. The girls put out the light food we had brought, so that we wouldn't have to mess with cooking, and John and I flopped on the couch in front of the television to watch a bowl game. We knew later, as midnight approached, we would have to interact, but for now we left the girls to gossip and concentrated on more important things.
It was almost ten-thirty by the time the game was over, and although John and I were feeling buzzed, we had paced ourselves so we were in decent shape. However, the girls had been less reserved and were definitely feeling no pain. They had donned their bikinis and jumped into the hot tub, so we walked outside, threw a couple more logs on the fire, and pulled the chairs up close to ward off the cold night air. The tub was positioned only a few feet from the fire pit, so we were able to chat with the girls and occasionally had to dodge the splashes they sent in our direction.
Fortunately for John and me, all three girls were easy on the eye. Trish is a brunette, with long hair that extends halfway down her back and the same slender body as Kami, although she is a few inches shorter. She has an amazing smile with cute little dimples that appear on her cheeks when she does so. Chris, a dirty blonde with shoulder length hair, was a tad heavier than Kami and Trish, with full breasts and a shapely ass. In addition, her juicy lips seemed made for kissing.
The girls had changed and gone outside in robes, so we weren't completely sure what their suits looked like, but from the straps on Kami's top I was pretty sure she was in her sexiest bikini. It was the one that I had to pester her to wear even when we were alone, which told me that she was tipsy and that the other girls were likely similarly dressed.
"Honey, get us some drinks," Kami said in a whiny voice while giving me an impish smile.
"Y'all have to stand so we can get a look first," I demanded, staying in my chair.
With just a quick look at each other, Chris stood followed by Kami and then Trish. We could only see their top halves, but I had been right about Kami's suit and Trish's looked sexy too, but it was Chris' that made me stare. Her large breasts were spilling out of her top and her nipples were clearly visible through the fabric.
"That's worth three rounds," Kami said as I collected their plastic cups.
While I was mixing the drinks, I saw the lights of a car approaching and went to the door in time to see Pastor Mathews getting out.
"Happy New Years!" I said and shook his hand.
My mind was suddenly in full gear thinking about his presence and the barely covered women in the back.
"Happy New Years to you!" he countered, and the way he spoke let me know that he had been drinking, too.
"Come in," I said, and let him enter ahead of me.
"You must have company. I don't want to intrude," he said seeing the mess in the kitchen.
"You aren't intruding at all. Everyone's out back. Let me get you a drink," I replied.
At his request, I poured him a glass of red wine and let him wander outside while I finished making the girls' drinks. When I joined them, I found him standing over the tub chatting with the trio who were all looking up at him with smiles. He struck quite a figure in his dark dress slacks, pull over turtleneck shirt and blazer.
"Did the introductions get made?" I asked, while handing the drinks out.
"Yes sir," Pastor Mathews said with a smile.
"Where's Anjanae?" Kami asked.
"She's with family tonight," he replied, leaving the details vague.
He came over to where John and I were sitting and pulled up a chair, and we talked while we sipped our drinks, although his gaze kept going back to the tub. At the same time, I could see Trish and Chris huddled around Kami whispering while occasionally looking towards us.
"Pastor Mathews, were you at a party?" my wife suddenly asked.
"Yes, I stopped by a small one in town, and by the way you can call me Jerome," he replied.
"Okay Jerome," she said, and when all three girls started giggling, it was easy to tell that they were now completely hammered.
Pastor Mathews looked at us and started laughing, "You've got some work ahead of you."
His words made us snicker and we started talking again only to be interrupted a few minutes later when there was a commotion in the tub. Looking over, we saw Chris climbing out with water dripping from her barely covered body. Her bottoms, much like her top, was cut so that it left a good portion of her shapely ass exposed.
"I need to pee," she declared, then hurried inside with her breasts jiggling.
Pastor Mathews' eyes were glued to her body until she disappeared. Just as the door closed we heard him say just a little too loudly, "Damn."
"My feelings exactly," John replied with a laugh.
The pastor offered no apology, in fact he kept one eye on the door almost talking to us over his shoulder until Chris returned and once again she treated us to a nice view of her hot body. After that, he gave us his full attention, but it was only a few minutes later that a spray of water swept over us. Looking over and seeing the look on the girls' faces, I knew that it was Kami that had splashed us.
"Yes?" I asked with faux annoyance.
"Aren't y'all going to join us?" she asked with her impish look.
"There's not room," I said to her, as the tub was small and even with just the three girls it was crowded.
"Then come sit over here," she demanded.
"It's too cold," I responded, which brought a roll of her eyes.
My rejection quieted the girls and we returned to our respective group conversations. After a few minutes, John got up to use the bathroom and once the door closed behind him the black man leaned towards me and spoke.
"Find anything?" he asked, and I instantly knew what he was referring to.
"Yeah, I did. A couple boxes of things," I replied.



"What was in the boxes?" he asked with a worried look.
"A bunch of sex toys, some outfits and a thing...an...uhhh...a Sybian," I told him, purposefully leaving out the CD.
"Nothing else?" he inquired.
"Well, there was a CD with pictures..." I started but was cut off by his response.
"Damn!" he spat out loudly, making me glance towards the tub, but they hadn't noticed.
"Yeah, some surprising stuff," I said.
"So, you looked at them? Look, we need to talk later when we have more time," he replied.
There followed a period of silence between us until John returned and we started talking sports. However, a few minutes later we heard Chris calling out.
"Jerome why don't you join us?" she spoke, which instantly brought all attention to her.
"I'm sorry Chris but I didn't bring a suit," he replied.
"If you're wearing boxers it's just like a suit," she answered sweetly.
There was a brief silence, then he turned and looked at us and with a shrug, stood and went inside. It seemed only a minute later that he returned wearing only a pair of what looked to be red silk boxers. He stood for a moment at the edge of the tub as if to give the girls a look then stepped into the steaming water, and I could see that he was much more muscled than he appeared when fully clothed. He had thick thighs, a broad chest and strong shoulders that seemed incongruent with his position as a man of God.
He settled in between Chris and Kami, and within seconds had joined their conversation. For the next thirty minutes, they chatted, laughed and cut up getting more inebriated with each sip. Not that John and I weren't, in fact we were catching up quickly, although it was difficult to tell.
At twenty minutes to midnight, Kami announced that it was time to go inside and prepare for the countdown. John and I watched the girls get out, one at a time, making sure we got a good look. Pastor Mathews was the last to exit, as I suspect he was enjoying the view too, and surprisingly, the girls stayed by the door waiting for him. When he stood, the wet material of his boxers stuck to his skin and we all got a view of the outline of his very large cock, which momentarily brought the girls to silence. He nonchalantly pulled on the fabric, loosening the suction which provided some modesty, and then turned towards the door.
We followed them inside and pulled out two bottles of Champaign, popping the corks while we waited for everyone to change. The girls had gone to their respective rooms while Pastor Mathews went to the bathroom, and he appeared first carrying his wet boxers in his hand that he dropped outside the back door. The girls appeared soon thereafter all dressed similarly in sweat shirts and pants. Their wet hair made them look even more appealing, and I wondered, as I'm sure the others did, what they were wearing underneath.
Everyone stood around the television watching the CST countdown while I pulled out six glasses and prepared for the toast. Handing out the drinks, we were ready when the clock struck and with a quick Happy New Year we downed the bubbly. Kami was standing just to my right and she grabbed me by the head and pulled my lips to hers, kissing me hard. When we broke, I could see the others must have just finished too. Stepping over to Chris, I started to give her a quick kiss, but she surprised me by pushing her tongue into my mouth and making it wet and sloppy. Next was Trish and this time I was the aggressor and did the same to her that Chris had done to me. At first, she acted surprised, but she quickly recovered and at the end we were kissing like lovers. When we broke, I turned to see Kami and Pastor Mathews in a deep kiss that seemed to go on forever. When they finally split, Kami had an odd look on her face that was quickly replaced by a drunken grin.
"More Champaign!" I yelled, and the crew followed me into the kitchen for a refill.
We made it another hour before people started to fade. First to go were Trish and John who headed off hand in hand to their room. I had flopped onto the end of the couch to rest for a moment leaving Kami, Chris and the pastor talking in the kitchen. I knew it was a mistake to close my eyes, but I convinced myself that I could do it just for a second.
Sometime later I awoke and for a moment was confused as to where I was. Looking to my side, I saw Kami curled up in a ball next to me with her head on a small pillow. After a moment, I stood and turned off the television and was headed to the kitchen to turn off the lights when a noise outside caught my attention. Pulling the curtain aside, I was surprised to see Chris and Pastor Mathews back in the tub. They were sitting very close to each other and only when she turned and her breasts came into view did I realize that they were naked.
"Kami, get up," I whispered to her while shaking her shoulders, as I was excited by my discovery and wanted to show her.
"What? Huh? What's wrong?" she asked, sensing my urgency.
"Come see this, but be quiet," I said softly, then helped her up and led her to the window.
I motioned for her to look outside, and after gazing for several seconds, she turned to me with a grin, "Chris is so bad."
"Let me look," I said, and when I traded places with her I could see that they were now in an embrace and would periodically kiss.
"My turn," Kami said, pushing me aside.
This time she watched for much longer until I heard her gasp and then grab my arm, "Hurry, look!"
"Jesus," I said as I saw what caused her reaction.
The black man was standing on the step of the tub completely naked. His long, thick cock made an arc from his body and water was dripping off the end.
When he made to step out, I turned to my wife and warned, "They're coming in. Come on."
We scampered like children to the hall and into our bedroom, and a minute later we heard their voices as they went by our room to the one Chris was using.
"She's going to have sex with him," I whispered to my wife, who was snuggled close to me.
"Chris is too wild," she answered.
I stayed completely still and strained to hear what was happening in the room but was disappointed that all was silent. Minutes went by, and just when I was about to give up, it started.
"Ugghhh...nnnnggghhhh..." came the unmistakable sound of a female voice that was followed seconds later with repetitive grunts of, "Ohhh...ohhh...ohhh..."
Then the springs of the old bed started crying out in rhythm to their love making, growing louder until the sound merged with the passionate wailing of Chris as Pastor Mathews took her powerfully.
"Ohhh...ohhh fuck...fuck me...fuck me!" Chris begged.
"My God," I said, unsure about what else to say.
My own dick had become fully hard and I started pulling at Kami's clothes with a desperate need to feel her naked body against me. With her help, we were both quickly undressed and my hand found her hard nipples, which I teased while we continued to listen.
"Oh Jerome...oh yes...Jerome...fuck me...fuck me good...ohhhh!" Chris cried out, announcing to everyone in the house that her orgasm had arrived.
The continuing sound of the springs and her moans and whimpers let us know that he wasn't done. He fucked her for at least another five minutes before his own cries filled the house.
"Oh child...oh yeah...feel it...it's coming to you...feel it..." then with a final loud grunt, the house suddenly became quiet.
Coming back to my surroundings, I realized that my hand was between Kami's legs and she was slick from her own juices. Kami was pushing her butt into my cock and she turned her head to kiss me. She was very aroused, as was I, so I wasn't surprised when with just a nudge I got her to turn onto her back. I slid into her with ease and we started a gentle rocking movement while we kissed. Kami's legs went around my waist and her arms around my neck and I knew it was going to be a good lovemaking session. But, having listened to Chris and the pastor, I wanted more, I wanted everyone to know I could fuck my wife powerfully too, so I began going faster and thrusting hard. Almost immediately, the springs of our bed started singing followed soon with Kami's moans that I hoped could be heard throughout the house.
"They can hear," Kami forced out between her groans.
"I know. I want them to. I want them to hear you cum," I grunted, rising on my arms so I could look at her beautiful face.
"Oh honey...oh it feels...good..." she cried out, making no effort to challenge my words.
I knew the alcohol had greatly lowered her inhibitions, but I also thought she was a willing participant in the exhibition we were now putting on.
"You like it, don't you?" I challenged her.
"Huh...what?" she asked.
"You like putting on a show. I want them to hear you," I pushed again.
I was now using all my weight to pound into her and her pussy was making a wet, slapping noise with each thrust. I felt Kami's nails dig into my ass and then suddenly her pelvis was smashing against mine and she started to lose control.
"Ohhh...Phil...oh baby...Phil...ohhh...ohhh...f...fu...fuck...do it...do it," she cried out, as she climaxed using the "f" word for the first time ever.
I hoped she was loud enough to be heard, and while her hot body jerked in spasms below me, I went over the edge, "Oh Kami...damn...oh shit...shit!"
I felt like my balls had been sucked through my shaft, cumming more than I ever had and depositing my seed into Kami's unprotected womb. With a groan, I rolled to her side and then pulled her sweaty body against me.
"You came in me," she said softly.
"Yes, it was wonderful," I replied, not wanting it to be a negative.
Kami only response was to wiggle her ass against me. It had happened quickly, but it had been incredible sex, as powerful as we had ever experienced, and I turned her to face me and began kissing her lips, her cheeks, her ears and her eyelids.
"Unnnnggghhhh..." we heard a deep moan come from Chris, and when her sounds reached a rhythm, we knew that the black man was enjoying her again.
"I think she likes it," I whispered to Kami, which made us both giggle.
"They might do it all night," she replied softly.
We giggled some more and then became quiet listening to the lovemaking in the next room. Lying still and holding Kami, the decadent thoughts swept into my head and despite trying to stay silent they found their way to my mouth.
"You know he wants you," I said to her.
"Who?" she answered, but I was certain she knew what I meant.
"You know who," I replied, and my hand found her breast and began tweaking her nipple, quickly making it rigid and forcing shudders from her.
Pastor Mathews and Chris were becoming even louder, and they seemed oblivious to everyone else in the house as they concentrated on their sexual needs. I sensed it was reigniting Kami, so I continued pushing her. I dipped my finger into her slit and coated it with our combined juices then began circling her clit.
"Does that feel good?" I asked softly, my mouth against her ear.
"Mmmm...yes..." she purred.
As we listened, I thought about his obvious interest in Kami and what it would be like for her to be beneath him making the sexual sounds that were now filling the small house.
"Do you wish it was you?" I probed boldly, and since she didn't respond, after a few seconds I pushed again, "Tell me."
"What?" she answered evasively.
"Do you wish you were beneath him?" I bluntly asked.
"No honey. Stop that," she said without any conviction.
I decided to play with her some more and slid my finger deep inside which made her push her mound against my hand. It wasn't long before I added another finger and began stroking her firmly which had her writhing in pleasure. At the same time, I started kissing her sensitive neck which brought fresh sighs and moans from her. I knew my wife's arousal had been reignited, and I thought about continuing to probe her thoughts, but before I could speak Chris' orgasm started and we listened to her cry out. I could feel Kami was getting close, but despite my curiosity, I just couldn't make myself speak, so I focused on giving her a special climax.
"I want you to let go," I told her.
"I will honey, don't stop," she quickly replied.
"Be loud and let them know," I demanded, now growing bolder.
"Why?" she gasped.
"I want him to hear you...think of you," I said, knowing I was once again crossing the line.
"Ohhh...you're being bad..." she spoke softly, and I felt she wanted to say more but stopped herself.
"Yes, cum hard," I answered, and feeling her body, I knew she was on the edge.
Oh...Phil...ohhh...ohhh...now...now!" she suddenly cried out, and her legs slammed closed, trapping my fingers in her pussy while her body shook and her head thrashed back and forth.
"Cum for me baby. Let it out...let it all out..." I demanded.
She did exactly what I requested, experiencing a full climax that left her a quivering mess. It was her second in a very short time frame and it left no doubt that listening to the couple in the next room was feeding her excitement. Slowly, her orgasm ebbed and she began to come down until only her labored breathing remained. My cock was so hard it hurt and my balls seemed to have recharged. With a sudden inspiration, I got on my knees and rolled Kami onto her back then began stroking myself rapidly. She looked up at me through half closed eyes content to watch my actions, and in my heightened state, it wasn't long before I felt my balls tighten. I leaned over her and let my semen shoot over her breasts in three strong jets then squeezed my dick forcing the remaining seed to dribble onto her tummy. Part of the cum pooled between her breasts and the remaining liquid began slowly running down her sides. I fell next to her and then took my hand and massaged the fluid into her flesh.
"You made a mess," she giggled.
"It's okay. Let's go to sleep," I said softly, then kissed her goodnight.
I was up first the next morning and was making coffee when John appeared. We chatted about aimless things while the coffee brewed, but he looked like he had something on his mind and I suspected I knew what it was.
" It was like listening to a porn movie last night," he finally said, while forcing a laugh.
"Yeah, it got pretty wild," I concurred.
"I guess it was that preacher with Chris?" he asked.
"Yeah," I replied.
"Sounded like he was about to kill her," he laughed. Then, he started to speak again but caught himself mid-sentence, "And Kami..."
"Kami had a good time," I admitted. I wasn't embarrassed by our lovemaking or her reactions. In fact, I was quite proud, and turning the tables on him I said, "I didn't hear anything from Trish."
"Yeah, well. We made love, but she made sure we stayed quiet," he said, looking down at the countertop.
"So, she got turned on?" I asked.
"Oh, yeah. Very!" he replied.
Just then, Pastor Mathews walked in, fully dressed, with a grin on his face.
"Man, I've got to go," he said.
"No worries. Thanks for stopping by. You want some coffee for the road?" I replied, as if he had just popped by for a few minutes
"No, that's okay, thanks. Hey what are you guys doing later today...this evening?" he inquired.
"I think we're just going to be hanging out. Come by if you want to," I offered.
"Okay, okay. Sounds good," he answered, and after shaking our hands he started towards the door, and then stopped and turned back and asked, "Phillip, you got a second?"
"Sure," I answered, and together we stepped outside into the crisp morning air.
"Look, about that CD. Man, that was a long time ago and I really don't want that to get out. What would you think about destroying it?" he asked with an anxious look on his face that testified to the seriousness of his question.
"I don't have a problem with that. In fact, it was on my mind. The last thing I want is for Kami to see it. It scared the hell out of me when she saw the other stuff," I replied.
"Okay, good. Then I'll leave it with you to burn it or something," he said, then after a second, he followed with a question, "She saw the other things?"
"Yeah, she walked in when I was going through them," I explained.
"Wow! What was her reaction?" he asked, and I sensed he had more than a casual interest.
"Better than I expected. She didn't freak out. She said her uncle must be a perv, and I did try to get her to try on a cheerleader outfit, but no luck," I explained.
"Well an A for effort," he laughed.
"I do have one question for you," I said, trying to summon my courage.
"Okay..." he answered nervously.
"Was that Kami's aunt with you in some of those pictures?" I asked.
I had always known Pastor Mathews to be a bold individual, but the question seemed to cause him some distress, and he looked briefly at me and then down at the ground before replying, "Kay was a dear lady. We were very close. I was her lover for many years, but it was Joe who put us together. We had his full permission."
"I see," I answered, not sure of what else to say.
He seemed to be at a loss too, so with a nod he turned towards his car.
Chris was the last to appear that morning, while Trish was first, appearing in what looked to be decent shape. Kami came out shortly after her, had a cup of coffee, then decided she needed to go back to bed, as she had a bad hangover. When Chris finally got up, she looked like she had been run over, and like my wife, she stayed only for a short while before headed back to the bedroom.
John, Trish and I ran to town to pick up some things, then I let them ride the horses for an hour before we returned to the house, arriving just after noon. Trish found Chris in our bed talking to Kami, so she joined them leaving John and I to watch more football games.
"I wonder what they're talking about?" John said.
"Oh, I think I have a pretty good idea," I replied while starting to laugh, which made him as well.
"I wish Trish wouldn't be so conservative," John said after several minutes of silence.
I had always thought Trish was good looking, and I was interested in learning more so I asked, "In what way?"
"Well, we could hear Chris and Kami, but Trish just wouldn't act the same. I mean she was excited...very excited. But, she kept telling me to be quiet and she barely made a sound herself," he explained.
"What made her excited?" I asked.
It was an obvious question, but I thought maybe he would share some details.
"Hearing y'all having sex. I woke her up when it started. We'd never seen or heard others having sex before," he said.
"Well, you never know. Maybe it's the start of something," I replied, and we returned to the game.
A bit later, I went to check on Kami and found that both Chris and Trish were asleep with her in our bed with the covers pulled up to their necks. I spotted Trish's clothes on a chair, so I suspected they were all scantily clad. Closing the door quietly, I left them in peace thinking that it was best to let them get some rest. John and I both napped during the game as well, but around four, movement from the bedrooms woke me.
One at a time, I heard the girls go to the bathroom and shower and when they began appearing in the living room they looked much better. Also, I heard the washing machine start up and I suspected they were taking the opportunity to clean the bed linen. By five-thirty, the girls were in the kitchen working on dinner while John and I stayed in front of the television.
"Good to see you gals could make it up in time for sundown," I teased.
"It was a rough night." Kami replied.
"Rougher for some more than others." I shot back, which made everyone but Chris start to laugh.
"It wasn't just me! Kami did her share," Chris said in defense, and now it was Kami's turn to hear the giggles, which made her blush deeply.



"And where were you Trish? You and John were awfully quiet," Chris challenged.
"Someone had to be respectful," she answered.
Her excuse was feeble, but everyone just let it go and moved on, although I noticed John squirming.
We had brought steaks with us to barbeque, so I started a fire while the girls prepared the meat and a salad, and it wasn't long before we were assembled around the dining table eating. I had opened a bottle of wine, but it wasn't getting much interest from anyone but me at first, although halfway through the meal Trish poured a little bit and then Kami and Chris followed. It seemed to go down well and soon I was opening a second bottle.
It was going to be another cold night, so I started a fire in the outdoor pit to act as a congregating spot. John and I planned to bounce back and forth between watching another game and enjoying the night air. After the first quarter, we went outside leaving the girls chatting and drinking, and fortunately, it looked like all the ill effects from the previous night had been overcome.
"Oh, by the way. Pastor Mathews said he was going to drop by later," I announced just as I stepped outside, and my words stopped their conversation, but I closed the door before they could remark.
"That was mean," John laughed.
"Yeah, bet we get company out here shortly," I replied.
Sure enough, it wasn't ten minutes later that Trish "wandered" out to chat. She beat around the bush for a few minutes before turning the conversation to the pastor.
"When is he supposed to be coming?" she asked.
"He just mentioned he might drop by later when he left," John explained.
"So, it's not definite," she responded
"Well it seemed pretty definite when we discussed it, but he didn't say exactly when," her husband replied.
"Who wants to know?" I asked with a chuckle.
"Don't be a smartass," Trish shot back.
She continued to probe for details, but after finally becoming satisfied that we had none, she got up and went back inside.
"I guess Trish drew the short straw," I laughed.
"I guess," John said, joining in.
We sat quietly drinking and looking into the fire, but I could tell something was on John's mind. Finally, he seemed to work up his courage and spoke.
"Have you ever...I mean have you ever...uh...thought about Kami...ummm...this is hard to say," he said, stumbling through his words before stopping.
"Go ahead John. Ask what you want," I told him.
"Okay, well have you ever thought about Kami with another...ummm...another guy?" he asked.
It wasn't a question I expected, and I felt somewhat exposed after last night, so I thought about his query before answering, and in my silence, I could see him getting more nervous.
"I guess maybe some. Why, have you?" I replied.
"I guess the same as you," he answered, and I knew he was seeking a safe-haven for his psyche in the response.
"Does she know?" I asked.
"Uh...no," he responded quickly, but his look gave it away which made me curious about what they had discussed.
"Well maybe you should. Maybe..." I started to reply, when the backdoor suddenly opened and Pastor Mathews appeared.
"Hello there," he said in his booming voice, trained from years on the pulpit.
He carried a glass of wine in his hand, and I wondered how long he had been inside.
"I come bearing gifts," he announced while pulling up a chair.
"What's that?" I asked.
"Cubans," he said, reaching into his jacket and pulling out three Churchill sized cigars.
"Nice! Phillip, did I tell you I like the country?" John said with a chuckle.
"Let me freshen our glasses and then we can fire these up," I said, standing and walking into the house.
Inside, I grabbed a fresh bottle and opened it. Surprisingly, the girls were nowhere in sight, so I figured they must be huddled in the bedroom gossiping. I took the full bottle and returned to John and the pastor giving them each a hefty pour. Taking a stick from the wood pile, we put it in the fire then used it to light the cigars.
"Mmmm...now that's nice," John said.
The cigar was indeed smooth and I held it in one hand and my wine in the other while we chatted. We hadn't been at it for more than five minutes when the door opened and Kami came outside dressed in a robe and took the cover off the tub. She pretended to ignore us, but the more she did, the more obvious it became what the game was. As if on cue, Trish and Chris came outside, also wearing robes. They ceremoniously dropped them, revealing the same small bikinis they had worn the previous night, and were about to step into the water when I called out to my wife.
"Kami, come here for a second please," I asked in my nicest voice, and when she got close, I pulled her down onto my lap while Chris and Trish stared.
"Honey!" she exclaimed, but I didn't answer her, and instead ran my eyes over her lovely body which was now covered in goose bumps from the cold.
"Kami, we're cold," Trish whined.
"Go ahead and get in. She'll be there in a minute," I said, then took a draw on the cigar.
The pastor was on my right and John was on my left, and I wanted them each to get a good view of my wife. I knew that the pastor wanted her, and I thought, after my discussion with John, that maybe he had ideas like mine. The way Kami looked into my eyes, I realized she knew the reason she was there, but she still surprised me when she took the cigar from my mouth and brought it to hers, lighting the embers when she sucked on the end.
"Ha! Go Kami," the pastor laughed.
She put the cigar back in my mouth while I ran my hand up and down her toned thigh, then with a last look I helped her stand and smacked her tight butt. All eyes were on her as she walked the few steps to her friends, and to me it looked like she purposefully played at getting in before finally stepping into the water.
"You are a lucky man," Pastor Mathews said, still staring at her as she disappeared into the water.
"Very!" John added.
We went back to our discussions but could hear the girls laughing and cutting up. They had a bottle of wine with them, and refilled their glasses often, having apparently forgotten the hangovers they had experienced from the previous night's activities.
We made a half-hearted attempt to talk, although we were clearly distracted, before the pastor finally said, "Okay, what are we going to do here?"
It seemed strange to hear these words coming from a "man of God", although by now I looked at him less as a religious figure and more like the guy that fucked the hell out of Kami's friend, so following on his comment, I asked. "What do you have in mind?"
"Let's see if we can get these flirty girls naked," he suggested.
"How?" John asked.
"Tell them to," he answered while starting to laugh, and just a few seconds later, he looked towards Chris and said in purposeful voice, "Sugar, peel that suit off and throw it over to me."
This made the girls look at each other and start giggling, but slowly I think it dawned on Chris that he wasn't joking. She quit laughing, then gave Pastor Mathews an odd look.
"Jerome!" she exclaimed, using his name in an intimate way.
"Come on now," he said to her which again brought a strange look to her face, and Kami and Trish were now fully absorbed and showing a bit of shock.
With a tiny frown, Chris started wiggling beneath the water and seconds later she tossed her top and bottoms onto the patio near the black man's feet.
"Goddamn," John let out in a low voice, and I too was surprised, managing to catch Kami's eyes which were registering discomfort.
"Your turn," Pastor Mathews whispered to John.
A look of panic swept over him and I figured he would just ignore the challenge, but surprisingly, after taking a few seconds to summon his courage, he called out to his wife, "Okay Trish. You're turn. Throw me the bikini."
The reactions were mixed in the group. Pastor Mathew's face broke out in a big smile and Chris started to openly laugh, but Kami's face showed more shock, while Trish just stared back dumbfounded.
"Funny John," she finally said, with a forced laugh.
"I'm serious. Come on," he responded, indicating with his hands to toss the garments to him.
There followed a husband and wife standoff with them staring at each other while the rest of us went silent. Then, amazingly Trish started squirming and seconds later she tossed her top onto the patio followed quickly by her bottoms. I was stunned that she had responded to his demand, but also quickly became very hard.
"There ya go!' Pastor Mathews called out in encouragement, while Chris started laughing again.
"Time to see Kami," John spoke in a voice that now sounded annoyingly cocky.
"Kami, your turn," I said with trepidation, as I could see by the look on her face that she wasn't into this, and I knew from experience that she didn't cave to peer pressure.
"Nope, not going to happen," she stated simply, but empathically.
I decided to let it go. Maybe later I could come back to it and ask again, but it didn't feel like the right time to push. It was clear that both Pastor Mathews and John were disappointed, I guess feeling like I had not delivered, but no one challenged my wife.
"Your turn Jerome," Chris called out.
"Can't tonight," he shot back quickly.
"Why not?" Chris replied, giving him a pouty look.
"Didn't bring anything," he answered, letting us know he wasn't wearing underwear.
"We don't want you in anything. We want you naked like us," Chris laughed.
For a moment, I saw him glance towards Kami, and then he looked towards me for permission to which I just shrugged. Still smoking the cigar, he stood and pulled off his clothes until he was completely naked, and then went and stood next to the tub with his heavy cock on full display. It was an impressive tool and Chris made no pretense about not staring at it, while Kami and Trish would take quick glances and then look away. After giving them time to look, he stepped into the water between Chris and Trish. I kept staring at the tub hoping to catch a glimpse of Chris' or Trish's breasts, so I didn't notice John had undressed until he was halfway to the tub. Unlike the black man, he dropped into the water between Kami and his wife very quickly.
The tub was not very big and with five adults it was crowded enough that everyone was touching the person next to them. Obviously, the most interesting connections were Pastor Mathews and Trish and John and Kami. Trish didn't seem to be affected at all, which I found surprising as I considered her the prude of the group. She was talking and laughing, but Kami had become quiet and was looking down at the water.
After a few minutes, I got her attention and motioned for her to meet me inside. I went in first and a few seconds later she followed me having put on her robe.
"Are you okay? I asked, wrapping my arm around her.
"Don't you think this is too much?" she asked with sincerity, while looking in my eyes.
"It's not that big a deal," I replied, hoping to calm her.
"You just want to see Trish and Chris naked," she said in an accusatory voice.
It was true that I wanted to see her friends, but that wasn't my primary interest, and with a shake of my head I answered, "No, I want Pastor Mathews and John to see you naked."
I felt her body stiffen before she replied, "Why?"
The truth was I wasn't really sure why I did. Countless times since the idea flashed in my brain I had searched for the source of my motivation. Unfortunately, like a wisp of vapor, I would touch on something for a moment and then it would quickly disappear. So, now with my wife before me, rather than try to explain it, I just made up something that sounded good.
"I want them to see how beautiful and hot you are," I replied.
"It's not happening, sweetie," she answered, with a dismissive smile.
"Arggghhh...I thought I was doing good!" I laughed.
"Not THAT good," she giggled.
So, I had to satisfy myself that at least she was partially exposed in her sexy suit. We went back outside, and I returned to my spot by the fire to finish my cigar while she climbed back into the tub with our naked, partying friends.
I pretended that I wasn't paying attention, but in fact out of the corner of my eye I tried to take in everything. With five in the tub, it was a tight fit and everyone was touching the person next to them. It took a while, but slowly a dynamic became apparent. Chris, who had my wife on one side and Pastor Mathews on the other was snug up against the black man, but surprisingly Trish too seemed to be edged closer to him than her husband. John was focusing most of his attention on my wife and took every opportunity to lean close to her. Of course, all I could see of them was from their shoulders up, and I wondered if there was any action beneath the surface, although no one was giving any hints that that was the case.
Despite the erotic sight, I struggled to see where it would go next. Chris was almost glued to the pastor and was not about to let him get away, even though I now wondered if Trish could be had. Also, I knew Kami wasn't going to let John have any liberties, so I resigned myself to just enjoying what it was with no expectations.
Pastor Mathews put his large arms along the edge of the tub and his reach easily encompassed both Chris and Trish. My first thought when I saw it was that it was meant as a passive aggressive possessive statement. However, John was so busy concentrating on Kami that I don't think he even noticed. He had continued to edge closer and lean into her in a way that put his face just inches from hers. Suddenly, he made a quick move that covered the last few inches and put his lips against hers. It caught Kami completely off guard, and it took her a moment to collect her wits and turn away, breaking the connection. Chris and the black man began laughing while his actions drew a strong rebuke from his wife.
"Calm down John," she said to him, while gripping his arm.
With her action, I realized Trish was now behaving completely different than normal, as if she was more worldlier and not at all the shy girl I thought I knew. For my part, I found it more humorous than threatening and remained in my chair.
They stayed in for another thirty odd minutes laughing and cutting up as they poured down the wine. Even Kami relaxed and joined in, evidently forgetting John's lame pass, although she was the first to declare she had had enough and exit. I followed her into the house, spinning her against the kitchen counter while driving my tongue into her mouth and slipping my hand into the opening in her robe to find her breasts. Unfortunately, John caught us seconds later, just as we were getting started, when he came in wearing his boxers, shivering and asking for a towel.
"Man, that was so damn hot," John exclaimed when Kami left.
"You better be careful. Pastor Mathews has been looking at Trish," I said only half joking.
"I know. I think she'd fuck him," John said excitedly, offering a reaction much different than I expected.
My wife soon returned and handed him a towel, which ended our conversation, and a few seconds later the door opened again and Chris entered.
"I need to pee," she announced, moving past us quickly, as her large breasts moved enticingly beneath the fabric of her cover.
Left alone outside were the pastor and Trish and John almost instantly became even more worked up, moving around the kitchen unable to stand still. I felt it too and even Kami was exhibiting some nervous energy as we all wondered what might be taking place. It seemed like a long time, but was probably only a couple minutes, before Chris shot by on her way back outside, and even though I knew it had been too short a time for anything significant to happen, I still wondered if the pastor had made an attempt and how it had been received.
Kami left a stack of towels near the back door and then retreated to the bedroom coming back a few minutes later wearing her standard sweat shirt and pants. While she was gone, John put on his clothes and together we fell on the couch and started watching television.
It was another fifteen minutes before we heard movement by the backdoor followed by Chris, Trish and the pastor entering. The girls were in their robes but seeing the towels each grabbed one and used them to further dry which gave us brief flashes of various body parts. Pastor Mathews stood naked with his fat cock flopping back and forth as he took his time drying himself from head to toe. When he finally finished, he nonchalantly slipped on his clothes.
"Phillip, let's do shots!" Chris exclaimed when she was dry, and her words brought a round of laughter from everyone. Dutifully, while still wondering where things were headed, I stood and went for the bottles.
"I have tequila and flavored vodka," I announced, and there was only a brief debate before a consensus was reached to go with the vodka.
Lacking sufficient shot glasses, I used small plastic cups and when the liquid was poured, they were passed around.
"Cheers!" John and I said almost in unison, and everyone knocked their heads back.
Everyone that is but my wife, who sipped hers which brought cajoling from the others.
"Another!" Chris demanded, and although she was already the drunkest, she seemed eager to go further.
"Be careful Chris. This is coffee flavored, but it's pure vodka," I reminded her, then poured more into the offered cups.
Kami still had a bit left in hers, but I added more anyway which brought an annoyed look.
"Here we go," Chris called out, and we drank again.
"You are pretty wild for a pastor," Trish said, looking at the large black man with a grin.
"I'm a pastor not a Saint," he replied, which brought more laughter before he added, "Does it bother you?"
"Nope. Just making an observation," she giggled with a bit of a slur.
"One more," John spoke this time.
"Hurry up Kami," Chris barked at my wife, who still had half of hers left.
"Go ahead. I'll skip this round," she answered.
"No way. We're all in this together," Trish replied.
Both Chris and Trish were clearly drunk and I suspected that Kami was feeling it more than she was showing. We waited for her to catch-up before I poured once more, and when that one was taken, we settled down in the living room with John, Kami and Trish on the couch and Pastor Mathews and Chris on the loveseat. I pulled a chair from the kitchen and sat where I could keep an eye on everyone.
Things started off with a lively discussion and lots of teasing and cutting up. Particularly, from Chris and Trish who were still in their robes. Slowly though, things began to grow quiet until the conversation had virtually ceased. Chris had an arm draped across the pastors' chest and her head was on his shoulder however, just when I thought she was down for the count, she looked up at him and started a whispered conversation that ended with them getting up and leaving the room.
I took the place left vacant on the loveseat and motioned for Kami to join me leaving Trish and John on the couch. We knew what was coming and John was even bold enough to take the remote and mute the sound. We didn't have to wait long.
"Mmmm...ohhh...ohhh..." came Chris' voice from the back followed by more moans and sensual purrs.
"God, he gets her hot," I heard Trish whisper to her husband in a voice I don't think was meant to be overheard.
I noticed that John's hand was between the folds of her robe and was playing with her body while Trish kept it closed with one hand. I pulled Kami's head to me and kissed her lightly on the lips. At first, she tried to pull away, but I persisted and before long she was kissing me back. At the same time, I could hear Trish's breathing starting to become ragged and I knew that John's hand had found a sensitive place.



"Uhhhh...ummm...uggghhhh," we heard Chris cry out, and seconds later squeaking sounds from the bed started in a slow cadence, merging with her sounds.
"Ohhh...mmm..." came a soft moan to my side and I looked over to see that John was sucking on his wife's nipples.
Trish's head was thrown back and her robe was now open giving me a clear view of her upper body as her husband pleased her. Her breasts were very nice, slightly larger than Kami's I guessed, with darker nipples, and just like my wife's, they seemed to be very sensitive.
Inspired by John and Trish, I tried to work my hand beneath the sweatshirt, but Kami moved her arms to block me.
"No, baby..." she said softly.
I kissed her again, harder this time, as my hands became more furtive, but was still unable to get her to relent. I could hear Trish becoming louder as she responded to her husband's efforts, although I was too focused on my wife to look. Even in my inebriated state, I knew what was taking place in the house was a rare opportunity, and my head told me that the more I could progress with Kami, the better.
"Oh Jerome...ohhh...ohhh...fuck...oh fuck...fuck me!" Chris cried out.
My hands once again tried to work their way under her sweatshirt, but when I was rejected for the third time I stood and lifted Kami to her feet so we could go to the bedroom. I was way too horny to waste time in what I knew was a low probability attempt to get her to play in public, so we left Trish and John making out on the couch while the sounds of the mating couple continued.
When we got to our bedroom, we could hear the noise from the guest room more clearly, particularly the bed springs that were now moving so fast that they seemed like they were coming from some machine. Chris was wailing in a non-faltering voice on some plateau of pleasure and Pastor Mathew's grunts were louder and more frequent. We could tell they were both very close, and not wanting to miss the climax, I stayed quiet while I stripped my wife and then slowly let my hands wander over her naked body.
"Ohhh...ohhh...don't stop...please God don't stop...fuck me...fuck me...ohhhhh!" Chris screamed loudly when her orgasm swept through her. It was just like the night before, but still very exciting to listen to.
Seconds later, we heard Pastor Mathews join her with his release.
"Oh yeah...yeah...take it baby...that's it...you feel it...take it..." he grunted loudly, and I knew his big cock was emptying the content of his heavy balls into my wife's friend once again.
There were some final groans and mews before their sounds slowed then ceased altogether, and a minute later we could hear Trish and John moving along the hall towards their room. With that, all my attention went to my wife.
"Thanks for being a good sport," I whispered to her.
"You're not mad I didn't get naked?" she asked, but her giggle let me know it wasn't a serious question.
"Honey, even in a bikini you're way hotter than your friends," I answered, intentionally trying to boost her ego.
"Wow! That's a good answer," she declared, and pulled my mouth to hers.
Just a little later, when my hand made its way between her legs I was happy but not surprised to find her very lubricated. My fingers traced over her sex occasionally dipping into her hot opening with the intent to tease and further excite her. However, I was only able to do it for a minute or so before she began pulling on my shoulders, and once between her legs, I let her hand guide my shaft to her slit.
"Mmmm...that feels good," Kami purred into my ear, as I entered.
"Yeah it does. What a night," I replied, pushing into her slowly.
"It was too much," she answered, when I was fully inside her.
"It was hot and exciting," I said to her between kisses, and I was smart enough to know I needed to show her lots of encouragement, so I kissed her lips, ears and neck.
"You really wanted me naked...in front of them?" she asked after several moments of silence.
"Yes, sweetie," I replied and after a pause added, "It was your chance with Jerome."
"What do you mean?" she asked.
"To let him see you completely naked," I answered, as another tease.
"I didn't think of it that way," she responded while giggling, then added, "You'll just have to try again."
I wanted there to be some honesty in her words, but I knew she was just being playful, so I left all thoughts of the others. Going slowly, I used my tongue to explore her neck and breasts while we rocked together. It built on her arousal and when I thought I had her in something of a frenzy, I turned her onto her knees and entered her from behind. This wasn't her favorite position, but as excited as she was she didn't argue, and I fucked her hard and fast quickly driving a small orgasm from her body. My own release was just behind hers and I shot jets of semen across her quivering ass as she collapsed beneath me.
Of course, Pastor Mathews was nowhere to be found the next morning. However, since we didn't get up till almost ten it wasn't surprising, as I suspect he left early to ready himself for the scheduled services that day. For everyone else, things were a bit awkward as the events of the previous night were so out of character for everyone but Chris, and after a quick breakfast, we packed and left for the city.
On the drive, Chris started pestering us with questions about what she had missed and was disappointed to learn so little had taken place. For her part, she showed no shame whatsoever about sleeping with the pastor, and even went so far as to declare that she was through with Waverly and was going to find a black boyfriend. While she said it all as a joke, I wondered whether she might truly be considering it.
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After the New Year's Eve adventure, it was cold and nasty the next several weeks so we elected to stay in the city. I made sure to put extra attention into doting on Kami, being a good husband and telling her often that I loved her. I had no idea where we were going to go sexually after that weekend, but I was certain I didn't want the events to drag on us as a negative. Fortunately, Kami's period started right on time a week after our return, and although no words were spoken, I knew she felt relief.
Since we hadn't spent much time tidying up before we left, the first time back out we dedicated ourselves to giving the place a thorough cleaning, and when we were done with the house, I recalled the bins with the toys and paraphernalia still sitting in the garage.
"Honey, I'm going to go deal with your uncle's sex stuff," I said.
"I thought you already got rid of it," she replied with a small grin.
"I was thinking about what to keep," I answered, while moving towards the door with several trash bags in my hand.
"Yeah, right!" she called out as I left.
I had just moved the interesting containers to the work bench so they would be at a better height when Kami walked in.
"What's up?" I said, a bit surprised she would appear, as she had shown mostly disgust when she first encountered the items.
"I don't know. I guess I'm curious," she answered.
I had started with the expectation that it would be a five-minute job to transfer the contents to the garbage bags, but as soon as I opened the first bin I was amazed to find my wife picking up things and asking questions. In fact, after twenty minutes had elapsed, not one single thing had been discarded.
"You sure seem to be taking an interest in this stuff," I challenged her, and instantly she turned red.
"I...I still can't believe it," she replied, avoiding the intent of my statement.
"Okay, look I'm going to start throwing things in the bag. If you want to keep them you better say so," I stated, but first took a red ball gag, a set of restraints and a pen sized vibrator out and set them on the bench.
"What are those for?" she asked with a confused look.
"I'm keeping them," I answered.
"What!" she cried out.
It had been an intentionally provocative statement, so I was pleased when she didn't demand that I throw them away. I picked up a bizarre looking device that looked too complicated and tossed it into the bag then did the same with several more things while Kami looked on. However, when I grabbed an eight-inch black dildo and was about to put it into the bag she stopped me.
"Should we keep it for Chris?" she asked in mock seriousness.
Her comment was so out of character for her that I burst out laughing and she quickly joined me.
"Okay," I said placing it in the keep pile while continuing to chuckle.
"Are you for real?" she shot out.
"Yes," I answered while turning so she couldn't see the smirk on my face, and surprisingly she didn't argue.
From there, we went through the rest of the items quickly, and when we were finished, I had set aside the gag, the small vibrator, the restraints, the black dildo along with a set of handcuffs and all the outfits. Finally, we were down to the Sybian and I was forced to try to explain its purpose. In the end, I just used my phone to find a video showing it in use and watched as my wife's eyes got big.
"God, get rid of that thing," she said in disgust.
"You sure?" I teased.
"Honey, that thing will never come near me," she declared, then after a short pause she added, "Throw those things away too."
"No, not now," I countered, defending my stack.
"Why?" she fired back, suddenly showing some annoyance.
"Let's just keep them for a while," I tried, and was happy when she let it go.
"I just really can't believe my uncle was involved in all this. And what about Aunt Kay! If she was alive to know about this she would have gone insane," she suddenly let fly while looking directly at me.
I tried my best not to show any response, but I couldn't hide me thoughts completely, and Kami, who knows me so well, instantly picked up on it.
"What?" she asked, giving me a hard stare.
"Nothing," I replied, realizing that my response was weak.
"Phillip. Don't lie to me," she demanded, while taking my chin in her hand.
"Kami, you really, really need to let it go," I pleaded.
"What did you find? What are you not telling me?" she pushed.
"Kami, please," I begged.
"What is it? It's my family. I have a right," she continued, with her voice rising.
I knew if I told her she would get very upset, but she was being quite deliberate. She can be an extremely stubborn person, and I realized it would be almost impossible to completely fend her off. So, I decided to try and give her just enough info that she would understand the significance and back away.
"Kami...honey. I found some pictures," I explained.
"Pictures...of Uncle Joe?" she started, then suddenly she stopped and I watched as her brain churned before she suddenly cried out, "Oh my God...Oh God. Is Aunt Kay in them?"
I was certain I hadn't provided a visual clue that led her to that conclusion, but once she stated it, my expression gave me away.
"Kami..." I started but was cut off.
"Is Aunt Kay in the pictures?" she shot back.
"Yes," I answered in a low voice, and she immediately turned and left.
I puttered around the garage for the next thirty minutes giving her time to process the information and calm down. Then, with a deep breath, I went inside.
"I want to see them," she called out from the couch, as soon as I entered.
I could tell she had been crying and was clearly upset, but her request still stunned me, as I had expected her to tell me to destroy everything and never tell a soul.
"Kami, that's not a good idea," I replied.
"Phillip, give me the pictures right now," she demanded.
Closing my eyes and taking a deep breath, I gathered my laptop and the CD and took them to her.
"The pictures are on the CD," I said softly, and went back outside.
An hour later, I returned and found her still sitting where I had left her. The laptop was beside her, and she looked exhausted. I went and sat next to her and took her hand in mine, but she was completely unresponsive. At least ten minutes went by before she finally spoke.
"This place is some dirty sexual place...Uncle Joe, Aunt Kay, the pastor, Chris and even Trish and John. It has some evil power," she said, then choked up for a moment before she continued, "I loved Aunt Kay. She was my mentor. What now?"
"Honey, you still love her and she was and is your mentor. Nothing in those pics showed anyone getting hurt. In fact, they looked very happy. Let's don't judge them, let's be glad they enjoyed themselves," I replied, trying to pick my words carefully.
"My God Phillip. Aunt Kay and Pastor Mathew. Just like Chris," she rambled.
"No, Kami...not like Chris. I talked to the pastor about your aunt. He had deep affection for her and I could tell he was being sincere," I told her.
"When did you talk to him?" she asked.
"Kami, he was the one that told me to look for the stuff. He didn't want you to find it and be hurt," I explained.
She gave me an odd look, and then announced, "I want to go to bed."
I helped her to the bedroom, and knowing she needed time alone, I stayed away and watched TV until I was certain she would be asleep. When I joined her, she was curled into a tight ball and I wondered where her dreams were taking her.
I heard her stirring early the next morning but by the time I was fully awake she was long gone. I spotted her an hour later riding her favorite horse through a pasture, but even with the nippy air, it was another three hours before she finally returned to the house.
"How are you feeling?" I asked when she stepped inside.
"I don't know...maybe better. I thought about what you said last night which is helping," she said.
"You want to talk about it some more?" I offered.
"It's just...you know, so strange to find out a person is so different than you expected," she said, which let me know she very much wanted to talk.
"Honey, Aunt Kay is not different. She's exactly the kind, supportive woman you knew. She had her private life, which clearly she enjoyed and no one was hurt. I don't know...to me it kinda makes her more interesting," I replied, cringing at the end when I realized I might have gone too far.
"I don't know, maybe..." she answered with a confused expression.
Slowly, over the next couple weeks, the shock wore off and Kami began to return to normal. I threw the garbage bags filled with sex toys into the trash and destroyed the CD but did keep the small stash I had set aside, hoping that at some point in the future I might get to use some of the things. In addition, I made a call to Pastor Mathews and explained the situation to him so he would understand next time he saw my wife. He wasn't at all pleased to find out she had seen the pictures, but was thankful for the heads up.
"I talked to Trish about Aunt Kay," Kami said, as we lay next to each other in bed at our home in the city.
"When did you see Trish?" I asked, unaware they had gotten together.
"We had lunch today," she replied.
Trish and Kami had been friends a long time and I knew they were confidants. Thus, I wasn't completely surprised to hear that they met and discussed what Kami had seen.
"Did it help?" I asked.
"Yes," she answered simply, then after a pause continued, "She said the same things you did. She said I was overreacting."
"Well, it was a shock, but I like Aunt Kay," I said with a small laugh.
"It's because you have a bad streak too. I think the whole world does," she answered, and fortunately she started giggling after a moment.
I was so happy to see her getting over the impact from the pictures that at first the potential of it didn't dawn on me. However, at work the next day, as I sipped my morning coffee and waded through the email, a thought suddenly flashed through my brain. Would Aunt Kay's sexual play actually turn out to be something of a validation event for Kami? And, if so, what would be the best way to encourage her?
Of course, there was the other side that continually whispered a warning in my ear. Did I really want her to be like her friend Chris? Would I really enjoy her that way and could I live with it? At that instant, my mind went to Kami's uncle, and suddenly the symmetric irony of it all hit me. Did he go through the same internal struggle? And, of course, now we were in possession of the very place where their sexual play had occurred.
"How is Kami doing?" Pastor Mathews asked as soon as my window came down.
I had spotted him by his car as I drove by on my way to pick up some things and decided to stop.
"Much better, thankfully. She talked it over with Trish and got the same message I gave her," I explained.
"Which was?" he followed.
"Aunt Kay clearly enjoyed herself and she was overreacting," I summarized.
"Good. I'm glad to hear it. Plus, Anjanae misses her," he responded.
It was six weeks later, during a visit to the country, when I finally summoned the courage to see if I could get my wife to let me use the items I had salvaged. In the intervening time, she had moved past the impact of learning about her Aunt, and no longer dwelt on it. It would be a very delicate subject to broach, but I was like a kid with a dollar burning a hole in his pocket. In the end, much like my attempt with the cheerleader outfit, I just placed the harem girl costume on the bed, rationalizing that if nothing else, it might break the ice.
I watched as Kami walked to the back several times, but each time she returned she was expressionless. By her third trip, I knew she must have seen it, so I figured she was going to deal with my effort by ignoring it. It was probably a half hour later that she joined me on the couch with a large glass of wine in her hand.
"Cute," she stated, while giving me an exasperated look.
"Excuse me?" I responded, feigning ignorance.
"Oh geez, don't even try," she shot back, but I could see her trying hard not to smile.
"Come on sweetie. You would look so amazing in it," I answered with my best pleading look.
"No way. No telling who has used those things," she declared.
"Okay Kami, I understand," I replied with a deep, disappointed sigh.
She looked at me without speaking as her eyes rolled, then she fell back into the couch and snuggled close to me. For the next hour, we watched the end of an action movie, only getting up to refill our glasses.
"Let's go to bed," she whispered when the movie was over.
"Go ahead, I'm not sleepy," I replied, purposefully showing disappointment at her rejection.
With that, she got up and left without speaking, leaving me staring at the screen. Although my efforts had failed, she hadn't shown any anger, so I decided I would try again another time. I moved through the channels for twenty minutes, and was just about to get up and join her, when I saw movement from the corner of my eye and Kami stepped into the room in the revealing costume.
"Wow, hon...that looks fantastic!" I called out, as a huge smile filled my face.
The costume was a gauzy, transparent covering over a bra and panty set, and the top pushed up her breasts sufficiently to offer some cleavage. In reality, the outfit was pretty cheap and certainly nothing special, but her wearing it was a big step and I wanted to make sure she knew it was appreciated.
"I feel silly," she said, while giving me a sheepish look.
"No...not at all," I replied, as my hand found the remote and moved the satellite receiver to the music channels.
After taking a few seconds to scan for an appropriate station, I settled on a Latin one which was playing salsa music.
"I think harem girls are supposed to dance for the men's entertainment," I boldly pushed.
"Wrong music," she shot back, but after several seconds with no words from me, I saw her hips slowly start to move.
I could feel my dick swell as I watched her and had to fight back the urge to take her to bed, knowing that a long, slow build up would pay-off much more. I continued to prod her on the dancing and by the end of the second song she seemed to really be getting into it. However, after the third I could see she was getting tired, so I patted the spot next to me.
"Now what?" she asked with a playful look.
"Honey, I think you are supposed to feed me grapes or something," I teased.
"Forget it!" she cried out, as her mouth moved to mine for a kiss.
We never made it off the couch and it wasn't long until only her top was still on as I moved between her widely spread legs and pushed easily inside. I knew I was too excited and would struggle to hold back, and when her sounds became urgent and needy it proved too much. With a final grunt, I pulled my dick from her just as it began blasting semen which coated her from her neck to her belly button. Seconds later, as I looked down at her from my raised arms, her hands went to my head and with amazing strength pushed it between her legs. I willingly lapped at her opening, enjoying the feeling of her writhing body and whimpers until her body jerked in a series of spasms that signaled her climax.
"God, you are incredible," I whispered, as I moved up to kiss her with my face covered in her juices.
From there, we moved to the bedroom and started all over. In fact, our love making didn't end for hours, and when I finally fell asleep in felt like every muscle in my body was completely spent.
The next morning, I awoke feeling quite pleased with myself, as I knew we had progressed well in our erotic play. Plus, it had culminated in great sex where I had performed well. I was on my third cup of coffee when Kami finally appeared in her robe looking very sensual with her well-fucked look and tiny grin.
"You're gorgeous," I whispered into her ear, as I handed her a mug.
Rather than respond verbally, she looped her hand behind my head and we kissed deeply.
In retrospect, it was that evening that created the trajectory for all that was to come. Of course, I didn't know it at the time, but it opened her mind to be more open to play, while at the same time encouraging me to be bolder. It would still take time for events to unfold, but it was definitely the beginning.
It had been quite a while since we had watched Anjanae. With all that had occurred, Kami seemed reluctant to get close to the pastor, and for his part he appeared to understand it was best to stay away. Several times, Kami had been able to talk to the child briefly after church, and it was easy to see that there was still affection between them. So, hoping that enough time had passed, I finally brought up the subject.
"We haven't babysat Anjanae in a while," I said one afternoon, throwing the subject into the open.
"No," my wife responded, and I could see the wheels spinning in her head for several seconds before she added, "We need to."
"Should I reach out and offer?" I asked.
"I guess if you run into him. There's no big rush," she replied, suddenly acting a little coy.
I called the pastor that afternoon when Kami was down with the horses and let him know about our interest. He thanked me for the offer and we ended the call, but only a few minutes later he called back and asked if that very night would work. Knowing we had nothing planned, I agreed, hoping my wife wouldn't feel it was too soon.
"Honey, I talked to the pastor and he wanted to know if we could watch Anjanae tonight," I said when she got back, skipping over the details.
"Uh...yeah, I guess," she replied, and I could see she wasn't completely comfortable.
Still, she accepted the idea, so a few hours later when we heard the knock on the door we knew the black child had arrived. The pastor said his hellos without coming in, and explained he would be back before ten, although we knew from experience not to count on it. Like previous times, I busied myself with other things and had a few drinks while Anjanae and Kami connected. I was outside, enjoying the early stages of spring and the clear, starlit sky, when my wife opened the door and joined me.
"What's up?" I asked, feeling it was too early for our guest to be in bed, "Is she asleep?"
"She's watching television," Kami announced, and by the look on her face I knew she wanted to say something, so I stayed quiet until she spoke, "I want to talk to him when he comes to get her."
"Okay, honey. I understand," I responded, sensing she had questions about her aunt and uncle, and with a soft smile she turned and left.
It was just a few minutes past ten, when I stepped inside to make another drink, that I saw Kami and the pastor sitting on the couch. Somehow, he had arrived unbeknownst to me. Anjanae was nowhere to be seen, and I could only surmise that she was in bed giving her father and my wife time to try and reach closure. I quickly poured another drink, then left them alone.
Surprisingly, it was the pastor that joined me thirty minutes later carrying a tumbler of my liquor.
"Man, that was tough," he said.
"What did she ask?" I probed.
"Everything about her uncle and aunt," he replied, confirming my thoughts.
"I thought she was past it, hopefully this gets her there," I said.
"Hopefully," he concurred.
We finished our drinks at the same time and went into the house finding my wife asleep on the couch with the television still blaring. The pastor collected his daughter from the bedroom, and as soon as he left, I woke Kami and helped her to bed.
"I think he really cared for Aunt Kay," she said while we were driving back to the city the next day.
It was the first acknowledgement of their conversation from the previous night. Although quite interested, I had remained silent on the subject, so I was happy to see she appeared to be achieving some positive realm.



"I think you're right," I agreed.
"Honey, am I...sexually...like a prude?" she responded which caught me completely off guard.
"Huh? No...uhh...I mean why are you asking that?" I stammered, unsure what to say.
"Everything that's happening around me. Uncle Joe, Aunt Kay and Pastor Mathews, Chris...even Trish," she started, but her voice fell and drifted to silence.
"Trish?" I followed, unsure of what she was referring to.
For several seconds, there was no response, then her head lifted and she looked at me, "Yes, Trish. He touched her in the hot tub and she told me that she would have let him if he came to her. John wanted her too as well. So, it seems I'm the odd one."
The way she looked at me as she spoke told me that she was putting me, based on my prior prodding, into the category too. We locked eyes for several seconds before I summoned the courage to respond.
"You're not a prude at all. I think you're incredible," I answered.
"But, you ask for more than you get..." she started, before becoming quiet again.
"Honey, look at me. I don't expect to get everything I want. I love that you're playful and don't get mad when I'm pushy, and when we make love it's unbelievable, so quit worrying," I explained, knowing I might be missing an opportunity, but thinking her psyche was fragile and needed support.
"You're a good husband...a good man," she replied with relief in her eyes.
The amazing thing was that it was like we had developed two different and separate lives, especially regarding sex and intimacy. In the city, it was just us in our traditional husband and wife world with no talk of others, no naked friends in hot tubs and no sexual paraphernalia. However, in the country it was like a switch was thrown, especially in my mind. The country was where the odd thoughts and desires surfaced, now pushed even further by the knowledge of the games Kami's relatives had played. Even when I was being good, pretending for my wife's sake to be disinterested in anything more, they were always bubbling just beneath the surface. Kami was affected too, whether she realized it or not, as she was always a bit more flirtatious and prone to initiate things. Maybe she had been right when she said there was something about the place. Maybe it did indeed cast some strange spell over those that entered.
Since she had discussed her aunt with Pastor Mathews, we had been out three weekends in a row, staying completely to ourselves. Helped by the words of support she had received, she had moved on from the shock of her aunt's appetites. Still, she was acting low key, so I was pleasantly surprised when late on a Saturday, after a full day of chores, she walked into the small living room in the cheerleader outfit.
"Damn!" I exclaimed, immediately sitting up.
"You like?" she asked in a flirty voice.
"I love it," I replied.
It was actually a bit large for her and I realized that the women that typically wore it were more mature than my wife. However, I certainly wasn't going to complain because it signaled an attitude that was equal to the visual stimulus. With prancing steps and a huge smile, she moved to the center of the room and started stretching as if she were warming up.
When she was done, she stopped moving and with a laugh said, "I don't know any cheers."
"That's okay. Do you know the story about the football player that bangs the cheerleader?" I teased.
"No, tell it to me," she replied softly, as she moved seductively towards me.
It was clear she was aroused, and without any more talk she straddled me on the couch, then leaned forward and kissed me hard on the mouth. Each time I thought the kiss was about to end, she would restart if and our tongues were now exploring every corner of each other's mouth. I worked my hands beneath the short skirt and cupped her ass, pulling her tightly against me which made her sigh into our connection. Seconds later, we broke and instantly she leaned back and started on my pants, furtively unfastening them and then pushing them, along with my boxers, over my hips as I lifted. One hand went to my dick while the other pulled her bottoms to one side and quickly I was inside.
"Mmmm..." she moaned, and she felt so warm and wet that I knew she had been thinking about it for a while.
"Go slow. I want to feel you," I groaned, as my hands moved to her hips to help guide her movements.
The outfit wasn't conducive to breast play, but nonetheless I rubbed my face and head against her chest while we moved and moaned together. Slowly, she started thrusting faster, ignoring my hands and her breathing began to get labored.
"Don't cum in me," she gasped seconds later.
"Okay," I replied, and tried to concentrate on holding back.
"I wonder if Aunt Kay wore this?" she suddenly forced out, with a small giggle.
"Yes," I answered without thinking, as I was so excited that at first it really didn't register, but as her words sunk in I felt there was an implicit meaning, so I added, "But she didn't look as good as you."
"You think he saw her in it?" she asked in a hoarse whisper several seconds later, confirming my suspicion.
"I'm sure of it," I shot back, instantly.
There was no more talk after that as the expression on Kami's face let me know she was in her own world as she worked for an orgasm. When it hit, her eyes opened slightly and she looked at me in a very strange way as she pushed her hips down hard. I lasted only a few seconds longer and was barely able to lift her off me before my semen spewed forth. We remained side by side in a partial embrace, looking at each other as if seeking an answer, while our chests heaved.
It was Kami that regained her composure first, and she stood, took my hand, pulled me to my feet, and then directed me towards the bedroom. Twice more that night we made love, with her taking the initiative both times. There was no question that erotic thoughts were in her head. Thoughts I suspected I understood, at least partially, but rather that attempt a discussion, I merely enjoyed my wife's actions.
I was in turmoil the following week as I thought about what had occurred and knew that it was highly likely that my wife had sexual thoughts about the pastor. Also, I truly felt that with some prodding on my part Kami would accept him. It had been in her eyes that night, and I sensed in her body language she was toying with the idea. But now, with it so close, I became reticent and wondered if I was opening a can of worms, a Pandora's Box that would be impossible to close. Lust and sense are an age-old conflict, as old as mankind, and even though I knew it was best to step back and be satisfied with what had already occurred, I just couldn't let it go. A big part of it was the eroticism of understanding Kami's thoughts and limits. I thought I understood them well until the situation with her aunt arose, but now they seemed to be in flux, moving or expanding in unclear ways. My mind schemed with multiple scenarios, but they were all too complicated, and in the end, I decided for a much simpler approach.
After missing a weekend, due to a function we needed to attend in the city, we were prepared to go out on what was forecast to be a lovely weekend. On Wednesday, I called Pastor Mathews and had a brief but fateful discussion.
"Interested in stopping by for a drink Saturday?" I asked after an exchange of pleasantries.
"Sounds good, sounds good,' he remarked, showing no effort to hide his enthusiasm.
For some reason, I didn't share my overture with Kami. We arrived at sundown on Friday and remained low-key for the evening, then we were up early with her seeing to the horses while I did various tasks. We met in the house around four and she took a nap while I watched TV. Around six, I could hear her stirring in the back and a few minutes later she appeared, asking about dinner. It was then that I decided to tell her about my invitation to the black man.
"Honey, I talked to Pastor Mathews and invited him by for a drink," I said.
"When?" she replied, barely looking up from what she was doing.
"Tonight," I responded.
"Tonight?" she answered instantly, with her attention now fully on me.
"Yes," I said, wondering how she would respond.
"Well, you could have said something. We aren't prepared. Why didn't you tell me?" she replied.
While I noted her exasperation, I was also struck by the fact that she accepted the visit and made no effort to get out of it. Instead, she immediately started to straighten the house, starting with the kitchen, then moving to the living room. After that, I watched silently as she pulled a bottle of Cabernet from the cupboard and placed it on the counter.
Kami was in the back when the knock on our door announced the man's arrival. I showed him in and poured him a glass of wine while we stood chatting in the kitchen. Five minutes later, my wife appeared in slacks and a simple pull over top. Although she looked quite good, I was a bit disappointed to see that she was dressed decidedly unsexy.
"Good evening, Pastor...I mean Jerome," she said as she joined us, and her sudden use of his familiar name surprised me.
"Evening Kami. You're looking amazing as always," he replied, and I noted his words caused her to blush.
It was exceedingly rare for my wife to show any social awkwardness, so by her reaction I surmised there was already a certain tension. I surmised that it had to be related to the discussion they had concerning her aunt which made me wonder where that conversation had led. I decided to witness, rather than push, and for the next thirty minutes we stood around, sipped the wine, munched on snacks, and talked on a variety of subjects.
"How's she doing?" he asked, when she had excused herself to go to the restroom.
"Pretty good. She wore the cheerleader outfit for me," I said as a proud smile spread across my face.
"Really? Damn, that's nice...real nice," he responded, with his face showing more than a passing interest.
"Yeah, it was..." I started, but had to stop when she suddenly appeared.
"What are y'all talking about?" she asked, although I think she knew it was about her.
"Nothing," I answered, realizing I sounded pitiful.
"Yeah, right," she responded, while shaking her head.
She picked up her glass and took a big sip, and just as she was putting it down, the pastor practically knocked me to my knees with his words.
"Actually, Kami, I was hearing how good you looked in Kay's cheerleader getup," he tossed out.
"Oh, really?" she responded nervously, but after recovering quickly, she countered with, "Maybe, I should leave again and he can tell you about us in bed, if he hasn't already."
"No, we prefer you stay," he replied, as a teasing smile appeared on his face.
Several awkward seconds ticked by, and then something propelled me to say, "Why don't you show the pastor how good you look in it."
"Just like that?" she replied, surprised but not angry.
"As I remember, it's a simple thing," the black man offered.
Twice, he had referred to Kay and their relationship, and each time I cringed, but Kami didn't seem to be offended by his words. In fact, a little smile appeared on her face that indicated she might be enjoying the repartee. It made me think that their private discussion must have been very open.
"I'll freshen your drink while you change," I said, reaching to take the glass from her hand.
Surprisingly, I did indeed take the wine from her hand, but it seemed like doing so made her feel self-conscious because she started to fidget as her eyes moved between the black man and me.
"Love to see it, Kami. Give us a treat," the pastor said to encourage.
Another silence ensued that was finally broken when she said, "You sure?"
Instinctively, I understood the message in her question and the fact that she was putting the decision into my court.
"I'll never pass up a chance to see you in it," I blurted out with only a little hesitation.
Her eyes stayed on me for several more seconds, then she purposefully turned and departed without speaking. It left me feeling somewhat confused about her mindset and intent, but Pastor Mathews had no such misgivings.
"I know she will look damn good," he announced.
"If she comes back," I replied.
"Oh, she's coming back, that's for sure," he said confidently.
After that, we waited impatiently as the minutes ticked by, while my stress grew dramatically. However, just as I was about to leave to check on her, she stepped from the hall dressed in the outfit. Like before, I saw that it was at least a size too large for her, but once again it was really more about her putting it on.
"Mmmm...very nice," our guest let out.
He didn't try to hide his interest and acted like an animal whose senses were tuned into the ripeness of the females in the herd. My wife walked up, stood between us, took her glass and quickly took a healthy amount. I lifted the bottle refill it again and saw that the black man's eyes were roaming over her tight rear and long legs. The sexual energy was through the roof and I thought things could be set in motion with one final push, but my nerves were also high, and for the next thirty seconds Kami and I traded awkward looks. Only Pastor Mathews seemed to be calm, and it was he that finally took the initiative by placing his hand on my wife's waist.
"How's the wine Kami?" he asked with the clear intent to ease her anxiety.
"Good...it's good..." she forced out.
We started chatting again and slowly I could see her begin to relax. So, when she suddenly became stiff once more, I knew something had occurred. It took me several seconds to figure it out, but finally I followed his arm downward and saw that his hand was now fondling my wife's ass.
"You're a beautiful woman, Kami. You remind me so much of your aunt," he offered in a low voice.
In a rapid back and forth, her nervous eyes went between me and the black man, but she made no effort to end the fondling. He tried to reengage her in a discussion, and although at first she attempted to join, she was too wired to maintain it.
"Phillip..." she finally called out in an anxious voice.
I could see in her eyes a mixture of fear, confusion and excitement. I was certain that when she left the room to change that she understood where things were headed, so I guessed that she was really seeking my approval.
"It's okay honey...it's okay..." I replied in a soothing voice.
I took her hand in mine and stroked it with my fingers while she held me in a stare. I was so focused on her eyes that my first indication of the pastor's intent was when I heard the zipper of the cheerleader outfit being pulled down. It was only when his hand touched the skin of her back that she broke our gaze. Her eyes closed and her back stiffened while she bit her lip. Seconds later, the bulge in the material let me know his hand was moving and it soon landed on her breasts.
"Mmmm...ohhh..." she moaned softly.
Then, right before me, he pulled the oversized garment from her shoulders, and when I dropped her hand, it fell to her feet, revealing her lovely body covered only by the small bottoms. Each of his hands found a pert breast, and she responded to the gentle kneading by squeezing her eyes more tightly shut and tilting her head backwards.
"That's it, baby...feels good, doesn't it," I heard him whisper into her ear.
Her only response was a small nod of her head. Clearly encouraged, he moved closer and his lips found the sensitive flesh of her long neck.
"Mmmmm...nnnn...ahhh..." she let out, and just a second later she tried to call to me, "Phil..."
"Go with him Kami," I whispered.
Pastor Mathew's response was to take her elbow and start to guide her towards the bedroom. When she opened her eyes, we connected once again, but it lasted for less than a second before she followed his lead, and soon they had disappeared.
I took my wine and moved to the sofa not wanting to be a hovering presence in the room. I knew that for both Kami and me that our thoughts and emotions were shooting in a thousand directions, and it would be best to let the encounter gather some momentum. I expected that it would take time for Kami to get comfortable, and that the pastor would need to provide some slow foreplay. So, when just seconds later I heard the first sexual sounds, I was stunned.
"Ugggghhhh...uggghhhh...ohhhhhhh..." my wife suddenly groaned loudly.
The depth and intensity of her response left no doubt that she was, at that moment, being penetrated by the black man's large shaft. It forced me to stand and I was halfway down the hall when I heard her second wave of groans.
"Yeah...oh yeah..." I heard the pastor say loudly just as I reached the door.
They were in the missionary position and my wife was wrapped tightly around her black lover's body. His head was buried into her neck and his hands were wrapped beneath her, cupping her ass cheeks. Both were still, but after several seconds I watched as he pulled his hips away and then pushed forward slowly.
"Uhhhh..." my wife grunted in response to his thrust.
It was a sensual sound, edgy, but lacking any sense of pain. Each of his movements resulted in the same response, which stayed in rhythm as he slowly increased the pace. It wasn't long before they achieved a steady movement and while he stayed quiet, Kami filled the room with her excited cries. I moved to the wooden chair that was in the corner of the room which gave me a direct view to the connection. I was surprised but thankful to see that he was wearing a condom, although I wondered where it had come from and how it had been put on so quickly. Had the pastor been so certain of his opportunity that he came prepared or had Kami actually been expecting the encounter?
"Been waiting for this too long," the black man grunted after a deep push.
"Have you?" my wife whimpered.
"Yeah...think you've been wanting it, too," he stated.
"Yes..." Kami let out, which made me wonder if she was aware of my presence.
They stopped speaking after that and I watched as his thick cock worked into her hole like a piston. On each penetration, he was feeding her more than six inches of his shaft, which I knew must be rubbing right along her clit. In addition, she had been made sodden and her pussy was slurping in time with her moans. Her arms were slung loosely around his neck and her legs were lifted so that her heels were in gentle contact with his muscled ass. The black man was taking her with purpose and it was clear that she had given herself to him completely.
Soon, the pastor lifted onto his elbows, found her lips with his, and locked with her in a passionate kiss. Instantly, her hands went to the back of his head and pulled him tightly. It lasted for almost a minute and when they finally broke I made eye contact with her for the first time. We held the stare and I could see some concern in my wife's eyes, but the pastor, unaware of the dynamic, continued to pound away and slowly I could tell that I was losing her. Succumbing to the feeling of their mating, she returned to being only his lover.
"Baby, I want you to cum on my cock. Are you close?" he asked.
"Yes...faster," she implored him.
"I'll go faster," he shot back like he was accepting a challenge and instantly he increased the speed.
A fresh wave of whines and mews came from my wife which were now joined by loud grunts from the pastor. When I saw her legs lift from his ass and move higher, I knew she was indeed getting very close. Still, when her orgasm arrived, it was sudden and loud.
"Ohhhh...ohhhh...nnngggg...ohhhh...don't stop...please don't stop...ohhhhhh...please Jerome...please..." she cried out.
"Let it out baby...let it go...cream all over my cock," he demanded.
Despite her climax, he maintained the rapid pace which I knew was extending her orgasm. Her excited sounds continued, although not as loudly, and her hands moved to his ass and began pulling.



"Don't stop," she suddenly groaned, and after a breath added, "It feels so good...don't stop...so good...yesssss..."
"You going to cum again, baby?" he asked.
"Maybe..." she whined.
Soon after that, I saw her face become contorted as if she was in excruciating pain, and then her entire body had a spasm which caused her hands to slap against his back while her feet spurred the air. Accompanying it was a litany of otherworldly sounds that let us know that she had indeed released again.
It proved to be the final moment for the black man, and suddenly he began emitting loud grunts of his own as his rhythm became spastic, "Ahhhhhh...ahhhhhh...uggghhhhh...oh yeah...ahhhhhhh..."
There were several final forceful thrusts and then he collapsed onto my wife's body. It was then that I realized that they were both covered, head to toe, in a sheen of sweat. They fought for breath, and it took several minutes before they finally came down.
"Phillip, are you here," Kami suddenly asked.
"I'm over here," I replied, still in the chair.
There followed a short, whispered conversation between the lovers and when it ended, Pastor Mathews immediately lifted from my wife. Now separated, the sweat on my wife's body was even more apparent, and spread across her, from her pussy to her breasts, were black speckles that I knew were hairs from the man's body. The pastor had a satisfied smile on his face while his cock, still partially erect, made a lazy arc. The condom appeared a size too small and was stretched tightly over his shaft with the tip white with his semen. In fact, it appeared like the tip couldn't hold it all because there were traces of the substance surrounding his plump nob. Without speaking, he left the bedroom and closed the door behind him.
"Honey," my wife beckoned and when I was next to her she looked at me with a concerned expression and asked, "What now?"
Rather than speak, I began to remove my clothes and when Kami realized my intent, a little smile appeared on her face. When I was naked, I moved beside her and my hand immediately went to her dilated slit. She was completely drenched and the fluid was more viscous than normal making me wonder if it was a result of her climaxes or the large shaft.
"Did you enjoy yourself?" I whispered.
"I can't believe it," she answered evasively, and pulled my head down for a kiss.
When I got closer, I could smell her lover's aroma which for some reason increased my excitement.
"You loved it," I stated when the kiss ended.
"Make love to me," she begged and found my dick with her hand.
I didn't need any coaxing, and with her still holding me, I rolled onto her and slipped easily inside. She was a mess, and the feeling of her juices dripping onto my balls was indescribable. I had to move slowly, lest I cum too quickly, and we traded numerous quick kisses.
"Did you enjoy it?" I asked again.
"No talking about that...just us," she replied.
I knew her intent was to keep the lovemaking between husband and wife a separate, special thing. Although I thought it would be hard to do, I took her lead and stopped my questions. For the next few minutes, we connected with me trying my best to hold back. I sensed she was too spent to climax again, and after finishing a deep kiss she confirmed my suspicions.
"It's okay, honey. Just let go," she said.
"I want to cum in you," I replied.
I wasn't sure about her timing, but I wanted something that was mine. Something that the pastor couldn't get, which was to fill her with my semen.
"Okay..." she whispered.
The tone of her voice gave no indication about the risk we were taking. In reality, I wanted there to be risk and so with that mindset, I began to move more deliberately. Less than a minute later I erupted, and as my seed fired forth, I let go with a series of satisfied grunts.
"It's all yours...you took it..." Kami whispered into my ear.
Somehow, she knew exactly where my mind was, and how much I needed to cum in her. We stayed connected for several more minutes and then I rolled to her side.
"Did he leave? Did you send him home?" I asked.
"No...he's out there," she replied nervously.
"Meaning, you want him some more?" I probed.
My tone wasn't accusatory, but she took almost a minute before she finally answered, "Is it okay?"
"Did you enjoy it?" I asked once more, already knowing the answer, but wanting to hear it in her voice.
"Yes...I mean you saw it. You know I did," she replied, this time exhibiting some embarrassment.
I had never seen Kami acting so sexually provocative and it was more intriguing than threatening, so I continued to pull the string.
"Just tell me what you want...what's on your mind," I pressed.
"I...I don't know...maybe he can come back," she replied, this time showing clear nervousness.
I thought about being blunt and rubbing her nose into what had already occurred. However, the truth was more complicated and certainly had my fingerprints on it, so I took a softer approach.
"Don't feel bad Kami. If it's what you want, that's okay," I said.
"Are you sure?" she asked.
"Yes," I told her and instantly a look of relief appeared on her face.
I gave her a kiss that turned into a long, passionate connection. I thought about moving back on top of her and taking her again, but our exchange buzzed in my head, and when we finally parted, I slid from the bed.
"You want me to send him back?" I asked, forcing her to make a clear decision.
There followed another long pause before she finally whispered, "Yes..."
She remained naked on the bed while I dressed, and as soon as I emerged into the open part of the house, I spotted the pastor standing in the kitchen, sipping wine. The sound of my footsteps caught his attention and his eyes followed me as I approached.
"She wants you," I said.
"Okay...I mean are you okay with that?" he answered.
"It's her night. I'm not sure what tomorrow will bring, but it's what she wants now," I told him.
At first, a smile came to his face, but as he contemplated my words I could see him become confused. However, his lust quickly won out and with purposeful steps he moved towards the hall. Like before, I stayed behind and waited for several minutes to give them some time, but when I approached the bedroom door, I saw that it was closed. In an instant, a wave of emotion swept through me, which contained lots of anger, and it took considerable self-control to force myself to return to the sofa.
Twice, during the night, I heard enough to know that the pastor was fucking my wife. It kept me from getting any real sleep and made me wonder what else had occurred that I didn't know about. In the morning, I was sleeping fitfully on the couch when I heard noises and woke just in time to see him departing. As soon as I heard his car starting, I was up and on my way towards the bedroom. The door was ajar and the first thing I noticed when I stepped inside was the intense smell of sex. It was more powerful than anything I had ever experienced and provided a prelude for what I expected to learn. My eyes were drawn to the nightstand and I could see two discarded condoms. It was evident that each contained semen, which provided a visual count as to the number of times my wife had been taken. Kami was on the bed, turned away from the door and curled into something of a fetal position. She was clearly out of it, and after contemplating waking her, I decided to let her rest and returned to the living room. Several hours later, while mindlessly watching television, I thought I heard the shower start, and when I went back to check I found my wife inside. Silently, I undressed, and I caught her by surprise when I pulled open the curtain and joined her.
"You scared me," she said.
"Sorry, I've been waiting for you to get up," I responded.
Her short hair was plastered to the side of her head and her big eyes looked at me in a searching way. I turned her until her back was to me, took the soap and began to explore her body. At first, she was nervous but as my hands roamed she started to relax. It was when I finally turned her so that she was facing me that I saw the multiple love bites that covered her breasts.
"He put marks on you," I said, realizing as I spoke that it sounded judgmental.
I don't think she was even aware because her eyes began searching her own body. I watched as they spotted the hickeys and saw the resigned look appear on her face.
"I guess so," she said.
"How many times did you do it?" I asked.
"Twice," she replied, which was consistent with the condom count.
"How do you feel?" I asked, trying to use a soothing voice.
"Mentally or physically?" she replied.
"Both," I told her.
"Physically...sore. Mentally, I...I guess I'm not sure," she responded.
"Well, let's get dressed and get some coffee. We can talk about it," I offered.
Fifteen minutes later, we stood in the kitchen holding mugs. Kami was dressed in a simple robe and looked amazingly fresh. You would never know by her appearance the debauchery she had so recently experienced. It actually confused me some because you would think there would be something, not necessarily a scarlet letter or some flashing neon sign, but something that signified the change.
"How are you? What are you thinking?" she asked.
"Overall, I'm fine. There were some moments, but I got passed them," I explained.
"What moments?" she probed.
A paused for a second to collect my thoughts and then said, "Watching how hard you came was one, and then finding the closed door later," I said.
"You could have opened it," she replied.
"It seemed to me to be a purposeful boundary," I told her.
"I understand what you're saying," she replied, as her head slowly nodded.
"And you? You have some turmoil in your head?" I asked, switching the spotlight.
"Yes...a lot," she replied, and a vulnerable look suddenly washed over her face.
"Talk to me...tell me," I encouraged her.
"Well, for starters, I broke my marriage vows...I committed adultery. And, it wasn't just once, it was all night," she began, and after short pause, she continued, "It's not what married people are supposed to do. What about us? Are we just supposed to pretend it never happened?"
"Honey, we did it together and both of us had full knowledge, so it's not really the same as cheating. As far as what we do now? Yes, we go about things just like before," I responded hoping my words would help calm her.
"Thank you for that," she replied.
I sensed there were other things bothering her too that she was reluctant to share, and I suspected what they might involve, but for the next few minutes I remained silent and we just sipped our coffee.
"Kami, are you nervous about how much you enjoyed it?" I asked, no longer able to hold back.
The look that came to her face answered the question before she spoke, but she confirmed it when she said, "Some...I guess..."
I suspected it was a lot more than some, so I decided to push, "Honey, I'm glad you enjoyed it. I sure wouldn't want to be standing here knowing it was a bad experience. So, good for you."
"Really? You're really okay?" she asked.
"Yes, really...and by the way, it was easy to see...and hear," I told her, letting a broad smile fill my face.
It was like a weight had been relieved from her body and instantly she broke out in an impish smile.
"It was so strange...bizarre. It was like I was a different person and once it started it just kept going and going. Stars were exploding and I was floating...magically floating," she gushed, jumping immediately to the orgasms she had experienced.
"Did he feel different? I asked, wanting her to continue.
"Yeah...you know it was big. It hurt at first, but kind of in a good way, and then it didn't hurt," she replied in a way that I knew was meant to be sensitive towards me.
"Did you cum every time?" I probed.
"Yeah," she replied and nodded her head.
My dick had become completely hard and I had a sudden need to feel my wife's body. So, I took her arm and pulled her into a tight embrace. Seconds later, my hand was inside her robe and when I found her nubs, I was delighted to find them stiff.
"This talking has made me horny," I admitted.
"I can tell," she giggled and pulled my mouth to hers.
It was a long connection, but when we finally broke, I told her, "I'm going to take you right now. On the table."
"Do it...do it baby," she answered in a husky voice, as our hands began working on each other's clothes.
In seconds, we were naked and seeing her marked breasts again drove me to even a higher state of excitement. I started to push her backwards, but suddenly she dropped to her knees and inhaled my dick. She moved rapidly all over my shaft and balls coating them completely with her saliva. Like me, she was very aroused and seemed determined to make our lovemaking a special event.
"Did you taste him?" I asked as the thought of her with the black cock in her mouth flashed in my mind.
"Yeah..." she groaned, breaking just long enough to answer.
"Did he cum...did you taste his semen?" I demanded, needing to know the details.
"Yeah..." she replied the same way, and I could tell she was intentionally teasing me.
"How, baby? Tell me how it happened?" I pushed, although I knew I sounded needy.
"After he took the condom off, I cleaned him up," she clarified.
"Both times?" I shot back.
"Yeah..." she responded.
"Damn Kami. I want you right now," I said.
I pulled on her shoulders until she was standing, and with her giggling, I guided her backwards until she was sprawled across the table. I moved between her legs and with them spread, I got a good view of her red and very swollen mound. However, I was way too excited to stop and immediately slid my dick down her length, finding it quite wet.
"Ohhhh...you want your wife back?" she groaned.
Since acknowledging her excitement with the black man and receiving my support, my wife had turned into a vixen. I wasn't sure if her last comment was meant as a challenge, but that's the way I took it, and drove into her hard.
"Easy..." she whimpered.
"No," I replied and started moving fast.
At first, there was a definite look of pain on her face, but it slowly began to ebb. Now, we were staring back at each and I was pleased to see that her eyes were half-closed and her mouth partly opening. It told me that she was, like me, very much into the lovemaking.
"Mmmm...you feel so good..." she sighed.
"I'm going to cum in you again," I declared, and then asked, "Is it a good time?"
"I'm not going to tell you. You have to make the choice," she replied as a thin smile appeared on her face.
With that, I looped my arms beneath her legs and pushed them back until they were near her chest and began to thrust into her forcefully. It was an aggressive move, but Kami seemed to be fine with it as all kinds of mews and whimpers came from her.
"Shit, I'm not going to last," I declared a few minutes later.
Even though I wanted badly to bring my wife to a climax, everything had ganged up against me and I had become much too excited.
"Cum in me Phillip, it's what you want," my wife purred.
It was the final straw for me and then I lost all control and began to fire my seed into my wife's unprotected womb. As the last of it left me, I fell onto her and instantly felt her small hand stroke my hair.
"Someday, we might have to tell our child how he or she was conceived," I started to giggle.
"With love, of course," she offered, although she joined me in laughter.
Surprisingly, there was no more talk about the pastor that weekend and we went about our time in a normal fashion. Back in the city, the encounter became even more distant, making me think back to Kami's statement about the strange power of her uncle's place. We skipped the following weekend, for a variety of reasons, but certainly one of them was an unspoken view that we needed some time. In the interim, her period arrived, letting me know I had missed her fertile phase, and although I didn't say anything, I actually felt mixed emotions.
Two weeks after the black man took my wife, we drove past the church. When I glanced at Kami, I saw she was staring at it, and when our eyes connected, I thought I saw a hint of curiosity.
"Wonder what he's doing?" I said, wanting to see how she would respond.
"No telling," she answered, providing no further clue about her thoughts.
It had been a late start for us, so by the time we had unpacked and become settled, it was after eight. We were curled up on the sofa, watching television and were finishing our second glass of wine when my cell phone rang.
"Pastor Mathews," I said, showing Kami the screen, and then answered, "Hello?"
"Hello Phillip. How are you and Kami?" he asked in his normal booming voice.
"We're fine, thanks. And you?" I replied.
"Doing fine, too," he said, and then continued with, "I saw the lights on at the house, and I was wondering if it would be possible for you and Kami to babysit Anjanae tomorrow evening. I have some things to attend to and was hoping you wouldn't mind."
My first thought was that he was hoping to use his daughter as a segue to bed Kami again, but knowing how much she enjoyed the young girl, I turned to her and relayed the request. Just for a moment, her face showed some trepidation, and then she was nodding to indicate her acceptance. I let him know we were available and after agreeing on a drop-off time, the call ended.
Amazingly, we avoided any further discussion concerning the black man, and went about the Saturday doing the normal things. As late afternoon approached, Kami began to prepare the house for the child and set up the kitchen so they could make cookies together. She was dressed in jeans and simple pullover top, making no attempt to appear sexy, but there was still a palpable energy in the house.
"Hi Anjanae!" my wife said enthusiastically when they arrived.
Immediately, she took the girl's hand and led her away from the pastor. Now alone, he beckoned me outside with a nod of his head and I followed him, closing the door behind us.
"I wanted to see...you know...how she's doing?" he asked, fumbling with his words.
"I think she's fine. We haven't really talked about it that much," I explained.
"Good...good..." he said, although I could see he had a confused look. Then, after an awkward pause, he added, "Does she still want to do it again?"
"Instantly, I understood the meaning of his words, and I was fortunate to keep my wits as I responded, "You know, we'll have to see. I better get back inside."
He accepted my statement with a quick nod and we separated. Inside, I spotted my wife and the young girl playing on the floor, and my look lingered as I considered the new information. The simple answer could be that it was merely sex talk exchanged in the heat of the moment. However, I knew that there was a possibility that it had been a sincere desire. It didn't really jive with her morning after reaction, but I knew from my own feelings that it was a complicated subject, which likely made it even more so for my wife. I couldn't land on a resolution, but I couldn't dismiss the message either.
Kami and Anjanae had a wonderful time together. They played, baked chocolate chip cookies, and watched movies. Right at nine-thirty she began to drag and just before ten my wife put her to bed. I poured her a large glass of wine and she curled up next to me on the sofa.
"What did y'all talk about when you went outside?" she asked without warning.
I looked at her and then answered, "You."
"Meaning?" she followed.
"He wanted to know how you were doing...if you were okay," I explained, and then added, "I said you were doing fine."
"Okay," she replied but gave me an odd look.



"Then he asked if you still wanted to do it again," I declared.
A guilty look instantly hit her face and it took her a moment to collect herself before she said, "That was...it was just talk."
"Lover talk?" I asked, deciding to push since she had admitted her involvement.
"Stop...you know..." she replied, looking even more guilty.
"Do you want to do it again?" I asked.
Her look gave her away. It was a mixture of guilt and excitement that left no doubt in my mind that she wanted to be beneath the black man again. Still, she wasn't ready to admit it, and squirmed for a few seconds before she spoke.
"No, of course not. I still feel strange about it all," she said.
"He was your aunt's lover for a long time," I responded.
"Do you want me to?" she asked, turning my head with her hand until we were eye to eye.
"Kami, I want you to admit your true feelings. I don't want you hiding things. I think you do want him, but really all I want is the truth," I explained.
She received the message and continued to stare at me for several seconds before she said in a low voice, "I don't know. Sometimes I do."
"And now? Tonight?" I asked.
"Not with Anjanae here. I can't do that," she responded with a concerned look.
"Yes, you'd have to be quiet," I replied, and let a little smile come to my face.
"Very funny," she replied with mock annoyance, and then asked once more, "Do you want me to?"
Our eyes locked and it seemed like the silence turned into minutes. However, in reality it was only a few seconds before I replied with a very dry mouth, "Put your robe on."
Kami gave me a final look and then slowly stood and disappeared to the back of the house. I thought she might be gone for a long time, but just a few minutes later she returned in her robe. By her protruding nipples, I could tell she was braless and a quick lift of the edge showed that she was still wearing her thong.
"Give me your thong," I told her.
"Damn, you're pushy," she said, but immediately pushed the garment down her legs.
"Just one rule," I said and when she gave me a questioning look, I added, "Use condoms."
"Okay, are you going to cum in me later?" she asked as she snuggled close.
"Yes," I told her.
We had both become wired and the unknown time of arrival of the black man made the time crawl. It resulted in both of us emptying our wine glasses quickly, so when the pastor finally arrived at around eleven-thirty, we were both hammered.
"How was she?" he asked me as he stepped through the threshold.
He too looked like he might have been drinking by his disheveled appearance and his red eyes.
"Fine. You want some wine?" I slurred.
"Sure. Where's..." he started and then spotted my wife on the sofa.
"Hi Jerome," she said in a tipsy voice.
The man's eyes went between us several times, and when I handed him the wine glass, they finally stopped on my wife, "Kami, how are you. You look fabulous as usual."
He moved to the living room and waited for me to take a spot, and when I sat in the loveseat, he took a place on the couch a respectful distance from my wife.
"How have you been?" Kami asked.
"Good...good..." he answered, a little nervous.
"Look, remember what you asked me earlier?" I said.
"Yes..." he replied as his body got stiff.
"Well, after you left I asked Kami," I explained in my inebriated voice.
"Okay, I see..." he answered.
"I said yes," she blurted out with a naughty smile.
It took a moment for the message to sink in, but when it did, a huge smile filled the black man's face. He reached out and took my wife by the wrist and pulled her until she was next to him. It was Kami that pulled his head down for a kiss and they had only been connected for a few seconds when his hand found the opening in her robe and moved to her breasts.
"Yeah, baby...this is going to be good," he said in a low, sensual voice.
"Ummm...I know..." she responded.
While the pastor fondled my wife's pert breasts, she fumbled with the buttons on his shirt. Occasionally, they would stop to kiss and when she had it fully undone she pulled the tail from his pants and started using her own fingers on his nipples. Her efforts had a clear impact because he began to paw at her robe. Soon, it was off her shoulders and we were treated to a full-frontal view of Kami's nude body.
Pastor Mathews tilted his head down, found one of her tiny nipples, and began to nibble on it which made my wife go crazy. She couldn't keep still and it wasn't long before she broke free and ended up on her knees, between his legs, where she began to work on his buckle. It didn't take her long to free him and with his help she peeled the pants off his legs. He was without underwear and as soon as his cock was freed from the garment it flopped forward onto his abdomen. Kami was on it instantly stroking, kissing and licking it like it was some magical instrument that needed worship. He let her have her way for a few minutes, but it was clear he was getting antsy.
"Baby, it's time," he declared and pulled her from her task.
She understood the meaning of his words, and quickly standing, she said, "Let's go to bed."
They left me alone in the living room with their clothes strewn about, and I waited several minutes and then followed, but when I arrived at our bedroom it was empty. Surmising they wanted to be as far away from Anjanae as possible, I moved to the guest room where the black man had so thoroughly fucked Kami's friend, and as I approached I could hear passionate sounds emanating from within. The door had been left open several inches, and rather than the bed, I saw they had taken a spot on the carpeted floor. It was dark and difficult to see the details, but I could just make out my wife on her knees, sucking his large cock once more. I played the voyeur and watched them and it wasn't long before the pastor rolled my wife onto her back. There was a brief conversation I couldn't make out and then suddenly my wife rose and headed my way.
"What's wrong?" I asked when she opened the door.
"The condoms are in his pants," she said breathlessly, with a look on her face that indicated she was in heat.
With no further words, she moved past me and returned just seconds later holding something in her hand. The black man had come prepared and it made me wonder what drove his confidence. There was some furtive movement on the floor and then it stopped.
"Ohhhhh...ohhhh...Jerome..." my wife suddenly whined.
"Yeah...oh yeah..." he groaned and even in the dim light I could see his ass slowly rising and falling.
For the next ten minutes, I watched as he took my wife, driving her to ever higher states while maintaining incredible control. When she finally climaxed, she was a whimpering mess and when it began to ebb, the sounds of her sobbing filled the room. It informed me that he had connected with her on a very deep level, more than just raw sex, and the reality hit me hard. When his turn arrived, he let go with a throaty roar that I feared might wake the child, and I was grateful for the latex sheathing that protected my wife's womb. I left them to recover and was surprised when the pastor suddenly appeared a few minutes later.
"Kami reminds me so much of her aunt," he said as he started collecting his clothes.
I just nodded in response, and when he was dressed, I accompanied him to collect his daughter. Then, they were gone, and I immediately moved towards the bedroom to find my wife. She was in the guest bed and looked to be asleep, but as I got close she turned my way.
"Make love to me," she whispered.
In seconds, I was undressed and beside her. After some gentle kisses, she turned onto her back and pulled me on top. Like before, I found her pussy open and soaked, and it felt wickedly amazing.
"Did you enjoy?" I asked.
"Ssshhh...later," she replied.
"Okay, baby..." I whispered.
"Cum in your wife..." she moaned.
Kami pulled my head down for a kiss and when we connected I could taste the black man's semen. No doubt, like the previous encounter, she had licked him clean after the condom was removed. I knew I should be disgusted, but the feeling of my wife was too powerful to stop. At that moment, I wanted nothing more than to plant my seed.
"Ohhhh...fuck...fuck, Kami," I cried out loudly, shortly after, when the moment arrived.
My release was helped by the whimpers coming from my wife and her fingernails gently tickling my balls. I kept moving, trying to push out every single drop of life-giving fluid, and when I finally stopped, I realized that once again I had been unable to get her to another orgasm. I thought about probing for her thoughts, but the sex and alcohol had consumed us both. Within a minute of rolling to her side, we were both asleep.
The next day, Kami was much less reticent to talk about things than the previous time and it filled our conversation on the drive back to the city. She freely admitted that she had a mind-blowing climax and explained that it was she that directed him to leave so Anjanae could get home and she could be with me. I thanked her for being careful with the condoms, and all in all it was an upbeat discussion.
"You and your aunt sharing a lover," I said, feeling things were in a good enough place that I could tease her some.
"I know! My God, it's decadent," she responded in a playful tone. Then, after a moment of thought she asked, "Do I really have a lover?"
"Seems so," I replied.
I knew that Kami would eventually confide in her friend Trish. Still, it occurred much sooner than I expected. It was Tuesday, just two days after our return that she dropped the bomb.
"I told Trish," she announced while we were watching the late news.
"Why Kami?" I asked, somewhat annoyed.
"We went to lunch and she brought him up. You know she was curious about him...and I kind of let it out," she explained.
"That's not being discrete honey," I warned.
"It's Trish...it's okay," she replied.
"What was her reaction?" I asked.
"She's jealous," she giggled, and slipped under my arm.
We moved on to other things and I thought that was the end of it, so I was taken by surprise when she returned to the subject of her friend Trish just two days later.
"Trish is interested," she said over dinner.
"Interested in what?" I asked in confusion.
"Jerome...you know...being with him," she stammered.
"Huh? Come on Kami, this is getting weird. It's all happening so fast, and it's supposed to be...you know...your deal," I shot back, but when I saw the nervous look on her face, I stopped, and started again, "What did y'all talk about?"
"She wants to...uhhhh...maybe come out...and try," she forced out.
"Fuck the pastor?" I said, suddenly tired of the vagueness.
"Stop it," she responded angrily.
"And John?" I asked, referring to her husband.
"He's pushing her," she replied.
"So now, besides Trish, her husband knows about it all," I challenged her.
"I know. I scolded her, but come on, she's my friend," she said in defense.
"Well, when is this supposed to happen?" I asked.
"This weekend," she responded.
"What? That's tomorrow? Does Pastor Mathews even know what's expected of him? What if he says no?" I said.
"He wanted her before," my wife replied in a low voice.
"Kami that's going to be too weird. Everyone in that small house like that?" I voiced my opposition.
"We thought we would go by ourselves tomorrow and you could come Saturday. Trish would leave," she explained.
"What about John?" I asked.
"He's not coming," she stated.
"Kami, you know if he comes over with you and Trish, he's going to want...expect sex with both of you. You realize that?" I challenged her.
"I won't. It's just for Trish," she argued.
The discussion continued for another thirty minutes, and although I repeatedly voiced my objections, Kami refused to see the downside of the plan. In the end, she agreed that she wouldn't participate in any way and that she was there strictly to support her friend. Although I was still filled with doubts, I reluctantly acquiesced. Later, as I continued to think about it, I realized it might actually be a good thing. It certainly positioned the relationship as strictly about sex, and that if feelings were involved, Kami would be much less inclined to share.
Friday night found me at home in the city, slowly getting drunk on bourbon. Several times, I thought about calling my wife, but decided it was best to just stay out of it and learn all that had occurred when I showed up Saturday. Despite a hangover, I was up early and arrived just before eight. Evidently, I was earlier than expected because they were not ready for me when I pulled up.
The pastor's car was still there, parked next to Trish's, and I opened the door thinking I might find the trio drinking coffee, but the room was empty. At first, I stayed in the kitchen, deciding that I would give everyone some privacy. However, I hadn't been there long when I heard sounds that seemed to be sexual in nature. It was hard to remain still and soon I was moving towards the hall, where I was hit with a clear cacophony of sounds that included moans, grunts, and squeaking bed springs. Realizing it was coming from our bedroom, I closed the short distance and turned into the open door to see that Pastor Mathews was fucking the hell out of Kami in the missionary position while Trish's husband John stood naked next to the bed pulling on his cock.
"What in the hell?" I yelled.
Instantly, the sounds ceased and all eyes were on me. There was an awkward moment as the reality hit the trio that was quickly followed by cries from my wife.
"Oh no! Let me up...get up," she yelled.
I could see confusion on the black man's face while John moved further into the room, rightfully fearing a violent confrontation. The pastor began to pull away and as he did his thick uncovered cock came into view that was coated with Kami's fluids. Not only was my wife having sex with the black man, but she was giving him complete access to her unprotected womb. He crawled off the bed and when he was finally standing he gave me a worried look and then departed. Following his lead, John shot passed me and left the room, too.
"What in the hell? What's going on?" I demanded, after I closed the door.
"I'm sorry," she replied while starting to cry.
I was using every ounce of self-control I had to keep my cool, as Kami had greatly violated my trust. Still, seeing her in distress with her arm reaching out to me, I almost succumbed and took it. However, there was far too much to determine before it would be time for forgiveness.
"What happened?" I said sternly.
"Kami? Are you okay?" Trish's voice called through the door.
"I...I'm fine," my wife responded through her sobs.
Evidently satisfied, there were no more words from her friend, and I pushed again, "Tell me what happened."
"I was bad," she whimpered, and her words sent a chill up my spine.
"Did he cum in you?" I demanded, not wanting to wait.
"It's...it's an okay time," she replied, answering the question in the process.
"How many times?" I responded.
"Once..." she replied softly.
"And John? Did John fuck you?" I asked, suddenly remembering his naked presence.
"No," she answered, and her fidelity in that regard seemed to perk her up.
"Why Kami? We agreed nothing would happen," I asked, lowering my tone a bit.
"I...I don't know. It was all too much. I got too excited and couldn't control..." she began to explain and then let the thought drift off.
Instantly, the vision of Trish crying out loudly in passion as the pastor took her filled my mind. In the small house, there would be no place to escape the erotic sounds which made me a little sympathetic to her plight.
"Why is John here? You said he wasn't going to be part of it," I probed.
"He wasn't supposed to be. When they picked me up he was in the car and Trish just gave me a look...a look that was like please be okay with it," she responded.
Kami was starting to gain control, so I said to her, "I want you go back and start from the beginning and tell me what happened."
Her eyes moved from me to the floor several times, and then after a long sigh, she started, "I called him, the pastor, when we got close and asked him to come over for a drink. He was here an hour after we arrived and when you weren't with us, I could tell he was confused. So, we stepped outside and I explained...you know...what Trish wanted."
"Go on," I said when she stopped.
"He was a little surprised, but okay with it and he asked if you knew about it. We had some wine and then he took Trish into the bedroom. They were there for hours," she explained.
"Where was John?" I asked.
"Running back and forth between the living room and the bedroom. We could hear a lot and it was getting to him," she said.
"When were you with him?" I pushed.
"He came out of the bedroom and John went to Trish and...I...I was bad," she whispered.
He fucked you on the couch?" I asked.
"No, he took...we went to the bedroom," she responded in a barely audible voice.
"And he fucked you...and came in you," I stated more than asked.
"Yes...I was bad..." she said once more.
"Kami, look at me," I demanded and when we made eye contact, I asked, "Did you do anything with John?"
She began to sob again, which gave me a partial answer, and then with a choking voice, she said, "He licked me."
"Did he make you cum?" I probed, for some reason feeling it made a difference.
"Yes..." she whispered with a tiny nod of her head.
With that, I turned and left the room telling myself to remain calm when I saw the others. However, there was nobody in the living room or kitchen and when I looked outside, I could see that both cars were gone. I thought it was a cowardly action, although part of me was glad to be done with them for the moment. I was drinking coffee when my wife appeared dressed in jeans and a blouse.
"I'm going to check on the horses," she said to break the silence, and when I merely nodded, she got a distressed look then moved next to me and said, "I'm sorry."
"You betrayed my trust," I told her.
"I know," she whispered and then shuffled towards the door like a prisoner to the gallows.
Kami was gone for a long time giving me hours to contemplate her behavior. In reality, it was her interaction with John that caused me the most discomfort. I could rationalize her breaking of her word with the pastor and even his ejaculation as she is very strict on her safe days. However, her best friend's husband was just wrong on every level. I wondered whether Trish had been aware and if not, it meant they had been both sneaky and selfish. Plus, his involvement took things out of the country setting and transported them into our normal day to day lives.
Mid-afternoon my phone rang and I could it was the pastor calling, so I answered, "Hello?"
"Phillip...hello. It's Pastor...Jerome," he replied, and paused for a moment before continuing, "Look, I feel like I somehow got in the middle of something last night, and...uhhh...I would just like to clear the air. Can we meet?"
My first reaction was to tell him no, but after thinking about it, I decided his view might be valuable. So, I told him I would drive down to the church. He met me in the parking lot and then guided me into the building that stood behind. I learned that on the far end was a small two-bedroom apartment where he and Anjanae lived. It was austere, but neat, and after handing me a bottle of water, we sat down at the small kitchen.
"Where's Anjanae?" I asked.
"Uh...she's staying with relatives for the weekend," he explained.
"I see..." I replied, deciding to let the subject go.
"Phillip...look...uhhh...what happened?" he asked, but before I could answer, he added, "I was called to come over and I thought everyone was good."



"The whole thing was for Trish to...uhhh...fulfill her fantasy. The girls were supposed to come out by themselves...no John. We discussed and agreed it would be just Trish, not her having sex. Plus, on top of all that, you weren't using a condom," I explained.
"Okay, man. I understand. It did seem odd you weren't there," he responded.
"Yeah... a mistake I made," I said.
"Look, I don't want any hard feelings between us. I didn't think I was doing anything unwanted," he replied.
"What did Kami tell you?" I asked.
"Just that Trish wanted to get together," he replied with a sincere expression.
"I mean about her...having sex," I clarified.
"Well, when I came out and saw her naked on the sofa...she just...look I don't want to get her in trouble but she just...you know...was ready...and pulled me to the bed," he stammered.
"What was John doing when you came out?" I probed, nervously.
"It looked like he was trying to...do it...he was over her but she had her hands covering her," he explained.
While not thrilled to hear this new piece of information about John, at least it did somewhat jibe with her story. However, hearing that she had been the aggressor in getting the black man to bed was far different than what I had envisioned and I wanted to pull the string.
"Why didn't you use a condom?" I asked.
"They were in my pants...in the other room. She said it was okay," he answered looking very nervous.
"How many times did y'all do it?" I pushed.
"Twice...well the second time was when you walked in," he answered, confirming another piece of Kami's description.
"So, you were with her all night?" I asked, trying to clarify.
"Kami? No...after...uhhh went back to Trish," he admitted.
"Then you went back in the morning?" I said.
"Yeah, she was in bed with...uhhhh...John," he replied, getting nervous when he admitted to the other man's presence.
"Look, I really want to know what was happening. Please just tell me," I implored the black man.
He gave me a disturbed look, but only paused for a few seconds before replying, "They were under a sheet and looked to be sleeping, but John must have heard me because he turns and looks at me then gets up and goes to his wife. He was naked...they were both naked," he said.
"Was he close to her?" I asked with a very dry voice.
"Yeah...very close," he answered, and then added, "She was asleep."
"Had he fucked her?" I asked bluntly.
"I don't know...I really don't know," he replied, and then added, "She was really wet."
Halfway through our conversation, I thought I was converging to a resolution, but having heard about this second time with John, I now felt like I was back to the beginning. Certainly, by the pastor's words and inflection in his voice, he was delivering the message that he thought it very likely they had fucked. That would mean that my wife had betrayed me even more.
"Is your daughter away because you were going to have Trish and Kami all weekend," I asked, returning to our earlier exchange.
"Uh...I wasn't sure...the call was on short notice, but I thought it would be best to plan ahead," he answered.
I could hear Kami in the bathroom when I arrived back at the house and I immediately poured myself a whiskey. When she appeared ten minutes later, by my look and the tumbler in my hand, she could tell something was up and that it wasn't good.
"Where did you go?" she asked.
"To talk to Pastor Mathews," I replied, wanting to see her reaction.
Surprisingly, her face didn't register any fear when I made the pronouncement. She merely nodded her head and then moved to get some wine.
"I hope it was a civil discussion," she said.
"Very informative," I responded.
"How so?" she asked.
"Let's just say I got more details," I answered.
"Like?" she asked, and then quickly followed with, "Phillip, please don't be this way. If you want to know something, just ask."
"Well, according to him, you practically dragged him to bed and then told him a condom wasn't needed when he tried to leave to get one," I started.
She looked at me with pain filled eyes and then replied, "I suppose that's true."
"And, he said John was trying to fuck you when he walked in," I stated, letting my voice rise a bit too much.
"But, he didn't," she answered, and for the first time I sensed she was becoming annoyed.
"Would he have if the pastor hadn't appeared?" I shot back.
"No!" she responded emphatically.
"Are you sure, because it's my understanding that he spent the night with you in bed...naked," I confronted her.
"Nothing happened," she replied, but in a much less assured voice.
"Kami, I'm going to ask one more...one last time. Did John fuck you?" I demanded to know.
"No!" she answered.
"So, I'm supposed to believe that John was next to your naked body for hours and never did anything? Never tried anything?" I threw back at her unable to believe he didn't paw at her body.
"He touched me some," she let out with a deep sigh.
"Tell me what happened," I demanded.
"He...touched my breasts and between my legs...he fingered me," she answered as the tears started.
"Did you stop him?" I pushed.
"No...I'm so ashamed...it was so wrong..." she whimpered as her body began to convulse with her sobs.
"How long? Did he get you off? Did you have an orgasm?" I probed.
"Yes..." she admitted through the tears.
"And what were you doing? Where were your hands?" I followed.
"Masturbating him," she admitted, seemingly done with her deceit.
"Did you make him cum?" I asked.
"Yes..." she responded, and then quickly added, "We didn't fuck."
"Why Kami?" I asked once more.
"I don't know...it's this place...this house. There's something about it with everyone," she cried.
"No, Kami. It's just you," I told her.
As soon as the words left my mouth she began to cry harder and she moved close to me and tried to put her arms around my chest.
"Please don't leave me. I'm so sorry...so sorry..." she bellowed.
I had never been able to deal with Kami's deep emotional states and my first response had always been to try to take away the cause of the hurt as quickly as possible. Now, I let her arms go around me and she pulled tightly against my body. It was then that she came into contact with my fully erect dick. I wasn't even aware of it myself until she made contact and I was immediately hit with a sense of confusion and shame. When Kami felt it, she stopped her hug and backed away until she could look into my face.
"You're hard," she stated, although it was really meant as a question.
"I...I guess so," I answered.
"Why?" she probed.
"I don't know," I replied sincerely.
She didn't say anything at first, and it felt like the wheels were spinning in her head trying to decipher the mystery, until she finally responded, "You made me feel bad all day...made me feel cheap and horrible and it really turned you on?"
"No Kami...I told you I don't know why," I answered, suddenly feeling on the defensive.
She abruptly ended our embrace, grabbed her wine and moved to the sofa. A minute later, I joined her, but took a place on the other end.
Minutes ticked by in silence as we stared at the television before she asked, "What turned you on?"
"Nothing Kami. I don't know why it happened, okay? I think you're just trying to deflect things," I told her.
Whatever the reason for my surreptitious arousal, it had ended my questioning of Kami's actions. I felt too guilty and confused to continue and I doubted very much that she would allow me to anyway. Now, she had some bullets in her gun to fire back.
More silence ensued and then out of the blue, she asked, "Which one do you want me to put on?"
"Huh?" I asked, truly lost.
"Which outfit?" she clarified.
Suddenly, there it was. Emboldened by my rogue dick, she wanted to try and entice me with one of the costumes, knowing that if I succumbed it would be a tacit sign of forgiveness. After all, if we played and made love, how would I be able to return to my inquisition. I had to give her credit, it was a good strategy, but I wasn't feeling guilty enough about my erection to concede.
"No...not interested," I informed her.
"Okay," she replied.
I finished my whiskey and then poured another as we continued to watch mindless programs. It was when I was well into the second glassful that my mind began to drift to the memory of Kami in the cheerleader and harem outfits. It wasn't hard to project the vision of her in the Nurses uniform, and then I was thinking about her long smooth legs and pert breasts with their tiny buds. Several times, I consciously forced the thoughts away, but on each occasion, they would slowly worm their way back.
"Nurses uniform," I said without elaborating.
Although I was staring directly into the television screen, I could feel my wife's eyes boring into me from the side. However, she didn't speak and shortly after she rose and left the room. Now that things were in motion, I chastised myself for not being more deliberate in dealing with my wife's indiscretions. Like a male dog smelling a female in heat, I had quickly lost all control.
I recalled the outfit was white with a large red cross on the right breast. In truth, I didn't think it was near as interesting as the cheerleader or harem costumes, but since it was the last one untried, I decided it would be the selection. Movement in the hall signaled my wife's approach, and when she appeared, it was as I expected, except for the fact it was very short, and a hint of Kami's tight rear peaked from the bottom. Plus, this one fit her much better than the others and she had left the zipper partially open in the front which showed some nice cleavage. She was barefoot and as she moved towards me she exaggerated the sway of her hips.
"Turn around," I said when she was before me.
She did as I instructed, and then, without prompting, she bent at the waist which gave me a perfect view of her uncovered pussy. Clearly, she was using all her feminine wiles to make me forget how bad she had been.
"Should I take your temperature?" she asked, looking over her shoulder.
"Don't move," I commanded, enjoying the sight of her mound that seemed to be dampening.
"Something you like?" she asked, surprising me with the aggressiveness.
"I'm still mad at you," I declared.
The fact was that I was rapidly losing the battle to remain angry and detached. The seductive power of my wife was proving too strong, but I wanted and needed to try and maintain my position.
"I know," she said softly and then turned and fell onto her knees between my legs. She looked up at me with sad eyes, and said, "I'm sorry."
I returned the stare into her eyes and gave her my best annoyed look. Her response was to try and look even sadder, and then her hands went to my pants and she began to work the belt and buttons. I knew I was fighting a losing battle, when I lifted my hips so she could tug my pants over my waist.
"Ohhhhh...something seems to be wrong here," she said, still playing the nurse, when my erect dick sprang free.
"Stop...I'm mad," I said, trying to regain control.
"Do you always get hard when you're mad?" she asked, playfully as her hand squeezed me.
Suddenly, rather than sex, I wanted to return to the events of the previous night. I wanted to know more and question her on her motivations and reactions.
"Why Kami?" I asked resurrecting the subject.
I could tell by her look that she thought she had successfully moved past the subject, and she looked at me with a worried expression before finally answering, "I...I told you...I got too excited and...I guess lost it."
"What made you excited?" I probed.
"Hearing Trish, I guess...them together..." she admitted after a short silence.
"Hearing him fucking her and wishing it was you?" I pushed.
At first, she just nodded her head slowly, and then she whispered, "Yes..."
"Were you jealous?" I asked,
"I guess...maybe...some..." she responded.
"Then why did you set it up?" I challenged her.
"She wanted to so bad...and she kept begging me. What was I supposed to do? She's my friend," she answered.
"Do you still want him as your lover?" I asked as I stared into her eyes.
"No...no more...and we should get rid of this place," she announced, although I thought her statement was meant as something of a probe for my feelings.
Rather than respond verbally, I merely nodded my head and we stared into each other eyes for a long time before she lowered her head and began to run her tongue over the head of my dick. There was no further conversation as she slowly worked my shaft. She was putting a supreme effort into making it a wonderful blowjob, and succeeding. I reached the point where I either had to stop her or be put on a short trajectory to an explosion, and after a few seconds of thought, I made my decision.
"Let's get in bed," I said.
She lifted her mouth off me while emitting a sensual sigh, and then I led her to the bedroom, shedding the remainder of my clothes along the way. I positioned her on her hands and knees, flipped the tiny edge of the outfit up, and quickly pushed my dick inside. I started a deep, forceful movement that instantly had her grunting lustily in response. Soon, her pussy began to emit the slippery sounds from her intense wetness and it fueled my thoughts.
"You can't tell him no, can you?" I accused her and when she didn't answer, I added, "He can have you any time he wants. Fuck you any time."
"That's not true," she whined.
"Yes...and now he cums in you, too," I said.
"No more...no more..." she grunted between my thrusts.
I had become way too excited to last and only a few seconds later I got the out of body sensation that portended a climax. In the last few moments, I thought about my beautiful wife spreading herself wide for the black man, and strangely it was an arousing vision rather than one of disgust. In a final series of excited cries, I blasted my semen into my wife and then fell heavily on top of her, driving her to the mattress. No further words were spoken between us and soon we were both sound asleep.
As soon as we returned to the city, Kami called Trish and arranged to meet. Her stated purpose was to apologize for her interaction with John, but when she reported on the conversation, it seemed her friend was far more interested in exchanging notes on Pastor Mathews.
"She wasn't mad about John?" I asked when she had returned.
"No, she said she wasn't surprised. She said he has a thing for me," she said with an awkward grin.
"Did you tell her everything that happened?" I responded, a bit surprised she would be so disinterested.
I had repeatedly chastised her for her involvement with John and she had apologized over and over. It had reached the point where we had to move on, although I had made it clear I no longer wanted to do anything socially with them.
"Yes, of course," she answered.
"Well, what did you talk about then?" I asked.
"Her time with him..." she said with a grin.
"Really?" I responded.
"Yes! She kept thanking me," she said, and when I looked at her with a questioning stare, she added, "Her best sex ever."
I think that conversation, which occurred between best friends, coupled with the revelations about her aunt and uncle went a long way towards relieving her of guilt. She felt ashamed about the lack of condom use, but she was now seeing the sex itself in a much more positive light. Our discussions became much more open, and she actually become comfortable with the fact that Pastor Mathews was her lover and that she would be with him again.
"Hurry up honey or we'll be late," Kami prodded as I put on the dress shirt.
She was wearing the long blue choir robe and was definitely showing excitement about her first time with the group. We made it to the church with a few minutes to spare and my wife disappeared to the back while I took a spot on a pew. It wasn't long before she appeared with the other's behind the altar and as soon as Pastor Mathews stepped out, they broke out in song. Since his request for her to join, she had practiced a few times with the group and had evidently learned enough because she seemed calm and confident. Even her motions, standard fare for the black choir, were in synch. I received a few odd glances as the congregation took it in, but it wasn't long before everyone seemed to accept the situation.
A smile came to my lips as I thought about her naked body beneath the robe and the load of cum in her pussy. I had refused to let her clean-up after a morning round of sex as I wanted her standing behind the pastor oozing my semen. I even thought about the likelihood that he could smell the sex and that made my grin broaden.
Essentially, over the past few months, my wife had turned into a sexually needy being. Before, our lovemaking had always been deep and fulfilling, and while we continued that way in the city, once in the country, with the black man's frequent involvement, it often turned basic, almost raw. She was having sex at least four days a week and often it involved multiple rounds. While she didn't see the pastor on every visit, it was frequent and I could tell she looked forward to it. I had reached the conclusion, after much consideration, that her desires had always been in her, part of her true being, and that her discovery of her dear Aunt's appetites had set them free.
It was a month after her first appearance with the choir that I received a call from the pastor who asked if I could stop by for a chat. He deftly avoided my attempts to determine the purpose, but intrigued by the request, I agreed. I met him at the appointed time on the front steps of the church, and as a scattering of lazy clouds drifted by, he started to explain his reason for calling.
"Has Kami told you there is a choir function next Friday?" he began.
"Yes, she did," I replied.
"Look Phillip. I like you and I feel with the past...with Joe and Kay...that there is a certain connection," he continued, and then paused for a breath, before adding, "The function is not for the entire choir. It will be just a smaller group and sometimes...things have happened."
Instantly, I knew where he was heading. The middle-aged man of God had somehow turned his church choir, or at least a part of it, into a swinging group. I was practically certain that my wife knew nothing about it as she had been quite open about the gathering and had shown no nervousness. Thus, I suspected Pastor Mathews wanted to come clean with me and address my wife's involvement. Surprisingly, I felt more amusement than anger, so I decided to see where he would go.
"Really? I assume you mean that sex might occur," I responded, and then added, "Who? Which members are involved?"
"Yes, that's the purpose of me reaching out. Kami overheard the plans for the party and assumed it was open to all," he answered, providing some details in the process.
"Uh oh..." I replied and started laughing openly.
"Yes, quite the dilemma," he said, now also laughing.
"Well, I got to hear more! Who's involved?" I probed.
With a deep sigh, followed by asking for my complete discretion which I found almost comical, he explained that the core group included both of the men in the choir and three of the women. Occasionally, another woman would participate, although he didn't expect her this time. I knew that one of the men was younger than the pastor, perhaps in his mid-thirties, while the other had to be in his fifties. As far as the women were concerned, I didn't recognize any of the names, so he tried to describe them. I recalled the pretty young woman that he explained was in her late twenties. She was slender with a very open smile and lively eyes. Likewise, I thought I knew who he was describing for the second woman. If I was correct, she was the second youngest in the group, although ten years older and much heavier. The third woman didn't connect with me at all. His final comment was to tell me that except for the older man, all the others were single.



"His wife doesn't care," the black man stated.
"You know you have a problem," I said with a chuckle.
"Oh, Phillip. There are so many. Which one are you referring to?" he responded with his own quick laugh.
"Kami thinks you're...sort of hers. She is not going to be pleased about you and anyone else," I replied.
"Her aunt was the same way," he said, suddenly becoming serious.
"How are you going to tell her?" I asked, knowing that if the subject wasn't broached the gathering would likely be awkward.
"I was hoping I could come by tonight and talk to her, but I wanted you in the know and on my side," he explained.
"I guess you better, but...wow," I answered
Kami had grown quite fond of her involvement with the choir and I knew the soon to be delivered revelation would likely end her participation. I felt bad for her, and thought about giving her a warning, but finally decided that it would be best if the message was delivered by the pastor. We were watching television when we heard the knock on the door a little after eight, and she looked up at me from her spot on the couch with a questioning expression.
"Hello Jerome," she said in a pleasant voice when the large black man entered.
I suspected she might think she was going to enjoy some unplanned sex from her lover, and cringed inside as I considered her receipt of his message.
"Hello Kami, you look amazing...as always," he replied in an uncharacteristic nervous voice.
"Let me get you some wine," she said and bounced to her feet.
"Lovely..." he responded and shot me a worried look.
When my wife returned, they took up positions on the couch while I sat in the loveseat. An informal banter began, although it was apparent that the black man wasn't his normal self. It took Kami a few minutes, but she finally picked up on it and gave me a puzzled look. At that precise moment, he decided it was time to get to the point.
"Kami, there is something I need to discuss with you and it concerns the upcoming choir gathering," he started, and then after a short pause, continued, "I know you showed interest in coming, but this...uhhh...event...is somewhat special and intended for a smaller group."
"Okay, well...if I'm not...supposed to go...then fine," she said as confusion came to her face, and then suddenly she declared, "I don't understand."
For a brief moment, I thought the pastor might get lucky and skate out of the dilemma with minimal work. However, Kami's confusion was now being joined by curiosity and I knew he would have to explain more.
"It's just best..." he began.
"Why?" she cut in, demanding detail.
I was finding their interaction to be somewhat entertaining, although I still worried how my wife would react when the truth was revealed.
"Look...Kami...baby...there are some things that are likely to happen that you...aren't supposed to know about," he replied using a soothing voice.
Her eyebrows furrowed as she received the odd message and then she looked towards me with a strange look before it finally hit, "Shit, Jerome...are you kidding me?"
"Baby...it's been something going on for a while. Long before you joined the choir," he answered, evidently thinking the ongoing aspect of the debauchery provided justification.
"Is there anything about you that doesn't involve sex?" she quickly responded while shaking her head, and before the black man could reply, she said, "Fine, I'll stay away."
"Kami..." he started.
"Who is going to be there?" she asked, throwing both the black man and me off guard with her apparent interest.
"Kami, I don't feel it would be prudent to disclose..." he began.
"Tell me," she demanded.
The pastor looked my way for support, but I stayed silent, electing to stay out of it. His look made my wife look my way too, and I could tell she surmised we were in some way co-conspirators. There followed an awkward silence before the pastor finally spoke and explained, like he had for me earlier, who would be attending.
"I see," she said when he finished.
"Like I said, it's been...ongoing for some time," he tried again.
I could see that Kami didn't appreciate the comment, so I wasn't completely surprised when she responded with an ultimatum, "What if it's them or me?"
Pastor Mathews' eyes locked with hers for several seconds before he replied, "You are just like your aunt."
"I hope so," my wife shot back and she seemed to be gaining strength as their exchange progressed.
"Actually, you are..." he started and then stopped.
"I am what," she demanded.
"Nothing," he said, and looked my way nervously.
"Don't be afraid. Tell me," she pushed.
They stared at each other again for several seconds and then he replied, "You are...let's just say that Kay wasn't so possessive."
His words had a visible effect on my wife as her back straightened and she took a small inhale of breath. She looked at us both and once again I felt like she found me involved, and then she stood.
"I'm going to lie down," she announced.
"Kami..." the pastor said softly.
"I hope you enjoy your party," she responded and then disappeared.
"Damn! That didn't go well," he said.
"No, but I didn't think it would," I replied.
"Should I go talk to her?" he asked.
"I think it would be best to let her calm down. Maybe tomorrow she will be doing better," I counseled.
I let another thirty minutes elapse after his departure before I made my way to the bedroom. Kami was curled up on top of the comforter, still fully dressed, and appeared to be sleeping. However, as soon as I sat on the edge of the bed, her voice broke the quiet.
"Did you know?" she challenged me.
"He told me this afternoon and asked if he could come by to talk to you," I answered truthfully.
"And you didn't warn me..." she stated.
"No...I..." I started, intending to explain, but deciding it was better to just accept the accusation, I told her, "No, I didn't."
"This place is so bizarre. Everything is sex. Everything! It makes good people do strange things...us, Uncle Joe and Aunt Kay, Trish and even a church..." she said in exasperation.
"Maybe..." I said, unsure of how else to respond.
It wasn't the first time she had made a similar declaration, and despite the supernatural aspects of her view, I had to admit that a very strange conflagration of events occurred on this relatively small piece of real estate.
"No, I'm mad at you," she declared when my hand landed on her hip, and even though I suspected the reason, she decided to tell me anyway, "You should have warned me."
"Kami I just wanted to console you. Now come on, come back out and let's have some more wine," I suggested.
"Maybe later. I want some time first," she replied, and with that I left her to think.
Fortunately, in less than an hour she joined me and after collecting her wine she sat close to me on the couch. She had changed into her robe and her long smooth legs extending past the fabric quickly had my attention. I let one hand move to just above her knee and was pleased when I didn't receive a rebuke.
"Did I ever tell you how much I love your smooth sexy legs," I said, hoping to move things in a more positive direction.
"Can you believe it? Their...their...sex club," she spat out seconds later, ignoring my comments and providing clear proof of where her mind was parked.
"I guess people do it, but I never heard about anything inside a church," I replied, feeling a bit hypocritical.
"He made me mad when he brought up Aunt Kay," she stated,
"I could tell," I replied, trying not to smile.
A long silence ensued before she asked, "What do you think she would do?"
Instantly, my thoughts went to the CD we had discovered and the multitude of pictures showing her late aunt in all kinds of sexual situations. They were certainly not limited to encounters with Pastor Mathews, so I wondered if she would have found the choir gathering to be a big deal.
"Probably, same as you," I answered politically.
Pastor Mathews did in fact call the next day, but Kami declined the meeting, and just a few hours later we were on our way home. For several days, the subject of the black man didn't come up, but late Wednesday, when we were cuddling after making love, it returned.
"I don't want to go to the country this weekend," she stated from out of the blue.
"Okay," I whispered in return,
At that moment, my hand was gently massaging her breasts and my lips were nuzzling her lovely neck. I was hoping to get her aroused for a second round, so talking about the country was of no interest to me,
"I just don't," she said seconds later.
This time, I tried to ignore her words and continued my fondling, but soon it was apparent that she was miles away from me.
"I think you're jealous," I whispered.
"What? About what?" she answered a bit too defensively.
At the same time, she turned her naked body in my arms until we were face to face.
Knowing I was on very thin ice, but unable to drop the thought, I replied, "I'm just saying I know it would be uncomfortable to be that close, especially after your ultimatum."
"You're an ass," she declared, seeing through me.
Looking back, I'm not sure I could describe the sequence of events that led to us being in the SUV headed towards the property. It seemed to occur in very small increments, until it was just apparent we were going. I couldn't even say with certainty who was more of the instigator, as we both had input as well as opportunity to stop. Regardless, just after sundown on Friday evening, we pulled up to the house.
The church parking lot had been empty when we passed, which made me wonder whether the decadent gathering was scheduled for later or if it had been moved to another location. Then, there was also the possibility that Pastor Mathews had conceded to Kami's threat and had canceled it. Instinctively, I knew the same thoughts were running through my wife's head, so I wasn't surprised when she moved immediately to open a bottle of wine. Her first glass was gone in less than fifteen minutes, which was surprising as she is normally a slow sipper, and without hesitation she made for a refill.
"I'm going to check on the horses," she declared just a few minutes later.
As soon as the words left her mouth, I knew her true intent. On the way to the barn was a small rise that provided a nice view of the countryside that included the church. She was no doubt eager to see if the gathering had commenced. I thought about offering to go with her, but deciding it was more interesting to witness her actions, I merely nodded my head and then helped her transfer her wine into a plastic cup.
As soon as I stepped out the back door, I felt the cool of the night air and wondered if Kami was dressed for it. The moving beam of her flashlight made her progress easy to follow until she disappeared into a stand of oak trees. I started after her, making sure to tread carefully, which was difficult without my own light. However, it only took me five minutes to get to the high spot and I wasn't in the least bit surprised to see my wife gazing down towards the church. It was probably a quarter mile away, but it was still easy to spot the cars. By the number, it looked like he had full participation, so with this knowledge and that of my wife's interest, I returned to the house.
"It's cold!" Kami declared thirty minutes later when she burst into the house.
"Are your animals okay?" I asked as she went to fill her now empty cup.
"Yes, everything's fine," she announced.
There was little doubt in my mind that she did proceed to visit her horses as she did truly love them. However, I knew it wasn't the primary purpose of her expedition and the thought chewed on me. She was clearly very jealous, that had been evident to some degree since the disclosure. Finally, emboldened by my own intake of wine, I decided to confront her.
"Are there cars in the parking lot?" I asked.
"What? What do you mean?" she responded defensively, although her startled expression gave her away.
"When you crossed the hill did you see cars?" I pushed.
"I didn't notice," she replied.
"Kami?" I said and gave her a knowing look, then added, "Did you really think I didn't know where you were going?"
She gave me an irritated look for several seconds and then answered, "Yes, there were cars."
She was staring down at the counter with embarrassment when I moved behind her, looped my arm around her waist, and whispered, "You're jealous...admit it."
"So..." she responded in a pouty voice, and then after a pause added, "Women aren't like men they feel...at least something...a little."
"You know from the pictures that your aunt shared him," I reminded her.
"Yes, both of them," she said in a tiny voice.
At first, I took her words as just a perfunctory response to my comment. But, in the silence that ensued, another thought began to creep into my head. Was Kami thinking about the sex parties her aunt and uncle held? Was she in fact thinking about being shared by Pastor Mathews? It was a crazy idea, but one that kept returning and it wasn't long before I decided to probe.
"Do you want to go to the party?" I whispered.
I had expected to receive a quick and emphatic no, so when several seconds elapsed without a reply, I knew that she was at least thinking about it.
"No...I...I couldn't...I'm not invite," she finally said, with little conviction.
While kissing and licking her neck and ears, I used my left hand to unbutton her blouse while my right worked the snap on her jeans. It wasn't long before I was teasing her erect nipples through her sheer bra while I snaked my hand into her pants. Several times, she tried to squeeze her legs closed but I kept up my efforts and when I arrived at her slit I found that she was utterly soaked. In fact, she was so wet that I wondered how it hadn't seeped through the fabric covering her mound. Something had made her completely aroused, and I suspected it was the thoughts about the activities down the hill.
"Do you want to go?" I asked once more.
"I...I can't...it's not just him," she whined as her body writhed from my touch.
"Have you thought about it?" I probed.
Several seconds went by before she whispered, "Yes..."
"Do you want to go?" I asked for the third time.
"Will you come with me?" she replied without hesitation.
"No, baby...it's a choir party," I reminded her.
"I...I...it's too much. What if it's not him...not Jerome?" she gasped.
I had learned a lot about my wife in the past few months and one of the key aspects came from her involvement with her friend's husband, John. It had been a stunning revelation to learn that she could be made so excited that she would abandon almost complete control. It was true that she had stopped him from fucking her, but they had done everything else, and I think it was only her deep friendship with Trish that provided the boundary. In the setting at the church, the only existing relationship was with the pastor, and I wondered if he would act as a protector or enabler.
Feeling her move in my arms, I knew I could take her to bed and enjoy some amazing sex. Even if her excitement had been created by thoughts of her lover's sex party, I could be the beneficiary. Yet, as I held her lovely body, it was her mind that I found interesting. So far, so quickly and now, when faced with what should have been an absolute wall, she was trying to rationalize her way around it. I truly wondered if she was capable of the last step, and if she started the journey, where would her limits appear.
"I know you want to go. I've seen it all week," I whispered to her.
"No...that's not true...I wasn't sure," she answered, admitting reticence rather than outright disinterest.
"And now? Do you want to?" I pushed yet again.
"Can...should...I don't know..." she stammered.
I felt my mouth suddenly get dry and a throbbing begin in my temples. Did I really have the ability to send my wife into the middle of black sex party taking place at a church? Would she really go? Sex had become a much bigger part of her being since the revelations about her aunt, but this was really out there.
"What do you think Kay would do?" I asked softly.
"I'm not Kay," she answered quickly, and then in whisper, I heard her say, "Go..."
The word seemed to settle around us, and I squeezed her gently, then whispered, "I'll drive you down."
We barely spoke as we made ready and in less than five minutes I was pulling the SUV in the lot. I suspected that the event was occurring in the pastor's apartment, so after pointing out the door, I leaned over to give her a kiss.
"Any...you know...things..." she asked.
"Use condoms," I said, while remembering her time with the black man when she lost control, so I asked, "Where are you? Is it a good time?"
"Not great," she admitted.
For a moment, I thought I saw something in her eyes that indicated reluctance. However, it was fleeting, quickly disappearing. So, after taking several condoms I had brought from the house, she was out of the vehicle and into the cool night air. She covered the distance to the door in slow steps, and after knocking it took almost a minute before it was opened by the pastor who was dressed in a robe. They exchanged words and I saw him look towards the car several times before he let her inside.
When I got back to the house, I switched from wine to whiskey as a litany of thoughts bounced through my brain like one of those bouncing ball lottery machines. How long would she stay dressed? Would the pastor keep her to himself? Was she watching the others in the small living area? Who would get her second? How many times? It was also the time that I realized I might be truly insane and in certain need of professional help.
The first drink was quickly followed by a second and then a third. Even in my excited state, on top of the wine, the whiskey soon had me in something of a catatonic state. Then, somehow, I passed out and it wasn't until two hours later, jarred by the discomfort of my nose pressed into the table top, that I finally returned to consciousness. It took me several moments to get my bearings and recall the circumstances, and when I did, I immediately reached for my phone and looked for a message, finding none.
Rather than provide comfort, the lack of communication actually caused my anxiousness to return. I paced the floor for several minutes, while somehow avoiding any alcohol. Finally, unable to stand it any longer, and feeling like a caged animal, I decided to go to the church. I drove to our gate, left the car, and then made the several hundred-yard walk along the lane, thankful there was no traffic. It was past midnight and almost four hours since I dropped her when I trudged across the dirt lot with no real idea about what to do.
Interestingly, in addition to the pastor's, there were only two cars remaining, which seemed to indicate the party had ebbed. I approached the door, intending to knock, but even in my foggy brain, I knew once my presence was announced, the truth might be lost forever. So, since the inside was brightly lit and the outside accessible, I decided to snoop around some and see what I could find.
Peering into a window that was part of the living room, I could see that it was currently empty. The furniture had been moved and there was a small mattress on the floor with a blanket crumpled on one end and on the couch was another similar blanket. I was just about to move to the next window when I spotted, on the coffee table, the condoms that Kami had taken. There were untouched, still with the wrappers intact, ready to be used. I hoped it meant that either she had abstained from sex or used others that had been available, but I knew it was unlikely.
Past the kitchen was the larger bedroom, used by the pastor, and there was just enough light to make out him and a black woman lying together on a queen-sized bed. It was hard to tell for sure, but I thought it quite likely that it was the youngest of the three women he had told me about. They appeared to be asleep, so I moved towards the window to the smaller room.



This was Anjanae's room and much like the master bedroom, enough light filtered in through the open door to make out figures on the small bed. It was Kami and a black man that were spooned together with my wife facing the wall. They were covered by a sheet that hid most of their bodies, although I could see enough to tell that the man had his arm wrapped over her waist. Like the woman with the pastor, I sensed that this was the younger man of the group, which meant that he was around thirty-five. I had only seen him in the choir robes, but guessed he was around six-foot-tall and in reasonable shape, which matched what I was now seeing.
I thought by their stillness that they must be asleep, but suddenly, right before me, I saw his hips move, and then a few seconds later they did again. The slow, easy way it happened made me think that he had his cock buried into Kami from behind which was confirmed not long after, when after another move, she reached back with an arm and draped it around his neck. He started to pick up the pace and it looked like they were about to shift to full fucking when two things happened in quick succession. First, I heard a car engine start, which momentarily startled me, and then seconds later Pastor Mathews appeared at the door. He was standing naked with his heavy cock dangling over his full set of balls and immediately engaged the other man in a discussion. As a result, he had stopped his movements into my wife who lay still as she watched the interaction.
Suddenly, the man with Kami flipped the cover off them revealing their naked forms and as he pulled away from her I saw that he wasn't wearing a condom. It incensed me to think about how reckless she was acting, especially after making it my lone demand. I thought about hitting the window to announce me presence or run around and enter the apartment, but before I could decide, they rose from the small bed and left the room. I was certain where they were headed, and it was only a few steps over to the adjoining window where I arrived just in time to see my beautiful wife climb onto the bed. The pastor was reclined in the middle with his hands behind his head and my wife moved forward and kissed him passionately. Right behind her was the other man who grabbed her by her hips and pulled, breaking their kiss and positioning her where her mouth was right over the pastor's cock. Then, without ceremony, he moved onto the bed and slammed his shaft into my wife.
By the movement of her body and the look on her face, I knew she must have emitted a loud cry. On his second push, her face landed on the pastor's groin and she grabbed his thick cock and pulled several inches into her mouth. They quickly found a rhythm and for the next few minutes I watched Kami being sport fucked by the two black men. Finally, having decided I had seen enough, and thoroughly out of physical and emotional energy, I walked back to the car.
I slept fitfully as I expected a call from Kami, but it never came. It wasn't until at little past ten that I heard a car pull up and when I went to the window I saw it was the pastor's. Inside, I could see Kami exchanging some words with the black man, and then she left the vehicle and moved towards the door. She looked tired and when she stepped into the house I could see that she was truly haggard. It didn't appear that she had slept at all, which made me think that one or both of the men had fucked her all night.
"Morning," I said, unable to hide my irritation.
"Hi...I'm sorry. I fell asleep," she replied.
"Kami, it doesn't look like you slept at all," I fired back, and then added, "Tell me what happened."
"Let me shower first," she responded with a nervous look.
"No, why don't you tell me now," I demanded.
"You know what happened," she said looking down at her feet, and then as if she had received a shot of adrenaline, she said, "You said it was okay, so don't make me feel bad."
I took a deep breath to fend off my anger, and then a calm voice I said, "Just tell me about it."
"I did it with Jero...Pastor Mathews and another man, too. Roland," she stated.
"Just them? How many times?" I asked.
"Yes, just them and it was a lot," she answered in a small voice.
"Did you use protection like I asked?" I challenged her, wanting to know if she would be honest.
"Yes...mostly," she replied, and then added, "Not always."
"Kami! Why? It was my one request! What if you get pregnant? An abortion would devastate you and you can't have a black man's child," I yelled.
"I know...its stupid...so stupid, but I get too damn excited..." she whimpered.
The aroma coming from her body led me to believe she hadn't showered, so I pushed, "So, right now you're full of semen?"
"Just let me shower," she answered brushing by me as her tears started.
She was in the bathroom for almost an hour, and when I heard the door open I met her in the bedroom. She was dressed in a robe, but for some reason I wanted to inspect her body and see the damage.
"Take you robe off, please," I said.
For a moment, she gave me an odd look, and then she was pulling the garment off her shoulders. It fell at her feet revealing her lovely body that was covered only in a thong. With a nod, I indicated that should come off too, and without protest, she pulled in down her legs. Surprisingly, her body showed fewer marks than I expected. Of course, her pussy was raw and swollen, but other than that, there were just two hickeys that I could see. One was small and just to the inside of her nipple on her left breast and the other was a larger, quarter size bruise on the underside of her right orb.
"Finished?" she asked with some irritation after a few seconds.
I nodded my head and she quickly pulled her thong back in place and then together we moved to the bed. I pulled her close to me although neither of us spoke as the seconds turned to minutes. For almost half an hour, my mind churned as I processed the events, but finally I reached a conclusion about what to do.
"Kami?" I asked, hoping she was awake.
"Yes..." she answered in whisper.
"This is the last time we're going to come out here for a while," I said.
"Okay," she said, no doubt thinking it was to end her involvement with the pastor.
In a way it was, but there was more to it, so I replied, "We're not coming back until your pregnant."
She was silent for a while as she thought about the message, and then replied, "You're going to give me a baby?"
"Yes, honey," I said, and with that she grabbed my arm and pulled it tightly around her.
We left for the city as soon as she finished a nap, and on the drive, she explained that she was confident that the sex with Pastor Mathews and the other man had occurred during a safe time in her cycle. In fact, her period started just a week later, and as soon as it was over, we started to prepare. The first two months were unsuccessful, but sometime during the third it happened. It would have been a gross understatement to say she was ecstatic and now that she was safely knocked up, we decided a couple weeks later to go to the country.
I had made multiple trips out to tend to the horses and check on the place and had purposefully steered clear of the pastor. However, for Kami, it would be her first return visit and as we got closer, I could see she was getting excited.
"So much to do!" she said with enthusiasm, and then said something that surprised me, "You think we'll see Anjanae?"
My first reaction was to equate the child with the sex she had experienced with the black man, but as I reflected on it, I think Kami viewed it much differently. To her, being with Anjanae exhibited her maternal instincts, and I had to concur that when she was with the child they were clearly evident.
"I guess we can if you want to," I replied.
I thought about reengaging with the black man and I wondered how he would react. He had certainly become a part of our lives and our abrupt disconnect must have registered. However, I also felt his curiosity must be piqued, and he was unlikely to turn down an opportunity to see Kami.
"Just Anjanae?" I teased.
"Stop it. And yes, just Anjanae. My play days are over," she declared as she rubbed her barely pregnant tummy.
"No play? No wine? Are you going to make it?" I asked with a laugh.
"It's going to be challenging," she giggled.
As soon as we arrived, Kami grabbed a bag of apple treats and took off to find the horses. I unpacked the car, opened the windows to let things air out, and knowing she would likely be gone for some time, I decided to drive down and see if Pastor Mathews was around.
"Phillip, dear Lord, where have you been?" he asked as soon as he opened the door.
After a handshake and quick hellos, he invited me inside. For just an instant, I thought about the decadent taking my wife had experienced in the small apartment, but I could tell he was nervous, so as soon as we were seated, I started to explain.
"I know it looked like we disappeared, but we haven't been out in several months," I began.
"I know...I know. Is she okay? I thought she must have not...reacted well...to the party," he asked.
"Yes...well..." I started, but he interrupted.
"I was surprised...it was like she was possessed. Even Kay never got that wild," he said and his message instantly got my attention.
I thought about trying to trick him into revealing more, but decided I would take a more direct route, and asked, "Look...it seems that more occurred than she shared. Why don't you tell me what happened?"
Instantly, his face got a distressed look, and then he responded, "I don't want to start trouble..."
This time, it was me that cut in, and I said, "No one is going to get in trouble. It was months ago. I'm just curious and want to know. Kami told me that she had sex with you and a man named Roland multiple times."
"And Clifton," he said.
"Clifton?" I asked, although I suspected I knew who it meant.
"Yes, the other man in the choir," he confirmed.
"So, all three..." I said.
"Yes, all of us and I say...I mean what was strange was...she just couldn't get enough. Wanted more, all night," he explained.
"Nothing with the other women?" I asked, suddenly curious.
"No...but they watched her...everyone did," he replied, then added, "She kept getting off."
It was certainly a different message than she delivered and one that showed something of her I wouldn't have expected. The sex in the country had certainly been passionate, but I would not have characterized it as the wanton display that was being described. I knew I needed to think it through, and that would take time, so I decided to move to the purpose of the visit.
"You know...Kami was a bit shocked at her behavior, but there's more to it than that. We've been wanting to start a family and it was too dangerous to do that with the...other activities. So, we stayed in the city and now she's pregnant," I told him.
"Outstanding!" he cried out, and then quickly added, "I'm glad that's the reason."
"Yes, it's very exciting," I replied.
He shook my hand and then asked, "Would you mind if I came by to say hello?"
"Well, that was one of the reasons for me coming by. Kami really wants to see Anjanae. Would it be possible to bring her with you?" I asked.
It was quickly decided that he would drop by at eight with his daughter, and a few minutes later, I left. I was back at the house for almost twenty minutes before Kami appeared, with a smile on her face.
"I missed this place," she declared.
"What about it?" I asked as a thinly veiled tease.
"Stop it," she said, instantly spotting the innuendo.
"I went by to explain things to Pastor Mathews. He was excited to hear the news and is going to come by at eight with Anjanae," I explained.
"Perfect," she declared and it wasn't long before she began to prepare for their arrival.
My wife had changed into jeans and a simple top when the knock came on the door. I was much closer but by the time I opened it, she was right beside me.
"Anjanae!" she called out, making the young girl smile.
"Nothing for me?" the black man asked, and after a few seconds, she turned to him and allowed him to give her a hug.
"Hello Jerome," she said in a very friendly tone.
"You definitely have the glow," he told her, which brought an excited smile.
For the next hour, the pastor and I sipped wine in the kitchen and watched Kami and Anjanae interact. They were truly enjoying themselves and I couldn't help but think what an outstanding mother she would be. It also made me wonder why we had ever gone down the road of the illicit sex, as now I wished she had become pregnant long ago.
"You are indeed a lucky man," the black man said.
"I know, it makes me wonder why I ever let her do the crazy stuff," I said, candidly.
"Oh Phillip, don't think that way. You park that for now, but there will be a time to pull it back out, and now you know what's there," he counseled.
We were well into our second bottle when the black child began to crash, and since things were going so well, Kami took the child to the bedroom to lay down. When she returned, she eyed the wine hungrily, although she knew she couldn't.
"It's not fair," she declared, and then looked at me and said, "You shouldn't drink either. You should show support."
Her words brought a big laugh and we continued the lively banter until we decided to sit. Moving to the sofa, Kami took a place between the pastor and me, which forced up some surreal memories. When the second bottle was gone, I stood to open a third and while I was using the corkscrew, I watched as they engaged in a whispered conversation. Now the thoughts hit me full-force and I could feel a strange sensation surge through my body.
"Pastor, are you trying to get into my wife's panties?" I asked pointedly.
Instantly, my wife gave me a shocked look that showed some guilt, but the black man, sensing my mood, chuckled and then said, "I was trying."
"Make any progress?" I asked.
"I was just starting to," he laughed.
"Hey, I'm right here and you weren't getting anywhere," Kami stated.
With that, I walked over and re-filled his glass, moved back to the kitchen and then said, "I'll just stay over here and see how far you get."
Part of it was the wine and part of it was the description of her over the top behavior during the choir gathering. Within seconds, he had his head bent so he could whisper into her ear, but Kami, now with my full attention, pretended to ignore his efforts. The pastor had perseverance, showing no signs of flagging even in his inebriated condition.
"Really? Did that really work when I was drunk?" my wife suddenly said while laughing.
"You weren't always drunk," he answered, which made me laugh and brought a faux irritated look from my wife.
"Honey, why don't you change into your robe," I said.
A smile quickly appeared on the black man's face, but her irritated expression started to look real.
"No, honey. I'm a pregnant wife. No more monkey business," she answered.
Undeterred, the pastor returned to his whispered seduction and I decided to remain silent. Seconds became minutes and then I saw that he was stroking her bare arm with his fingertips. In addition, Kami looked like she had sunk further into the sofa so that she was slightly below him. Despite her statement, it certainly looked to me that he was making progress. Suddenly, my wife's body moved like a shiver had coursed through her body. It caused her to lean forward slightly and broke the connection with his hand, but when she relaxed and leaned back, the pastor's hand found her chin and turned it his way. On the first kiss, their lips barely touched, but on the second they remained connected for several seconds.
"Honey?" she said looking my way.
"You'd be more comfortable in your robe," I responded.
For several more seconds, they engaged in their low conversation, and then my wife slowly rose and left the room without looking my way. The pastor and I traded excited looks, although I think we both had doubts about her return, and with each passing minute those thoughts rose. However, just when I thought it was clearly over, she appeared. She was in her robe and barefoot, which immediately made me think of the phrase "barefoot and pregnant", and it was evident that she had freshened her makeup.
Pastor Mathews let her sit without speaking and then returned to his whispered seduction. This time, his efforts were much more fruitful and it wasn't long before they were trading kisses. The connection quickly increased in passion and it was during a long one that I saw his hand find the folds in her robe and disappear. The movements made it clear that he was massaging her breasts which caused her to be forceful with her lips. Now, it was she that was grinding her mouth hungrily against his.
When the kiss broke, there was a sudden flurry as her robe was removed and together they worked on his clothes. It seemed like it was only seconds until they were both naked, and the black man guided her to straddle his waist. It was Kami that found his heavy cock, brought it to her opening and slowly descended onto its length.
"Mmmmm...ohhhh..." she whined as it entered.
"I've been missing this," he whispered seductively, which brought a rapid nod from my wife, and then noticing her nipples he said, "Baby, you're already getting dark."
"Yes, and their sore," she moaned.
Kami started with small movements but they quickly grew until she was riding his entire length. As more was fed to her, her passionate wails increased to the point I became concerned about waking Anjanae. I moved to close the hall door, which brought no reaction from the lover's, as they were completely consumed by their mating.
"Damn, you're milking me," the man of God let fly.
"It feels so good...please don't stop," my wife begged.
"Never going to stop. You're back where you belong," he grunted.
Kami's orgasm came fast and in litany of cries and moans she exploded onto the black shaft. She wrapped her arms around the black man's neck and thrust her chest forward. Spasms hit her body, from her thighs to her shoulders, and it was during one of these that he announced his release.
"Oh, baby...here it comes...coming for you now...ugggghhhh...ugggghhhh..." he let out, and I visualized his seed filling my wife's occupied womb.
They remained in an embrace while occasionally kissing during the long period it took for them to come down. Finally, Kami, with an extended moan, lifted from his shaft and I could see his half-hard cock coated with a combination of their juices.
The pastor watched my wife's ass as she left the room, and then looked my way and said, "Thank you."
After that evening, they met often, but always in our house. As the pregnancy progressed, she became hornier and I thought it was likely a combination of her hormones and the constant sex she was experiencing. It wasn't uncommon for the pastor to give her a mind-blowing orgasm and then have her wake me in the middle of the night for more sex. Any guilt had long since evaporated, and she would often ask the black man to give her details about her aunt.
"How are you today?" I said to the hardware store owner when I stepped inside.
It was a picture-perfect spring day and I had dropped in to pick up a list of things I needed to complete a few chores. The store was empty and by the look on the man's face he was eager to chat.
"I'm fine, thanks for asking," he replied, and then followed with, "How are things over your way?"
"Fine, too," I said.
"I hear that ol' pastor has a new girl in the choir. A young white girl. Pretty, they say," he laughed.
It had been several months since Kami re-joined the church choir and even though she hadn't participated every week, it seemed it was unique enough that word had spread.



"Does he now?" I said, playing dumb.
"It's what I hear. Up there Sunday's on display like a trophy," he responded, laughing again.
"A trophy?" I replied.
"Yeah, everyone knows he beds all the women in that choir, so it seems he's landed him a white one," he cackled.
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Dr. Ruth Rabinowitz, the sixty-two-year-old owner of the Westside Reproductive Center, sat at her desk finishing up the last of her paperwork for the day. Even though it was only Wednesday, she was already looking forward to the weekend and spending some time in her garden. In truth, she despised her job, but the money was quite good, and unlike others in the medical profession, her hours were relatively short and predictable.
She hadn't always been this way. When she first broke out on her own some twenty-five years ago, she had been excited about the challenge and eager to make a difference in young couples' lives. However, time had worn on her, and her divorce ten years ago hadn't helped. Now, she mostly looked at each client as just another set of whiners thinking their problems were special. Besides, there were too many people on the planet already, and if fate was keeping certain couples childless, then so be it. She would just take their money, or more precisely, their insurance money, and enjoy the comfort it provided. Of course, she would always pretend to care, commiserating mostly with the women to give them hope.
The doctor locked the files away, collected her things and left the small room. It would be good to get home to her pet poodle, Claude. Besides her daughter that lived several hours away, her dog was the joy of her life. Perhaps she would take the animal for a short walk and maybe call her daughter later too, she thought.
The clinic had a staff of twenty, made up of four other MDs, and an assortment of clinical staff that covered testing, genetics, counseling and administration. Most had gone by now, but as she turned the corner in the hallway, she looked straight into the office of Greg Rizzo. She was surprised to see him, as he was typically the first one out the door. He was a young graduate of the local community college, and worked for the office administrator doing a variety of tasks that included IT, record keeping, receivables and payables. It seemed to her that he must spend every minute outside of work at the gym since his 6'1" body was in incredible shape, which augmented his natural swarthy good looks. Although he had been discrete to date, she suspected he had been in flings with several of his female co-workers. They were always sighing over his looks, which made the older woman jealous, since she knew that at her age and with her poor looks she would never find herself beneath him.
"Probably looking at porn," she whispered to herself as she walked past.
"Please honey. We've come this far," Anne Mattsson said to her husband.
The young couple was sitting in their SUV outside the clinic waiting for their appointment time and Jason, her husband of four years, was suddenly getting cold feet.
"I don't know...I...I don't know..." he replied as he looked at her and shook his head.
Jason was twenty-nine years old and Anne was twenty-seven. They had been trying for two years to get pregnant, and so far, had failed. They knew it often took time, so at first, they were not concerned, but as the months rolled by their anxiety grew. Others had counseled that they were trying too hard and needed to relax, which seemed to Anne to be something much easier said than done. Their appointment had come after much soul searching and discussion, and she didn't want to go back having come this far.
"Please..." she implored him again.
He saw the needy, almost desperate look in her eyes, and not wanting to make her distressed, answered, "Okay, sweetie."
"Thanks!" she responded, practically beaming, and they reached for their door handles at the same time.
Just a few minutes later, they were in the waiting room filling out a stack of forms, and ten minutes after handing them in, they heard their names called. The clinic had told them when they called that they would need to come in for a consultation first and after that a visit for testing might be required. So, the couple was not surprised when they were escorted to an office with a small conference table rather than to an examination room.
"Mr. and Mrs. Mattsson? I'm Dr. Rabinowitz," the doctor said while extending her wrinkled hand.
Jason rose and took her hand while looking over the woman. It struck him as odd that someone so plain and unattractive would be in the field of reproduction. His first thought was that she might never have had sex before. The doctor noticed the look and instantly knew what it meant as she had seen it many times in her career, and even though she realized she should be used to it by now, it still irritated her immensely.
"Did you bring the questionnaire?" Dr. Rabinowitz asked.
The forms they had completed in the waiting room were about general health and insurance coverage. However, they had been directed to complete a long form they had received via the internet from the clinic staff, that focused on their sexual past and practices. Some of the questions were quite intimate, and had created some anxiety as they thought about revealing themselves to strangers. Nonetheless, Jason handed over the document and they sat quietly as the doctor went through it. She asked several follow-up questions about their general health and diet, then followed with more embarrassing ones.
"So, you're both certain there have been no past STDs?" she asked, then looking directly at Anne and added, "They can cause pelvic inflammations and other issues that affect fertility."
"No, nothing," the young wife offered quickly.
"And no injury? Like a sports injury even long ago when you were a child," she queried Jason.
"No," he responded.
"Tell me about your masturbation," she asked in a matter-of-fact way.
"Well...uhhh...I believe I answered..." Jason stammered, and his obvious discomfort even brought a smile to his wife's face.
"Mr. Mattsson, the reason I asked is because excessive masturbation can lower sperm count. I'm not trying to embarrass you, just ascertain the facts," she explained.
In truth, it had been a cheap shot that she had planned in response to his prior condescending look. A few more questions were asked, and the couple was directed to schedule a date for testing at the desk. In addition, the doctor gave them a pamphlet of practices that could aid in conception, although with a quick glance as they departed, it appeared to be similar to the information they had downloaded from the internet. Eager to move forward, the young wife selected the first available time, which was two weeks out.
"I didn't really like that," Jason said when they were back in the car.
"It wasn't that bad," his wife countered, and patted his arm.
For some reason, discussing fertility and baby making made him horny, so as soon as they were inside their small home, he guided his wife to their bed. Anne just giggled as he quickly stripped her, then looked up at him from the bed as he undressed. Jason knew that he had done very well getting Anne as his wife. She was a tall and slender beauty with soft brown hair and dark eyes. Her chest was a set of very firm C-cups with tiny nipples, that on her frame were very pronounced. In addition, she had a lovely mouth with full lips and when she smiled her eyes lit up and cute dimples formed in her cheeks.
Now though, her face had morphed to an expression of anxiousness and need, so as soon as he was naked, he climbed between her legs and buried his face into her shaved pussy, delightfully finding it already quite wet. Jason loved to give his wife oral sex and she loved to receive it so he lapped at her for several minutes while she stroked his hair. When her knees began to move towards her chest, he knew she was getting close. He planned to bring her to a climax with his tongue, then quickly enter her, allowing her orgasm to extend, and enjoy the feeling of her spasms until he fired his semen into her unprotected depths. They made love this way often, as it allowed Anne to progress without anxiety and still allow them to finish connected. It was exactly what they did, and when they were done, they embraced and cuddled.
"Maybe this time you're pregnant," the young husband whispered.
"Wrong time baby, but I like how you think," she giggled.
They made love twice more, only getting out of bed to eat a late snack before quickly returning. Although the sex had been fulfilling, they both stayed awake longer than normal thinking about the clinic and where it might lead.
Their anxiety built as the day of the testing approached, and when they arrived, they were separated with each going through a different protocol. For Anne, it turned out to be no more invasive than a gynecological exam, but Jason was deeply embarrassed when he was required to provide a semen sample. Tucked away in a quiet spot, it seemed to take forever, and he was unable to look into the face of the female nurse when he handed over the container. Finally, they were finished and were informed that they would be contacted to come in once all the results had been received.
Ten days later, Anne received a call from the clinic and was told they could come in the following week to meet with Dr. Rabinowitz and review the results. She tried to prod the woman for information, but she claimed to have no knowledge of individual cases. Thus, the young couple endured another stressful period until the appointment date finally arrived.
"As you know, we conducted a series of tests to aid in determining issues around the probability of fertility in your specific relationship," Dr. Rabinowitz started.
They were seated in the same conference room they had used during the initial consultation, having been directed to it as soon as they had arrived. With no formalities, the doctor had launched into the matter, and to the young couple it seemed to be coming much too fast.
"Yes," Anne replied nervously when the older woman paused.
"And, we have the results, which point conclusively to Mr. Mattsson's extremely low sperm count as the issue," she stated, inwardly feeling some glee in delivering the message.
"Low sperm count," Anne repeated slowly, as if trying to let it settle in.
When she turned towards her husband, she could see his face had gone ashen and he seemed to be stooped in his chair like all the energy had left his body. They started at each other for several seconds without speaking before Jason straightened up.
"Okay, I mean how low?" he asked.
"Very low," the doctor replied.
"Well, okay. I mean can it be improved? Can you take some and concentrate it?" he asked, wanting specifics.
"I'm afraid in your case the answer is no. If Mrs. Mattsson is to become pregnant, she will have to be inseminated through another sperm source," she replied, fighting to hold back a smile. Anne began to sob, and Jason reached over and took her hand, and the doctor looked on for a moment quietly, before continuing, "Adoption is an option, of course. But, if you wish to become pregnant, you will need to receive semen from another party. In this regard, there are two means to proceed. Either you can arrange for a donation from someone or there are sperm banks that hold donations that can be acquired. The procedure itself is minor and we can perform it here. I know this is a lot of information to receive, so my suggestion is you take this material, become familiar with it and decide how what you would like to do."
As the words were leaving Dr. Rabinowitz's mouth, the feeling struck Jason that it sounded like a well-practiced speech. It made him wonder how often others sat in these chairs listening to the troll-like woman deliver bad news.
The message devastated Anne, as she had sincerely thought they would learn their problem was some minor, fixable issue. She was quiet all the way home, and only when they were inside did she awaken to how her husband must be feeling. She walked up to him and wrapped her arms around his shoulders, while squeezing as hard as she could.
"I'm sorry," he said in a croaking voice.
"There's nothing to be sorry for. It's not your fault...it's...it's nobody's fault," she replied
"Still, I..." he began.
"Stop," she whispered, and planted her lips on his.
It took several days for the message to truly sink in, and then they were able to begin to discuss it and determine what option might be best. Jason had started out thinking adoption could be the best course, and Anne actually discussed it, but it was soon evident that she truly wanted to experience childbirth. Thus, their conversation and research shifted towards insemination and what it meant.
"Honey...uhhh...would... I mean...what do you think of maybe...you know...maybe using Jeff?" she asked late one evening after they were well into a bottle of wine.
Jeff was Jason's best friend and had been the best man at their wedding. Anne was very fond of him, and as she considered all the options, she had to admit she could see herself using his sperm to make a baby. However, the look she received from her husband was immediate and unmistakable.
"Are you crazy? How am I going to go through life knowing it was him? Anne, every time I saw him I would feel embarrassed...bizarre," he said.
"I think you might be overreacting some," she responded.
"Really? What if the problem was you? What would you think of Claire having my child?" he said, referring to his wife's best friend.
"That's different..." she started, but stopped.
In the end, their discussions, desires and fears had led them to the use of a sperm bank as the best option. Thus, they directed their energies to researching in detail what it meant, utilizing information from the clinic as well as internet sources. Feeling prepared, they set up another appointment at the clinic to layout the path forward.
Greg was standing in the hallway, flirting with one of the staffers, when he saw Anne enter with her husband. Instantly, he was drawn to her beauty, and he visualized her naked beneath him whimpering with passion as he pummeled her with his fat cock. Wondering what condition they were dealing with, he made a mental note to find her name later and look at their file.
The young couple was met by Gretchen, a fertility counselor, this time in a different room. After introductions, they explained that they were considering utilizing a sperm bank, but wanted some background information on the donor in making their selection. Gretchen explained that it was certainly doable, and common given the desire to have close paternal characteristics, but that it was slightly more expensive. After working through a few more details, and getting the nod from the couple that they were prepared to proceed, the counselor left the room to finish some paperwork. Twenty minutes later, she returned and the look on her face signaled that there was a problem.
"I'm afraid your insurance plan doesn't cover this procedure," she explained.
"I don't understand. We have been using it with no issues," Anne replied.
"It does cover evaluation and testing, but not the procedure," Gretchen said.
"Well, how much is it without insurance?" Jason asked.
"Without insurance, the cost is $3,875 per procedure," she informed them.
"Honey, we can't afford that..." the young wife started before her husband interrupted.
"We can afford once, so let's do it," he said boldly.
Anne had been on the verge of tears, but when she heard her husband's words she practically came out of her seat and she leaned over and hugged him. Even Gretchen, who had seen most everything before, was moved by the unselfish show of love and support.
"Fantastic! Now, we have to coordinate your timing with receipt of the donor material, so it's important to stay in close contact. As soon as you select the donor, we will begin the process and we will receive the sperm by overnight courier to meet your cycle," she told them.
"Thank you, you are so amazing," Anne said to her husband ten minutes later when they were in the car.
"It's important sweetie," he replied.
That night, they went through the brief bios of the donors trying to find one whose looks and education matched Jason's. They shortlisted it to three, and after another hour of discussion, made their decision. While Jason opened a bottle of wine, Anne emailed the bio number to Gretchen. Now, they just needed to wait for her ovulation time to arrive, and since they had already been keeping close tabs, they knew it would be in about eight days. As she got close, Anne emailed Gretchen daily with her status. So far, things were tracking well, so the plan was to have one insertion done on Thursday afternoon followed by the second on Friday morning.
Jason attended the Thursday visit, but it was so simple and quick that he decided to forego the second. Already, he had missed so much work for the appointments that it was beginning to be noticed. Anne phoned when she was done sounding both excited and relieved, but when he saw her at home that evening she was much more relaxed. She had cooked him a nice dinner, that he knew was something of a sign of thanks, although she was less accommodating when he reached for her later as they sat on the couch.
"Not today," she announced, anticipating he wanted to play.
Her words caught Jason off guard, and for a moment his emotions flashed.
"I guess I just got to stand by while the guys cum knocks you up," he said angrily.
"What? Honey! We went through a lot and paid a bunch of money. I just wanted it to work," she responded.
They looked at each other, and Jason felt his anger quickly evaporate. She was right, of course, as they really didn't have the money at the moment. He let her pull him to her chest where she gently caressed his hair while kissing him softly on the head.
"I love you," he whispered.
"I love you too, darling," she replied.
Greg Rizzo stared at the computer screen as he read through the file of Mr. and Mrs. Mattsson. He had seen the young wife walk in that morning and had taken the opportunity to learn her name from the sign-in book. From there, it was an easy process to find her electronic records, as security at the clinic was pretty lax, and besides, he was essentially the IT leader with access to everything. He snickered as he thought about the woman's husband and his inability to get her pregnant. In his family, it would definitely be seen as a sign of weakness and something to keep absolutely quiet. Some wild thoughts raced through his head as he envisioned the young wife on her back, completely naked, but for now he knew he just needed to see what transpired. Finishing, he switched off the machine and grabbed his gym bag, deciding that a workout would be the best way to burn off the anxiousness he was feeling.
The twenty-five-year-old man had been working at the clinic for about a year. It wasn't that he particularly liked the work, but they mostly left him alone and it provided ample opportunity for his passions of working out and getting laid. He kept his 6'1" body in peak condition through a heavy exercise regime augmented with supplements. In addition, he mostly avoided alcohol, only indulging at clubs when he needed to be inconspicuous as he stalked his prey. During the week, he mostly stayed to himself, but on weekends it was pretty standard fare for him to have a hot cutie beneath him squealing in joy as he took her with his large cock. Not one for relationships, he was usually a one and done guy, although there had been a few notable conquests that had managed to stick around for a while. In addition, he had fished off the company pier several times, however these flings proved to be more trouble than they were worth, so he stopped the practice.
Two weeks to the day after her procedure, Jason received a call from his wife who was so upset she struggled to speak. At first, he thought she might have been in an accident, but after some probing, he was able to determine that her period had arrived. His first thought was of his wife's disappointment and her fragile psyche, but that was quickly followed with financial concerns as he thought about the money that had gone for nothing. All the way home, he thought about the conversation they were going to have, and how she would react if they couldn't continue.



It was a rough evening as Anne was deeply upset, and he knew much of it was driven by her understanding that it was doubtful they could continue the procedures in the near term. They talked about going further into debt, reaching out to family, and even selling their house and using the small equity that had built up, but none of these approaches were really feasible. Both of them had taken out student loans to get through college because their parents were not wealthy and they still had significant balances to deal with. With regards to selling the house, there wasn't that much equity and as they thought it through they realized their expenses would likely go up. Plus, Anne loved her home and didn't want to take a baby home to an apartment.
"We'll think of something," Jason finally said in a low voice as he stared into space.
"I...I...please honey," his wife begged.
"The Mattsson's procedure was negative," Greg heard Gretchen say to Dr. Rabinowitz as they stood in the hallway near his office door.
"Too bad. Didn't you tell me they were struggling to fund it?" the doctor asked.
"Yes, their insurance has limited coverage. They paid for it themselves, so I'm not sure they will return for a while," she replied.
"Okay, let me know if you hear anything more," she told the counselor and walked away.
Immediately, Greg shut his door and got on the system to check the Mattsson's records. Sure enough, Gretchen had entered a note that morning saying she had spoken with the wife and that her period had arrived. In addition, she had commented that she had asked about scheduling the next procedure, but had received a non-committal response. With this information, his mind once more considered the wild idea that he had been toying with. It was dangerous, very dangerous in fact, and certainly not something he would consider with the average woman, but there was something about Mrs. Mattsson that just stayed with him.
"What did the clinic say?" Jason asked his wife that night.
He had hoped that they might offer some options, perhaps a payment plan, but the look on his wife's face told the story before she spoke.
"Nothing. They just said to call when we're ready," she told him with a sad look.
"Honey, it's just for a while. We'll get the money and you'll have your baby, but don't be sad," he said, and pulled her into his arms.
"I know...it was just...it just seemed so close...finally," she answered.
For the next week, Greg considered his plan, and realizing that timing would constitute a big part of it, he decided to give the Mattsson's a month before putting it into action. By doing so, he would find out if they were likely to return to the clinic anytime soon, while letting him work through the details. Every few days, he would check the records to see if there was a fresh notation, but when his time limit was achieved, nothing had been entered. As a final step, he stayed late that evening and scanned through the daily sign-in sheets and found no record of a visit.
"Fuck, it's been too long," Gretchen gasped, when Greg pushed into her deeply.
She was a 30ish single mother of a six-year-old daughter, and an on and off sex partner of Greg's since a few weeks after his arrival. She carried a few extra pounds, although she was still attractive, and even though she was older than normal for him, she was a good fuck that liked to get nasty. However, problems always occurred afterwards at work where she would get clingy and hang around his office, which made him back off. Their meeting tonight was because he knew he needed her as part of his plan, and hoped that some good sex would get her to agree. Fortunately, her ex-husband had the child, and as he expected she was over within an hour of his call.
For the next twenty minutes, he pounded into her mercilessly, while watching her large breasts dance in circles in time with his thrusts. He even kissed her occasionally, to provide a more complete feeling of intimacy, and when her orgasm arrived, she had been reduced to a sweaty, shivering, wailing form of female flesh. Greg was pleased with his performance, and knew that his request would now be much better received. Finally, he let himself go, filling the condom with a heavy load of semen.
"God, that was so amazing," she whimpered.
"Did you like it?" he asked.
"Hell yes! Did you?" she countered.
"Of course, you're always fun," he replied and pulled her body to him.
"Then don't make it so long!" Gretchen said.
The couple lay together in each other's arms drifting, then cuddling, and when he thought the time was right, he whispered to the counselor.
"Do you remember the client you had named Anne Mattsson?" he asked in a low voice.
"Yes, why?" the woman responded, as he felt her body suddenly get stiff.
"What happened to her?" he asked, even though he was certain he knew the answer.
"She didn't have the money for the inseminations, so she stopped," Gretchen replied, confirming his understanding, and then followed again with, "Why?"
"I'm just thinking of something," he answered vaguely.
"What? What are you thinking?" the woman asked as she turned her body to look at the young stud.
"It's better if you don't know. Just promise me you won't take her call and you'll tell me if she tries," he pushed.
"This doesn't sound good at all," Gretchen replied.
"Trust me. No one will get hurt," he answered, although he knew he was bending the truth.
"Really? That's what you want?" she asked, and when Greg nodded his head, she grabbed his heavy cock and added, "Well, I better get a lot more of this!"
The next evening, when everyone was gone, Greg sat in front of his computer working on the message he planned to send to the young couple. He had found their email address in the contact section of the file and was pleased to see it was the wife's that had been used. He knew his message would likely be received better by her, and she would have the ability to reflect on it before sharing anything with her husband. Finally, satisfied with the wording, he leaned back and took a final read through.
Dear Mr. and Mrs. Mattson:
The Westside Reproductive Center is constantly seeking ways to improve services to our valued customers. It is our stated goal to help all our customers achieve their dreams for their families.
We would like to share with you a new program that we are trying out to see how it is received by our community. This program involves the use of anonymous surrogate male providers to directly fertilize a woman. Because this program is new, and carries potential cultural issues, it is being treated as an experimental undertaking. Thus, only a select few in our clinic are aware of the program.
We would also like to inform you that, because of the lowered technical requirements and the fact it's a new, experimental program, the cost of the service is significantly less than other methods, priced at $550/procedure.
If you would like to learn more about it, please reply to this email.
Westside Reproduction Center
Greg had created an email address, that didn't appear in the system, and he placed it in the "from" field. After a final quick look, he took a deep breath and hit "send". Then, he was off to the gym, needing to de-stress as he waited to see what might happen.
It was nine o'clock that night, while Anne was curled up in a chair drinking tea, that she noticed the message from the clinic. In the intervening weeks since her failed procedure, they had been completely silent, which she felt was quite thoughtless. Thus, she was eager to see what had been sent and quickly opened the email. The first time she read it, she thought she was misunderstanding the intent, and now she was on her third run through, still somewhat confused. It seemed like they were proposing a program where a man had sex with one of their clients, and at first she was appalled. But, as she thought about it, it slowly started to get traction in her brain and the relatively low cost was certainly appealing.
There were also the technical aspects of sperm bank insemination to consider. Before the procedure, they had explained that frozen semen lasted for less than 24 hours once inserted while fresh semen could survive several days. It was one of the problems of going the route they did, as the timing had to be immaculate. So, as she thought about the email message, there were aspects that were appealing, although there would need to be away around the actual sex, and suddenly she found herself typing a reply.
Westside Reproductive Center
We received your email, and I was wondering if there is a way to modify the procedure so that the semen can be collected from the anonymous donor, and then separately injected.
Thanks, The Mattssons
The message arrived faster than Greg had anticipated, but he read it on his iPhone while contemplating how to reply. It was something he had considered, and he thought he had an acceptable answer, but he decided to wait until the morning. Anne was at work, in between meetings, when she decided to check her personal account. Her eyes were instantly drawn to the email from the clinic and she moved rapidly to open it.
Mr. and Mrs. Mattsson,
Thank you for your reply and the interest in the new program. With regards to your question, I must inform you that this option is not available. The program is designed to be a low-cost alternative and bringing in clinical requirements eliminates the savings.
Westside Reproductive Center
Anne's shoulders slumped with disappointment, although she did follow the logic of the message. It had seemed like the perfect alternative as the cost, semen quality and anonymity were all there. She closed her account and went back to work, but an hour later was back reading the message again. Deciding that learning more wouldn't hurt, she typed a response.
Westside Reproductive Center
Can you provide some detail on the procedure/protocol? Where does it take place, who is present, etc?
Thanks, The Mattssons
When Greg read her response, he knew the hook was in his fish's mouth and if he played her correctly he would land the prize. He thought through what he wanted to say, but deciding to let some time go by, so he waited until the late afternoon to respond.
Mr. and Mrs. Mattsson,
We have extremely strict protocols to ensure the comfort and safety of all parties. They are quite detailed, and we would be happy to provide these at the appropriate time. Our research and experience show that the best results are achieved when the client is in the comfort of familiar surroundings, thus we strongly encourage the procedure take place in the home. In addition, a key aspect of our procedures is that no one is present except the client and the donor. It is certainly acceptable for the husband or significant other to be in the home, but not in the room. In short, the donor arrives, the procedure is performed, and the donor exits. All with the utmost respect and discretion.
Westside Reproductive Center
Anne was checking one last time before she left for the day and when she saw the message she sat down to read it. She was expecting more, like printed material or forms, but she realized they had answered the essential questions. Then, it dawned on her that she was considering being mated by a stranger in real life, and what's more, she was starting to develop reasons to explain to her husband why it made sense.
Even though the message was sent to both of them, she didn't share it with Jason, while for the next few days she thought things through. The more she contemplated it, the more comfortable she became with the concept, rationalizing that in reality it wasn't that much more than receiving an inserted sample. Sure, there would be some physical contact, but it would be with an anonymous stranger who had been fully vetted by the clinic. She visualized a situation where the whole process would be over in just a few minutes. Then, she would be carrying fresh semen, not the frozen stuff, and it could work in her body for days. It was the following Friday, after they had shared a pleasant dinner, that she gathered the courage to raise the subject.
"Honey, I got an email from the clinic," she started.
"Oh, what about?" he asked, thinking it would be someone pressing for them to drop another couple thousand.
"They have a knew fertility program, and it's kind of out there," she replied, while giving him a look that he knew meant he better get ready.
"Okay," he said, then asked, "And?"
"It's much less expensive, only $550, but it requires some contact," she said.
"Contact? What do you mean," he asked, sincerely confused.
"Well...uhhh...there is an anonymous donor and he does it directly," she responded while her face became beet red.
"Directly? You mean like puts his penis in? Sex?" Jason shot back in surprise.
"Well, I wouldn't call it sex. It's a donation process with an anonymous person that's part of the...vetted by...the clinic," Anne tried to explain, although now her points seemed weak to her, too.
"Anne, if man is inside you, that's sex," he declared.
"Well, okay. I understand your point. I just thought I would mention it," she said deciding to let it drop.
Jason too appeared happy to let it go, so for the next thirty minutes they sipped their wine in silence while watching a movie. He had just finished freshening their glasses when he spoke.
"You really don't view it as a big deal?" he asked.
"Jason, it certainly wouldn't be my first choice or second, but it is much less expensive and it's anonymous," she replied.
"I mean...what's the differ...what's the difference than just going out and getting picked up at a bar?" he stammered.
"I think there is a huge difference. It's a service of the clinic, so the donor will be tested and have a complete background check. No diseases, no genetic issues, no weirdos," she responded, and surprisingly she saw her husband nodding his head slowly. Feeling emboldened, she added, "Or, we can reconsider a donation from someone we know, but that's expensive, too."
"No, I can't do that. I just can't," he told her, then after a pause he said, "You can't wait...you know, until we can save up."
"I'll do anything you want," she replied, although he could see clear disappointment in her eyes.
"Get more info. I'm not saying yes, but...get more info," he told her.
Anne prepared her response the next day, asking for more details on the process. In addition, during her discussion with her husband, she realized she hadn't really asked about their donor selection and vetting system, so she probed on that. Finally satisfied, she hit send and realized she was beginning to get excited about the idea. Each time she became worried about the actual mating, she calmed herself by viewing it as short, business like process.
Greg was pleased with the way he had handled the interaction so far, and reading her email, he decided to hold off his reply until late Monday or Tuesday. In doing so, he hoped to show it was something in the normal course of business for the clinic and hopefully also build up some anxiety amongst the Mattssons. Finally, late on Tuesday, he was happy with his message and replied. As part of the response, he had created some checklists and forms that provided an air of professionalism that he hoped would end the young wife's questions.
Anne had been eagerly checking her email for a reply, and in fact had considered calling the clinic. Even Jason seemed to be getting into the idea, as several times he had asked about a response from the clinic, once she told him she had sent a message. When she saw it in her inbox, she quickly opened it and noticed immediately that there were numerous attachments. The reply provided great detail on the vetting process and testing that was done on each surrogate. It informed her that both parties were required to be tested for STDs every three months, and noted that since it had been part of her prior procedure, she still had some time before it would need to be reperformed. There were more forms to complete, including liability waivers, but the one that caught her eye the most was the actual in-home procedure. It called for her to meet the surrogate at the door, lead him directly to the bedroom, undress quickly, prepare herself as needed without lubricants, complete the process, and stay in bed with her feet elevated while the surrogate let himself out. It was clear the woman's husband was expected to be scarce, and at the bottom on the page in a footnote were the words, "No superfluous sexual touching by either party is to occur". It was such a foreign concept to her that she began to giggle at the thought.
That night, she showed her husband all the material and he admitted that it appeared like a well thought through and professional process. Although irritated at being relegated to the back of the house, he finally admitted that it was probably a good idea.
"Now what?" he asked.
"I guess we have to decide," she replied, giving her husband a hopeful look.
"When's your next...when do you ovulate?' he asked.
"Sunday, I think, so that would make Friday or Saturday the best days for...you know," she replied.
"That's short notice. Can you get an appointment...or booking or whatever it's called?" Jason asked.
"I don't know...I mean. Can I? Are you okay with it?" she asked, and her hopeful look intensified.
Her loving husband took a deep breath, held it and slowly exhaled, "Yes."
Greg was surprised when he read the email from Anne. He had expected more questions, more probing, but instead she was asking for a meeting in three days. Now, with the prize before him, he contemplated his response and fought back the urge to fire out a quick one. Instead, he slowly penned a reply the next morning, and having thought of an idea during the night, decided to add it to the message.
The message she received told her that on that short notice that her choices would be limited, but they would check availability and get back to her later that morning. In addition, the response clarified that the protocol was for two sessions within forty-eight hours to maximize success, and that the fee covered both visits. Thus, if she desired, and if it could be arranged, she would be visited on both Friday and Saturday. She found the new information to be exciting as she felt it greatly increased her odds. So, with hope and anticipation, she waited impatiently to find out about availability.
Two hours later, another message arrived informing her that due to a cancellation, someone was available, but she would need to make her decision quickly. Attached was a brief bio of the man and a picture that showed him dressed in a business suit. At first glance, his features and dark complexion reminded her of a boyfriend in college and involuntarily she blushed as she recalled their lovemaking. He was quite handsome, although he had almost no resemblance to Jason, but by now she was looking for reasons to proceed rather than hurdles and dismissed the concern. Next, she moved to the bio, which Greg had taken great liberties with, and after a quick read through decided to confirm the meeting.
It was only a few minutes later that she received an acknowledgement of her message and a notification that "Bill" would arrive at eight in the evening on both days. In addition, if there were any last-minute changes after noon on Friday, she was instructed to phone him directly and was provided with his cell phone. When he arrived on Friday, a check was to be given to him, made out to the clinic, for the full amount that would cover both days. Only after it was settled, did she think of telling Jason. Feeling some guilt, she emailed him the bio and picture, and provided a note describing the plan.



"Did you get the email I sent you?" Anne asked when her husband arrived home that evening.
"I got it. He doesn't look much like me," he replied, showing disappointment.
"I think he does. He's athletic and educated just like you," she responded.
"Well, let's hope it works," he said, just wanting it to be behind them.
On Friday, the young wife was on eggshells the entire day, and when she arrived home her nervous energy only intensified. Her anxiousness seeped over to Jason, who started sipping on a beer to calm his nerves. Although Anne desperately wanted a drink, she decided to stay pure, wanting every advantage for a pregnancy to be in her favor. When seven-thirty arrived, she went to the bathroom to shower and prepare while Jason moved to a back bedroom to watch TV, surf his computer and wait.
A few minutes before the appointed time, the young wife was fresh from the shower and nude beneath a long silk robe. Sundown had just ended when she heard the light rapping on the front door, and with a deep breath she moved towards it. Opening it, before her stood Greg, smiling and looking taller than she had anticipated. He was dressed in a tight maroon athletic shirt that showed his muscled physique and sweat pants. Instantly, she thought about the instructions that the husband not be present, and was glad they had been followed.
"Hello, I'm Bill," he said holding out his hand.
"I'm Anne," she replied, and stepped back so he could enter, then suddenly remembering pointed to a hall table and said, "The check is here."
There was an awkward moment as they shuffled near the door, then the young wife, without speaking, pointed down the hallway. With her donor following, she moved to the bedroom and turned just as he closed the door. The dampness that had started between her legs suddenly turned into a flood as the reality descended on her. She was about to connect with a man other than her husband for the sole purpose of creating life. But there was something else too. Even though she had only been with five men in her life, instinctively she knew it was going to be good.
"Bill" took in the woman's boudoir and was quite pleased. The king-sized bed was centered against the back wall and was made of heavy wood with a raised platform. He smiled to himself as he thought it would be like receiving a sacrificial offering.
"Maybe, you should get ready," he said to the young wife as she seemed lost.
With a little nod, she climbed onto the bed, while trying to remain modest, and got settled just as Bill removed his shirt. She tried to be discrete as his well-defined chest and his six-pack abs were revealed. When his hands reached for the waist of his pants, she forced herself to look away and only turned back when the light was extinguished. Now, only the glow from the bathroom provided illumination which gave the walls a soft, sleepy look.
"I'm nervous," she said softly, showing her vulnerability, as Bill stepped to the edge of the bed.
"It will be fine. Just relax," he counseled.
However, at that moment, she noticed his cock for the first time and she gave an involuntary start. She was quick to recover, but Bill saw it too, and smiled to himself in anticipation. He was 8" long and quite fat, with an even fatter head, and the color of his cock was the darkest part of his body. By her response, he suspected it would be the biggest she ever had, but he wasn't concerned, as he had broken in many women in his day.
He moved onto the bed and noticed that the she still had her robe completely covering her. He had hoped she would disrobe, but was happy to work her slowly, and kneeling next to her feet, he gently tapped on her ankle to get her to open up. Slowly, her legs spread, with her knees bending outward, and more and more of her luscious thighs came into view. She held the robe together with one hand, hiding her pussy, until she couldn't anymore, and turned her head to the side as the final movement of her legs revealed to Bill her delicate opening.
Bill moved over her until he was centered between her legs, but still well away, and began to stroke his now very erect cock.
"Are you prepared?" he asked.
"I think so," she answered.
"Maybe you should check," he replied, although from what he could tell, she was just fine.
Anne moved her hand above her mound and was embarrassed when her finger slipped easily inside. It pleased Bill greatly to know she was aroused, and with a quick smile, he moved forward until his knees contacted her thighs. Then, leaning forward, he used one hand to push his cock onto her folds, and with a sawing motion spread her open while lubricating his shaft. Looking at her clenched jaw and the tight hold she was marinating on her robe, he knew she was not going to give up anything easily. He would have to draw it from her slowly in a subtle but relentless way.
"Mmmm..." came the short, faint gasp the first time he pushed his cockhead down.
It had entered her, just for an instant, then disappeared. He did it several more times hoping for more responses, but now prepared, she was able to remain quiet. Finally, he pushed his fat head into her, kept it just inside her entrance for a bit, and then ever so slowly started feeding her the rest with a gentle, yet persistent movement. From experience, he knew this was the crucial time for a woman. This was when they were nervous and tense, but if a man used his cock slowly, and let it be a positive experience, they payoff later could be enormous. Bill let her body tell him how fast to go and it took several minutes before he was completely inside her wonderful, snug and quite warm tunnel.
Now fully embedded, he dropped onto his arms over her, and looking down asked, "Are you okay?"
"Uh huh," she gasped, opening her tightly shut eyes and looking at him.
The simple release of her pursued mouth had allowed some arousal to be revealed. However, the young stud, again drawing on his experience, didn't push. He knew she would reveal herself with time if he were patient.
Bill started moving with small strokes that grew until he was sliding the majority of his cock into her during each cycle. Still, although deliberate, he wasn't forceful and allowed her pussy to adapt while savoring the feeling. As their bodies became more connected, her hand started to get in the way and without prodding, she moved it to just below her breasts letting his tight abdomen feel her sensual tummy.
Jason had heard some movement which informed him that their visitor had arrived, and for the next few minutes, he fought the desire to check on his wife. Finally, he couldn't take it anymore, and as quietly as possible, while taking slow, measured steps, he moved across the living room to the short hallway that led to their bedroom. Halfway there, he could see that the door was closed, a situation he hadn't expected, which confused and angered him. Still, he kept his cool, and even more slowly made the last few steps to the door. At first it was quiet, and his mind filled with scenarios about what was occurring, but after several minutes the faint sounds of the bedsprings squeaking began, which soon grew louder. He knew his wife had been penetrated by a stranger and was now beneath him waiting to receive his semen. To him, it was bizarre and revolting, but mostly surreal, as it was so outside his realm of understanding that he struggled to accept it.
The young man prided himself on sexual control that he had developed through many, many partners. In most cases, he had the ability to hold off his release, and that's exactly what he was doing now. He wanted to see Anne's true aroused state, and would hold off as long as it took for it to appear. However, she was fighting every step of the way, as she continued to squeeze her eyes shut and purse her lips tightly together. Also, she still had one hand keeping her robe closed while the other rested close to her neck.
Bill had concentrated on giving her deep and steady strokes while allowing her body to accept him. She felt wonderful and was now completely soaked in her own juices. He thought it was time for more, so he changed his movement so that his cock pushed against her pubic bone with each withdrawal. The effect was immediate, although she acted quickly to cover it.
"Uhhhh..." came a small moan that was cut-off, while her hand near her neck moved to her forehead, then pretended to move some hair from her face.
Seeing how she responded, he began doing it even more forcefully and once again was rewarded by an immediate reaction. This time, her hand left her head and flopped out perpendicularly to her side, and just for an instant, her eyes fluttered open and her mouth opened. She quickly closed her eyes, but her lips stayed apart in a very sensual way.
Bill started varying the angle of his entry and the way he moved inside her, but always came back to the stroking that she had responded to, and with each try, a little more was revealed. Now, she was gripping the bedsheet with one hand while tiny little mews escaped her mouth with each thrust.
Then, she gave up, and finally succumbed to the feeling of the thick cock pummeling her body. Like before, her eyes fluttered, but this time they stayed open and stared up at him with an aroused and lost look. The last sign of defeat was when her hand left her robe and fell to her side, like the other one, as if she were nailed to some unseen cross. With her full breasts moving with each stroke, it didn't take long for the robe to leave them and Bill was treated to the sight of her firm mounds that were dancing in circles. The veritable flood of juices that escaped her opening and ran over his balls provided even more evidence, and he was pleased to hear the wet, smacking sounds of their mating.
"Are you okay?" he whispered, and her reply was just a rapid motion of her head.
By all appearances, Anne should have been racing towards a mind-blowing orgasm, but Bill knew her head wasn't allowing her to be free. He also knew that he had already achieved a nice victory and taken her where she never expected to go, but he wanted just a little more before giving her what she wanted.
It came faster than he anticipated. He was so focused on the wonderful, sensual look on her face that he didn't realize her hands were moving until one, then both took hold of his biceps. They lingered there for a few seconds then moved up until they were on his shoulders.
"Are you ready?" he asked, deciding it was time for her reward, receiving the same rapid nod of her head.
With that, he began a more rapid and forceful movement that instantly had her whimpering openly. Her legs began to creep up his sides and her arms moved to his neck and looped around it. When Bill felt his balls tighten, and the strange feeling he knew so well sweep though his groin, he knew it was time and with a final deep thrust and a deep grunt, he let go. He could feel jet after jet of the thick fluid transferring to Anne, and thought it would have to be a miracle if she didn't get knocked up.
His climax released something in the young wife as well, because her legs wrapped around his waist and her arms tightened on his neck. For a moment, just as he was starting, a shocked look appeared on her face, but it quickly disappeared and a big smile took its place. Neither seemed to be in a rush to disconnect, so they stayed coupled for several minutes before Bill sighed and rolled to her side.
"Keep your legs elevated," he said with a smile, and positioned a pillow beneath her feet.
"Thanks," she answered, and Bill was thrilled to see that she made no effort to cover herself.
In the dim light, her body glistened with sweat, but she still looked wonderfully erotic. He took several long looks at her as he dressed, knowing she was watching him too, as her shyness with him had vanished.
"Same time tomorrow?" he asked.
"Yes...yes, please," she replied.
Jason stood by the door, listening to the springs squeal in a never-ending cascade, thinking it was taking much too long. Finally, he heard a grunt in a male voice and correctly assumed it was the man cumming inside his wife. With that, he retreated back to the other room, and waited to hear the sounds of the man's exit. It took ten minutes, longer than it should, but finally he was gone and he walked quickly towards the bedroom, locking the front door along the way.
Anne was still flat on her back with her robe open, exhausted, but happy to be filled with potent semen. When she heard the tapping at the door, she had just enough time to flip the robe closed before her husband appeared. She knew she was in a big wet spot and that the room probably smelled of sex, but at that moment all she cared about was letting the sperm cells do their work.
"Are you okay?" he asked, walking up to the bed.
"I'm fine honey," she replied and held out her hand.
Jason took in the scene in and suspected that what had occurred was much more than a simple insemination. It was clear that with her disheveled look, the sweat still clinging to her body, and the pungent smell of sex, she had been well and thoroughly fucked. However, at that moment, rather than screaming at her in anger and disgust, he had an overwhelming desire to climb between her legs and take her, too.
"What are you doing?" she asked when she saw him working on his clothes.
"I want to make love," he replied, as he pushed the jeans down his legs.
"Honey, I need to stay still so it will work," she pleaded.
Her husband ignored her words and seconds later was climbing onto the bed. He positioned himself near her feet then fought her for a second to open the robe, and when he did he received a shock when her pussy, still very open and covered in a frothy substance, came into view. Jason knew that something quite large had been inside his wife, and although it was something he wanted to hear about, right now he just wanted to get in her, too.
Anne was about to speak again and try to get him stop, but when she saw the fiery look in her husband's eyes, she remained quiet and allowed him to spread her legs. Then, he was over her using his hand to guide his dick, and when he pushed into her, she moaned slightly from the feeling. It felt good, even after the surrogate's big cock, and the trepidation she had about being disturbed evaporated, as she instinctively knew that it really didn't matter. Besides, if she became pregnant, they would always have a little hope that it was their child.
He started slowly, but the sloppy feeling of her pussy and the recollection of what he heard messed with his head, and soon he was moving rapidly. For some bizarre reason that he didn't understand, he needed to cum in his wife, even if it meant having his shaft coated with another man's ejaculate. In fact, the more he thought about it, the more he was determined to add his fluids to the fertility cocktail.
"I love you," Anne whispered, finally overcoming her selfish thoughts, realizing the emotional toll her husband was dealing with.
Without slowing, Jason looked into her eyes then kissed her hard on the mouth listening to her soft mews escape. Both realized that this was not their normal lovemaking, and that something deeply psychological was occurring. However, neither broached the subject, preferring to just let it happen, hopefully quickly and without conflict.
Jason did in fact finish quickly. The thought and motivations churning within him were just too intense, and with a lunge that forced a heavy grunt from his wife, he pressed into her and let his balls erupt. Then, they were panting together, still connected, and once more staring at each other as the non-verbal messages were communicated.
When Jason finally fell exhausted to his wife's side, she tried to rise and go to the bedroom, but he wrapped his arm around her waist and pulled her back to him. She allowed him to snuggle against her, but she cringed when his hand began to drift down towards her pussy.
"What happened?" he asked in a low voice.
"You know...we...we did it," she answered.
"Was he big?" he queried.
"Honey," she protested, knowing the answer would be a blow to his ego.
"How big was he?" he followed, refusing to let it go.
"He...he was big," she admitted.
"How big?" he continued.
"I don't know...big," she replied, and the way she spoke let him know what he needed.
"Did you cum?" he asked.
"No, I didn't," she responded, this time in a more certain voice.
With that, the room grew quiet, and several minutes later when she tried once more to go to the bathroom, he allowed her without hindrance. Once there, and able to see herself in the mirror, she understood her husband's distress. It wasn't the look of a woman that had been clinically inseminated. Rather, her appearance told the true story that she had been thoroughly fucked.
"Here you go," Jason said to Anne, handing her a cup of hot coffee when she appeared in the kitchen early the next morning.
She was quite pleased to see that he seemed to be back to his old self, as she was concerned the issues of the previous night would carry over. However, soon they were chatting freely and deciding how to tackle the chores for the day. After two cups, Anne rose to get ready, and as she was preparing to leave, Jason put his arm around her waist and pulled her against him.
"I really hope you're pregnant," he whispered.
She knew that emotionally it was a difficult thing for him to say, so she turned in his arms and kissed him softly, then said, "Thank you. You're so amazing."
Together, they went to the grocery store and then had an early lunch. After that, Jason returned home while she went shopping on her own. In truth, despite their positive morning, both needed some time to reflect, so it worked out well. Jason got his tools from the garage, and started on some fix-up tasks, while his mind replayed the events over and over. Although he wasn't certain, he was deeply suspicious that his beautiful wife had responded to the sex. Most of his concern related to the time it took, as they had been together for well over an hour. Then, there was the effect on her normally dainty pussy. When shaved smooth, it looked like it belonged on a teenage girl, but seeing it after the encounter, he could tell it had been ravaged.
Anne's thoughts were in a similar vein. She knew she loved her husband deeply, but she couldn't deny that she had become deeply aroused as she had intercourse with the man, and it made her feel very guilty. In addition, although he was quite professional and followed the rules, she felt her surrogate was intentionally trying to prolong the experience and make it pleasurable. That was disturbing in its own right, but what made it far worse was the fact that she was looking forward to his return. It was so unlike her that she finally decided it must be psychologically connected in some way to her strong desire to be impregnated.
Anne returned at half-past three and Jason stopped what he was doing so they could have some ice tea and watch TV together. It all started very lighthearted, but as the minutes ticked by, and the time for Bill's return approached a noticeable silence began to engulf them. They ate dinner practically in silence, and then Anne made an excuse to go to the bedroom so she could clear her head and start to get ready.
Her departure incensed the young husband. There was still two hours to go, and he saw no reason for her to take that long to prepare. It fueled his suspicions, taking his fragile mind to a place where his wife was experiencing powerful sex, rather than the simple act he was told would occur. Fifteen minutes before the appointed time, she appeared in her robe looking made-up, almost like she was going on a date. A fresh wave of emotion swept through him, but his wife, as if sensing his state, stepped behind him and wrapped her arms around his shoulders.



"Honey, it will be over soon. Don't be upset," she whispered.
He acknowledged her words with a small nod, then accepted her quick kiss. Seconds later, with a bottle of water in her hand, he watched as her lovely rear disappeared to the back of the house. Finally, deciding the best way to deal with the situation was to avoid it, he went to the guest room with his laptop and closed the door.
The truth was that it hadn't been about the preparation of her body, but rather her mind. All day, her anxiousness had grown and she was now at a point that she had to consciously direct herself to be still. Intuitively, she knew it was more than the excitement of being made pregnant, as despite her efforts the previous night, she had been truly aroused by the man's looks and the way he used his body. She was excited by the thought of more sex, and it shamed her, making it difficult to be around her loving husband. The last few minutes ticked by slowly, and in that time, Anne's thoughts once again returned to way, the very easy way actually, that Bill had put her on fire. It was so unlike her, as amongst her friend she was usually the calm, rationale one, and even in the bedroom, with a trusted lover, part of her always needed to be in control. But, this man had broken through most of her barriers, and it was only her final vestiges of willpower and luck, that kept her from being reduced to a wailing, panting and orgasming mess.
He knocked lightly like before, and Anne moved swiftly to the door, feeling a fresh flow of secretion burst forth. When she opened it, there his was, looking into her eyes in a knowing way that made her shiver. After only a perfunctory hello, she turned and led him to her bedroom.
Greg could see that she had put effort into getting ready for him, much more than the previous night. He closed the door behind them expecting a repeat of the awkwardness, but this time, the young wife dropped her robe revealing her lovely body, and climbed onto the center of the bed. It energized him, and he quickly removed his simple attire, and joined her.
"Did you have a good day?" he asked while he rested on his knees between her long legs and stroked his hard cock.
He had purposefully taken the position, as he felt the previous night she had shown interest in his size. In addition, he thought a few words might soften the tone and make the encounter less formal.
"Yes...uhhhh...yes...I...we did some errands and shopping," she replied.
He could tell she was trying hard not to look, but curiosity won out and she took a quick glance that was then followed by several more. He gave her ample time, pretending he wasn't aware before proceeding.
"You ready?" he asked gently.
"Yes..." she answered in a whisper, while her head nodded rapidly several times.
As she watched, Bill closed the distance until his cock was just inches from her pussy. She could see that it was leaking fluid, and it made her want to go faster as she didn't want any of his contents to be wasted. Her hips rocked a bit, which was not lost on the man, and when she settled, he moved to her opening. Like before, he used his cock to tease and fully lubricate her until he thought she was prepared, then he pushed down, forcing the fat head to penetrate.
The feeling was intense, even more so than before, and Anne bit her lip to keep from crying out. He was looking between them as he fed his cock into her, and it caused her to watch too until she realized he was fully inside and her legs were spread lewdly. They made eye contact, but a feeling of embarrassment suddenly coursed through her and she closed her eyes.
He started more forcefully than the previous night, encouraged by the way she had responded and her wetness, and soon he was taking her with full stokes. Although her eyes were shut and her mouth was closed, it was with less intensity, and he hoped she would give in to the feelings more quickly. In addition, her arms were out to her side, seemingly relaxed. Then, there were her breasts, which were near perfect, and danced in front of him in a way that was mesmerizing. He longed to take one of her little nipples in his mouth and suck on it hard.
As soon as Jason arrived at the door, he could hear the bedsprings squealing. They had proceeded faster this time, which pleased him, although he was still tortured to not know the details of what was occurring. He assumed it was simple missionary coupling, that's certainly what his wife preferred, but there was no way to know for sure.
"Ohhhh..." Anne suddenly sighed sensually.
It took both of them by surprise, and the young wife's eyes shot open for a moment, with a shocked look, and then quickly closed. She had been surprised to find her surrogate expressionless, and wondered how he could remain so detached in these situations. Certainly, he must feel something she thought, as the end result was his release.
Greg was thrilled by her show of arousal, especially coming so soon in their mating. It acted to reenergized his thoughts on conquering her and turning her into a lost, whimpering vixen. Soon, he thought, he would begin moving the way she liked, but for now he would just maintain the deep, steady rhythm
Jason felt foolish and small standing outside the door, hearing nothing, and left to guess what his wife was experiencing. So, he turned to leave, but halfway across the living room, a surge of emotion hit. He had to find out what was happening and how she was reacting. He knew he could easily live with a quick penetration with no emotion that allowed her to become pregnant. That wasn't asking too much given his condition and their financial situation. But, what if it was more? Would or could his sweet wife act that way? He went to the back door, and quickly he was outside in the darkness, moving towards the bedroom window where he hoped he would find an opening to see.
The window was covered by wooden shutters with bed only a few feet away. Rapidly, he worked back and forth trying to find an out of place slat or a crack that was sufficient to provide a view, but the first level was tight. Not ready to give up, he took a patio chair and used it to check the next level, however it yielded nothing either. He went back to the first level and tried again, and expecting more closely, he was able to locate a small vertical seam that allowed a very restricted view. It took him several tries to find how to position to get the best look, which still proved to be minimal, as all he could make out were the legs of the man and his wife open knees that were moving slightly. It did inform his that they were in the missionary position, but little else.
Deciding it was time, Greg began to push upwards during each stroke in a way that had elicited the best response from the Anne the previous night. Instantly, he felt her body stiffen and the sound of a stifled moan escaped. Smiling to himself, he maintained the movement and with each cycle he could practically feel her body succumbing to the feelings. He noticed her hands, which were resting at her sides, begin to stir and slowly they moved more until she began to grip, and then release, the bedspread. Then, without a sound, he felt her hands move to his arms, and at the same time, her knees pulled up an opened wider giving more of herself. Although her eyes were still shut, the way she constantly licked her lips provided another sign that she was close to letting go.
"Ohhhh...mmmm..." Anne sighed in a low, sensual voice. Her eyes fluttered open and a look of panic appeared on her face as she whimpered, "I...I'm sorry...I can't help it."
For the first time, Greg let a smile come to his face, although he stayed silent. Regardless, it was a sufficient signal to the deeply aroused wife, and she moved her hands from his arms until they were resting on his shoulders. Now staring into each other's eyes, she was certain that the man was interested in more than merely inseminating her. The knowledge excited her and slowly her legs wrapped around his waist while her arms looped over his muscled neck.
Jason could tell something had changed by the more pronounced movement from the man and the fact his wife legs had disappeared from his view. He sensed what must be occurring, and the silence that surrounded him made it all seem unreal. He thought about pounding on the window or rushing inside and entering the bedroom, but in the end, he just walked back to the guest room and sat on the bed.
Greg's heavy cock pummeled the beautiful woman's pussy forcing sighs and mews of pleasure to pass her lips. All pretenses had fled the room, and they were now fucking like experienced lovers, but Greg wanted more and knew he could get it.
"Are you okay?" he whispered, wanting to get her talking.
"Yes..." she groaned while shaking her head rapidly.
"I'm going to give you a son," he declared boldly.
"Yes...oh yes..." she moaned loudly.
"Do you want that?" he asked, knowing his teasing words would affect her.
"Yes..." she replied instantly.
Then, he dropped onto his elbows and forced his mouth onto hers in a powerful kiss. There wasn't even a tiny bit of reluctance in the way she accepted his lips and returned the passionate, probing connection. When they finally broke, it was Anne that pulled him back after a moment of looking into each other's eyes.
Greg knew the time had arrived, so he began moving even faster while forcing his cock high in her opening. Within seconds, her soft sounds morphed into louder, more desperate wails, while she lifted her body and hung from his neck. He knew she wouldn't last much longer, and in fact it only took a few seconds.
"Ohhh...ohhh...now...now please...now..." she cried out, begging for his semen.
It was what he had been waiting for, and pushing her flat onto her back, he slammed his body into her, pulled all the way out, and then with a guttural roar pushed deeply inside as the contents of his heavy balls was deposited.
"Ahhhhhhhh..." he groaned loudly from the intensity of the feeling, and then he took several rapid thrusts, before pushing deeply again, "Oh yeah...yeah..."
"Yes...oh yes...yes...ohhhh..." Anne let out in the final throes of her climax.
The seconds became minutes as their sweaty, heaving bodies remained joined. For his part, the thought of impregnating the beautiful married woman was an incredible rush. Similarly, Anne's mind was consumed with thoughts of Greg as her partner and how perfect their child would be. At that moment, it seemed ridiculous to her that anyone would ever utilize a frozen donation
"No," the young wife whispered, when minutes later he attempted to move off of her.
Her arms and legs pulled him even closer, and with a smile, he accepted the needs of the woman. He knew that in forcing his way over the imaginary line that he was now much more to her than a simple surrogate. In the brief act, they had become passionate lovers and she needed time to process her feelings.
A few minutes later, when he felt her body relax, he knew it was time to disconnect. Gently, he moved away, feeling her arms and legs drop to the bed, until his now mostly flaccid cock left her. He stood next to the bed and the couple stared at each other, both still naked, with neither in any particular hurry. The young wife, with her pussy still throbbing deliciously, took in the sight of the organ that had brought her so much pleasure. It hung over his fat balls, glistening with her juices, and had a slight twist that made it look unsettled.
Unable to hold back, Greg reached out and started stroking her tummy, providing an unspoken message Anne understood. He let his hand move upward and soon he was gently massaging her near perfect breasts, while he felt a stirring in his groin.
"We could do it again," he whispered.
"I...I...well...I better not," the young wife answered, although it was clear she wanted to.
Reluctantly, Greg broke their connection and he began to gather his clothes. Just as he finished dressing, Anne rose from the bed and found her robe, but before she could put it on, her lover pulled her into a deep kiss.
"If it doesn't work, I hope you choose me again," he said softly into her ear.
"Oh, yes," she sighed, and pulled him into another embrace.
Jason was focused on his laptop, and at first didn't realize his wife was at the door.
"Finished?" he asked, unable to think of anything else to say.
"Yes," she answered, forcing a smile.
"Did he leave? I didn't hear the door," the young husband asked awkwardly.
"Yes," she responded and crawled onto the bed next to him.
He could see her disheveled appearance and smell the aroma of their sex. It was a clear message that no matter how clinical the undertaking might be viewed, in the end it was two people fucking. Unlike the previous night, for some reason he didn't have the overwhelming desire to take his wife. Instead, he felt exhausted and fell back until they were both sharing the same pillow.
"How was it?" he asked.
"Same as before. I hope it worked," she answered, trying to sound matter-of-fact.
"Big like before," he said more than asked.
"Honey..." she protested.
"Did you have an orgasm?" Jason asked, intuitively feeling he already knew the answer.
"Honey! Do we really need to talk about it," she replied and her lack of an answer confirmed his suspicions.
"Yes. Did you orgasm?" he countered, not willing to drop the subject.
There followed several seconds of silence in the small room before his wife let out in a tiny voice, "Yes."
"How many times?" he asked.
"Just once," she replied quickly, but in the same soft voice.
"What else?" he followed.
"What do you mean?" she tried to clarify.
"Well, did you suck him? Did he go down on you? Did he play with your nipples? Did you kiss him? Did you do it in a bunch of different positions?" he fired back, with some emotion flaring.
There was another pause before she answered, "We kissed once."
"Really?" he replied, and his voice registered some surprise.
"Yes, I'm sorry. I got carried away, but it's over. Hopefully, we're pregnant, and this can all be behind us," Anne stated.
Although he was deeply confused and quite irritated, he knew he loved his wife dearly, so without further words, he pulled her into his arms. As they began to cuddle, he could feel her body relax, and for the next twenty minutes they kissed and held each other until he could tell she was drifting off. Jason waited another fifteen minutes, then quietly got up and went to their bedroom. Turning on the light, it was easy to see the two-foot diameter wet spot on the dark fabric of the bedspread. It left no doubt in his mind that his wife had once again been thoroughly fucked by the man they paid.
"I understand the Mattsson's are pregnant," Dr. Rabinowitz said to Gretchen.
She had called the counselor into her office to probe her about how it had occurred, and when she saw the panicked look, she knew there was a story. For the next hour, she interrogated the woman until she finally came clean, explaining what she knew and pointing the finger at Greg.
"I'm going to ask a few questions and I want truthful answered. If I don't get them the first time, I will call the police and let them sort it," the doctor informed them after Greg had joined the meeting.
At first, the young Lothario tried to be cagey, but it wasn't long before he turned and started acting cocky. With that, it was easy for the older woman to find out what she wanted to know, while the counselor looked on terrified.
"So, you used the clinic as a means to give you credibility," she stated.
"I guess you could say that," he replied.
"I'm fairly certain a clever prosecutor could make it a rape case," she told him, intentionally trying to wipe the smug look off his face.
"No one was hurt, and they got what they wanted," he declared, although he now showed some nervousness.
"What did you charge?" the doctor asked, suddenly considering the monetary angle.
"Five hundred and fifty," he responded.
"I see. Certainly not an amount worth risking the clinic. Wouldn't you agree?" she queried, and when he simply shrugged, she continued, "Well, I don't want this to get out, so you need to keep it quiet. Also, anything like this again, and I will call the police."
"Got it," Greg said, starting to rise.
"Oh, and you owe the clinic $275," the doctor stated, just as he reached the door.
It wasn't difficult to keep tabs on Anne. She had called the clinic to report the procedure had worked, so he was aware of the pregnancy, and of course, he knew where she lived. Thus, it was just a matter of waiting, then staking her out on a few weekends to learn her routine. Now, he was parked down the street, and if she held to the norm in the next hour she would be making a trip to the grocery store.
Right on time, her car went past, and he discreetly followed her then parked on the next row over. He watched as she unloaded her baby, their baby, from the back seat, and after giving her a ten-minute head start, he went inside. He had seen her several times during his stakeouts, but now much closer, he was taken once more by her beauty. She had shed any sign of her pregnancy and looked exactly as he remembered. Purposefully, he had dressed in the same manner she had last seen him, and he timed their encounter so they would meet on the pet food aisle that was currently empty.
"Uhhh...ohhh..." Anne gasped when they made eye contact just feet away from each other.
Greg forced himself to show momentary confusion, then gave his best warm smile and said, "Hi...I mean hello."
An instant later, he looked at the four-month-old child in the car seat, and when he returned to the woman he was showing the faintest hint of a smile. The young mother was clearly stunned and confused, but she collected herself quickly.
"This is Josh," she announced with pride.
"Beautiful boy," he replied, seeing the happy child had his eyes.
"Yes, he is," she said.
"Uhhh...can I ask...I mean would it be okay to hold him," he asked, trying to come across as nervous.
"Ohhh..." she started, then after a brief pause said, "Sure, I guess so."
With that, she started to unbuckle the straps, as the tyke gurgled and cooed. Lifting him from the carrier, she handed him to his father who held him gently as he swayed back and forth. "I've never been able to do this," he said, which brought a sympathetic look from the mother.
Soon, he handed the baby back, and they said their goodbyes. Anne had mixed emotions about the encounter, with her thoughts running the gamut from the fear of problems to the remembrance of the nights that produced her precious baby. She was at her car and had just finished putting the sacks inside when she turned and saw Bill standing a few feet away.
"Look, I don't want to cause any problems...I just thought...I mean...if you are considering another child at some point, I would like to help," he said, then handed her a card with his number on it, before adding, "I'm not with the clinic anymore."
"Okay," she replied, unsure how to respond, and with that he turned and left.
Greg thought that it would be weeks or months before she contacted him, if she ever did at all. He knew it was a low probability idea, but he had been uniquely aroused by knocking up the beautiful married woman, so it was worth the few hours he put into it. Thus, when his phone rang just thirty minutes later, he had no expectation it would be from the young mother.
"Would it...I mean...could you come over and talk about what you said?" she asked nervously.
"Yes, of course. When?" he said.
"Now," came her quick reply.
He actually had several things planned for the day, but on the drive over, he canceled them and twenty minutes later his car was parked on the street in front of the small house. Anne met him at the door, still dressed as he had seen her at the store, and let him inside.
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When plotting revenge, first dig two graves...
I first heard this saying at the ripe old age of twenty-five, when an early career mentor offered the sage advice in an attempt to defuse my anger. He was successful, and a few weeks later when I looked back on the affront, I realized that it had indeed been minor. The advice stayed with me, and numerous times after, when feeling attacked, I would take comfort in the words. In fact, I ended up using it as something of a safe spot, as I would often convince myself that I was being the mature professional by letting go of the slight, whether it was perceived or real.
I met my wife, Mary Helen, whom I simply call Helen, when I was twenty-seven and she was twenty-five. We hit it off pretty fast, finding we shared the same likes and carried similar opinions in most areas. It helped that she was a very attractive young woman that met most of the characteristics I liked. She is a tallish 5'8" and slender, with long lovely legs that end at a wonderfully toned butt. In addition, she has raven hair, dark brown eyes and full juicy lips. To top it off, she has a cute, impish way of smiling that always disarms me. Similarly, I think she likes how I am put together. She is always quick to say that she likes bigger guys, and at six-foot and one hundred and ninety pounds, I certainly fit that description. Still, I would call myself more rugged than handsome, quite happy to have her as the looks winner in the family.
Our dating progressed to the serious stage quite swiftly, as I think both of us were ready to settle down. So, thirteen months after our initial introduction we were standing at the altar of the Catholic Church, saying our vows. The next seven years seemed to fly by, and we were blessed with two wonderful children, our son Greg and our daughter Sally. Things seemed damn near perfect, and besides success in our family life, my career was also doing quite well. I had left the corporate world two years after we got married, and with Helen's full support, had started my own business. Amazingly, it had proved successful almost from the start, and we were now doing quite well. Actually, we were doing better than well, which had allowed my wife to quit her job and concentrate on the family. In addition, she was active in the church and did some volunteer work with several non-profits for fun.
Our success had also allowed us to afford nice things and during our marriage we had progressed from our initial apartment, through a starter home to the large residence we now enjoyed. It had been almost a perfect run, and looking back, I should have paid more attention to how good things were going.
I first met JD Thorton at a customer function. They were having a reception for key suppliers, and we were introduced by the VP of Procurement. We engaged in a brief conversation, and I learned enough to know that he wasn't a competitor, but that he was quite full of himself. It became almost comical to listen to him talk and several times, when glancing at the customer, he winked at me to let me know he thought the same. After that, months went by and I had completely forgotten about him when one day I got a call from him on my cell phone.
"Hey, man. This is JD Thornton, remember we met a while ago," he belted out, quickly bringing back the memory of our brief conversation.
"Hello, what can I do for you?" I asked, eager to get to the point.
"I wanted to see if you were available for lunch. I have a business idea I'd like to discuss that I think could be beneficial for both of us," he explained.
Reluctantly, I agreed, and the following week found us in a booth in a small out-of-the-way diner. We had just sat down when he got a phone call, and quickly he was in the middle of a loud conversation. While annoyed at the distraction, it did give me an opportunity to size the man up. I guessed JD was around forty, and he looked to be a couple inches taller than me, although he was leaner, almost rangy looking. He had a ruddy complexion and his brown hair was cut very short. He was dressed in jeans and a simple button shirt, with showy reptile cowboy boots. In total, I took him to be a man that was more focused on business than his appearance.
"Sorry about that," he mumbled when he ended the call a couple minutes later.
"Yeah, no problem," I replied, then continued, "What do you have in mind?"
"Let's order first. I'm starved," he answered.
He waved the waitress over and when she left, we idly chatted about random things until our food arrived. Only when we were almost finished, did he broach the subject of the meeting.
"Look, I think between our two companies, we have the capabilities to replace the supplier for the Neptune product line. You have a solid supply chain for the technical components and my fabricators in Mexico can bring in the structural elements very cheap. I'm thinking we join up and see what we can do," he explained.
Surprisingly, his idea had merit, a lot of merit actually, and I sat up in my chair as the potential sank in. We spent another hour discussing the concept, and then agreed that we would spend some time the following week getting into details. For the next few days, I pulled together some information to get prepared, and also did some back of the envelope calculations on the idea's potential. Conservatively, it looked like I could add thirty-percent to the income of my business, and the best part was it could be done with almost no investment.
The meeting the following week went well, and we put together a straw man of the new venture, including the business structure. We talked about approaching the customer and presenting our plan, but JD was adamant that we wait until we had developed it further. We agreed that the next step was due diligence on the supply chain, so as soon as we finished, I set up meetings with my key suppliers. Over the next month, we met with them, and although I thought it would be prudent to visit his fabricators in Mexico, JD wanted to wait until we finished the technical due diligence.
So far, things had gone exceedingly well, and my enthusiasm was evident to Helen. I had been holding off telling her about the opportunity until it had more legs, but finally I was forced to.
"What's got you so giddy?" she asked, then added, "You've been buzzing for weeks."
I started to laugh from her description, and then explained, "I'm working on a new business idea that I think will be very good. It should make us a lot of money."
"Don't you think we have enough money?" she asked, although I knew part of it was meant as a tease.
"Keeping you looking good is expensive," I said, instantly knowing I chose my words poorly.
"Oh, really?" she replied, as her left eyebrow arched.
"Sorry, that didn't come out right," I followed.
"I would hope not," she said, feigning annoyance.
Later that night, as soon as the kids were in bed, I trailed her like a hound until I had her cornered in the bedroom. She giggled while I maneuvered her to the bed, and we made slow, satisfying love. I was always thrilled when Helen climaxed beneath me, and was rewarded when her moans and sighs signaled she was on her way. Near the finish, she bit my shoulder to mute her sounds and I felt her body spasm as her legs lifted into the air.
"A nice one," I whispered as we cuddled.
"You're so proud of yourself. I think this business thing has made you horny," she replied.
"You make me horny, and the business thing is to take care of the family," I answered.
"Honey, if it works, maybe we can give some to the church," she whispered while snuggling closer.
Helen's caring soul was one of the things I loved so much about her. It wasn't the first time she had communicated she had all she wanted, and wanted to help others. Certainly, her work with the church and the non-profits played a part, but I knew it was something central to her as well. Even without those influences, I think she would have made a similar request.
"We'll see," I replied, pulling her tightly against me.
I'm not naturally optimistic or enthusiastic when it comes to business matters, as experience has taught me it was far better to be deliberate and maintain an even keel. However, I was breaking this tenet with the new venture. There was a jauntiness in my step, excitement in my day-to-day dealings, and a smile that I couldn't get off my face. Thus, I didn't pick up on the message at first when JD suddenly went radio silent.
I had been trying to contact him through phone calls and email for almost a week when I realized something was amiss, and during a phone call with one of my long-term suppliers, the dirty reality was suddenly made clear.
"Hey, I thought you and JD were working this Neptune thing together?" Ron, the technical manager at the supplier asked at the end of an unrelated call.
"We are..." I answered, feeling the hair on the back of my neck stand-up.
"Okay...well... I think you might want to look into it," he said, showing obvious discomfort before adding, "Give Sam a call."
Sam, or Samantha, was a crusty older woman that handled contracts for the company, and as soon as I ended the call with Ron, I was on the phone to her.
"Sam, what's going on?" I asked after the normal pleasantries.
"It's confidential..." she started, then no doubt thinking about the years we had known each other, she said, "The guy, JD, said he was going to go this alone."
Now, it was all suddenly very clear. JD Thornton had used me, manipulated me, to get knowledge of the supply chain, and once educated, was now going to cut me out. It was a dirty trick, but thinking about it, I realized I shouldn't be surprised. My initial thoughts on him were not positive, but I had allowed my interest in the deal and the eagerness to make money to overcome my concerns. It took another two weeks to get the complete picture, and in that time I learned that he had contacted all my suppliers and even made a presentation to the customer. I seethed as I realized all this had been done behind my back with definite malice.
"Hey sport," JD said through the phone with dismissive arrogance.
It had taken two more weeks to get him to answer, and I suspected he felt he now had the deal with a bow around it making me no longer a threat. Thus, he could enjoy the win while taking the opportunity to rub my nose in it.
"JD, I'd just like to hear in your own words what the hell you're thinking," I said.
"What am I thinking? I'm thinking I just rammed it up the ass of a limp-dick," he fired back, and then broke out laughing.
I had been rehearsing in my head how the conversation would go when we eventually connected, however nothing had prepared me for this message. I had expected him to be evasive, likely dismissive, but not evil. It put me on my heels and I struggled to gather words to respond.
"You know...don't you think this is wrong?" I asked, immediately feeling the inadequacy of the message.
"Wrong? Fuck wrong. I'm going to make a lot of money," he replied, and then hung up.
Stunned, infuriated, angry...a thousand feelings swept through my body for the next few days like being on a Ferris wheel, enduring a never-ending cycle. Then, very slowly, one thought began to separate from the others - revenge. I wanted to kick JD in the balls and have him feel the deep humiliation that I was experiencing, and looking back, that desire was so powerful it blocked me from all rational thought.
Amazingly, I was able to set aside my emotions as I plotted my revenge, and I created a very deliberate attack strategy. First, I intended to reach out to two suppliers that I knew were essential to the deal and use my long-term relationship to try and convince them to drop JD. Then, I intended to strike back. His line of business wasn't all that differentiated, so I was hopeful that with some work I would be able to find others that at least would threaten his customer base.
Carl Westbrook, was the owner of the primary supply company, and I had known him for almost ten years. He was in his early seventies, one of those men that would likely die within weeks of retiring, and although our relationship had always been positive, I wasn't sure what to expect. Sitting in his office, I explained the situation in detail, leaving nothing out, while he leaned back in his chair and took it all in.
"Okay, what else you got?" he asked when I was done.
His answer confused me, so I asked, "What do you mean, Carl."
"Fuck him is what I mean. I'm too old to work with pricks," he answered, then after a pause, he leaned across the desk and started again, "How long have I known you? Ten years? In all that time, you've never been anything but straightforward and honest. You know how rare that is?"
"Thanks, Carl," I replied, feeling my chest tighten with emotion.
"Fuck him. He's an asshole," he reiterated.
The next supplier wasn't as straight forward, and it took some pleading on my part. However, I was eventually able to get them agree to cut-off ties with JD, too. I had to promise that I would do everything I could to replace the volume they were foregoing, but if my plan worked, I knew that wouldn't be a problem.
I was pleasantly surprised with the success of the first phase of my plan. I had thought it might take more time, more convincing, but there seemed to be a consistent distaste for JD, which helped. Feeling good, I convinced Helen to let the kids spend the night with their grandparents so we could have some alone time. After a nice, expensive dinner, we were curled up in bed after a fulfilling round of love making, simply talking and cuddling.
"What happened to your new venture?" she asked.
I had purposefully shielded her from the drama, but I couldn't hide my loss of enthusiasm, so I was a bit surprised it had taken her this long to probe.
"Oh, it hit a bump in the road," I answered, purposefully being vague, as I knew she wouldn't understand or support my tactics.
"And, I had already spent all the money you promised," she teased.
"Patience, sweetie," I countered while tickling her ribs.
My touch made her squirm and giggle, and when she finally settled, in a breathless voice she said, "I would still like to do something for the church."
The next part of my plan took much more effort. For about a month, it consumed all my available hours, with even Helen commenting on my lack of family time. I was able to locate two companies that had the capabilities to compete with JD and which had similar, if not superior, cost structures. I used my contacts at the customer to get them established as vendors, knowing they would have, as a minimum, a detrimental impact on JD's pricing. In addition, through my efforts, I realized one would be an outstanding supplier to fill JD's scope on Neptune, if I decided to resurrect that initiative. If the customer suspected what I was up to, they never brought it up, and seemed thrilled to improve their supplier base.
Surprisingly, and quite contrary to my expectations, JD had been silent about my actions to cut-off the suppliers. Then, I learned that the companies I introduced were asked to bid on some competing work, and I was certain I would hear from him. I had even scripted and practiced the message I would deliver that was intended to humiliate him the way he had done with me. Still, all stayed silent and after almost six months had elapsed the whole situation started to fade from my thoughts.
When plotting revenge, first dig two graves. There should be a corollary to that message that goes, if you can't follow the advice, at least don't seek revenge on someone meaner than you. Unfortunately, the solace I took in JD silence was about to be interrupted, and I would learn that I was only using conventional weapons while he went full thermonuclear.
"Hey, chief...we should talk," JD said over the phone.
I had recognized his number, so I was prepared, and replied, "JD, how's business?"
"Oh, you know...up and down," he said, and then added, "Seriously, let's get together."
"JD, I have absolutely no interest in ever seeing you again. I think things have ended as they should and I'm moving on," I answered, pleased with his contrite manner and my own controlled voice.
"Sport, let me tell you, you want to come see me," he said, slipping back into his condescending tone.
"Nah, I'm good," I replied and hung up.
After that, I went about my day, giggling to myself several times at my victory over the pompous ass. I was just about to head home when I noticed an email from JD, and opening it, I was stunned to see a picture of my wife attached. Helen was standing with her back to the camera, but partially turned so the side of her face was shown. There was no question it was her, but what made it shocking was that she was dressed only in a black thong. The side of one of her breasts could be seen, and if it was anyone else, I would have considered the picture to be sensual and slightly erotic. However, it wasn't anyone else, it was my wife.
My immediate reaction was to call the police, as somehow JD had managed to invade our home, but looking closer, I realized Helen wasn't in our house. I didn't recognize any of the furnishings or the color of the walls which left me confused about what I was seeing. However, slowly the reality started to sink in, and knowing it was coming from JD, I suddenly felt it must be sinister.
Several times, I reached for the keyboard, but each time I backed away. I needed to know more, to somehow gather more information and collect my thoughts before I replied. For that reason, I merely turned off the computer, and left for home. On the drive, my thoughts went to my wife's involvement, and I hoped that she would rush to my arms and explain it all away. However, when I walked in the door, both wife and kids acted like it was just another day.
My wife was all smiles, and the kids crawled into my lap after dinner while we watched a movie. Later, after she had cleaned the kitchen, Helen joined us with a glass of wine and engaged me in her normal discussion about all that had happened that day. However, while she spoke, my mind refused to let go of the vision of her in the picture.
"What else has been going on?" I asked when the conversation hit a lull.
Although it was a ham-handed attempt, what I was trying to do was give her the opportunity to come clean and explain things. It failed, as all she did was start talking again about her charitable activities. I tried again when the kids had gone to bed, but that effort was unsuccessful as well. Evidently, my lovely wife was capable of keeping her secret buried while conducting herself in the normal family fashion. In fact, her manner was so relaxed, I began to wonder if somehow, he had digitally placed her into the picture.
I didn't contact JD the next day as I just didn't want to give the bastard the satisfaction. However, the following morning, I couldn't take it anymore and with shaking hands I dialed his number.
"Well, fuck me. Look who called. Imagine that," he laughed.
"Where did you get that?" I asked, unable to think of anything else to say.
"Oh, I got a lot more than that...lot's more," he answered, laughing again.
"What the fuck did you do, you motherfucking asshole," I screamed into the phone, no longer able to contain myself.
"I fucked you. Hard! You wanted to play games and you lost," he replied, no longer laughing, then after a second of silence, he continued, "Now, if you don't want your life on display to the world, be here at 3:00 PM today."
I was shaking as I set the phone down, and thinking about the dilemma, I realized my choice was either to confront Helen or go to JD's and find out more. Since I was still confused, I decided I would attend the meeting that afternoon.



At 3:05 PM, I pulled open the door of JD office, and upon entering I was immediately escorted to a large conference room by the young receptionist. I waited nervously for ten minutes before JD along with two other men entered. One was a large black man, well over six-foot, and while he positioned himself behind me, JD and the other man moved to chairs across the table.
"Damn, I'm glad I'm not you," JD laughed, then continued with, "That's Conrad behind you. He's here to make sure you don't get stupid. This is Don, you'll learn more about him in a minute."
"What's this all about?" I asked, needing to say something.
"You know what it's about, or suspect," JD replied, then reached for a remote, hit a button, and said, "I thought we'd start here."
There was a flicker on the screen that covered the far wall and then a video started. Instantly, every muscle in my body tensed as I saw Helen in the arms of Don. He was naked, standing behind her, with one arm around her waist and the other on her breast, while he nuzzled her neck. She was dressed only in a thong that I recognized as the one in the emailed picture, and her arm was reaching behind her, wrapped around the man's neck. Then with another press of the remote, JD paused the scene.
"Your wife is a beautiful woman, I was surprised," he said, looking towards me for a moment before restarting the video.
Helen and Don caressed for a few seconds, then the man turned my wife, took her into his arms and kissed her deeply. The kiss lingered, and we could hear soft sighs coming from her until they finally broke.
"Why don't you scoot onto the bed, baby," Don's voice emerged from the speakers.
I was stunned when my wife, with no further prodding, moved towards it and centered herself in the middle with her legs slightly parted. Then, the camera angle changed and Don stood in profile, with his huge cock sticking straight out. It had to be eight or nine inches and was thick, with an equally impressive set of balls hanging beneath. As if guessing my focus, JD stopped the video once more.
"Watch what that big thing does to Helen," he said, and for some reason, I found the use of her name very irritating.
JD started the video again and we watched as Don took his cock in his hand and moved towards the bed. Once there, he leaned forward, took Helen's thong in his fingers and pulled it down her long legs with her lifting her butt to help. Now, my wife's beautiful shaved pussy came into view, and while she looked on with clear anticipation, the man crawled between her legs that opened further to provide him complete access. For a moment, there was some fumbling, but it was clear when his cock landed.
"Ugggghhhhhh...ohhhhhh..." my wife moaned deeply, and after Don flexed his ass once, she let out, "Ohhhh...oh my God...Don...ohhhh...ohhh yessss."
Don started a nice easy rhythm, and Helen's hands went to his ass, while she let out a litany of whines and whimpers. I had never seen my wife respond so completely during our love making, and just for a moment, I wondered if it was indeed my wife I was watching. Again, I considered whether they had managed to stage things. Perhaps, it was an actress made to look like Helen.
"Damn, I can't believe how much your wife loves that big cock," JD said without stopping the video, as if reading my mind.
We watched in silence as Don continued his assault on my wife's pussy, and it wasn't long before her sounds and the movements of her body signaled she was on her way towards an orgasm. As she got closer, her whimpers morphed into tiny squeals and in the last few moments before it hit, her legs lifted into the air and her arms moved furtively from the man's ass to his shoulders. When it arrived, it was like watching an emotional explosion.
"Oh Don...oh my God...uggghhhh...ughhhh...ohhhhh...ohhhh...," she cried out loudly, and then seconds later, in a faint voice we heard, "Oh, it's so good...so good...keep going...don't stop..."
I could feel my body tensing, and despite what I just saw, I couldn't accept it, and felt it had to be forced or staged. I just couldn't fathom Helen as a cheater. As if sensing my state, Conrad's hands landed on my shoulders, and his strength was evident through his touch. I could see JD look at Don quickly, then he smiled at me and spoke.
"You ever make her cum like that? Damn, I can't believe how much she loves cock. Settle in, there's lots more coming," he laughed.
"What the fuck is this? What did you do to her? How did you make her do this?" I spewed forth, no longer able to hold back.
My outburst made Conrad squeeze my shoulders and once more JD looked at him for a moment before replying, "She did it all on her own. I'll explain it all later, but let's watch the movie. It's damn good. Hell, I could probably sell it as porn!"
Don was still moving deliberately into Helen showing no signs of tiring. My wife had become silent, save for the occasional whimper, and her hands were now resting on her lover's biceps. They continued this way for several minutes, then Don lifted himself over her on his arms and started to move faster. It looked like he was driving towards his own release, and my wife, appearing reenergized, shot glances between his face and their connection. There was a fire in her eyes like I had never seen, and it took me few seconds to realize it was her anticipation of her lover's climax and the semen he would be planting inside her.
"Oh yeah...yeah...ugggghhhh...yeah..." Don grunted soon thereafter, announcing his release, as he pushed into my wife with deep thrusts.
"Yes...yes...do it," she encouraged him, again acting in a manner that was completely foreign to me.
She took his cum, and then smiled up at him before he collapsed onto her body, suddenly hiding her face.
I was still staring at the entwined couple on the screen when Don spoke for the first time, "Your wife has a sweet pussy. Some of the best I've ever had."
"That's saying something, cause he's had a lot," JD joined in, once again laughing at my expense.
"My God JD...you fucked up bastard," I said while shaking my head.
My comment only brought a laugh from him, and then he said, "Let's watch the next one."
Quickly, he fast forwarded through the video, and then landed on another scene. This time, my wife was already on the bed, naked except for a pair of black heels. She was on her knees and Don had his cock in his hand, lining up with her opening. Suddenly, I felt the remaining energy drain from my body as it dawned on me that this was an entirely different encounter. In fact, I recalled her going out to dinner "with the girls" on a Thursday night about a month before and wearing the heels. It had struck me at the time that she looked a bit overdressed, but I had put it down to simply not understanding how women did things. Initially, I had thought my wife succumbed to a one time fling in a weak moment, but now it appeared she was having an affair.
"Uhhhh..." Helen grunted as he pushed into her.
When he was embedded, he took my wife by the hips and started to fuck her with full strokes. She had her face buried into a pillow, but I could see her hands gripping the bed sheet tightly. Like the previous scene, rather than the gentle husband and wife love making, she was being fucked for mere carnal pleasure and loving it.
"You like it?" Don asked in response to her mews.
"Yes...oh yes..." she whimpered, turning her head so we could see her face.
The look was one of total abandon, with her mouth half-open and her eyes glazed. There was no question she was being completely pleasured by Don's big cock, and being taken to places she had never been.
"Ever had it this good?" he asked in a low voice.
"No..." she whimpered without hesitation, cutting me to the bone.
"Is it bigger than your husband's?" he asked, obviously referring to his cock.
"Yes..." she moaned.
"Biggest you've ever had?" he pushed.
"Yes..." she moaned again.
Helen had been with four men before me, so she had some experience, although I wouldn't say she was worldly. Over the course of our marriage, she had told me about each of them, and through her descriptions, I always came away thinking she enjoyed our sex best of all. However, now that I was witnessing this spectacle, I couldn't help but wonder if something had been lacking in our love making. Something I hadn't picked up on.
"You can't get enough..." Don said.
"No..." my wife whined.
"You want it all the time?" he probed.
"Yes...yes..." she answered, and this time she lifted her head and nodded.
"Say it, baby," he demanded.
Without hesitation, she replied, "I want it...I want it always..."
I glanced at JD and Don, and when I saw them smiling at me, I knew they had manipulated the exchange to rub my nose in it even more. It was so wrong and so evil that I couldn't fathom how a person could want to act this way. At that moment, I knew I was dealing with a depraved individual that was capable of anything.
The scene ended with them reaching orgasms at almost the same time. Helen's beat him by a few seconds and she whined and moaned loudly while she tossed her head back and forth, making her dark hair fly. Then, it was Don's turn and with a firm grip on her hips he deposited his seed. The last few seconds of the video showed him extracting his cock from her slowly, with inch after inch coming into view before his fat head popped out. His hands held her cheeks apart and we could see her dilated hole thoroughly soaked from their combined juices.
"You know it only took Don eight weeks to get into her pussy," JD announced when the screen went dark, then after a pause, added, "I told him I thought it would take a lot longer, but he said after the first time he met her he knew it would go faster. We set the over/under at ten weeks and I took the over, so I owe him an extra bonus."
"Fuck you JD...fuck all of you," I forced out, fighting back tears as my emotions suddenly swelled.
Seemingly ignoring my outburst, JD started to speak, "I guess I owe you the details. Let me start by saying that your work to fuck me on the Neptune deal was good. I was surprised since I didn't think you had it in you. But, you should've known I would just let it sit. That was your fuck up, and it was a big one."
"Or, what led to his wife getting fucked up," Don interjected, failing in his attempt at a joke.
After a glance at the man next to him, he started again, "Anyway, I had to get even. That's just the way I am, and after doing a bit of digging on you, getting to you through your wife just seemed to make sense. Plus, I thought it would be fun, far better than some business thing."
"Helen isn't like this. What did you do to her?" I challenged him again, unable to accept her debauchery.
"I told you before, we didn't do a thing. Well, I mean except seduce her, which Don here did quite well. I think you would have to agree with that," he laughed, causing the others to join in, and when they stopped, he continued, "I was put in contact with Don here through some uhhh...mutual acquaintances. He has a reputation, within certain circles, around using his looks and charm to get women to do things. So, I hired him and set him up in a rental house that is loaded to the teeth with hidden cameras. I think the quality of the video will attest to that."
"You're a sick motherfucker," I said when he paused for effect.
JD gave out a deep laugh while Don and Conrad snickered, and said, "You might be right. But, let me finish telling you how it went down. You see, Don is quite good and besides setting him up in the house, we gave him background info on Helen. It was his idea to get to her through the church. She thinks he's a single businessman that has an interest in all things Catholic. In reality, the only Catholic thing he is interested in is your wife's pussy."
"Like JD said, it was some damn good pussy. I was surprised, especially how eager she was to suck my cock," Don tossed out with a chuckle.
I was surprised by his statement as Helen had always been reluctant with oral sex. Occasionally, I would go down on her, and if she was in the right mood she would react enthusiastically. However, giving was another matter, and the only time I received her attention was on very special occasions.
"Now what Don did, how he worked it was to hit the church and learn about your wife's routine. He started going to those weekday meetings and struck up a friendship with her. It took him three weeks to get her to go with him for coffee and just a week later they kissed in the parking lot. Then, little Helen gets a case of the nerves which had to be worked through, but she came back and agrees to go to his place for a drink. Don fucked the shit out of her that very night," JD described, laughing at the end.
"Easy piece of pussy," Don added.
"Did you know your wife was so slutty?" JD said, practically giggling.
It was a shocking revelation, and even though I knew I looked weak, I could help myself and asked, "How...how many times..."
"How many times it been now Don?" my nemesis asked.
"About twenty," he answered with a smirk.
When JD saw the shocked look on my face, he said, "Well, it's been a couple months."
I fought to hold back the tears while I looked down at the table and thought about it all. It was such a sudden act of destruction to the marriage that I had enjoyed and worked so hard for. Then, there was the impact to our kids. How would they respond to a divorce? I wanted there to be an explanation. I wanted desperately for Helen to have some reason, some story that would at least give me hope, but deep down I knew there was just too much damning evidence.
"What do you want?" I finally forced out in total defeat.
As soon as I spoke the words, I could see JD's expression change. Now, he looked surly, and with slow nod of his head he started, "What do I want? I don't want shit. I won you motherfucker. You fucked with me and I fucking killed you. I won."
"Then, why the fuck am I here," I shot back angrily.
"You're here so I could see the look on your goddamn face," he replied, then after a deep breath, he started again, "But, now that you know I won, I have a proposition for you."
"What?" I asked, fearing the worst.
"I've got enough video of your wife that it would ruin her and embarrass you and the rest of y'alls family. Needless to say, the church wouldn't be amused. Now, I'm willing to trade all the stuff to you in exchange for you signing over your business," he explained.
"Fuck you," I replied.
"I'd understand if you said no. Of course, that probably means divorce, especially when all the material gets out. But, who could blame you since she turned out to be such an easy fucking slut. It'd be messy, and your kids would learn the truth when they got older. Also, you'd look like a limp-dick who couldn't keep his woman," he taunted, and when I didn't reply, he continued, "Now, if you see it my way, you'd at least get out with your dignity. Of course, losing the business sucks, but you could start again."
"JD, you are the most fucked up person I've ever known. What if I go to the police?" I threatened.
"You aren't going to the police. Now, think about it tonight, and tomorrow at 9:00 AM be back here with your answer," he replied, and with his words I felt Conrad's hands leave my shoulders.
My hands were shaking so hard it was difficult to drive, and the entire way I thought about what I would do when I came face-to-face with my wife. I knew I had to hold back my temper as violence would only create a deeper hole, but I was truly clueless as to what to say and how to react. I sat in the driveway for fifteen minutes before I was able to summon the courage to enter the house.
"Hi honey," my wife called out when I entered the kitchen, and looking past the dining room I could see our kids in front of the TV watching cartoons. She leaned over for a kiss, and I perfunctorily pecked her cheek. Sensing something was amiss, she asked, "Is everything alright?"
"Yeah...well...look Helen, after dinner we need to talk," I said, and for a moment, I saw panic in her eyes.
"Okay," she replied and turned back to the stove.
Helen took her time putting the kids to bed, which made me wonder if she suspected the subject of our discussion. Finally, after I was sure they were asleep, I nodded for her to join me and she together we moved to the living room sofa.
"Look, I'm not going to beat around the bush. Are you having an affair?" I asked.
"No...of course not. Why would you ask such a thing?" she replied, but in her eyes I could see the guilt.
"Helen, who is Don?" I said.
Suddenly, the guilt in her eyes turned to panic, "How did you...look I can explain..."
"Go ahead," I said as calmly as possible when she became silent.
"I'm sorry..." she said after several failed attempts to speak, and started to sob.
I let her cry until she started to regain some control, then asked, "Tell me what happened."
"I...I met him at church...and I don't know...we got to know each other and it just happened," she forced out.
"You had sex with him," I clarified, and she nodded her head, so I followed with, "How long has it been going on?"
"A while...a month maybe," she answered, shortening the time frame that JD had described.
"How many times?" I whispered.
There were several seconds of silence before she whispered back, "Too many."
"Do you love him?" I made myself ask, wondering which answer was best.
"NO...no..." she replied, instantly.
"No more Helen," I said and started to rise, suddenly feeling exhausted.
"How did you know?" she called out to my back.
"I just did," I said.
The drive to JD's the next morning was the hardest thing I had ever done. I had decided to sign over the business, deciding that dragging everything out into the open served no purpose. If I was going to divorce Helen, I far preferred to do it quietly. However, I was deeply concerned about my employees. Many had been with me since the start, and I had no belief that JD would treat them fairly.
"What's the answer," he asked, dispensing with formalities as he brusquely entered the conference room with Conrad right behind.
"I'll let you have the business, but I want all the stuff, everything," I told him.
"I thought that's what you'd say, so it's all in that box," he said nodding towards a container at the end of the table, then adding, "I've got no use for it. Anyway, I've seen it enough."
Then, he pushed a piece of paper in front of me and even though I knew I should probably consult an attorney, I just wanted it over. Reading through it quickly, I saw that he had structured the transaction as a payout of earnings that I knew would never come, but which provided him with tax cover. I signed it then pushed the document across the table.
JD was smiling at me and I was about to leave when he said, "Before you go, take the disc marked #34 and watch it. The machine is easy to use."
I gave him a hard stare as he turned and left, closing the door behind him. Despite feeling manipulated, I picked through the box until I found the designated video and put it into the tray. It took several minutes to figure out the remote, but finally the screen lit, and instantly jumped to a scene of Don in the missionary position with Helen. He was taking her slowly while resting on his elbows so he could look into her face. She had a look of complete contentment, and I guessed she had already experienced an orgasm.
"You feel so damn good," the clear sound of the man's voice filled the speakers.
"Mmmm...so do you," my wife responded.
"Did you think about it?" Don asked.
"Mmmm...hmmm..." Helen answered.
"And?" he asked.
"Are you sure?" she followed.
"Yeah, I want to...I really do," he said.



There was a short pause before my wife replied, "I quit taking them three days ago."
"Good, it really makes our love making more meaningful," he said, which instantly made me cringe as I considered the meaning.
"Mmmm...hmmm...now cum in me," she whined.
"It takes time for the effect to disappear doesn't it?" Don asked.
"Yeah, but you can practice knocking me up," she responded.
Seconds later, the video ended and I realized that JD had edited it specially for me. It was a dirty act, although I knew I shouldn't be surprised, as he was truly a disgusting person. I collected the disc, dropped it in the box and made for the door finding JD standing just outside.
"Goddamn, she wanted it," he laughed.
"Fuck you, JD," I said and stepped past him.
"By the way, sport. She's called Don twice so far this morning," he announced loudly, and I saw several people sitting in cubes look up.
"We agreed it was over," I immediately shot back.
"I can't control your wife, and Don no longer works for me," he laughed.
I was seething as I made my way to the office to announce the change, and it took several hours of meetings and explanations before I was finally able to depart. When I finally got home, Helen was watching TV with the kids, and her nervous demeanor left doubt in my mind as to whether I still had a wife. I told her I thought it would be best if she took the kids to her parents for the night as we had some serious talking to do, and with a quick nod she set about making it happen. An hour later, she was back, and met me in the living room. I already had the disc loaded in the player, so with a simple press of the remote, the TV came on with the scene of her and Don discussing impregnation.
"My God...oh my God...how..." she started when she recognized the encounter.
"Helen are you pregnant?" I asked ignoring her words.
"No...no...I don't know..." she answered.
"When's your next period start?" I said.
"Sunday...I think," she replied.
"And you've been with him and me, so you might be," I stated.
"Yes..." she answered softly.
"Let me see your phone," I demanded.
After working through the screens, I got to the recent calls and saw that five connections had been made that day.
"Is this his number?" I asked.
"Yes," she said in a voice barely above a whisper, and I could see her body start to shake.
"Did you fuck him today?" I demanded.
I had never used language like this with Helen before, but I no longer felt like the caring, respectful husband.
"No!" she answered emphatically like somehow it absolved her of all her sordid indiscretions.
"Why did you talk to him?" I asked.
"I...I wanted to know what was going on..." she replied.
"It took five calls?" I asked, and then followed with, "What else did you discuss?"
"I...I don't know...that's it..." she answered nervously.
"Really? You didn't ask him if he was in love with you? You didn't tell him you were in love with him? You didn't ask him about his bastard child?" I fired at her rapidly.
I remembered the intimacy she had shown in the tapes and knew, to her, their connection was more than casual sex. The look she gave me let me know I had been correct, and some or all of the things I had stated had been discussed.
"I...I...I'm sorry," was all she could force out.
"Let me tell you what happened," I started, but paused so she could wipe her eyes, then continued as calmly as I could, "Remember that business thing I was working on a few months ago? Well, I was working it with a guy named JD Thornton. He tried to cheat me, and when I found out, I did some things to get even. He couldn't handle that I got back at him, so he hired your boy Don to seduce you as payback to me. Don doesn't give a damn about you. They were intentionally trying to destroy our lives."
"Oh my God...my God...no..." Helen whimpered.
"Yes, and I had to see it all...all the videos they made, and them laughing about what an easy fuck you were," I explained.
"No...oh no...nooo..." she cried as the tears let forth, but in her words I wasn't sure if her emotion was meant for me or Don.
I left her on the sofa with her head in her hands and went to make a drink. Just as I was pouring the bourbon, I heard her moving and when I returned she had disappeared to the back of the house. A few minutes later she appeared, dressed to go out, and instinctively I knew where she was heading.
"You're going to him," I challenged her.
"I...I need to check on the kids..." she said, although we both knew she was lying.
She didn't return until the next morning, and I never tried her cell nor challenged her when she arrived. I was too emotionally spent, and although I knew we were likely done, we went through the next few days without any further discussion. Our interactions were forced and to deal with the awkwardness, most of our attention was directed toward the kids.
A week had elapsed since our discussion when I received a text from JD with an attached link. As soon as I opened it, I could tell it was a video, so I stopped it then attached it to an email and sent it to myself so I could open it on the desktop computer. The scene opened with her in Don's arms crying uncontrollably. She was wearing the clothes she had put on when she left me to "check on the kids" so it appeared she had gone straight to her lover.
"Baby, calm down," Don's clear voice came through.
"Why did you do it?" Helen forced out.
"Don't worry...it's okay," he answered evasively.
"Don't leave me...what if I'm..." she started, but stopped midsentence.
"Are you?" he quickly responded as a smile came to his face.
"I don't know...maybe..." she said.
The video had been edited and suddenly it showed the two on a bed naked with Don on his back and my wife riding his cock.
"You need this cock," he stated.
"Yes..." Helen whined in response, while her head rapidly nodded.
"Are you going to cum again?" he asked, making it clear they had been at it for some time.
"I think so," she replied.
The video continued as she rode him and whined in pleasure for several minutes, and then I noticed movement on the edge of the screen. I could see Don was staring in the direction as well, but Helen's back was to it, so she continued on oblivious. Seconds later, I watched dumfounded as a naked JD entered the scene. His long, lean body looked gangly without his clothes and he held in his right hand an average size cock. There were no words exchanged as he approached the bed and my wife's back.
When he got close, Don pulled on my wife's arms making her fall forward on his chest. Then, with a stupid smile, JD reached and stroked my wife's ass. Evidently, at first she didn't realize the touch was coming from another man, but after several seconds, I saw her body spasm and she emitted a muffled sound.
"Ohhh...hhhhuhhhh?" she responded in surprise.
I could see Don saying something to her that wasn't picked up by the microphone, while JD maintained his touch. Slowly, the hand began ascending her body, from her ass and over her lower back until he was at her shoulders. Then, he moved to her side and started to run his fingers over the side of one of her breasts. Helen's body shuddered, but Don's hand was suddenly at the back of her neck, keeping her from moving. I cringed at what I thought might be coming even though she had gotten herself into the mess. Finally, Helen was able to lift enough that I could hear what was being said.
"Don...no...I don't want this..." she said nervously.
"Baby, it's okay...come here so I can kiss you," he replied.
Surprisingly, she followed his direction and they started a long kiss while JD continued to explore her breast. I could see him toying with a nipple, but it didn't seem to register with Helen as she kept her lips firmly connected to her lover.
When they ended the embrace, there was another whispered conversation that I couldn't make out that lasted at least a minute. It would appear to end and then start again and although I couldn't hear, I knew that he was trying to talk my wife into accepting JD. Finally, there words ended, although they held eye contact for about a half-minute longer. Then, very slowly, Helen started to slide down his body while at the same time rising onto her hands and knees. JD didn't hesitate and moved onto the bed behind her where with one quick thrust, he slid his cock into my wife.
"Ohhh..." Helen grunted as she looked down.
"Yeah, man you got her hot and wet," JD announced.
"Don? Please..." my wife pleaded.
His response was to take his cock into his hand and shift on the bed to present it to her mouth.
"C'mon, baby," he coached, and I watched in shock as she kissed the head before running her tongue slowly around his shaft.
JD built up to a fairly rapid rhythm, and using his long body, he leaned over her and began mauling her breasts with his hands. At the same time, Helen progressed in her oral actions with Don until she held the base of his shaft in her hand while her mouth bobbed on the top couple inches. It was decadent and not something I would have ever expected to see, yet here I was watching my wife, who had only shown modest reluctance. However, the worst was still to come, and that occurred when Helen started to moan loudly around her lover's cock as she responded to the fucking JD gave her.
"Yeah, feels good," he said in response to her moans, and then added, "She's creaming all over me, Don!"
"She's a good fuck," he replied, and I was stunned when my wife never slowed her sucking.
JD didn't last much longer, and with a series of loud grunts he plowed into my wife and deposed his semen into her unprotected hole. After catching his breath, he left the bed and exited the camera frame, although I knew he was still in the room by the occasional rude comment he let fly.
It wasn't long before Don flipped Helen onto her back, pushed her legs back with his arms and began to thoroughly sport fuck her. My wife may have thought they had an emotional connection, but it was obvious that since the revenge game was over, he was just fucking her for his enjoyment. Still, she accepted his actions and it wasn't long before her whines and grunts indicated that she was on her way towards an orgasm. My wife climaxed with her knees next to her ears and her pussy squelching with wet enjoyment. She tried to pull Don's head down for a kiss but he fended off her effort and soon his cum was joining JD's in her now ravaged pussy.
The scene ended seconds later and there was some static and snow before the picture returned. Now my wife was alone on the same bed and appeared naked under a thin sheet. She was asleep, and at first, I wasn't sure where things were going, then I watched as a naked JD entered the frame and sat on the edge of the bed. His hand reached out and slowly pulled on the cover until her upper body was exposed. He stared for a few seconds before he began to fondle her breasts, and it wasn't long before he had her awake.
"Where's Don?" Helen asked nervously.
"He's in the living room. He said its okay," he replied while continuing to stroke her.
"I...I want to talk to him," she answered.
"He'll be here in a minute. He said to get started," he told her, then added after a pause, "It's okay."
There was a brief tugging game between them when my wife tried to stop him from removing the sheet, but JD was able to get it loose, and then he put his hand on her hip and turned her so she was flat on her back. I could see a look of concern on Helen's face when he stood, so I was stunned when she let her knees slightly separate. He saw it too, and moved between them, then let his body force them wider. JD's cock didn't look fully hard and there was some fumbling, although when I heard him sigh and Helen whimper I knew he had penetrated.
"Damn, is this pussy always so wet?" he asked within just a few strokes.
"Don said it was okay?" my wife asked.
"Yeah...its okay," he grunted in reply.
JD started a steady pace and for the next few minutes they fucked in silence. There wasn't even any squeaking coming from the bed, and I began to wonder if I had lost the audio. However, when I turned the sound higher, I could hear the faint sound of panting.
"Fuck this pussy is good," JD let out, and with the sound turned up it blasted through the speakers.
His words must have flicked something in her brain because almost immediately I started to pick up little whimpers and sighs from my wife. It wasn't long after that I saw her feet leave the mattress and slowly rise until they were resting on the sides of JD's ass. At the same time, her hands found his arms and worked their way up until they were gripping his biceps. It was at that moment that I realized that JD had managed to turn my loving, conservative wife into a complete slut.
After Helen received JD's seed for the second time, the video went dark, but seconds later it cut to JD, sitting at his office desk.
"Hey, sport. Sorry about your wife's pussy, but Don kept talking it up so much I just had to try some for myself," he said, and started to laugh which went on for several seconds before he spoke again, "I took your company, fucked your wife, ruined your marriage, and who knows, maybe even knocked her up. I won you motherfucker. All the fucking goddamn way. But, look at the bright side, if you decide to stay with her, at least she's been taught how to fuck. No charge."
I moved out a few days later, never even bothering to tell Helen I saw the recent tape. There really was no point, as in the end it was just more of the same. Don cut-off all contact with her which set her into a tail spin and she actually followed him to Las Vegas to try and keep things going, but after a few weeks the reality finally hit and she returned. Miraculously, she didn't get pregnant, which was a relief, although part of me thought it would serve her right if she ended up with a kid from one of them.
Of course, her parents reached out multiple times, as did the priest from the church, pleading with me to forgive and think of the family. They knew her indiscretions were significant, although I doubt they understand the depth of her depravity. I stood firm, offering no indication of hope, and finally the calls stopped.
Now, I spend most of my time trying to resurrect my business. With the pending divorce, money is quite tight, which has put me in strained living conditions, but I have made some good progress. Fortunately, I maintained good relations with my customers and JD seems to be purposefully trying to piss them off. It will take time, but I'm confident things will work out businesswise.
Because of kid things, I see Helen at least once a week, and almost every time she makes a plea for us to sit down and talk things through. On a few occasions, she's even attempted a seduction, although I've made it clear that it's not in the cards. I could forgive her for the sex, even though it would be difficult, but it was clear that she was ready to leave me for Don, and that's not something I can forget.
So much change, so fast has been very hard to accept, and I seem to live in an emotional roller coaster world. Unfortunately, a little voice in my brain continues to whisper a message that everything started because of my need for revenge, and that my wife is an unfortunate victim of these events. So, remember the prophetic words of wisdom - when plotting revenge, first dig two graves.
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It didn't take a rocket scientist to see that my once conservative wife had found something hidden within her that became exhilarated by illicit sex. Before it all started, I had always assumed I would be the instigator, pushing her to accept my strange desires, and then, if anything happened, dealing with the aftermath of her guilt and anxiety. However, the reality I now faced was a developing addictive behavior from her that seemed to be drawn towards aggressive sexual exploration. The metal ring that penetrated the tender flesh of her nipple was a vivid and sobering reminder of how far things had gone, and what made it even more appalling was the fact that she had consented to the piercing, and then laid back, freshly fucked, while another man performed the procedure. I thought it likely that If I, her husband, had mentioned a piercing, I would have been reprimanded harshly for the mere suggestion. Thus, it seemed that her desire to please her lovers had created within her an alternate dimension of values.
The one upside to the situation was that her new sexual appetites weren't limited to her lovers. Her heightened arousal carried over into our bed, too. We were now making love at least three times a week with the only limiting factor being the demands of our children. In addition, Lauren was achieving a climax almost every time. In some ways she had become a focused sexual being that needed a release as basic sustenance.
At first, when I tried to remove the piercing, she claimed that her nipple was too sensitive. It was an understandable reaction, so I let it go for over a week but when I brought it up again, she gave me an odd look and tried to brush me off.
"Why Lauren? You want that thing?" I asked.
"I don't want to deal with it now. We can take it out another time," she replied.
I was certain she hadn't seen Cezar since receiving it, so I was confused about her motivation. In a certain way, its presence acted as a strange beacon signaling her change from reluctant participant to active player and from soccer mom to wanton woman. These circumstances, along with the memories of witnessing the debauchery churned in my brain, and it wasn't long before I called Dr. Sturm to schedule an appointment.
"Hello," I said as the counselor ushered me into her office.
"Greg, it's good to see you. How are things?" she replied, deftly giving me the opportunity to direct the discussion.
I started by explaining that things were mostly good, and then slowly went on to describe all that had occurred, including Lauren's involvement with Cezar and the nipple piercing. While I left out none of the facts, I was careful to skirt around my true feelings.
"I see. Well, that certainly is a big step from where you started," she said with a concerned look when I was finished.
"Yes...yes, it is..." I replied, uncertain about how to broach the real purpose of my visit.
"Are you comfortable with this...these things? Is it still what you desire?" she probed, accurately sensing my thoughts.
"I don't know...maybe...maybe it's all gone a little too far," I admitted.
"More than you anticipated? she asked, and when I nodded, she asked, "In what way?"
"I...I just...I don't know...it just seems to be getting out of control," I forced out.
"Out of control? Or, not in your control?" she asked.
For the next thirty minutes, we more or less spoke along the same lines. I realized part way through that she seemed to be more interested in gathering information than giving advice, so I wasn't completely surprised with her conclusion.
"Greg, I think I need to speak with Lauren individually, and based on that perhaps both of you together," she said.
"Okay...but why?" I asked, as I was hoping to keep my contact with her a secret.
"There are several dynamics at play that I need to understand, and since I have an established relationship with both of you, I think that route will prove the most productive," she explained.
Unfortunately, the plan left me with the obligation to discuss it with my wife and get her to schedule an appointment. I thought it would prove to be a difficult chore, so I was surprised when my suggestion was accepted with barely any push back. I explained that I had met with Dr. Sturm and discussed the current state of things and that she had suggested that it would be good to meet with Lauren as well. However, I danced around the actual reason for my visit, and neglected to tell her that there would likely be a follow-up session with both of us. Instead, my wife simply thought she was going in to have something of a catch-up session.
"Nothing from Cezar?" I asked later that evening.
I wanted a break, at least until after the meetings with the counselor, so I was interested in checking on her interactions.
"He wants to get together Saturday," she replied, although nothing in her expression indicated her thoughts.
"Uh uh...no...I want you to myself this weekend," I declared, which brought a smile to her face.
After that, I probed a little about Thomas and she informed me that he had recently started seeing someone and had backed off. Thus, it seemed the decks were clear to work through the meetings with our counselor.
Lauren's appointment was the following Thursday, late in the afternoon, and I was home when she arrived. My tension had built as I thought about their interaction and how Dr. Sturm might use the information I shared during my visit. So, I was a little surprised when Lauren entered the house showing no distress. In fact, she appeared a little bubbly, and accepted the glass of wine I offered.
"Looks like things went okay?" I said, hoping to hear some details.
"Yes, I feel like I'm really tuned into her," she replied.
"What did y'all discuss?" I tried once more.
"Really, just more or less the same things we talk about," she responded, then she turned and headed towards the bedroom. Halfway there, she called out, "We have an appointment next Friday at four if that works for you."
I was intrigued by Lauren's message or lack thereof, and since I didn't think she was being evasive or coy, I could only conclude that Dr. Sturm had steered clear of any sensitive areas. While, it removed the immediate stress, it did create some foreboding about our combined session. In the intervening time, on several occasions I considered sitting Lauren down and forcing a discussion about our individual messages, but each time something would happen and the moment would be lost.
"Come in, please," the counselor said with a smile as she held open the door.
Lauren and I took a seat together on the sofa, and Dr. Sturm moved to her chair. After exchanging a few pleasantries, she started.
"Look, I must say that the entire relationship with you two has been quite different. It's very uncommon for any professional person to counsel both husband and wife, but in this case, we have somehow evolved together over time," she started, and after a short pause where she exchanged eye contact with us individually, she continued, "I must also say that while the subject at hand is by no means unique, the openness between you too is vastly different than the norm. I think it's why things have developed between us the way they have."
"We understand Dr. Sturm, and have no issues with how things have been," Lauren interjected.
"Good...well...that brings us to today. I will be honest here and say that I see a diverging viewpoint that I'm quite concerned about," she said, which caused my wife's back to stiffen and she shot me a quick, questioning glance.
"What do you mean?" Lauren asked.
I could see the discomfort on the doctor's face, but she replied, "When I met with Greg, he voiced some concerns about how things had developed and perhaps they had gone too far. Lauren, our conversation was much different, with no similar issues. So, that makes me worried that you two are in different places, and most importantly, that there is less communication taking place. I truly believe that in your situation, that dialogue, honest dialogue, is the most important factor."
It was now out, thrown into the open in a professional, although not necessarily tactful way. I could see my wife's face turn red and knew from years of marriage that she was bristling while using every ounce of willpower to stay in control.
"I see...thank you," my wife said, and then continued with, "Perhaps Greg can elaborate on his concerns."
Now, all eyes turned to me, and even though I hoped for a lifeline from the doctor, none was forthcoming.
"I...I...recently, I've been getting worried. You know with Cezar and the things that happened," I said, and somehow my words gave me courage, so I added, "And the times with Thomas that you hid."
"Look...I feel...I think I'm being ganged up on," my wife suddenly responded in a voice tinged with anger.
"Lauren, that is certainly not the intent. I think we all want to foster open communication," the counselor replied.
"Yes, I'm all for that, but it seems my husband needs a formal setting," she fired back, making me cringe.
Somehow, we made it through the hour without anyone going ballistic, but I knew my wife was very upset. In addition, she had even been able to get the counselor to take sympathy with her view that I had been free to share my concerns at any time.
"I'm sorry...I thought...I thought I was doing the right thing," I offered once we were in the car.
"You did it again," she responded and we drove the rest of the way home in silence.
For the remainder of the day, Lauren only communicated with me with terse one-word responses. I can honestly say that I had never seen her so upset and even our kids picked up on the tension. After they were put to bed, I hoped to corner her in the bedroom and force a conversation. However, that plan didn't meet with any success.
"Lauren, come on. I know you're mad at me, but we need to talk," I tried.
"Mad? I don't think mad adequately conveys the emotion I'm feeling, and once again you hid things. It's so damn low, and how do you think I feel? I was basically on trial!" she exclaimed.
"We need to talk," I tried once more.
"Greg, we will...we will," she said, softening her voice and giving me hope before adding in a pointed, angry tone, "But, not tonight, and you're not sleeping in here."
In all our years together, I had never experienced Lauren this way, so I heeded her words and shuffled back to the kitchen where I poured a full glass of whiskey.
The rest of the weekend and the following week were more of the same. I felt like I was on eggshells, so I just decided it was best to give her space until she was ready to talk. It finally took place the next weekend, and the first indication was when I arrived home from work with the house quiet and Lauren sitting in the living room sipping on a drink.
"Where are the kids?" I asked.
"My mom drove in and got them," she explained in a voice still hinting of irritation.
She was still in her work clothes, a knee length black skirt, low heels and a red blouse, and I poured myself a drink and then quietly joined her. We sat together awkwardly as the minutes ticked by, sipping from our glasses, before my wife evidently had had enough.
"You're a bastard," she proclaimed.
"I'm sorry," I replied softly.
"What are you sorry for? Do you even know?" she challenged me.
"For making things awkward with Dr. Sturm," I replied.
"Greg, that's just the tip of the iceberg," she replied, and then paused before launching on me, "You push me to get into your perverted world, and you want more and more. Plus, these are people in our lives! Coworkers, friends, and...and...stuff! It was your deal...what you wanted and I didn't understand, but I tried to do it. Then, suddenly, I'm the one being judged! I'm the slut...the tramp, and I don't even hear about it from you! No! I get the message from some fucking doctor!"
Although there were monstrous gaps in her position, I decided it was best to accept the blame, so I merely said, "You're right. I should have come to you, and I'm very sorry. But, let me say I had no intention of judging or making you feel attacked."
"Let me tell you something else. I called Dr. Sturm Wednesday to schedule an appointment and she said she would no longer see us both. It was either you or me, but no more mutual counseling," she explained.
"Take her," I replied.
"What? No more conspiracies? What are you going to do?" she responded with condescension.
It caused my anger to flare, and suddenly I was playing offense instead of defense, "Look, Lauren. I made some mistakes, but quit acting like you're up for sainthood. You've been sneaking around with Thomas, and you moved from Zach to this...this...dangerous guy that just put metal through your nipple. I won't even get started on the whole pregnancy thing. It's a miracle you haven't got knocked up! It was supposed to be about us, but somehow you made it all about you! That's why I went to see the Dr. Sturm."
The wine from my wife's glass hit me square in the face, and I could hear her heels clicking on the floor as I tried to clear my vision. A few minutes later, I found her curled up on the bed, sobbing softly.
"Pretty good shot," I said as my hand found her shoulder, hoping to defuse the tension.
"I'm not a slut," she forced out between her sobs.
"Of course not. I don't know why you'd think that," I whispered.
"Why did you start this?" she whimpered, but before I could respond, she added, "No more...never again," she replied.
"Okay, honey," I said, and after stroking her back a few times, I added, "Let's talk some more."
"Get this thing out," she suddenly blurted out, ignoring my words, while she turned and glanced down at her breasts.
Lauren sat on the edge of the bed and pulled off her top and bra. I looked over the metal device, but having no experience, I only managed to irritate her nipple as I tried to figure out how to remove it. Finally, I stepped away and did an internet search, and after learning how the pieces went together, I was able to return and swiftly get it out.
"There," I said, hearing it clunk as I dropped the metal into her jewelry dish on the dresser.
When I turned back, she was examining her breast, and when she saw me staring, she said, "No permanent damage."
Her selection of words was poignant and I hoped they might prove to be a metaphor for our situation. I think Lauren's mind went to the same place because I saw something in her eyes, and then she patted the bed next to her, indicating for me to sit.
"I'm sorry," I said as I sat, hoping to head off another scolding.
"I don't want to be angry anymore," she replied in a soothing voice.
It was like a huge weight was pulled from my shoulders, and with just a hint of a smile, I answered, "I'll do better."
"Well...I...I hope you got out of it what you wanted," she stated.
"It's time to move on," I replied, and was happy when she started nodding her head slowly.
We made love that night. It lacked real passion, but it was needed, and there was enough tenderness to give me hope that we could return to our normal ways. I spent the following day with her shopping and then took her to one of the better restaurants for dinner. Afterwards, we made love again, but like the night before we couldn't progress to a deep level. Instead, after stopping when it was apparent she wasn't going to climax, we cuddled and kissed until we both drifted off. It was another four weeks before Lauren finally achieved an orgasm, and I could tell she was as happy as me to have it behind us. Other than the bedroom issues, she appeared to have returned to her old self, and was vivacious in our daily interactions. It made me feel that I was seeing the light at the end of the tunnel on our road back to normalcy. It would be nice to say that's what happened. That we re-connected completely as husband and wife, raised our children to be successful adults, and peacefully grew old together. However, it turned out things were not yet concluded, and the events unfolded in a very unexpected way.
"I still don't understand why you wanted me to do those things," Lauren said.
We had just finished a fulfilling round of lovemaking and were cuddled together, so her words caught me completely off-guard. I was surprised she wanted to revisit the subject especially since we had not discussed the whole mess since we put it aside many weeks ago.
"Let's don't talk about that," I replied and squeezed her harder.
"Tell me if you got out of it what you wanted?" she pushed.
"Lauren, we moved on, remember?" I replied, half-scolding.
"Tell me," she demanded.
Since it wasn't that long ago that she had been humiliated by my concerns and the sharing I had done with Dr. Sturm, at first, I thought she must have some ulterior motive, something she was trying to accomplish or get me to admit, but we went back and forth several times and I slowly accepted that she was being sincere.
"I guess...you know...it was seeing..." I began, but got nervous and stopped.
"Seeing what?" she pushed.
"Lauren, we've been together for ever and we know so much about each other," I said, and then paused and took a deep breath before continuing, "I don't know...maybe it was just to see if there was more of you than I knew. Or, maybe Dr. Sturm was right when she said it was biological. I don't know."
Of course, she picked up on the words she wanted and replied, "More than you knew? Why didn't you just ask?"
This time, I looked at her for a long time before I responded, and I could see she had become nervous when I finally answered, "You would never tell me and I don't think you even knew it yourself."
She gave me a strange look, and then she buried her head in my chest, and pulled me close. She kept worming against me, moving closer as if she were trying to find a safe spot, but finally she became still.
"That doesn't make me sound very good," she whispered.
"Why?" I asked.
"Some inhibited woman that doesn't know herself?" she responded.
Her statement held a great deal of judgement and I knew she expected me to comfort her and deny it, but in reality, I thought it was amazingly accurate.
"One should never stop learning," I replied, knowing it was a risky tact.
"Jerk," she shot back and pinched my arm.
"Did you learn anything?" I offered as a retort.
Several seconds of silence ensued before she replied, defensively, "It was complicated."
"It didn't look that complicated when Thomas made you orgasm," I answered sarcastically.
"Quit being an ass!" she declared, but as she spoke, she pushed my shoulders down, straddled my waist and guided me inside. When we were connected, she asked, "Didn't it bother you?"
Since we had discussed this aspect numerous times, I knew what she really wanted to know was why it didn't bother me. I had never been able to communicate my feelings in a way that was convincing to her, which I knew created a void in her psyche.
"Not when we were together on it, but it did...you know...with Cezar, and when I found out you were meeting Thomas without telling me," I said.
"What if I liked...uhhh...doing it with them better?" she asked, again covering ground we had been over before.
"Well, I wanted you to like the sex, and I...you know...didn't view them as threats to us...to our love," I explained.
"What about Chris?" she asked, referring to her friend's husband.
"Chris is too weak for you," I responded.
She hesitated for a moment and then answered, "Yeah...I never understood why you wanted him."
"To see how bad you were," I said with a laugh, while taking comfort in the openness of our discussion.
"I think I was bad enough," she replied, as a distressed look appeared on her face.
Even though we were connected, with my dick deep inside her, we had remained still as we talked. Suddenly, Lauren began to move in a slow, deliberate way while she looked down into my eyes. I could see there was more on her mind, but unsure about where she wanted to go, I remained quiet.



"You feel good," I finally whispered to break the silence.
"You...you too," she replied, and quickly followed with, "Do I feel different?"
Of course, I knew what she was referring to and was smart enough to answer positively, "No, honey...completely the same."
It was an easy response because it was true, although somewhat surprising given all the strange cock she had taken. Her actions and responses with me were the same, too. However, based on what I had witnessed, I knew she wasn't the same with the other men.
"How about you and them? Was it the same?" I probed, wanting to hear her words.
She was silent for a moment, and then said, "It wasn't the same, there was no love."
It was a good answer, although she had deftly skirted around the physical aspects. At first, I decided it wasn't the right moment to press further, but our languid pace almost demanded verbal interaction.
"Did they feel good?" I asked.
"Yes," she answered without hesitation, as if she had anticipated the question.
"Come on Lauren. Tell me how they were...what you liked and didn't like," I pushed.
Amazingly, we had never discussed the details of her sexual encounters, but for some reason, I now wanted to know and she seemed in the mood to share.
"Thomas was...exciting. Zach was kind of...lame. Cezar was...I don't know...just...just...raw," she stated.
As she spoke, her movements became a little more pronounced, which made me think her words were affecting her subconsciously. Seconds later, the wet sounds of her pussy caught my attention and made my dick even harder.
"Four men..." I said and then flipped her onto her back. When we were moving again, I added, "You're an experienced woman now."
"Yes, because of your fantasy...you could have had me all to yourself," she shot back, between her sighs.
With that, our verbal jousting ended, and from then on, we made love with only the sounds of our moans filling the air. Instinctively, I knew my wife wasn't going to climax, so when the time came, I just let go and collapsed onto her sweaty body.
After this exchange, weeks went by with no further discussion about the games. Even in bed, we eschewed any provocative talk and concentrated on our loving connection. Lauren had always been a wonderful mother, but I sensed something of a renewed energy towards our children which provided further evidence that we were through with the encounters. Fortunately, I was able to keep a grip on my fantasies much easier than I feared, and had found a nice, peaceful place that had me focused on family. Thus, when I got the phone call that fateful Saturday morning, I was truly stunned.
"I...I need your help. I need you here now...without the kids," my wife stated in a shaky voice as soon as I answered.
I was in the country, at her parent's house with our children, and it was early, not quite seven. Lauren was supposed to have come with us, but at the last minute a work conflict had come up that meant we wouldn't be able to leave until late Friday evening, and as a result, we decided that she would stay behind. Immediately, I guessed the source of her distress.
"What's wrong? What happened?" I replied anxiously.
"Not now...just come here as soon as you can," she begged.
Twenty minutes later, I was in the car racing towards the city after making up a poor excuse for her parents. Along the way, I tried to guess what the issue might be. I doubted it involved Thomas as he was an educated, professional guy that I had some trust in. Also, I very much doubted she would have returned to Zach as he never really clicked with her. Instead, all my thoughts were on Cezar, and given his unpredictable nature, I knew it could be anything.
"Lauren," I called out as soon as the door opened.
"Here," came a faint voice from the bedroom.
I stopped in the doorway as soon as I saw her, dumfounded by her appearance. She was sitting on the edge of the bed in a robe and I could tell that she had been beaten. In addition to a black eye, she had a fat lip and several scratch marks showing. On top of that, her well-styled dark hair had been hacked off in places giving her an odd unbalanced look.
"Dear Lord...what happened," I exclaimed as I rushed to her side.
"I...I was bad," she whimpered.
"Are you okay?" I replied, cringing at the meaning of her words.
"I...I'm okay I guess...sore in places," she answered.
"Did you meet Cezar?" I asked and her look delivered the response before her words.
"Yes...I...I mean...I went to his house and there were these girls and they beat me up," she replied as her tears started.
It took several minutes, but I was finally able to learn that the Hispanic man had texted her several times and convinced her to meet him at his place. When she arrived, Cezar was nowhere to be found and one of the girls told Lauren that she was his wife. There were four of them and they tackled her when she tried to leave, stripped her, and began a beating that lasted for some time.
"For God's sake Lauren, why? And sneaking...again..." I said with disgust.
"I know...I know...it was stupid. But please...please not now," she whimpered.
"Let me see the rest," I replied, following up on some comments she made about bruises on her body.
"You won't like it," she warned.
"I already don't like it," I said.
With that, she slowly stood, untied the robe and let it fall open. Instantly, I could see a myriad of marks that extended from her chest to mid-thigh. There were bruises on both breasts and her nipples seemed quite red, almost raw. In addition, there were dark bruises on her thighs extending all the way to her vagina. If that weren't enough, her attackers had written on her in black marker. Across her tummy in huge, wide letters was the word slut, and there were arrows pointing at her pussy with the words whore, trash, puta, and dirty cunt. As I stood staring, trying to take it all in, I noticed that on her breasts were initials as if each girl had signed the work.
When she saw me close my eyes and shake my head, she turned and lowered her covering until I could see her ass. She had clearly been whipped hard and by the marks it looked like it might have come from multiple belts of differing width. If that weren't enough, on the small of her back written in big letters were the words "FUCK ME HERE".
"There's more," she said after a few seconds of silence.
"What?" I asked, and then quickly added, "What else?"
"They...uhhh...put things in me...and...I...I...they made me lick his wife," she announced.
"What did they put in you?" I asked, truly dumbfounded.
"A beer bottle..." she whispered.
"What...where?" I tried to clarify.
"Both places," she informed me as her eyes fell to the floor.
"Lauren, maybe you should go to the hospital," I suggested, suddenly very worried.
"No...no...I don't want any of this known. I'm okay...I'll be okay," she shot back quickly, as if she had been waiting to deliver the message.
"Are you injured? I mean inside?" I asked, wondering what damage the bottle may have caused.
"I don't think so..." she whispered.
"Okay, we won't go, but you have to say something if you...start to feel anything wrong," I told her, and as she nodded, I added, "You're going to have to take the week off...maybe longer."
"I know, but please help me get these marks off. I've tried and they won't come all the way off," she responded, pointing to one of the words that was faded, but still legible.
After doing a quick internet search and learning rubbing alcohol was normally a good remover, I had her recline on the bed while I went to work. At first, the marks looked like they might come right off, but a persistent layer always remained. So, I started a cycle of moving from one to another and after an hour, her front side had been reduced to a set of very faint shadows. Of course, my work brought me quite close to her pussy, and I could see how brutally she had been treated.
"What did they hit you with?" I asked, nodding towards her swollen mound.
"Their feet. They kicked me," she whispered.
"How did you get away?" I asked, as it suddenly dawned on me that we hadn't discussed how she escaped.
"They threw me outside when they were done...naked..." she whispered.
"How did you get home?" I asked.
"The hidden key," she replied.
On each of our cars, I had put a spare key in a magnetic box and attached it to the frame. Several times, I had forced Lauren to practice finding it, and on each occasion, she would chastise me for making her get dirty. It was shocking to realize that she had been naked in a strange, run-down neighborhood on her back beneath the vehicle searching desperately for the small container. A thousand terrible things could have happened and the fact she got away was something of a miracle.
"Damn," I responded.
"What am I going to do about my hair?" she asked with a pained expression when I had done all I could on the writing.
"Do you have your stylist's personal phone number?" I asked.
"Yes, of course," she replied.
"Call her and tell her it's an emergency and if she'll come to our house today, you'll give her three times her fee or four or whatever it takes," I suggested.
I'm not sure Lauren believed in the idea, but I think she was happy to be taking tangible action, so a few minutes later she made the call. It turned out to be surprisingly easy and after just a few minutes she had arranged for the woman to come to the house at six.
"Are you ready to beat me up now?" she said with a resigned sigh.
I knew that she had meant it in a verbal sense, although for a brief second slapping her did cross my mind.
"No, Lauren. Today is going to be about getting you better, but you can be certain the time will come. Now, I'm going to see if our parents can keep the kids all week. I don't want them seeing their mother this way," I explained.
Heather, the stylist, showed up right on time. Like me, she was shocked to see Lauren's appearance and at first, I could tell she thought there had been a domestic quarrel. With the robe held closed, my wife told her a made-up story about an accident with a bicycle where her hair had to be cut free and it seemed to work. After that, they set about discussing styles that were achievable. Two-and-a-half hours later they were done, and I was amazed at what the woman had been able to accomplish. The remains of my wife's shoulder length hair style were gone, replaced by a wavy bob that gave her a bit of a sassy style and accentuated her graceful neck. In fact, it looked so good that it made me wonder why she hadn't tried it before.
"Well?" my wife asked hopefully, as Heather looked on.
"I think it looks amazing," I replied sincerely.
The faces of both women immediately opened into broad smiles. Minutes later, after collecting her things, the stylist headed for the door and received an additional tip from me as I held it open.
Now, the only physical aspects of her attack that she couldn't hide in public was the black eye, scratches and fat lip. They would have to be solved with time, and perhaps some makeup, but I still felt like significant progress had been made. Holding true to my word to spend the day helping my wife regain her footing, I was returning to the living room with more aspirin and a glass of wine when her cell phone suddenly rang.
"It's Cezar," she announced after she glanced at the screen.
She put the phone down without answering and took the glass from me. I was about to ask her why he would be phoning, when in the span of just a few seconds, multiple text messages arrived. Lauren ignored the device and continued watching TV, but when another burst arrived a few minutes later she finally reached for it.
"Well?" I asked after she had studied the words.
"He said he didn't know about any of it. He was out of town last night. They got my number off his phone and set a trap. They were the ones texting me," she explained.
"I think that's bullshit," I answered, and then added, "Didn't the messages come from his number?"
"No...it was a different one. He said it was his work phone," she answered with an embarrassed expression.
"Well...whatever...who cares now..." I stated.
"The girl...Elsa...has a baby with him and thinks they have a relationship," she said, ignoring my comment.
"Well, if they have a baby together, it sounds like they do," I stated.
Again, Lauren didn't reply to my comment and for the next minute continued to look at the phone. Finally, she set it down and took a drink. It was only when she saw my raised eyebrows that she spoke.
"What?" she asked.
"That's it?" I probed.
"He said he was sorry. He said he was going to take care of her. He said he didn't think I had any interest because it had been so long," she fired back rapidly.
Suddenly, the whimpering mess of a woman that I had dealt with earlier in the day was starting to become very annoying. Strangely, it seemed that she was relieved to get the explanation from the man, and I could only assume it was because it meant he hadn't betrayed her. Rather than respond, I held her in a fixed stare for several seconds, trying to sense her state of mind before I slowly returned to the television.
By late Sunday, after several more alcohol rubs, the words had been erased from her body, and on Thursday her black eye had faded enough that she could hide the remaining marks with makeup. It allowed her to leave the house, although remaining beneath her clothes were the bruises and strap marks that provided a reminder of the aggressive attack. We discussed leaving to visit our parents for the weekend and pick up the kids, but finally decided against it as we still had some talking to do.
Throughout the week, my thoughts and emotions vacillated on Lauren and her sneaky attempt to meet her rough lover. The deep concern I had when I first saw her condition faded with her bruises and left me confused and angry. It seemed that my lovely wife was prepared to drop everything when Cezar called to simply receive a good fucking. It meant that the concerns that had led me back to Dr. Sturm remained quite real, and that my wife still carried powerful sexual thoughts.
"How is it?" I asked, referring to her steak.
Rather than stay home on Friday night, we had made reservations at a top-end restaurant. I hoped the evening out, helped by the alcohol, would set the stage for a night of closeness and candid communication.
"Quite good," she responded with an open smile.
I thought about how beautiful she looked sitting before me, and the hidden marks beneath her dress that would shock those around us. For the thousandth time, I started to feel judgmental, but like every other time, my thoughts quickly went to my culpability and the simple fact that I had put everything that had occurred into motion. It truly was the parable of the genie and the bottle, and like those caught in similar dilemmas before me, I wondered if it was possible to go back. Even if it wasn't all the way, it would be so much better if some control was established.
"I didn't know if you wanted me anymore," she said softly.
We had returned to our house and I had my arms around her with her back against me as we stood in the living room. Clearly, she was feeling vulnerable and was seeking my reassurance. For a moment, I thought about withholding it, but I knew I would feel terrible later if I did.
"Of course, Lauren," I replied and nuzzled her neck.
My words brought a soft sigh from her mouth, and I continued my attention on the soft flesh of her neck that was made more accessible with her new hair style. Slowly, I undressed her until she was down to just her thong and only then did I let her turn in my arms and push her breasts against my chest.
"I'm sorry," she whispered.
She had said it numerous times over the past several days, but for some reason it seemed she needed to say it again.
"I know," I responded, giving her comfort as my hand traced her back.
Seconds later, we were headed towards the bedroom and when I attempted to start some foreplay, she stopped me and pulled me over her. Then, with a quick grasp of my dick, she guided me to her entrance.
"I don't want to wait," she said in a husky voice as I burrowed inside.
We began to move slowly, with our bodies tightly entwined, and we kissed passionately several times as our breathing became more labored. I thought we might be able to progress to a nice mutual climax, but as the minutes ticked by, I could tell Lauren's arousal wasn't building. It wasn't long after that I felt her fingernails tickle my balls which was her normal method of getting me off quickly. It was another sign that we still weren't fully connected.
"You're...you're not getting there," I whispered.
"No...it's okay...just let go," she sighed and licked my ear.
"Why..." I began, but was instantly cut-off.
"I want you to," she purred, and then added, "Cum in me."
"Is it safe?" I asked as I quickly lost control.
"Yes..." she groaned.
After that, I lasted a mere eleven strokes and then in a series of grunts I spewed semen into my wife. As I lay on top of her gasping for air, I wondered what had just occurred. I felt manipulated, although I wasn't sure of the purpose, but had to consider that she may have been seeking impregnation. When I finally regained my breath, still very much connected, I let her bring my lips to hers.
"What are you doing?" I asked with a soft chuckle.
"Don't worry, you won't be a father again. At least not this time," she responded, accurately guessing my thoughts. Then, after a short silence, she said, "I just wanted you to feel good."
"Well, you accomplished your goal," I laughed.
For the next few minutes we kissed, but the wonderful feeling of her sweaty body and the soft whimpers coming from her soon had me fully hard again. I started to roll my hips very slowly in a way that I didn't think was noticeable, but when Lauren widened her legs, I knew she was tuned into my intent. With no real purpose, we moved and sighed while continuing to find each other's lips. The feeling was magical and I was content to spend the rest of the evening that way. However, Lauren broke the silence and her words brought me quickly back to reality.
"You still want your damaged wife?" she asked.
A child of three would have been able to easily see that she was seeking more reassurance. I thought about a sarcastic remark, but decided to be supportive.
"Of course, don't be silly," I replied.
"You never yelled at me," she said.
"No, I guess I thought you had endured enough," I responded.
She brought my lips to hers once more and we engaged in a deep, loving kiss, and when we finished, we returned to our sighs and moans. However, her words had caused me to relive the situation, and after a minute or so, I broached a delicate subject.
"Is it really that good...," I started and then stopped, but when she didn't reply, I added, "I mean with Cezar."
Instantly, I felt her body stiffen and several seconds elapsed before she finally said, "Do we have to talk about it?"
"I want to know," I stated.
"It's different," she finally answered in a tiny voice.
"How?" I probed.
Again, there was some silence before she said, "He's demanding...and forceful...very aggressive."
I realized that all her adjectives were loose synonyms for dominating, but rather than challenge her directly, I wanted to see what she would admit.
"You like that?" I asked as I pushed deep.
"Mmmm...uhhh...I guess it's different," she repeated.
"But good?" I pushed.
"I guess...yes...because I can always come home to safety," she explained.
I didn't respond while I digested the message, but eventually I challenged her in a pointed way, "So, you want to be a bad girl sometimes and then run home?"



"You wanted me to be bad...it was your idea," she countered quickly.
"Not this bad. This is a whole new realm and Cezar wasn't part of it. The rough sex and then you get pierced and then attacked. It's...I don't know...," I replied, as our loving conversation rapidly disintegrated.
"God, you make me sound like a slut," she fired back. I don't know why, but I didn't respond to her words and when she realized nothing was coming from me, she took my head in her hands, forced me to look at her, and said, "Do you think that?"
Rather than reply to her question, I asked, "Were you really delayed at work?"
The look that crossed her face left no doubt that the fateful Friday had been a planned event to be free from family so she could enjoy a sordid night of sex with her bad-boy lover.
"I'm not a slut," she whispered and turned her head to the side. I stopped moving, with my dick still deeply inside her, and held my body over her waiting for her to make eye contact. It took almost a minute before she slowly turned back and said, "It's your fault...you made me one."
"I think it's always been there," I said.
Her look instantly changed to one of surprise, and she stared at me without speaking for a moment, before saying, "Do you really think so?"
"You'll want him again...I think he's still in your head," I responded, answering her question in an indirect way.
It took another two weeks before all the marks disappeared from her body, and like the other times, we returned to a world of family with no talk of others. As I thought about it, I recalled that it wasn't outside the norm for the sudden flurries of activity to be separated by long periods of calm. Understanding the nature of the cycle, it did beg the question about when to expect the next event, and I knew I needed to try and stay tuned in to Lauren's state of mind.
On a Friday evening about a month later, we were cuddling in bed, enjoying each other's touch, although not in any rush to make love. For some reason, I had my wife's attack on my mind. Cezar had continued to reach out to her, and even explained in detail how he had punished Elsa. It wasn't something we wanted to know about, and while Lauren had acknowledged receiving the messages, she had not engaged in a discussion.
"What was it like...licking her?" I asked in a nervous voice.
"I knew this was coming...eventually," she replied, and tried to wiggle out of my arms, but I held her tight. Then, she added, "I'm surprised you lasted so long."
"Well?" I said.
"Honey, it was forced...it wasn't sexual or sensual...whatever the right word is," she stated.
"How long did it last?" I pushed, knowing it would likely be my only chance to learn anything.
"A few minutes...a while..." she answered, and then added, "No, she didn't orgasm."
"I wasn't going to ask that," I declared, although it had been on my mind.
"Uh huh," she replied sarcastically.
For the next few minutes, we were quiet as I kissed her neck and ears while gently teasing the tips of her nipples. My efforts had her body slowly undulating, and small mews of pleasure escaped her lips. With a deep sigh, she took my hand from her breast, brought it to her pussy and opened her legs to allow me access. She was nicely slick, and I ran my finger tip slowly up and down her slit several times making her back arch.
"What do you want?" I giggled.
"Keep doing it," she purred, and then purred, "You're so good to me."
I did as she asked, and enjoyed making her respond to my slow touch. However, for some odd reason, my thoughts were still on Cezar as I remained intrigued by her responses to his behavior. Would he ever be content to slowly and tenderly caress her lovely body or would he take what he wanted, any way he wanted, and then fall away completely spent? And what did she really prefer? Slow and purposeful lovemaking or brutish and demanding fucking? She had said she liked both, but suddenly I wondered what she liked more, and the vision of Lauren with her legs pushed back being ridden hard by the large man remained stubbornly in my head.
"Huh? Honey..." she whimpered as I broke the touch and began to tug on my boxers.
Seconds later, I was naked and I forcefully pulled her legs apart and took position. Lauren was looking up at me with a confused expression as my dick searched for her opening, and when I found it, with a sudden lunge I went balls deep. The movement was so strong that it caused both of us to gasp loudly, and after a short pause, I started moving fast.
"Oh yeah..." I groaned.
I thought about the Hispanic man taking Lauren at Zach's the first time, with his body dropping on her with full force, and suddenly it was what I wanted. I looped my arms beneath her knees and started to lift them and had to fight her some before she relented. Then, while we stared at each other, I pushed on her thighs until her knees were almost to her chest, and in a series of thrusts, I mimicked how Cezar had moved.
"Please don't..." Lauren said softly.
At first, I ignored her, but I could tell she wasn't into it at all, so after several more pushes, I stopped and asked, "Why?"
"Don't honey...please..." she begged.
Although very confused and somewhat angry, I remained still and let go of her legs which immediately fell to my side.
"I thought you liked it...this way..." I said.
"I want my husband," she responded as her eyes fluttered open, and then continued with, "I love my husband."
I understood her message, although it inflamed my emotions. It took me a moment to calm, and when I did, I realized the main one I was feeling was envy. I was being boxed-in as the provider of love, caring and primary sustenance for the family while another man had carved out the role as the master of her carnal pleasure.
"I...I want to...make you feel that way," I said.
She was silent for almost a minute before she answered, "I...it won't...I can't feel anything but love."
We held a long stare and then her hand reached up and pulled me down into a deep kiss. As we connected, I understood her feelings, although the envy was still with me. It emboldened me and made me want to know everything about what they had done.
"Tell me what happened...what he did," I demanded.
The night she had received the piercing, we had briefly explored her motivations, but since then all our interactions had been kept at a higher level with little specificity. Now, I wanted to return to the subject and learn more.
"Wha...what do you mean?" she asked.
I lifted my head until we were looking into each other's eyes again and said, "I want to know everything that happened...every piece of it...everything."
Again, she was quiet for a time before she said, "It was just sex..."
Annoyed, I asked harshly, "Like what? Did you suck him? Did he lick you? What was so...so...special about it? Come on, Lauren...what happened?"
I felt her body tense, but when I didn't break eye contact, she sighed deeply and replied, "I sucked him and he fingered me some, but not much. It was mostly just...I don't know...more...rougher..."
"And you loved it," I stated rather than asked.
"Yes..." she whispered.
"How many times?" I pushed.
"We've been together three times. Once, at Zach's and twice at his place," she replied which jibed with my knowledge.
"How many times did you do it at Zach's?" I probed.
"Twice..." she admitted.
Her answer helped explain her delayed return to our house after I left, but left open the circumstances of their second coupling. I wondered whether others had watched like before or if they had found a private spot.
"Just Cezar or Zach, too?" I asked, wanting to confirm the situation
"Just Cezar...he...he told Zach he couldn't," she replied.
I thought the message was odd since the scene I witnessed showed Cezar to be a complicit player in Lauren's taking that bordered on the non-consensual. Thus, I wondered why he would suddenly become possessive. However, I didn't want to make her aware of my presence, so I decided to drop the subject for the time being and move on.
"What happened at the club? He made you dress up...what happened?" I demanded.
"We just had drinks and talked to his friends," she answered.
"Who did he say you were?" I shot back, interested to know how he had explained his involvement with an attractive Caucasian woman.
"Just a friend," she said, but the look in her eyes let me know she was lying.
"Lauren, tell me," I said sternly.
After a short period of silence, she replied, "He used some bad names."
"Like what?" I demanded.
"He said I was his bitch...his...his..." she whispered.
"His slut?" I replied, and by her look I knew I had guessed accurately.
"Yes..." she said in a small voice.
Although I was still physically connected with my wife, suddenly I felt emotionally detached, and I looked down at her with a rational clarity.
"I think he was right. You were his slut," I said boldly, and then added, "The question is whether you still want to be."
Our eyes locked in a deep stare, and then for some reason my hips started to slowly move. We stayed that way as the seconds turned into minutes before she finally spoke.
"It's...it's your...thing..." she said, and her use of the present tense wasn't lost on me.
"Do you want to be...that...for him...with him?" I whispered.
It was a simple yes or no question. No, meant sanctity of home and family while an answer of yes would signal a desire for more illicit sex. In truth, I didn't know what to expect from Lauren nor was I certain about what I wanted her answer to be. Time seemed to stand still before she finally responded.
"You made me," she whispered.
Once again, she was putting all the blame on my shoulders, while at the same time hinting at her desire to continue to experience the man. I was quiet as I absorbed her message and thought through the implications.
"Call him. Tell him you want to come over...right now," I said, trying hard to keep a steady voice while I pulled my dick free and rolled to her side.
"Why? No, not now," she replied in confusion.
"Now...right now...go," I responded forcefully.
"No, honey. You're mad and the...kids," she answered as her soft hand found my semi-flaccid dick resting on my abdomen.
"Lauren, I'm not mad...it's okay. Call him. I'll watch the kids," I pressed.
It seemed like in the past few minutes we had engaged in more direct eye contact than in all out previous years of marriage. I wasn't sure exactly why I wanted her to go right then. Maybe it was to prove that she had indeed become wanton in her desires or maybe I was simply mad and not thinking clearly. Several times, I sensed she was about to speak and each time I braced myself, and then finally the words tumbled out.
"Are you sure it's...it's what you want?" she asked.
"Call him," I replied firmly.
With a lingering look, she slowly turned from me and stood. Then, her hand went to her phone and she left the room. A few minutes later, she was back and without speaking she disappeared into the bathroom. I remained in the bed, and just a few minutes later she returned wearing a simple pull over dress.
"You're really sure?" she asked.
I gave her a nod, and again she stared at me for several long seconds before turning and departing. I heard the door close, the garage door activate, and then the house was filled with an odd permeating silence. In my flurry of emotion, I neglected to appreciate that being stuck in the house would be torture. I could only guess at what was taking place which soon had me bouncing off the walls. Of course, I ended up at the bar, even though it was already past eleven, and poured a healthy drink. Surprisingly, I hadn't passed out from the multiple drinks I had consumed when I heard the door open a little after two, and seconds later Lauren was standing in the hallway looking at me with an awkward smile. I followed her to the bedroom so we wouldn't risk waking the kids and stopped her just before she entered the bathroom.
"Well? What happened?" I asked.
"Honey, you know what happened," she replied with a short laugh.
She let me guide her next to the bed and helped me lift the dress from her lovely body. As soon as it was free, my nose was filled with the pungent aroma of sex. I felt my dick swell in my pants and while I worked on my clothes, Lauren started on her underwear. The bra came off first, and when she started to peel her thong down the crotch stuck to her mound for a moment before coming free. Instantly, I knew it had been caused by her lover's semen that was still oozing from her slit.
"Damn," I forced out, and then as my mind caught up, I asked, "Did you...were you wearing it?"
"Yes..." she answered with something of a smirk.
With that, she pulled the garment over her feet and tossed it towards the hamper, and then climbed onto the bed with me right behind her. As soon as she was on her back, I moved between her open legs, and looking down, I could see her vagina was red, slightly swollen and still quite wet. In addition, I spotted numerous pubic hairs around her pelvic area that I knew had come from her lover. With no foreplay, I brought my dick to her entrance and slipped easily inside.
"Mmmmm..." my wife moaned as she was penetrated by the second man that night.
"I didn't expect you back so soon," I said softly.
"Kids..." she answered with a sigh, and then added, "I need to be here...when...when they get up."
After that, we proceeded in silence save for the contented moans that came from both of us. I was so excited that it didn't take long to cum, and shortly after, I rolled to her side and promptly fell asleep.
The children dominated the rest of the weekend and ran us ragged, so it took a few days before I was able to return to Cezar and probe further about the encounter. We were in bed and about to drift off when I decided to bring it up.
"Can we talk about last Friday?" I asked.
"I guess...what about it?" she answered with her voice showing a hint of nervousness.
"Well...we never really talked about it. What happened? What did he say about those girls?" I probed.
"He said he was sorry about it and started to explain again what he did, but I stopped him. Then...we just went to his room," she said.
"Was Felix there? Did Cezar say anything about the bar?" I asked, feeling a bit frustrated that I was having to pull out every piece of info.
"He was there and of course he noticed it was gone," she replied.
"No comment about it?" I pushed.
"No, he was feeling guilty about the girls," she responded, and then continued with, "He was trying to be...nice... because of what happened."
The way she said it sounded a bit odd, and suddenly it dawned on me that rather that the forceful, dominant character that excited her, perhaps the Hispanic man had shown concern and caring. Instantly, I wondered if the sex had been aggressive or if he had toned it down, and if so, was Lauren disappointed by the meeting? Rather than pose a straightforward question, I decided to be coy.
"Well, I hope you enjoyed it," I said, giving her the freedom about how to respond.
"It was okay, thank you," she said and snuggled closer.
Once again, her tone seemed off which made me think that the encounter might have been a dud. I wasn't sure how to use the information, although it did give me a further peek into her sexual psyche. A couple days later, under similar circumstances, I decided to bring the subject up again. However, this time, I was more pointed.
"I got the sense your visit with Cezar wasn't that great," I challenged Lauren.
"Why?" she immediately fired back, but I didn't respond, and after some silence, she continued, "It was okay. I think he was nervous."
"Nervous?" I replied.
"Yeah, after what happened. I think he was..." she said.
"So...okay...I mean...it wasn't that great then," I tried to confirm.
"It was okay...it was fine..." she answered.
"Has he reached out?" I asked, deciding to switch gears.
"Yes, he wanted to meet this weekend, but Susie's birthday party is Saturday morning," she explained.
Susie was my young daughter's best friend so her birthday was a big deal and I knew it would take precedent. I merely nodded in reply indicating I understood the situation and we moved on to other subjects.
Weeks went by with no talk of others and I reached the conclusion that I had been correct about her last meeting. I surmised that his softer approach had been something of a turn off for Lauren since it was this aspect that made him unique, and it forced me to consider whether the outside play had come to an end. From my original group, Thomas was now in a committed relationship and unavailable, Zach had been a bust and Lauren was adamant about staying well away from her friend's husband, Chris. Somehow, Cezar had entered the picture, but now it looked like he had fallen from favor. In some ways, I thought it was a good thing that matters had reached a natural end, and considered initiating a discussion on the subject. However, before I could do it, from out of the blue, she announced that she had a meeting planned.
"What do you think about taking the kids to the country this weekend?" she asked.
"Cezar?" I queried, and when she nodded her head, I continued with, "It's been a while."
"Yes...I guess..." she responded vaguely.
"Okay, no problem," I replied, letting her off the hook.
By the time Friday arrived, I had decided that I would take the kids out to the country and then return. The primary reason was my wife's safety as things still felt somewhat unsettled. Plus, it just seemed more real when I was nearby, and it gave me the opportunity to slyly check on her movements if I decided. My plan was to be in the house when she returned and explain that I was there in case I was needed. I thought she would accept this and likely view it as a positive.
It was right at eight by the time I completed the round trip and walked into our dark and very quiet house. Immediately, I poured myself a large drink, flopped onto the sofa and took out my phone to locate Lauren's whereabouts. Seconds later, I stared at my phone in surprise when I realized she had blocked the tracking service. It could only mean she wanted absolute privacy, but given what had occurred, I was incensed and couldn't fathom why she would act so reckless. It took me the entire drink and part of the second before I calmed down. I knew I couldn't just sit at home and wait for her arrival, and I didn't want to announce my presence through a phone call, so I decided to do a drive-by of her lover's house.
Twenty minutes later, I cruised slowly down the street and when I reached the address, I spotted Lauren's car in the driveway. However, the Hispanic man's pickup was missing which suggested they were out. My first thought was they were visiting the nearby club, but after making my way over, traversing the parking lot several times and not spotting his vehicle, I left to regroup. I ended up down the road at the same bar I had waited in previously, and while sipping a beer, I tried to think about what might be occurring. Thirty minutes later, the sole idea I had was to check Zach's place as it was the only common link. I set off towards his neighborhood, and after making numerous wrong turns, I finally arrived at what I was certain was the correct house. However, it was completely dark and actually looked like it might be empty, so with no other options, I dialed my wife's number. As I expected, there was no answer, but I dutifully left a message and drove away. It was either home or back to Cezar's and when I reached the decision point, I pointed my car back towards the shady neighborhood. It wasn't long before I arrived, but nothing had changed, so I pulled in front of the house to contemplate what to do next. I considered approaching Felix to see if he knew anything, and after mulling my choices some more, I decided it was the only option. After knocking, I waited nervously for several minutes before I heard shuffling, and suddenly I was face to face with Felix who was dressed in a plain white t-shirt and rust colored boxers.



There was an awkward moment as the wheels turned in his head, and when he recognized me, he spat out, "They're not here."
Knowing his quirky ways and hoping to get him to engage, I tried to get inside, "Okay...mind if I get a beer?"
"You want a beer? Fuck man, why?" he replied.
"C'mon man...it's been a long day," I responded, doing my best to come across as benign.
"Shit..." he let out and stepped back, and then he quickly added, "But, you gotta go soon. Before they get back."
"Yeah...of course..." I said as I stepped inside.
I stood in the spartan living room and without further prodding the older man went to the refrigerator and returned with two cans. Without speaking, he handed one to me and then moved to an easy chair while I stepped to the sofa. There was no TV, radio or stereo playing in the house and the quiet made it seem surreal. Finally, after giving him half a beer to get comfortable with me, I spoke.
"You know where they went?" I asked.
"No, man...I think maybe a party though," he replied.
"Really? Why do you think that?" I asked, hoping to steer him slowly towards the location.
"They were kind of dressed up," he said.
"Lauren wasn't dressed up when she left. Did she change?" I followed with my interest now piqued.
"Yeah...after they quit arguing she changed," he told me.
"What were they arguing about?" I asked quickly, wanting to keep him talking.
"Man, she came over here acting all bitchy. She got Cezar pissed off fast and wouldn't shut up. He finally had enough though," he explained.
His final comment made me nervous, but as I probed further, I didn't get the feeling from him that anything physical had taken place. I did manage to get him to describe the outfit she was now wearing and it sounded like it was the same as the one I had seen her wearing in the club parking lot. Slowly, as my brain chewed on Felix's information, a theory began to form in my head. Had she purposefully antagonized Cezar to make him get past his caring manner? Was she hoping she could get him to return to his dominant and aggressive ways?
"You need to drink this and go," he said as he handed me a second beer.
I had been surprised when I saw him retrieving two more from the fridge, but something must have clicked with him as he walked back.
"Where do you think they're partying?" I asked, hoping to get lucky.
"Probably Jesse's," he said without hesitation, and then added, "His shit always gets crazy."
I thought about trying to get the location, but decided it wouldn't really do me much good anyway. They were likely inside and if it was a wild party like he said it would be too dangerous to try and get close.
"When do you think they'll get back?" I asked.
"Soon, man...he wants to fuck her bad," he informed me, and then as a strange look appeared on his face, he said, "You should go."
"Yeah...okay," I replied and once I saw him settle, I continued with, "Mind if I go back and look for something in her clothes. I need a key, and I think she took it."
"Go look, I guess," he said with indifference.
Not waiting for him to change his mind, I swiftly left the living room and made the short trek down the hall to the door less bedroom. It only took a moment to spot Lauren's clothes neatly folded on a chair in the corner, and my inspection quickly determined that her jeans, top, thong, and bra were present. Immediately beneath the chair were her sandals, so I could only surmise that she was dressed in the naughty clothes and totally naked underneath.
"Okay, thanks for the beer," I said as I returned to Felix, and he merely nodded as I made for the door.
I headed towards my refuge bar once again, too keyed up to go home. I had decided I would have a beer or two, check the house again to see if they had returned and if not, head out. An hour later, without speaking to a single person besides the bartender, I proceeded towards Cezar's, and found it totally quiet. Even the older truck that I thought was Felix's was missing leaving only Lauren's vehicle present. Thus, I decided to give up on the house and make my way home.
I was able to spot Cezar's pickup in our driveway from several houses away and a few seconds later I spotted Felix's pulled up at the curb behind a late model sedan I didn't recognize. Instantly nervous, I parked several blocks away and quickly returned, hoping not to attract attention. I thought back to my time in the house earlier in the evening, trying to remember if I had left any trace of my presence. I was sure I had put the bottle of whiskey away and was fairly certain I had rinsed the tumbler and left it in the sink. So, unless Lauren made a purposeful inspection, I doubted I would be discovered. It meant she would be under the belief that I was in the country with our parents and kids a good distance away.
Of course, getting into the house wasn't the issue. Rather, it was the decision whether to merely burst in or to try and covertly gain access to assess the situation. The possibility that others might be present besides Felix and his nephew made me nervous, but I wanted badly to know the truth, so ignoring the potential danger, I decided to try and enter undetected. The back door would be the best means, as it entered into a utility room, but reaching it required that I scale a six-foot wooden fence. Fortunately, I was able to get over with minimal difficulty and quickly found myself at the entrance. It was the critical moment and I slowly pushed the key into the lock pausing with each click until it had reached its limit. Then, I very cautiously turned it and the door knob at the same time and suddenly the seal was broken and my ears quickly searched for sounds. It was surprisingly quiet and luckily there was no squeaking as the door fully opened.
I was in a room off the kitchen, so I needed to traverse most of the house to reach the master bedroom. It was when I reached the far end of the kitchen that I began to hear noises from further back, but they were still indistinguishable, so with a deep breath, I moved slowly down the hallway. Fortunately, I could see that the master bedroom door was open and I knew that if the participants were distracted, I could slip into a room across the hall and have a limited view from this spot with some protection. I leaned out when I reached the room and made a quick glance into our bedroom, and as hoped, the focus was on the bed. So, with a quick spin, I was out of the hallway and into the relative safety of the room Lauren and I used as a home office, quickly positioning myself out of sight.
I waited until I was sure I hadn't been spotted. It was only then that I peeked out the door to take in the scene in a more complete way. The first thing I saw was Cezar's large body standing next to the bed completely naked. He was staring down at my wife who was partially blocked but also appeared to be nude. Her arms were extended outward, and looking closer I could see that they had been tied to the bedposts. Felix, who was still dressed, was leaning over her and I immediately guessed that he was re-piercing her nipple. I was so mesmerized by trying to determine where he was in the process that at first, I didn't notice that another man had moved close to the foot of the bed. Up until then, he must have been standing out of sight against the wall, but decided he wanted a closer look. He appeared Hispanic as well, and was taller than Cezar but much thinner. In addition, he had long dark hair that cascaded over his shoulders and a full beard and mustache that covered his angular face. Like Felix, he was fully dressed and looked like he had been at a club as he was dressed in tight pants and a blood red long sleeve shirt.
I wondered how long they had been in the house and what had already taken place. It was also surprising that so few sounds were emerging. It stayed that way for several more minutes before I heard Felix's voice.
"You ready?" he asked.
"I don't want it to hurt," I heard Lauren respond in a whiny voice.
"Fuck, don't worry about her...she's been a bitch all night," Cezar declared before his uncle could respond
"Do it with your cock in her, man. I bet that would feel good," the slender man said.
"That's a good idea," Cezar responded.
"Ohhh..." Lauren gasped as the idea registered.
There was a sudden flurry as the slender man went to one hand and Cezar the other while Felix picked up his tools and stepped aside. It allowed me a perfect view of my naked wife whose pussy was already a mess. Clearly, she had been well fucked, meaning they had been at the house for some time. While they worked to release her, she kept a hard gaze on Cezar's fat cock that bobbed several feet away. As soon as she was free, he sat on the edge of the bed and pulled her onto him with her legs straddling his thick waist. Instantly, his heavy cock found its home while she wrapped her arms around his neck and kissed him deeply. Felix waited patiently until they broke then moved to her side while the large Hispanic man leaned back to provide room. The prepping started on her nipple and all through the procedure she would slowly roll her hips, apparently unable to remain still.
"Bitch, you need more," he declared.
"Yeah...you going to give it to me?" she asked shamelessly.
"I'll fuck the shit out of you..." he started, but Felix interrupted.
"Ready?" he asked.
"Don't hurt me," she whined.
With that, the forceps were put in place, which made her whimper, and Felix put a needle in his hand and brought it close. I could see Lauren was trembling in fear and it seemed like Felix might be dragging it out to build anticipation. Then, with a quick movement he plunged the sharp metal into her delicate flesh and the entire house was filled with her cry.
"Ohhhh...oh fuck...ohhh...it hurts..." she yelled.
The pain caused her body to thrash and Cezar's hands flew to her hips where he moved her swiftly against his body. They had a brief but intense interaction before they finally slowed, and then stopped with my wife panting.
"Did her pussy squeeze you?" the slender man asked excitedly
"Fuck yeah...it throbbed..." he declared excitedly.
"Nice...fucking nice," the unknown man responded.
Felix quickly finished the work and my wife was lifted and placed on her back. Cezar immediately reconnected and then they were strangely still for some time before he started to move. At first, he went slowly, with purposeful, deep movements. However, it wasn't long before his pace began to increase until he was pounding into her hard, and the more aggressive he got, the more frequent the erotic squeals and whines came from Lauren. In my heart, I knew this raw sex was what drew her to the rough man, what she discovered deep within her that made her so excited. I doubt he had any idea that it was her brain being tickled more than her pussy, although in truth I didn't think it mattered to her whether he was aware or not. The events of the night strongly suggested she was prepared to surreptitiously manipulate him to achieve what she wanted.
"Uhhh...uhhh...so good...so full...please...so close..." my wife began to grunt in time with the wet, squelching sound coming from between her legs.
"You ready? You going to cream some more?" he fired back.
"Yes...oh yes...don't stop...it's for you...it's all yours..." she whined.
"Fuck yeah bitch...fuck yeah...you're my hole...fucking hot pussy...fucking hot..." he told her.
"Yes...yes baby...it's yours...for you...ohhh...it's for you..." she whined.
It was clear their sordid talk was exciting both of them and for a moment it wasn't clear which one might climax first. However, when I saw Lauren's leg separate from his waist and rise until her feet were in the air, I knew she was just a few seconds away. Like I had witnessed countless times, there was a moment where she suddenly became quiet and her body grew stiff before she exploded.
"Ohhhhhhh...oh God...oh my God...don't stop...of do it...fuck me...ohhhh...ohhh yes...fuck me good..." she practically screamed.
Along with her sounds, her body started to spasm and I watched as she made a desperate attempt to raise her head to kiss her lover, but she couldn't reach him and collapsed back. Her orgasm appeared to last for about thirty seconds and then she entered a more peaceful, contented state, but it didn't last long as Cezar was now building to his own release.
"Fuck...fuck yeah..." he declared then took her legs and pushed them back.
"Go baby...do it..." my wife encouraged him as he renewed his hard thrusts.
Unlike Lauren, he gave off few signals when the time came. The last few strokes were a bit awkward and then he pushed in deep, held himself against her, tilted his head back and roared. When his body finally relaxed, he made about a half-dozen quick pushes as if he was trying to work the remaining semen from his cock, and then stopped.
"Fuck L...you have a good pussy..." he panted.
"It's yours...for you..." she said submissively.
It had been a powerful sexual seen. Watching Thomas with her had been exciting and erotic too, but it had more intimacy, more caring involved. This coupling had been raw, almost nasty, and it was abundantly clear that Lauren had enjoyed it immensely.
After a deep kiss that seemed to go on for minutes, they finally broke and Cezar rolled to her side providing the room a full-frontal view of her thoroughly fucked body. Rather than show shame, Lauren found a pillow for her head and then put her arm over her lover's wide chest. I watched as Cezar and the slender man-made eye contact and some non-verbal communication went on between them that ended when he started whispering to my wife. It lasted for several minutes and was indecipherable until it got close to the end.
"You really want me to?" Lauren asked.
"He's my boy...we always do it," he answered.
She didn't reply to his decadent comment but after several seconds I saw Cezar nod towards his friend who immediately started to get undressed. It was clear Lauren was about to be shared for the second time, and it put me in a state of turmoil. Should I allow it to continue or announce my presence and end everything? Cezar had definitely been trying to convince her, although I wouldn't go so far as to say she was coerced. Rather, it seemed she accepted it as something that would please her lover, and at that moment, despite her location, I had to believe none of her thoughts were about family.
I was still considering what to do when the large Hispanic man rolled away leaving the bed to his friend. Without any prompting, my wife positioned herself and spread her legs in a welcoming invitation to the man. It was this act that made me decide to remain the voyeur, and as he approached, a strange smile appeared on my wife's beautiful face.
"Come over here," he decided at the last minute and slapped the end of our bed.
Without responding, Lauren scooted his way and when she arrived, he had her turn onto her knees. Clearly, he wanted her from behind, and he wasted no time placing her before bringing his long but thin cock to her wet opening. He looked to be in his mid-twenties and lacked Caesar's muscle development in his frame. In fact, his chest had a somewhat sunken appearance, and that, coupled with his long hair and full beard, gave him something of a Jesus like appearance.
"Mmmmm..." my wife sighed when he entered.
"Nice and juicy...and warm..." the man grunted.
"That's my cum, Juan. You're getting seconds..." Cezar laughed with Felix joining in.
If Lauren was offended, she didn't show it and they continued for over a minute before Juan suddenly stopped.
"There's something in here. I can feel it when I go deep," he declared.
"It's my diaphragm...for birth control..." Lauren answered, and the way the three men traded glances it appeared that no one was entirely sure what she meant.
"Take it out...let's see it," Cezar demanded and waved at Juan to back away.
"No...come on..." she responded, and reached back for Juan's dick.
"Take it out like I said. Quit fucking arguing all the time," he demanded and stepped towards her which made me lean forward onto the balls of my feet.
Lauren stared at him for a moment, and then rolled onto her back. With her legs spread, two fingers slid into her pussy and fumbled for a moment before returning with the rubbery device. She held it up to show the men and Cezar stepped over and took it from her.
"Shit, man. This is nasty," he declared when his fingers contacted the wet surface.
"Here," he said, trying to hand it to his friend.
"Man, I don't want it," Juan replied and started to laugh.
"Cezar, I need that and I need to go to the bathroom," my wife said when he made to put it on the dresser.
"Later, just get back on your knees," he instructed her.
"I need it. It's important," she responded.
"Juan, don't jizz in her, okay?" Cezar said with a chuckle.
"Yeah...whatever," he replied as his hands started to prod my wife back into position.
Surprisingly, she accepted his direction without further protest and soon was back in place with her now unprotected pussy ready for penetration. It only took a few seconds for Juan to get back between her legs, and then without fanfare he pushed his cock back inside.
"Ugghhhhh..." Lauren grunted.
"Yeah, that's better...nothing in the way," he declared, and then quickly asked his larger friend, "Man, how didn't you feel it with that sausage?"
"I did! I didn't know what it was. I thought she wasn't deep," he laughed.
"Nahhh, man. She's good and deep. She's been holding back on you," he laughed, and then added, "She's been keeping some of that pussy to herself."
With that, Juan returned his concentration to Lauren, and with his hands holding her hips, he began a deep, consistent pace. He wasn't overly aggressive nor did he show any urgency. Rather, he seemed content to just enjoy the ride.
At first, Lauren seemed more accommodating towards, than excited by the man, and was somewhat passive. However, over the course of a few minutes she began to give little signs of engaging. First was the periodic licking of her lips, that was soon followed with her biting down on the lower one. Then, she started to grip and release the bedsheet with her hands. It indicated that tension was building in her body and suddenly, it got released.
"Ohhhh...uggghhhh..." she groaned and her ass began to meet the thrusts.
"Yeah L, fuck him good," Cezar told her.
"You want me to?" she panted.
"Fuck yeah...you belong to me. Fuck him good," he replied.
Cezar's cock had become fully hard and he was now pulling on it deliberately. Lauren spotted it too and her arm reached out in a beckoning motion. He stepped towards the bed and as soon as he was within reach, she took the heavy tool in her grip and pulled him even closer.
"She's a fucking slut," Juan grunted, never slowing, and then added, "Put it in her mouth."
With a smile, Cezar climbed onto the bed and placed himself where his cock was reachable. Instantly, Lauren took hold of the shaft with her right hand and dropped her mouth over the fat head making several inches disappear. In all my fantasies about others, it never crossed my mind that she would be shared by two marginal men that treated her like a piece of meat. Again, I debated on whether to intervene, as it seemed strange not to leap to her side, but once more, her movements and sensual sounds kept me at bay.
Quickly, Lauren had Cezar squirming beneath her while his hand, wrapped in her hair, helped direct her movements. I could see that Juan was watching them intently and his motions and grunts indicated he was moving towards a climax. Suddenly, her head lifted from his cock and she began saying something in a voice too low to make out. I wasn't able to discern his reply either, but when he spoke to his friend, I understood the gist of the interaction.



"Man, make sure to pull out," Cezar said to Juan.
"Yeah...yeah, okay," he grunted.
"Please..." my wife joined in.
He was now very close and I was pleased that my wife had maintained enough control to know it and stop him from ejaculating inside her. Just seconds later, Juan's motions started to become labored and after a final deliberate thrust, he wrenched his cock from her wet hole and let fly with a jet of milky semen that splattered from her shoulders to her ass.
"Ohhh, fuck man...fuck yeah..." he groaned and then began to rapidly flail his shaft.
His actions forced a large glob to form and then slowly drop onto the small of her back. Then, as if on cue, all movement stopped which somehow made their heavy breathing seem more pronounced. For maybe half a minute, things stayed that way, and then Lauren began to get restless.
"I need you in me," she declared to Cezar and climbed towards his cock.
At first, she merely sat on him with her back straight running her hands through her short hair. Then, she fell forward and began to kiss the man while she rolled her hips, and I could see that Juan was gazing intently between their connected bodies. I knew he was witnessing up-close the view of Cezar's cock spearing Lauren's stretched hole, and strangely, for a moment, I felt a pang of jealousy. It was only when Felix began to cough that my focus was diverted, as I had almost forgotten about him. He had stayed motionless at the limit of my vision since Lauren's piercing, obviously mesmerized by the sexual display.
The rhythm of their mating increased rapidly, and Lauren began aggressively pushing back against his upward stabs which created a loud, wet slapping sound. In addition, all kinds of excited sexual moans and whines came from the couple and this combination was clearly exciting the other two men.
"Put it in her Cezar...fucking knock her up," his friend called out, and then added, "She's married...it's not your fucking problem. Do it!"
"You want that baby?" he demanded from Lauren, and when she didn't answer he added, "Do you want it in you?"
There followed several more seconds of silence and then I heard her whisper something that I couldn't make out.
Juan heard it though and said, "Fuck yeah man, she wants your cum..."
I suspected that Thomas had taken her unprotected sometimes during their clandestine meetings, but she had time to prepare for those and I assumed she had allowed it only during her safe times. Now, I pondered whether she had done the same or if she was completely giving herself over to decadence. There was always the pharmacy and the morning after pill, although it still didn't make her behavior right, and it meant she would need to break away at some point. What if Cezar decided to keep her for the weekend?
"Shit man..." I heard Cezar grunt and it sounded like he was getting close.
"It's all yours...all yours...let go..." my wife panted, showing once more her submissiveness.
"Fuck yeah...fuck yeah...almost..." he cried out and quickly it was followed with, "Uggghhhh...fucking cumming man...fuck...oh fuck yeah..."
"Oh baby...ohhh...oh yeah...mmmmm...uggghhhh...uggghhhh..." she started before her sounds devolved into mere whines and whimpers.
"Motherfucker...you got her...got her good, man..." Juan said as he pulled on his cock.
Even Felix was engaged, as he had silently dropped his pants and was now tugging on his dick.
Cezar's body stopped moving but Lauren's hips kept working, milking her lover and prolonging what she was feeling. She maintained her effort for about a minute before, with a deep sigh, she collapsed onto the man's large chest.
"Bitch can fuck," he gasped.
Suddenly, it felt like my body was deflating as if all my adrenalin had been expended. Now, I just wanted to get somewhere where I didn't need to concentrate on being quiet and could breathe deeply. With all the attention still on the bed, I slipped from the room and found my way to the back door, intending to hang out in the backyard while regrouping. However, once there, with my brain in turmoil, I decided to keep moving, and minutes later I was at my car.
It was right at the time the bars would be closing, so I knew a drink wasn't an option. Instead, I went to an all-night diner and ordered a coffee. Replaying the events of the evening, I realized that each subsequent encounter had been less impactful on me than the previous, and even though there had been exciting moments this time, it didn't compare to her first meeting with Thomas. I knew it was time to stop, but I wondered how Lauren would react. She had allowed herself to be pierced again, which I felt indicated of a high level of excitement, and then there were her admissions to Dr. Sturm. Although I thought it likely she would agree to stop if I asked, I also had a nagging worry that it might result in her becoming sneaky, which would be a very bad situation.
Two cups later, I contemplated for the hundredth time what was taking place in our house and when it might be over. There was nothing to say that they wouldn't go at it all night, all weekend even as I was supposed to be gone until Sunday. So, I made my way to the freeway and found a motel. It took a while to get to sleep, but when I finally did it was deep and I didn't wake until after 10:00 AM. Famished, I went back to the same diner, had breakfast and then headed home.
I wasn't sure what to expect, as I knew they could still be there or they could have moved back to Cezar's. Although prepared, I was still confused by what I found. Cezar's pickup was gone, as was the sedan I had attribute to Juan, but for some reason, Felix's pickup was still there. I was in no mood for any further sneaking, but rather that use the garage, I pulled in front and walked straight to the door. The house was quiet and as I made my way towards the kitchen, I spotted Felix asleep on the sofa in the living room, completely naked. I left him to check the bedroom and found Lauren under a sheet and I sensed that she too was nude. For some reason, I decided to talk to Felix first and getting closer, I noticed a dry, crusty substance on his dick and pubic hair. In made me think that it was very likely that this odd man had fucked my wife, too.
"Felix, what's going on?" I asked as I pushed on his leg.
"Shit man, what time is it?" he answered, showing no outward sign of concern.
"Almost noon," I told him, and then continued, "What's going on? What happened?"
"Cezar fucked her," he answered vaguely.
"You mean here? Instead of at your house," I asked, even though I already knew the answer.
"Yeah, over here. He wanted to do it in her bed," he said.
"Why are you here?" I followed.
"He called me to do her nipple," he responded.
"Where is Cezar? Why are you here?" I asked, starting to become annoyed at his simple answers.
"When we left...I forgot my stuff, so I came back to get it," he said.
When you and Cezar left?" I pushed.
"And Juan," he admitted.
"Who is Juan?" I asked.
"Cezar's boy...his friend," he explained.
"Did he...was he with Lauren, too?" I probed.
"Oh, yeah...he fucked the shit out of her. Man, she loves to fuck," he answered, completely unaware that it might upset me.
"How many times? I mean...how many times did Juan...do it," I followed.
"I don't know...a couple I guess," he responded and for the first time he showed some nervousness.
Thinking I might be losing him, I decided to get more direct, and asked, "Felix, were you with her. Did you...did you fuck her?"
He was quiet for a moment and in that space, I couldn't help but look at his uncircumcised dick that showed the remains of sex. The evidence was right before me that he had been inside my wife. What remained was to determine the nature of their interaction.
"Yeah, man..." he finally answered.
I figured that he had returned to our house on the pretense of getting his things but what he really wanted was to fuck Lauren. Given that scenario, I knew it was a very bad situation and I instantly felt guilty about leaving her the night before.
"When you came back..." I said in a softly voice as I shook my head.
It was more of a statement to myself than a question, but Felix quickly replied, "I fucked her before, too."
"Before everyone left?" I asked, truly dumfounded.
"Yeah...we all did her. She couldn't get enough," he said.
For the second time since midnight, it felt like all my energy was fleeing my body. I had watched Cezar talk Lauren into sex with Juan with minimal effort and I could only assume that a similar thing had happened with Felix. By the vague description of what I was hearing coupled with what I had seen, I thought she had been willingly shared back and forth as long as she could return to Cezar's fat cock. It was at the core of her submissive activity and provided the sexual sustenance she needed. All else was just a means to return.
"And you...she let you...uhhh...fuck her when you came back?" I asked, wanting to clarify.
"Yeah...at first, she said she was too sore, but it didn't take too much," he said.
Once more, I paused to absorb the message and in doing so my eyes glanced over the man. For some reason, his average sized dick had stiffened and the spongy head was now extended past the foreskin. I could only surmise that the reliving the experience with Lauren while describing it to me was exciting him.
"Come on, let's go talk to her," I said to him.
I wanted there to be a confrontation for several reasons. Most importantly, was to determine if she had been forced in any way. Also, I wanted to see her reaction and have her know that it wasn't something she could deny.
"Shit, okay..." he mumbled and started to stand.
He followed me to the bedroom, and showed no concerns about his lack of clothing. When we were standing next to the bed, I grabbed my wife's foot and shook it several times.
"Lauren...Lauren, wake up," I said.
It took a moment for her to stir and several more for her head to clear. When she realized it was me her eyes grew large and when she saw I was standing with Cezar's naked uncle, they became even larger.
"What...why? Why are you here? The kids..." she started before I interrupted.
"The kids are fine. What's going on?" I asked in a surprisingly emotionless voice.
"Let me go to the bathroom, and then we can talk," she replied, trying to make a retreat to regroup.
"No...now's good," I responded, and pulled the sheet from her that she was clutching to her neck.
Instantly, her legs closed which shielded her pussy from view, but what she couldn't hide were her breasts. Now, instead of one piercing I could see that both nipples had a bar through them.
"You pierced both of them? I thought just one?" I asked turning to Felix.
A strange smile formed on his face before he answered, "One for Cezar and one for me."
"You did yours when you came back?" I asked, suspecting what had occurred and when he nodded, I followed with, "When?"
"Like, an hour ago," he explained.
"Which one's yours?" I probed.
"The right," he shot back without hesitation.
"Did you fuck her before or after you did it," I asked.
"After," he stated, still with an easy air that defied the circumstances.
I locked eyes with Lauren and I could see that she was embarrassed and terrified, but there was no indication she had been forced. Finally, I decided it was time to get rid of Felix and waited for him to pick up his clothes before I directed him back to the living room. As soon as we left, I could hear my wife move to the bathroom and seconds later the shower started.
"Man, your wife has the best pussy. Why do you give it out?" he asked when he was finished dressing.
"Because I'm stupid," I answered like I had at his house when he asked a similar question. Then, I asked him, "Did she like it?"
"Man, she loves to fuck. She can't get enough," he answered.
With that, I led him to the door, sent him on his way and then headed back towards Lauren. The bathroom door was locked and when I knocked, she begged to be allowed to cleanup. Still in a strange, almost numb state, I agreed and went to the kitchen. She looked amazingly fresh when she appeared thirty minutes later in jeans and a pullover top with only her eyes giving away what she was feeling inside.
"You fucked them here...Cezar, Felix and some other guy...in our bed," I stated rather than asked.
She tried several times to speak, but on each occasion her emotions overwhelmed her and she stopped. Finally, with a deep breath she forced out the response.
"Yes..." she said in a small voice.
"Felix said they all had you...all night and then he came back and fucked you some more this morning. Was he accurate?" I asked, giving her a chance to tell things her way.
"Yes, I suppose," she said as her sobbing started.
"Lauren, your diaphragm is on the dresser. Did they cum in you? All of them?" I asked.
"Yes..." she whispered once more.
With that, I stopped the interrogation and poured us each a big glass of wine. I gave her a chance to take several sips, and then started again.
"Did you enjoy it?" I asked.
It was perhaps the question I was most interested in as there was such a disconnect between the woman I thought I knew and the one exhibiting the reckless behavior. Sure, I had been the instigator, at least to start, but she had taken things to a whole new level.
"Congratulations..." she whimpered, took another drink, and then continued with, "Congratulations. You have what you wanted. A total slut for a wife. A dirty tramp...a whore..."
I backed off again and gave her more time to recover while encouraging her to drink her wine. It took a few minutes, but finally she appeared to be in an emotional state that would allow me to continue.
"Why?" I asked.
It was a simple one-word question, although it connoted a great deal, everything really. For the first time, she looked at me and held the gaze as she answered.
"Because...because I like it. I don't know...I like it... I get so excited I lose control," she said in a steady voice that provided validation to the truth of her words.
"Can you stop?" I asked, nervous about her answer.
There was a pause as if she was mulling my words before she responded, "Yes. Yes, but don't ever put me in the position. Don't push...and...don't ever give permission."
"I know...I know," I replied in support, and then continued with, "No more, but please tell me what happened. I don't want it hanging over us."
She tried to get out of it by saying that Felix had already told me, but I pushed back and said I wanted her version. She said they started out at a party like I was told where they met Juan, and that Cezar did indeed want to have sex with her in our bed. She didn't know his friend was coming over until they pulled up to the house and she realized he had followed them. Cezar had called Felix on the way because he wanted the bar back in her nipple and while they were waiting, he took her into the bedroom. By the time she realized Juan was watching, she was too far gone to object, although she didn't think he would join. Her description jibed with what I had witnessed and synching up the timing, she took Cezar and Juan once more after I left along with Felix. She also sucked the cocks of all of them, which for some reason, I found especially surprising. She was not aware of Felix's return until he was in the house. He had told her that Cezar sent him back to do the second piercing and had learned of his deceit when he had admitted the truth to me. After he pierced her, he had wanted sex and she claimed that she had been too tired to put up a fight. She declined to mention when the diaphragm was removed, but since I knew the details, I let it go.
"Now what?" she asked when she was finished.
"How do you feel? I mean physically," I asked, and then added, "I guess mentally, too."
"Strange...stupid, I guess... Sore...very sore...tired," she replied, and then added, "I need go to a pharmacy and I need to get these...these things out."
"Lauren...I mean...Lauren..." I began, and then took a deep breath before continuing, "I know I pushed this whole thing, but c'mon...I mean...all of them? It's out of control...completely..."
"I know. There is nothing...I mean...what do you want me to say? I was stupid. I...I guess I just don't have control..." she answered, and when I didn't immediately reply, she added, "You have to help me."
Silence ensued as we looked at each other for a time before I finally replied, "Why don't you go take a nap in the guest room. I'll clean our bedroom. Maybe we can go to dinner later."
A thankful look came to her face and her body noticeably relaxed, and then realizing I hadn't commented on the piercings or her unprotected sex, she said, "What about the...pharmacy and the bars."
"Later, go rest," I told her.
She took my hand in hers and while squeezing it, she leaned over and we kissed lightly. With that, she disappeared to rest while I finished my drink.
One more, when I stepped into the bedroom, my sense of smell was assaulted by the pungent aroma of fucking that I knew was a combined cocktail of bodily fluids that were soaked into the linen. I stripped the bed, revealing a wet spot in the middle of the mattress the size of a dinner plate. Most of it, I knew had come from Lauren's dripping slit, that had been so eagerly taken and given. When I picked up the outfit, I was immediately struck by its small size and the sheerness of the material. With no bra or panties, I knew her nipples would be on display and if she bent over at all, the cheeks of her ass would show. Suddenly, I realized my dick was becoming stiff. It forced a strange moment of self-reflection as I considered whether I, like my wife, was addicted to the sordid activities. If so, would we be able to support each other and stay away from the dangerous precipice?
The bed linen had been washed and dried and I was bringing them back to make the bed when I heard the sound of an incoming message. Instantly, I realized it was coming from the guest room, and after dropping the pile on the bed, I crept back the door. It was mostly closed, saved for a small crack, and through it I could see the bed. Lauren was turned with her back to me looking at the lit screen. It could have been a friend or family, but for some reason I knew it was Cezar. I watched her peck out a message then put the device face down on the nightstand which plunged the room into darkness.
"What are we doing for dinner?" Lauren asked when she appeared around five.
"I made reservations at the Provence place," I answered, which was her favorite destination.
"Fancy?" she asked, a little surprised.
"Yes, but I have requirements," I said, and then broke into a smile before continuing, "I want you to get really fixed up. Your pearls, the diamond earrings, and my favorite dress with the high heels."
The dress I was referring to was one that made her so uncomfortable that she wore it just one time. It was a tight black cocktail dress with a mid-thigh hem and a plunging neckline. It was the fact that it showed off a good amount of her breasts that caused her the most distress. For a reason I didn't completely understand, her recent actions piqued something in my head that made me want her dressed daringly with me in a public setting.
"What about my car? And the pharmacy?" she asked.
"We can get your car tomorrow and we'll stop at the pharmacy on the way," I replied.
Her face slowly turned into an impish grin, and she said, "Okay."
Two hours later, I was in the bedroom as Lauren was about to put the dress on. It was made to wear without a bra so she was topless with her freshly pierced nipples drawing my attention.
"No, wait..." I said when she started to put it on.



"Why?" she asked.
Rather than respond, I walked over, tugged her thong over her hips, and said, "No panties."
"Why?" she gasped in surprise.
I knew she would want a reason, so I had prepared an answer, and told her, "It's how a very beautiful, very sophisticated and very, very naughty woman dresses."
I knew she would make the comparison to what Cezar had made her wear and I was hoping I would get a good reaction.
She was able to get the thong off without the help of her hands, and then turned to me and said, "If it's what you want."
Soon we were on our way, and sitting in the passenger side, her dress rode up showing a tremendous amount of leg. She looked quite sexy and incredibly fresh, especially given what had occurred in the last twenty-four hours.
"Are you sure they don't show?" she asked looking down at her chest.
She had been concerned about the bars being noticeable through the material, although I had told her repeatedly it was fine. In truth, it was easy to see that something was there, but more difficult to determine exactly what it was.
"It's fine, Lauren," I said.
"Go through the drive thru at the pharmacy," she said as we approached her regular location.
"We're a little late, let's do it on the way back," I replied, and received a questioning look in return.
We were seated at a nice table near the back, but despite being out of the way and the dim light, Lauren received many looks and the full attention of the male waitstaff. I noticed our primary server always positioned himself over her shoulder and I was certain he hoped to get a good view into the top of her dress. I wondered how he would react if he saw the metal bar protruding from through the nipple of a lovely, sophisticated woman. By her second glass of wine, she had relaxed sufficiently that she could enjoy the evening without constantly worrying about the dress. However, for me it was the focal point of my thoughts as I knew just beneath the material was her naked body. A body that I had seen taken to the heights of sexual pleasure in an unholy situation. I realized my deviant mind was being lured back to the precipice and I had to purposefully force the decadent thoughts away.
"You didn't stop," my wife said as we sped passed the pharmacy at 45 mph, and after shooting me a questioning look, she added, "Honey, it's not a good time. The sooner the better."
Her words barely registered as my blood was now boiling with lust and all I could think of us was getting her into bed. As soon as we were out of the car, I pulled her tightly against me and kissed her with extreme passion. Then, I directed her to the bedroom and started on my clothes while she slithered out of the black dress. I positioned her on her back, and with no foreplay, I found her wet slit and pushed inside.
"Mmmm...uggghhh..." I grunted.
Strangely, her pussy felt exactly the same despite all the cock she had recently received. It only took a few moves to get into a good rhythm, and then her legs were wrapped around me while her arms went around my neck. Soon after, her soft purrs and mews began to escape her mouth which forced me to slow my movements to maintain control.
"You feel good..." she sighed into my ear.
Instantly, my thoughts returned to the verbal interactions she had with Cezar that I had witnessed. I had wanted to keep the others out of our lovemaking, but now, I couldn't force them from my head.
"As good as them?" I asked, purposefully challenging her.
"Better..." she whispered.
"You do really like it, don't you?" I asked, and my blunt question surprised even me.
When she didn't respond immediately, I thought it likely she was stewing, so when she finally answered her message stunned me, "You better hurry up and cum if you want to have a chance."
My body shuddered like I had received a shot of adrenalin, and it felt like my dick grew another inch. I lifted up on my arms, drove into her deeply and felt a sensation in my balls that I had never experienced. Instantly, I knew that Dr. Sturm had been right, at least partially so, concerning the sperm competition element of my perverse fantasy.
"Shit, Lauren," I was finally able to force out.
"I hope you win," she whispered as she ran her fingernails down my back.
Now, she was the one being intentionally provocative, and had deftly managed to shift the focus from her to me. With my body as tight as a guitar string, I started moving rapidly and pushed hard against her body. My head, which had been tilted back in concentration lowered until I was looking into her eyes and our stare seemed to last forever as my brain boiled.
"You liked it...I know you did..." I gasped.
"Mmmmm...hurry baby...hurry..." she responded, still playing me like a fish.
Seconds later, the out-of-body feeling swept through me, more powerful then I had ever experienced, and then my balls tightened and I began firing my semen into my wife's waiting slit.
"Ohhh...oh shit...nnnnggghhhh...uggghhhh...fuck...oh fuck..." I called out.
"Go...take it back from him..." Lauren whispered into my ear.
"Fuck yes...fuck yes..." I declared.
I lasted only a few more seconds before all the energy escaped my body and I collapsed onto my wife. Fighting for air, I rolled to her side, leaving her now drenched pussy, and panted in exhaustion as she stroked my hair. My last thoughts before I drifted into a contented, peaceful place were the words from Lauren that had taken me to an unbelievably excited state. Before we began the naughty play, it would have been unthinkable for her to act in such a manner. She had changed and I knew I would need to do some soul searching on whether it was for the good or bad.
Later, I came to partial consciousness and reached for Lauren but found the bed was empty. At first, I let it go and tried to return to sleep, but after several minutes, I decided to look for her. Afterall, she had been absolutely right about the pill and the elapsed time, so we needed to visit the 24-hour pharmacy. Naked, I left the bed and began to move slowly towards the living room. When I was almost there, I heard soft talking, and began to move even more slowly, and as the room came into view, I could see my wife in her robe with her phone pressed against her ear. Her back was to me, and when I was just a few feet away, I could see she had one hand inside the garment playing with her breasts. Instinctively, I knew she was on the phone with Cezar, her powerful lover, that had somehow managed to take control of her sexual being.
"Lauren, what are you doing? Who are you talking to?" I asked.
My voice startled her and she jumped from the seat dropping her phone in the process. She looked at it lying on the ground, and then looked back at me with a shocked expression.
"I...I...look he called...I didn't want to wake you...I..." she began with a look of total guilt.
"Hand me the phone," I said, surprising myself with my calmness.
She stared at me for several seconds, and then she bent down, picked up the device and handed it over. I was surprised to see that the call hadn't ended, so I put it to my ear.
"Hello," I said in a flat voice.
"Hey man, what's up," Cezar replied.
"What's going on here?" I asked.
"Just checking on my girl," he responded smugly.
I thought about merely hanging up on him and I considered telling him to get lost and leave her alone. But, recalling her curled up on the sofa, fondling her breasts and talking to him in a flirty voice, incensed me.
"You want her some more? Right now? Tonight?" I asked.
"No...no, honey," Lauren interjected.
"Yeah, man...I'll fuck her some more," he answered as if he were accepting a beer.
"Okay, no problem. I'll bring her over," I said.
"Good..." he replied, and with that, our conversation ended.
"I'm not..." she started, but I cut her off.
"Yes, you are. Get your goddamn clothes on...the things he put you in," I demanded.
"I don't want to..." she responded with a noticeably softer voice.
"Lauren, you're going. Go put the clothes on," I ordered her.
"Why?" she asked.
"Why? Because I caught you talking to him after we made love. I caught your being flirty while you were playing with your tits. Why don't you step over here so I can see how wet you are?" I said.
I could see the tears beginning to well in her eyes, but when I stepped towards her, she quickly retreated towards the bedroom. I didn't follow, and wasn't really sure what to expect, but just a few minutes later I heard the clicking of the high heels on the wood floor. I had seen her wearing the outfit from a distance, but now, with it right before me, I could see that it was indeed truly slutty. The tight skirt barely covered her ass and her freshly pierced nipples were easy to spot. It even looked like she may have worked on her hair a bit. As soon as I threw on some clothes, we left in my car.
"I don't..." she tried, but once more I interrupted.
"Stop...not up for discussion," I said.
We drove in silence for several minutes, and then she said, "Look...really. We need to find a pharmacy."
"Not now...tomorrow," I told her, for some reason wanting her to stew in her own juices.
"I'm going to get pregnant," she stated in a matter-of-fact way.
Just a few minutes later we were driving through the streets of the rundown neighborhood. Lauren's car was still in the driveway when we arrived, and although she gave me a questioning look, no words were spoken as she exited the car. I watched her walk to the door in the nasty outfit and it was opened by Felix before she had a chance to knock.
A little past noon the next day I left the house to go pick up the kids and Lauren had still not returned. That morning, after a brief search, I discovered her diaphragm in its container, neatly placed in its container in one of her vanity drawers. It meant she was willingly unprotected and at the mercy of her forceful lover, although I wasn't sure if I should be more worried about his dirty desires or hers. Then, there was our mutual addiction to the sordid sexual activity that we didn't see to be able to shake. Even after period of inactivity it kept coming roaring back like a tsunami that rolled us up in the swell. As I pulled into the driveway of Lauren's parents, I still didn't have a clear plan on how to bring it all to an end.
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Chris and I were sitting around drinking wine one Friday evening, exhausted from the demands of work and social obligations, and experienced something of an epiphany. We realized that we had allowed others to dictate our agenda, resulting in a lack of quality time together to do the things we enjoyed. So, it didn't take much further conversation for us to decide we were going to re-prioritize our lives.
We are both avid cyclists, but had only been out twice in the last three months, so we put the activity high on our list. In addition, we had toyed with the idea of getting into camping, since we both like adventure, and quickly we landed on the idea of combining the two. We knew there was a nice campground on a lake about two hours from our house, right in the heart of the country cycling scene, and quickly a plan began to formulate. The more we discussed it, the more appealing the idea became, so we targeted a weekend in late April when we thought the weather would be close to ideal.
Never able to do things half-way, the nearby outdoor store had a field day selling us a full spectrum of gear. We had thought about getting others to go, but for simplicity, we elected to keep it to just us. Still, we ended up purchasing a six-man tent, an eight-inch foam block for a mattress, a cook stove, utensils and an assortment of lights, tarps, coolers and other gear. On top of all this, Chris decided to go with fitted sheets for the mattress instead of sleeping bags, which clearly left any concept of "roughing it" far behind. I laughed when I thought about my Boy Scout leader, who would likely cry if he knew.
On the planned weekend, we took the Friday off and as soon as we got home Thursday afternoon, we packed our SUV with the gear and mounted our bikes on the carrier. Even with the back seats folded down, we had to cram things in, leaving little remaining space when we had finished. By six, we were off, and even with the evening traffic, we were able to make good time, arriving a little before eight. Being inexperienced, we struggled with the tent, but finally, two hours later, it was up. We shoved in the foam mattress and made the bed, and exhausted from the long day, we stripped down, slid under the covers and fell quickly asleep, leaving the unloading of the remaining gear for the following morning.
I awoke in darkness and checking my cellphone saw it was 4:17 AM. Feeling excited from being alone with Chris in the outdoors, I pulled her against me and began nuzzling into her long, graceful neck. My wife is a very pretty twenty-six-year-old natural blond with a slender 5'8" build, perky B-cup breasts and long, lovely legs that end at a well-toned butt. Even though she's blond, she's not pale, and her smooth, flawless skin tans easily. She likes to keep her hair short, which accentuates her long neck, and her green eyes give her a different, almost exotic look. She always attracts male attention when we are out, and while at first it bothered me, over time I have learned to accept it, knowing that if I were in their shoes, I would do the same thing.
I'm a year older than Chris and three inches taller with an average build and dark hair. I think most people would say I'm reasonably good looking, but certainly no stud. The cycling and occasional workout has kept me in decent shape, although I could stand to lose five pounds. But, all in all, not too bad a package.
Chris and I met four years ago, right out of college, when we were working for the same company. We were ready to get married after only a few months, but by the time all the details of the wedding got arranged, almost a year had gone by. Since then, I've changed jobs, but Chris is still there working her way up the ladder. We both make good money for our age, and with no kids we have been able to purchase a house and two nice cars. We can afford to go out when we want to and have even been able to save a little money. The only thing missing is kids, which both our parents remind us about constantly. We're not averse to having a family, in fact Chris talks about wanting four kids, but so far it just hasn't seemed like the right time.
"Are you awake?" I asked, whispering into her ear.
"Ummm...hmmm," she replied, while stretching her lithe body.
I slid my hand under her t-shirt and cupped one of her firm breasts while kissing her neck. Chris typically loves when I pay attention to her neck and this time was no different. Soon, she was purring like a kitten, and when I slid my hand into her thong, I smiled inwardly when I discovered she was already getting moist. I thought the outdoor adventure might be affecting her too, and my mind raced with the possibilities for the weekend. Seconds later, I pushed the thong over her hips and down her long legs, then used my foot to get it completely off.
"Do you want something?" she asked coyly.
"Yes," I replied, as my desire made my heart start to pound.
I pushed my boxers off, then rolled between her legs and Chris took me in her hand and guided me to her opening. Then, with just a gentle push, I was inside.
"Ohhhh..." we both declared in unison.
Even after years of making love, it always seemed fresh, and as soon as I got a rhythm going, Chris locked her legs around me. I knew it was going to be difficult to last long, although I wanted badly for Chris to climax. We made love for several minutes and it wasn't long before I had to purposefully try to hold myself back.
"You're a horny boy," she mouthed into my ear, then licked it.
It was the worst thing she could have done and I immediately protested, "Stop baby, you're going to make me cum too fast."
"I want you to cum," she replied, refusing to stop her exploration.
"No, not yet..." I began to plead, but when I felt her trace her fingernails over my balls, I lost it, "Oh shit...Chris!"
"It's okay. Let it out," she urged me.
"Uggghhhhh..." I groaned pitifully as my semen escaped.
As I released, my motions became labored, and soon I collapsed on top of her, gasping for air. The intensity of our coupling had been so extreme I had almost passed out, and now Chris' soft hands were stroking my hair like one would do to an infant. At that moment, I felt completely captured by her, but also guilty that I had left her unfulfilled.
"I'm sorry," I forced out, barely able to speak.
"Don't be. We have lots of time," she replied.
I rolled off her, and now it was she that snuggled against my back, with her arms holding me tightly against her body. We soon drifted into a contented sleep that only ended when the morning light started streaming into the tent.
We rose into the clean, crisp air, threw on our clothes from the previous day, and quickly finished unloading the SUV. Included in our camp space was a covered picnic table, but nothing else, so I used some rope and the tarp to make a cover over an area where we could put out camp chairs and a table. I also hung ropes in strategic spots so we could hang lights after dark. There was a small fire pit that someone had made using stones for the perimeter, so I fixed it up a bit then gathered wood and made a stack to light later.
"All done. You want to hit the trail?" I said when the set-up was complete.
"I want to take a quick shower first," she replied.
Across the park road, about fifty-yards away, was a simple cinder block structure that had bathrooms and showers with boys on one side and girls on the other. Chris grabbed her small bag of toiletries and a towel then walked over. Too late, I got the idea to join her in the shower, but by the time I got there she was already in her riding gear. So, I took a quick shower as well, put on my riding suit, and unloaded the bikes from the rack.
First, we explored the park roads. It was a fairly large preserve that bordered a lake with numerous small peninsulas that jutted into the water. The section we were in had a dozen campsites, and was furthest from the entrance, with us as the only campers. However, as we moved through areas bordering several other coves, we came across a scattering of people. After completing the park circuit, we biked down some country lanes, taking heed to be careful about vehicles on the narrow roads. Fortunately, traffic was light, and everyone practiced caution in passing us. Just after noon, we came upon a store at a crossroads where we rested then had a snack before turning back. We estimated that we had covered almost thirty-five miles by the time we got back, which wasn't bad given our lack of conditioning. Just as we arrived at the entrance, a group of twenty or so motorcycles roared away.
"That's a lot of motorcycles," I said to the ranger, as I showed him our permit.
"Likely to be more. There's a big rally in Drury," he said.
Drury was a very small town we passed on our way to the park which was about eight miles away. There was another park between ours and town, so we were hopeful that this one wouldn't get much traffic. We weren't eager to have the noise from the machines interrupting our peace and quiet, nor did we want to deal with drunken revelry. On the way back to our peninsula, we could see that there were now several campsites inhabited with bikers. However, when we got to our location, we were pleased to see that we were still alone.
"Too far back I guess," I said.
"Yeah, we were lucky in our selection," Chris declared.
In was now mid-afternoon and we mostly piddled around and relaxed. Later, Chris took a walk along the water and into the brush looking for interesting birds while I started preparing for the evening. It was while she was gone that our serenity was suddenly broken by the sound of a vehicle. Two campsites over, a large pickup pulling a trailer with a motorcycle pulled in. An older man got out and started setting up, pulling stuff from the back of his pickup and trailer. At least it's just one guy, I thought, but as he continued to work it seemed like he had a lot of gear just for one person.
I could see the man was wearing jeans along with a jean jacket. He was heavy and balding, but sported a full, graying beard. He took stuff off the trailer and truck with ease, which provided a sense of his strength, and before long he had set up five tents that covered two campsites, a BBQ pit, and various other pieces of equipment. One of the campsites, like ours, had a covered picnic table which he seemed to make the central focus, and after he was done he carefully rolled his motorcycle off the trailer and parked it next to the pickup.
"I guess we have company," Chris said, startling me as she walked up from behind.
"Seems so," I replied, not trying to hide my annoyance.
Being the only ones on the small peninsula, it seemed odd to ignore each other. But, that's exactly what we did until just past five when the roar of motorcycles could be heard coming down the road. A few minutes later, a group pulled up at the campsites, and Chris and I openly stared as four men and three women dismounted. They greeted the man who had set up the space, then almost immediately went to the ice chests and pulled out beers.
"Oh well," Chris said dejectedly.
"Do you want to see if we can move?" I asked.
"No, the other parts of the park looked worse than this when we rode through," she replied.
Chris is a white wine drinker and we had brought several bottles, so I poured her a glass, then sat next to her and stared at the lake, enjoying the cool breeze, while drinking a beer. From the corner of my eye, I saw the older man that had done the set-up, walking towards us.
"Hey there. I'm about to grill and it's going to be a lot. Wanted to see if you folks want to join us," he asked in a gruff, gravelly voice.
He spoke in an uneducated way, although he seemed friendly enough, and the jean jacket I had seen earlier had a large patch on the back that said "STRIKERS" with a logo of a motorcycle going through flames. Underneath, we could see that he was wearing a plain white t-shirt that was stretched by his belly. His full beard didn't hide the lines in his face, and although I guessed he was in his fifties, he had clearly experienced some hard miles.
"Well I don't know. It's a kind offer, but we kind of came out here to be alone," I said.
"You sure? I make some mean meat," he chuckled in a disarming way.
"We'll come by for a bit," Chris said over my shoulder before I could respond.
"Good. Name's Darrell by the way," he said.
"David and Chris," I replied, shaking his paw like hand while he nodded at my wife.
"Just wander over when you like," he said, then ambled back the way he came.
"Might as well keep up good relations. We can just stay for a little while. Besides, he does look like he knows how to cook," she offered when he was out of hearing range.
I just shrugged, but was surprised as Chris is normally quite reserved. Her acceptance of the invitation from these strangers was certainly out of character. A little while later, as the sun was getting low, Chris announced that she was going to clean up, gathered her things and headed towards the facilities. Several minutes later, just as I had opened another beer, I noticed one of the newly arrived men heading towards the bathroom, too. He stayed for some time, and I had almost finished my beer when I saw him finally depart. Needing to clean up as well, I took the opportunity of the empty bathroom to head that way.
When I got back, Chris was wearing a sweatshirt and hiking shorts, and had poured another glass of wine. I changed into jeans and a long-sleeved shirt for the cool night air, grabbed a beer, and just as sundown hit, we walked over to the group carrying folding camp chairs. There was loud, hard rock music playing, and when we got close, Darrell came out to meet us and welcome us into the group.
He made the introductions in his rough voice, explaining the details of the relationships at the gathering. First, there was Carla and Kyle. Carla was a long-haired skinny blonde with lots of hard miles. She had the signs of wear on her face that was typical of heavy smokers making her appear older than what I guessed was her true age. She was wearing jeans and a t-shirt that showed she had medium sized breasts. Kyle appeared a little younger than Darrell, but was also barrel chested. He was about six-foot-tall, and from beneath a red do-rag, dark hair flecked with gray emerged. He was wearing jeans and an open-sleeved black top which allowed us to see bits of what appeared to be extensive tattooing.
Next were Lola and Mad Dog. Both appeared to be in their early to mid-thirties. Lola was a short, overweight brunette, with a set of large breasts contained inside her shirt. For some reason, as we were being introduced, she stared at Chris with a strange look, which instantly made me think that she wasn't a very friendly person. Mad Dog, on the other hand, was boisterous in a good way, and although short, like Lola, his weight matched his frame better. He had a beard and a moustache, and was wearing a jean jacket like Darrell's over a black shirt.
DeAnne and Tommy were the last couple. They were much younger than the rest of the group, even younger than us, and Darrell explained that Tommy was his nephew. DeAnne was a very attractive, willowy brown-haired girl. She had huge brown eyes that were quite beautiful and a very soft, seductive smile. Tommy was just about her equal in looks. Thin, but well-proportioned like DeAnne, he stood over six-foot-tall and had long sandy blonde hair. DeAnne was wearing tight jeans that fit her well and a smock like blouse. Tommy had jeans on too and a loose fitting long sleeved dark shirt.
The remaining person to be introduced was Vince. He was a thirtyish, six foot plus guy, in good shape, with an attitude that left no doubt that he considered himself something special. He also sported a do-rag with short, dark hair beneath, and wore jeans with a tight, black t-shirt. The art on the visible part of his arms indicated he might also be extensively tattooed. He openly stared at Chris, like he was trying to intimidate her, and I was just about to say something when Darrell directed everyone to grab a seat.
They had started a fire so we formed a circle around it with our chairs, and I wasn't surprised when Vince grabbed the spot next to Chris. Next to me, I had Mad Dog, who was talking non-stop, although I quickly realized no one really paid much attention to him.
Tommy and DeAnne mostly talked between themselves. They seemed like young lovers that were still oblivious to the rest of the world. The conversation was wide ranging, while Darrell finished cooking and the sun set, and we learned that they were in fact part of a club called the STRIKERS, mostly from the industrial side of the city where we lived. The majority of the members were camping closer to the rally, and Darrell explained that getting older made him less interested in the hard partying and drama, so they had chosen this spot. They also hinted at some turmoil in the club that was causing problems and had limited their numbers for the rally. Their plans were to head out in the morning and be gone most of the day, first for a ride and then to hit the rally. We also learned that Vince was living with a woman, but she had caught the flu, so he had come on alone.
We talked about everyone's job. Carla worked as a warehouse clerk while Lola was a secretary. We skipped over DeAnne's job, which instantly made me suspicious and more interested. Darrell was a welder in a fabrication shop where Mad Dog worked as a machinist. Kyle was a tattoo artist and had done most of the work that the club members displayed. He showed us some of the work he had done on Vince and I noticed him flexing his muscled arms for Chris as Kyle described the art. Vince did industrial sales work, and I envisioned him hitting on every woman he came into contact with during his rounds. Chris and I described what we did, and about the time we finished, Darrell announced it was time to eat.
Like he promised, he was a damn good cook. Not only was the meat perfect, but the sides he had prepared in advance were delicious. We ate until we were full, then Chris volunteered to clean up, which Darrell accepted while directing DeAnne to help.
"Yeah, let the young bitches do the work," I heard Lola mumble under her breath.
It wasn't long until they finished and returned to the group. Chris told me that DeAnne wanted to share some of her wine, and since the bottle we brought was almost gone, I went back to our campsite and grabbed another. After pouring for the two girls, I realized that we had now been with them for over an hour with no sign from my wife that she wanted to leave. To the contrary, she was now in a conversation with DeAnne, Tommy and Vince that seemed to have her entertained.
By now, the liquor had everyone feeling no pain, so when Darrell brought out a Mason jar of homemade moonshine it actually seemed like a good idea. Darrell unscrewed the top and handed it first to Chris who stared at it briefly with some trepidation before taking a sip. I expected a fierce reaction, as I thought it would burn mightily, so I was surprised when she smiled and handed it to me.
"Its watermelon flavored and really good," she explained with a smile.
I took a sip, still not sure what to expect, but had to acknowledge that Chris had been right. The jar went around twice before it was gone, and almost immediately, Kyle lit up a fat joint. Now, Chris and I are not prudes, and have tried pot before, but not in a long time. I declined as did Chris and some of the others, so the pot stayed mostly with Kyle, Carla, Mad Dog and Lola.
Now, with the moonshine and pot, the language turned noticeably saltier. I suspected they had been on good behavior up to this point as we were newcomers, but now "f" bombs were flying back and forth and sexual innuendo was becoming common. I glanced at Chris, but she seemed to be ignoring it, either because of the alcohol or because it wasn't worth the scene.



"Really?" I heard Chris say above the din in a surprised voice.
I looked over and saw DeAnne nodding her head and smiling while Tommy grinned next to her.
"What?" I said.
"DeAnne is a dancer in a club," Chris explained.
The look on my face must have been telling because most of the group broke up laughing. I blushed and then start chuckling too.
"Wow, that was quite a look! You better calm down," Chris said, giving me a silly, inebriated grin.
I knew I had been busted having looked at DeAnne in more than a friendly way when I heard about her job. After all, she was very attractive, and as soon as I learned what she did the thought of her in a tiny g-string dancing in front of me flashed through my brain.
Darrell broke out another jar of moonshine, and after it had made the first round, I realized I was hammered. Chris had never been much of a drinker, and even though she seemed to be holding up far better than me, I thought it would be a good time to say our goodbyes. However, when I caught her eyes and made a head motion about leaving she gave me an annoyed look. I had been concerned about how she would take the group, but she didn't seem to have any issues, and in fact, appeared to be enjoying herself a great deal.
"Maybe you should get a job with DeAnne," Vince said to her after she had bombarded the young girl with multiple questions.
Chris was asking her about when she worked, how she dressed, how she danced, what were the customers like, what was the management like and on and on. If I had tried to ask the questions, I knew they would come out as judgmental and condescending, but Chris was probing in a way that came across as sincere and supportive, which made me conclude she was truly interested.
"Maybe you should get a lesson from DeAnne." Darrell suggested with a chuckle, after Chris had asked another question.
"Now that's an idea!" Mad Dog exclaimed.
The conversation grabbed the attention of the smoking group who were now looking on.
"I'm for it," Vince said piling on.
"Hahaha," Chris said, mocking them with a forced laugh.
"I don't mind if you want one," DeAnne said in her soft, demure voice.
Now, we were all on the edge of our seats wondering what would happen next. I had stayed silent since my last faux pas, and the alcohol had me down, although I also had a bit of a dry mouth from the excitement I was feeling from Chris' interest in DeAnne.
"No, and in fact I think we should be going. We came to hike and cycle and it's going to be tough to get up in the morning," she explained.
Amongst groans and requests for us to stay a while longer, Chris and I got to our feet, said our goodbyes and headed back to our tent. When we arrived, we made ready for bed, then Chris announced she was going to hit the bathroom first. When she was halfway there, I noticed Vince get to his feet and head to the bathroom too at a fast pace that had him arriving only seconds behind my wife. I watched closely, as I didn't trust the cocky man, but soon my wife was leaving the building. She was almost back when he left the bathroom, and I watched him arrive back at his campsite and enter into an animated conversation with the others. I let Chris get ready and settle inside the tent before turning out the lanterns and joining her. She was already beneath the covers, so I turned off the light inside the tent, disrobed in darkness and crawled next to her.
"Whoa...nice," I said after she gave me a very wet kiss.
I could tell she was drunk and also aroused which was a very rare combination for her. When I pulled her close to me, I also found that all she had on were her panties.
"Looks like someone is ready," I laughed.
"Shut up and take care of business," she demanded.
We started kissing and giggling like teenagers, although before long, the giggling stopped and the passion took hold. The intensity of our kisses grew quickly and soon we began to grope each other as well.
"Come on I'm ready," Chris said, trying to push my boxers down my legs.
This was completely out of character for her, as usually I'm the one that had to initiate everything.
"God you're horny," I declared.
"Yes. Hurry up," she replied, not in the least bit ashamed.
Chris lifted her butt while I pulled her panties off then she practically dragged me on top of her until my dick was poised at her entrance. I probed with my hips until my head found her slit then pushed forward impaling her instantly.
"You're soaked," I announced feeling her warmth envelope me.
"Yes," came her simple reply, as her arms and legs wrapped around me.
I started a slow, deliberate pace, but Chris wanted me to go faster. She was annoyed when I ignored her efforts and maintained my rhythm.
"Faster sweetie," she pressed.
"It feels too good. Be patient," I said to her.
"Quit teasing!" she implored, now humping me back.
"Damn that moonshine really got to you," I told her with a laugh, then added, "Or, maybe you wanted to dance."
"Both," she replied sarcastically.
Her frantic efforts started exciting me and I did move faster. Chris' body quickly responded to my effort, and I could hear her whine and begin to pant.
"I wished you would have danced," I suddenly blurted out from some strange reptilian corner of my brain.
"Really?" she replied.
"Yeah," I grunted, moving faster, then said, "For Vince, he couldn't take his eyes off you."
We had never had this kind of conversation before and I was surprised how easily the words were coming from my mouth. It was like I couldn't hold back, yet after each statement, I braced for her negative reaction
"Why?" Chris gasped after a brief silence.
This time I didn't answer and instead started pounding into her hard. The blanket had clustered around us and Chris kicked at it until it was off. No longer constrained, she spread her legs wide allowing me to go even deeper, and her wetness was making a smacking sound with each of my thrusts.
"Ohhhhh...it feels sooo good," she whined into my ear.
Chris had never been so uninhibited, so excited, and her arousal was making it hard for me to maintain control. I could feel my balls tightening, and I fought the feeling to let go hoping I could get Chris to finish first. I tried thinking of dead skunks and bit my lip to try and deflect my mind with pain, but nothing worked, and when the first tiny spasm started in my groin, I gave up and let my semen burst forth.
"Ohhhh...shit!" I exclaimed, and then added, "Damn...damn!"
Suddenly, there were spots before my eyes and I struggled to catch my breath. Then my body lost all sense of rhythm and my movements became spastic before I finally collapsed on top of her. I knew Chris had to be disappointed, but she never complains and I felt her take my head in her hands and stoke my hair slowly while I tried to return to normal.
"I'm sorry," I was finally able to whisper.
"Hurry up and rest," she said, letting me know that my night wasn't over.
"Okay," I said and started giggling.
"It's not funny," she scolded me.
I rolled to her side then snuggled in close pulling her back against my chest and started to kiss her neck and ears.
"I like it when you are super horny," I told her.
"Maybe, I'm too horny for you," she responded, wiggling her butt against me.
My hand found her breasts and I started playing with her nipples while I focused my kisses on her sensitive spots.
"You should have accepted the dance lesson," I whispered, as my arousal began to return.
"You just wanted to see DeAnne naked," she replied.
"No, I wanted to see you naked," I countered, and I could feel my dick starting to get hard again.
"Why?" she asked.
"Cause, it would have been so wild and you're so damn beautiful," I said after a moment's hesitation.
Although the conversation was strange for us, I was enjoying it, and Chris' only response was to reach back and begin stroking my mostly hard dick. Lifting her leg, I moved until I was able to work into her from behind while we lay on our side.
"Mmmmm..." she responded, when I was all the way into her now sodden hole.
While I continued playing with her nipples, she ground against me. She felt so good that I became completely erect very quickly and started pushing back. We made love that way in silence for several minutes until she pulled away, pushed me on my back and put herself on top. As soon as I was back in her, she arched her back in a stretch pushing her hands through her hair at the same time. It was a beautiful view that made me realize how incredible lucky I was. Chris rode me slowly, but pushed hard against me on each downward thrust and soon she began making soft mewing sounds. I could tell she was getting very excited again, and I pledged that this time I would bring her to a strong and satisfying orgasm.
From the corner of my eye, I thought I caught movement through the open side-flap of the tent, but I let Chris continue to ride me while I pretended not to look. It took a bit, but the movement, more like a shadow in the dark, presented itself again and I guessed it was one of the bikers. For some odd reason, I just let it go.
"Mmmmm...ohhh..." Chris moaned while exhaling deeply.
I suspected that even with just the natural light filtering into the tent she was putting on an erotic show, and I found myself becoming more aroused with the knowledge we were being watched, so I decided to press Chris.
"Does it feel good?" I asked, trying to get her to be verbal as well as visual for our potential spy.
"Oh...yes," she immediately replied in a breathy whisper that I thought was loud enough to be heard.
I took my hands and put them on her hips pulling her harder against me. Chris' hands covered mine and as she rode me her firm breasts jiggled in response. I couldn't recall my wife ever climaxing while on top, so I was just about to turn her over when she dropped down with her hands on my shoulders pinning me to the bed. Her hips started rotating on me, driving my dick in and out of her while the rest of her body was mostly still. Before long, the motion of her hips became even more frantic.
"I'm going to cum," she announced through her fast pants.
"Cum for me Chris," I encouraged her, but stayed still, leaving her in charge.
"Almost...almost...unnngggghhh...ohhh...oh honey!" she exclaimed, as her orgasm started streaking through her.
"Let it out Chris," I told her.
"I am...I am...ohhhhhh..." she cried out through closed eyes.
With a final push, she sighed deeply then collapsed on my chest struggling to catch her breath. I put one hand on her head and stroked her hair and used the other to rub the small of her back, while feeling her heart pound. Occasionally, her body would spasm from the left-over electrical impulses in her body, which kept my dick erect.
"I'm so lucky. You're very special," I whispered to her.
"I love you," she said softly, and I knew I was already losing her.
Her orgasm, coupled with the alcohol, had drained her and she was quickly asleep. A few minutes later, I pulled the cover over us and let her slide to my side, but I kept her in a firm embrace until I too drifted off.
I awoke to the sun shining through the tent and voices coming from nearby. Chris was still snuggled tightly against me and her body was sensually warm. I toyed with the idea of making love to her again, but decided to let her sleep while I made breakfast. After pulling on jeans, I went outside and began preparing some cereal, fruit and juice. I could see Darrell was up, as well as Mad Dog, but the rest I gathered must still be sleeping. Just as I was about to duck inside with the breakfast, I saw Kyle and Carla emerge from one of the tents.
"Honey? You want some breakfast?" I said softly to her sleeping form.
"Mmmm... You made breakfast for me?" she answered, clearly surprised and pleased.
I didn't reply, but I did help her sit up, then arranged pillows to give her a back rest. When she was comfortable, I put the tray on her lap and fed her some of the fruit.
"How are you feeling? Are you up for some riding?" I asked, hoping she didn't have a bad hangover, as I wanted to go cycling.
"I'm fine. But I do need to shower and brush my teeth," she announced.
"Okay, no hurry," I said, putting a piece of apple in her mouth.
When she was finished, I took the tray outside while she lay back down for thirty more minutes of sleep. I took the opportunity to clean up at the facility and when I returned Chris was just rising. She grabbed her toiletries then headed over, and like before, I saw Vince moving towards the building as soon as she was inside. I stayed alert, hoping there wouldn't be a need to go to her rescue, and after about twenty minutes, I saw him exit the men's side. Ten minutes later, I spotted Chris headed towards our camp.
"Good shower?" I asked.
"Lovely," she replied with a smile.
We straightened up things then prepared the bicycles before changing into our riding gear. With a small pack of food, we set out intending to be gone for most of the day. Everyone was now up at the other camp and we waved as we passed.
"They were actually pretty nice," Chris offered from out of nowhere.
"Yes, not too bad," I replied.
We made the circuit around the park then left on the main road intending to intersect a smaller road about three miles away. When we had almost reached it, we heard a roar behind us and our neighbors, sans Tommy and DeAnne, passed us and waved. I assumed they were headed to the rally which was in the small town further ahead, and I surmised that Tommy and DeAnne had been left behind to watch over things.
We rode for the next several hours, stopped to have lunch, then turned back towards the park, arriving mid-afternoon. I looked for Tommy or DeAnne, but couldn't spot either, and wondered if they had left or were huddled up in one of the tents. Sweaty and grimy from the ride, Chris and I grabbed towels and a change of clothes, then went to shower.
We were sitting in our chairs drinking ice tea when Tommy and DeAnne came out of the woods near their tents. They appeared to have been hiking, and Tommy was in jeans and a button shirt, but DeAnne was wearing tight shorts which highlighted her sexy ass and a t-shirt that showed the form of her breasts.
"Put your tongue back in your mouth," Chris said with annoyance.
"I don't know what you're talking about," I replied, trying but failing to keep from laughing.
"How much do you think she makes?" Chris asked.
"Twenty dollars per dance is what the single men say," I said, trying to imply I had never been to a strip club.
"Quit it," she responded, not buying my tact then went on, "That's $240 an hour if the songs are five minutes. Not bad."
"Should've taken the lesson," I teased.
"Maybe tonight," she countered, quickly trying to one up me.
We could see Tommy and DeAnne headed our way and when they arrived, we offered them seats and some ice tea. We talked about our ride and they described their hike through the woods. They had spotted some wild turkeys, which they thought was exciting, and we learned that as we suspected they had stayed behind as the youngest of the group to watch the gear. They weren't sure what time the others would get back, if at all, and after visiting for about an hour, they left us with the agreement that we would get together later for a drink.
"We've certainly made some odd acquaintances on this trip," I laughed, after they were out of earshot.
"They're nice, but very country," Chris replied.
We decided to take a nap and didn't get up until the sun was almost down. Seeing Tommy and DeAnne sitting by the fire, we wandered over with our chairs and a bottle of wine for the girls to share. It was warmer tonight and Chris was wearing a light dress that came down to mid-thigh. DeAnne was wearing the same tight t-shirt, but had changed into loose fitting nylon shorts. It wasn't long before everyone was relaxed and chatting freely. When DeAnne would move, the leg opening of her shorts would sometimes gape open, and I kept trying to get a look without Chris catching me. While Chris didn't, DeAnne did at least once, but just smiled.
We had some snacks since no one was that hungry and talked about all kinds of things. It was evident that DeAnne was a bit of wild thing and had Tommy wrapped around her finger, although I think she was sincerely interested in him. Inevitably, the subject came up about her job and Chris pestered her with more questions which she answered with good humor.
"Does your offer still stand?" I finally asked, not able to contain myself.
"Oh Lord, David," Chris said, shaking her head.
"Of course!" DeAnne answered brightly, while Tommy laughed.
"I think my husband just wants an excuse to see you dance," Chris said.
Although partly true, it made me nervous as to how Tommy would respond. I needn't have worried because they both laughed and didn't seem to be offended at all.
"Well in that case, I'll dance for David and you can dance for Tommy," DeAnne suggested.
Touché! Chris had just been flanked.
I was trying to hide my smile, but couldn't, and when Chris saw it she got an odd look on her face and said. "Okay, why not."
DeAnne took the boom box which was playing rock songs and brought it closer, and then took a position in front of me. When a new song started, she immediately began moving to the beat while standing between my legs. Then she put her leg on mine, below the leg of my shorts, and bent forward pushing her t-shirt clad breasts into my face. I could feel my dick getting hard, but had no way of hiding it and was terrified my wife would spot it. Next, DeAnne squatted between my legs and used the top of her head to tease me from my knee to my crotch. Her hair tickled my flesh and then she pushed against my erection. After that, she turned so she was facing away and bent at the waist stretching the shorts tightly over her pussy, giving me a clear view of the outline of her sex. She finished by sitting in my lap and rubbing her ass up and down over my hardness bringing me dangerously close to releasing. DeAnne had held nothing back. It was a legitimate lap dance, although with her clothes on.
I had not looked at Chris during the entire song, afraid for what I would see, and when I finally got the courage, I could tell she was very annoyed. But, she didn't say anything and positioned herself in front of Tommy waiting for the next song. It had a slower beat and she began to dance, now trying to mimic DeAnne. It was obvious that she was tense, and lacked the casual but sexy rhythm that DeAnne had demonstrated. Still, it wasn't bad and Tommy certainly seemed happy. When she leaned forward, jutting her breasts out, she got too close and actually came into contact with him. It was certainly much less aggressive than DeAnne's effort, although she was flushed when she finished and Tommy sported a broad smile.
"That was really good." DeAnne said, not in the least bit jealous.
"I need some of that moonshine." Chris laughed.
Tommy stood and went to the back of Darrell's truck and returned with a full jar of the liquor which he opened and handed to Chris.
"I was joking! I didn't mean it," she laughed, but took a quick sip.
We returned to our drinks, picking up the conversation, but avoided any discussion on dancing. While the music continued to play, the jar of moonshine made its way around several times and on each pass Chris took a bit more. With the long day of riding and just snacks to eat, the hard liquor hit me very fast. A warm glow embraced me and I could feel my body relaxing.
"My turn," I said when a good song started, pulling on Chris' arm.
"For what?" she asked.
"My lap dance," I told her as she got to her feet.




"You owe me," she replied, but came to me and started swaying, and in the background, I could see that DeAnne was doing the same for Tommy.
When Chris leaned into me and pushed her breasts into my face, I reached up with my hands and squeezed them softly.
"Stop it," she scolded.
"They can't see," I replied.
Since her back was to them, my actions were effectively blocked from view. Chris hesitated for a moment and then let me continue. I massaged them gently, and finding the little nubs of her nipples through the dress and bra, I toyed with them until they were hard. The whole idea of Chris and DeAnne dancing like this had me very excited, but when Chris squatted in front of me to tease my crotch with her hair, I was still shocked to see DeAnne was now dancing without her t-shirt, and Tommy had his hands underneath her bra. My attention was now split between the sensations my wife was providing and the sight of the partially naked DeAnne. I hoped that when Chris turned and saw her she wouldn't freak out.
By the time she did notice, Tommy had unclasped DeAnne's bra, which now hung loosely from the shoulder straps. In addition, DeAnne on her own had pushed her loose shorts partially over her hips and I could see half her ass and the red thong she was wearing. Chris froze for a moment when she saw them, but then sat in my lap and slowly ground against me, although I could tell I didn't have her full attention. I wanted to feel her directly against me, so I pulled the bottom of her dress away, which she allowed without protest. It was a better feeling, but not as dramatically different as I had expected. However, with the other couple being very naughty just a few feet away and Chris letting me be a bit playful, I decided to push my luck. I took the hem of her dress in my hands and started ever so slowly raising it up her legs. When it was just a few inches below her thong covered pussy, she realized what I was doing and grabbed my hands. We battled for control of her dress while she continued to grind against me.
"What are you doing?" she asked in a hoarse whisper.
"Just playing," I replied.
"Well, stop it," she demanded.
"Don't be such a prude, Chris," I answered which made her body stiffen.
Chris hates the word. I had called her that on a few occasions and it always led to an argument. I realized I had probably gone too far, but couldn't back down now. Amazingly, I felt her body slowly relax and her hands quit fighting mine. I knew I would likely pay dearly for it later, but I was too horny now to worry about that. I lifted her dress slowly until she was uncovered from her belly button down. Tommy and DeAnne noticed too and smiled at us, continuing to give us some of their attention just like we were doing with them.
I realized Chris was wearing my favorite panties that were made of sexy lace that was almost see thru. If Tommy looked carefully, I was sure he would be able to see Chris' peach fuzz covered pussy. Unfortunately, before I could lift the dress even higher the song started winding down, so I dropped it back in place and braced for her anger.
"I need another drink," was all she said when it was over, which amazed but pleased me.
"Good idea!" DeAnne joined in.
She had pulled her shorts up, but had not put her t-shirt back on yet, although she had clasped her bra.
Tommy and I looked at each other with big grins while the girls refilled their glasses. It was clear he was enjoying it all as much as I was, and I wondered, if like me, he wanted it to continue. The girls sat down about the time that Tommy handed me the jar, with just a third left.
"Don't drink it all. I want some," Chris announced.
"Go easy sweetie. Its strong stuff," I warned.
"Well, I think I deserve it," she replied, which brought laughter from everyone.
"You're doing great," DeAnne told her which made her smile.
We drank and chatted for several minutes and DeAnne made no effort to cover up.
"One more?" Tommy asked looking at me.
"At least," I answered laughing.
"Don't we get a say?" Chris asked, but DeAnne was already standing in front of me, as at least in her mind, it was time to change partners again.
The song started and DeAnne started moving while Chris hesitated only for a second before stepping over to Tommy. DeAnne was smiling at me with a seductive look that actually made me a bit nervous.
"Take my bra off," she said almost immediately, leaning forward with her mouth right next to my ear, and when I didn't react, she added. "If you want your wife to take her clothes off, you need to."
Damn, I realized this young girl was reading me like a book, and although anxious, I reached behind her and unclasped the garment. DeAnne didn't let it hang on her shoulders like before. Instead, she let it drop into my lap. I wasn't sure Chris could see, but I knew that when she did, she would assume it was all my doing. Immediately, DeAnne started rubbing her firm C-cup breasts all over my face. Her nipples were larger and darker than Chris' and several times they passed over my lips. I tried to ignore them, but the next time it happened, I took a quick lick.
"Mmmm...nice," she sighed, low enough that only we could hear, reminding me about her experience at turning on men.
DeAnne turned and stretched her body against mine with her back to me and her hand around my neck, then took one of my hands and placed it on her breast. It didn't take long for my wife to spot it, and when she did, she completely froze. She was still facing Tommy who took her by the hand and tugged on it bringing her attention back to him.
"It's okay. Don't stop," he said to her and she slowly began moving again.
DeAnne never slowed, as I think she liked showing off for all of us, especially my wife.
With her back still to me, she whispered again, "Take my shorts off."
Chris turned to look just as I placed my hands on the garment, and I instantly felt a wave of guilt envelope me. Despite the prodding from DeAnne and the fantasies that were coursing through my thoughts, I let my hands drop. However, I couldn't help but look at her, and in her eyes, I sensed that she knew exactly what I had planned. With an annoyed look, tinged with disgust, she broke our stare and returned her attention to young Tommy.
"Why did you stop?" DeAnne asked.
"Well...uh...Chris was watching," I explained.
"She scared you?" she giggled at my expense.
"Yes!" I replied.
"Okay, it's up to you, I guess," she said.
It was clear that DeAnne wanted to push things and my reticence had disappointed her. However, we already were well past any fantasy that I had ever contemplated, so I felt fulfilled. In my mind, based on my knowledge of my wife, we had already reached an erotic peak, and anything more risked a bad outcome. DeAnne became quiet but continued her seductive dancing while continually pushing her awesome breasts into my face. It seemed that she was eager to continue to push right up to the line I had drawn.
Between my fear of making eye contact with my wife and the attention DeAnne was demanding, the song was almost over when I took a peek towards Chris. I was stunned to see that Tommy had her turned with her back against his body while his hands played with her breasts through the dress. While certainly a more conservative showing than DeAnne, it was still significantly outside the norm for my wife, which left me both nervous and excited.
"Let's keep going," DeAnne yelled out when the song was almost finished.
Her words were only met with silence, and another song immediately started.
"I wish you would touch my pussy?" she said with a little giggle just seconds later.
"I wish I could," I whispered softly.
"I think your wife wants to be bad," she giggled into my ear.
I looked over at Chris and saw she was now straddling Tommy much like DeAnne was doing with me, although she was still fully dressed. Tommy's shirt was now unbuttoned and pulled free form his jeans, while his hands continued to manipulate my wife's breasts through her garments. It made me wonder who had done the undressing.
"Do you want Tommy to fuck her?" DeAnne asked, shocking me with her bluntness.
"No, no...why are you asking?" I countered.
"I think you do. Don't be shy," she replied, giggling once more.
"I...I..." I started to answer, but the night was suddenly filled with the roar of rapidly approaching motorcycles.
"Let me up," I heard Chris say loudly, as instantly the situation had changed.
DeAnne got off me nonchalantly, and with no sense of urgency put on her bra and top. When the motorcycle lights hit us seconds later, everyone was decent, although I could tell Chris was nervous and showing some guilt.
"Hope we didn't break up the fun," a man we hadn't met laughed as he walked up.
He was large, well over six-foot and powerfully built. He was wearing jeans and only a leather vest which provided a look at his hairy chest, which like the other bikers, showed a myriad of tattoos. In addition, his head was shaved, his face was pock marked, and a scar ran from the base of his neck and disappeared beneath the vest. Accompanying him were Darrell, Mad Dog and Lola. They looked more subdued than they had been last night and clearly were acting deferential to the new man.
"This is Falcon," Darrell announced.
"Who is DeAnne?" he asked immediately, with his words coming out more like a demand than a question.
"Her," Darrell told him pointing towards the young girl.
"Who the hell is this?" he asked, nodding towards Chris.
"They are in the next camp. Not part of us," Darrell clarified.
"Goddamn that's too bad," he said looking Chris up and down, "I like what I'm seeing."
"We better be going," I said taking Chris by the hand.
"Why don't you stick around? You might enjoy the show," Falcon said, then when he saw the confusion on our faces explained, "Young Tommy's initiation."
"I thought that was next month?" Tommy instantly replied, turning to his uncle.
"Plans change," Falcon announced before Darrell could answer.
Tommy's face showed fear and confusion, and he kept glancing at his uncle who was now just staring at the ground. Mad Dog looked concerned as well, but Lola appeared very interested and almost seemed to be trying not to smile. We quickly said our goodbyes and went back to our tent, but decided to sit outside.
"I wonder what that's about?" I said.
"I don't know, but Tommy looked nervous," she replied.
We could easily see the other camp and everyone had taken seats and was drinking. There didn't seem to be anything out of the ordinary taking place which made the whole thing seem even more bizarre.
"You were incredible. Thank you," I said to Chris, knowing I needed to build some goodwill.
"I had too much to drink," she answered, which I knew might have contributed, but wasn't the entire reason.
"You were still incredible," I repeated.
"Did you enjoy touching DeAnne?" she asked, which I knew was going to come up sooner or later.
"Yes," I said, knowing she would know I was lying if I said anything else.
"Well thank you for being honest," she replied.
"Did you?" I asked.
"Did I what?" she questioned me, but I knew she understood the meaning.
"Enjoy his hands on you," I followed.
"Maybe some," she answered, fighting back a smile.
Chris got from her chair and came and sat in my lap with her arm around my neck.
"Damn, we went crazy tonight," I laughed.
"And the nights not over," she whispered softly into my ear.
I was about to lift her and take her into the tent when a commotion started amongst the bikers. DeAnne was standing and we watched as she started to dance in front of Falcon. She went through one song with her clothes on, but during the second she started to strip until she was down to just her thong. The others were watching, but Falcon was receiving all the attention, and during the third song her thong came off and Falcon's hands started to grope her, although it was hard to make out details from our distance. It was then that Tommy suddenly got up and walked towards us.
"Are you okay?" I asked when I saw his face.
"Man, this is all messed up," he replied.
"What's going on Tommy?" Chris asked, sincerely concerned.
"It's part of the initiation. If you want to join the Strikers you have to give Falcon your wife or girlfriend for the night. He's the leader, and it's a tradition," he explained.
"Shit, Tommy...don't join," Chris told him.
"I know, but...I want to be in the club. I mean...I just really do," he answered, clearly torn.
"Did DeAnne know?" I asked.
"No, because it wasn't supposed to be tonight. It all got changed. I was going to tell her...but later," he explained.
"What did she say?" Chris asked.
"She said if I want her to, she'll do it," he replied, looking at the ground.
"Wow..." Chris let out in a low voice.
"Tommy, get your goddamn ass back here," Falcon suddenly yelled.
Tommy's uncle Darrell walked over to us briskly and said, "Come on Tommy you're fucking up. You always knew the deal."
"I'll be there in a second," Tommy told him, and with a shrug the older man turned and left.
In the background, I could see DeAnne still moving and I wondered if she really cared one way or the other. Maybe, Tommy was taking this much more seriously than her. I recalled that she certainly wasn't shy with me, although Chris had gotten a bit loose too.
"Shit," he said, standing to leave, then after a few steps he turned and asked me, "Man, can you come back for a while?"
We locked eyes, and although it seemed quite odd, I sensed Tommy felt closer to me than the others. He needed some support as the initiation unfolded, and wanted me close-by.
"Well, I guess I could for a while," I replied, although I really wasn't sure about getting mixed up in it all.
"Yeah, just for a while," his voice pleaded, while his eyes begged.
"Okay," I answered.
As I stood, I looked at Chris who was warning me with her eyes to be careful, and then I was taking the short walk to the others. When I joined the group, I could tell it was a far different DeAnne than the one who had danced for me just minutes before. She was now tense and had lost her characteristic smile. She didn't seem to be enjoying herself, and in fact no one did except Lola who had the same stupid smirk. Falcon's hands were all over the young girl's ass and occasionally he would grab her pussy or tits. Each time, the young girl's body would react with a sudden jerk. It was a very strange situation being in this group, and bizarre to watch a woman who was about to have sex with a man she didn't want to be with, while her boyfriend and others sat by.
"Baby, you are a damn good dancer, I hope you're just as good a fuck," Falcon laughed.
For some weird reason, my mind went to all the leadership training I had taken as part of corporate America. I'm not sure what model he was following that taught that humiliating one of your team members was the best way to build loyalty, but little of the motorcycle culture made sense to me.
The minutes ticked by, as Falcon didn't seem to be in any big hurry to finish things. Instead, he kept her dancing, and it was becoming apparent DeAnne was getting tired. After all, she had had a lot to drink, plus the dancing she had done before the others arrived and now this. I guess he finally realized it too, because when the song ended, he pulled her onto his lap. He started to kiss her, and at first, she only reluctantly engaged, but after their mouths had been joined for a while we could see she was starting to relax. Then, he put his hand between her legs, and while we watched, he fingered and kissed Tommy's girlfriend. Despite the forced nature of their involvement, my dick started to get hard, and I sensed the other men were in the same place. Even Tommy seemed mesmerized now.
I felt hands on my shoulders and looking back I saw that Chris had joined us. She stood quietly watching too, although her expression gave no indication about what she was thinking.
"Take my cock out," Falcon demanded after their kiss ended.
DeAnne worked his zipper down without hesitation and put her hand in the opening, fishing for it for a bit before finally worked his shaft into the open. I was stunned when I saw four or five inches of cock sticking up past her hand which was in a fist at the base. In addition, the circumference was so large that her fingertips barely touched. I felt Chris' hands momentarily dig into my shoulder before releasing, letting me know she had seen it too. DeAnne began stroking him without prodding, but Falcon had other ideas and pushed down on her shoulders directing her mouth to his heavy organ.
"Damn, Tommy boy, she's got a sweet mouth," he said when DeAnne had taken the fat head between her lips.
I looked quickly at Tommy, but he was consumed by the sight like the rest of us making me wonder if he even heard the comment. DeAnne's head and tongue moved all around, bobbing occasionally, but he was too big to get much into her mouth. Falcon wasn't pushing, and all the work was now coming from the young girl's own motivation. In fact, while she coated his cock with her saliva, Falcon was mostly staring at Chris, which worried me.
"Time for some good fucking," Falcon suddenly announced, and pulled DeAnne off his cock, "Where's your tent, girl?"
DeAnne stood and led him to a small tent about thirty feet away with his large cock still sticking through his fly. She opened the zipper and they bent down and entered it with the flap falling back into place, hiding them.
"She's about to get a good fucking," Lola announced with a laugh.
"Hush woman," Mad Dog said to her.
"Don't hush me. You know you only came along to see if he would let you have some sloppy seconds!" she barked at him.
"Shut up," he yelled at her again.
"You shut up. That slutty bitch wants it!" she exclaimed.
"It wasn't that long ago you were in the same place," Darrell reminded her.
"Yeah, but I didn't get all in heat about it," she countered.
Their verbal sparring had come fast and was intense. Wanting to spare Chris, I stood to leave, and was about to tell Tommy when Falcon's feet and part of his legs appeared through the tent opening. It had been quiet so far, but the movement of his body made me think he was now about to fuck her. The others noticed too and it got quiet again, but it wasn't quiet for much longer.
"Ohhh...mmm...mmm..." we could hear DeAnne moaning in the tent.
They weren't sounds of pain either, more like whines of anticipation, and my mind told me that Falcon was starting to feed his big cock into her opening. I looked at Chris to give her a nod so we could leave, but she had an intense gaze directed towards the tent
"Uhhhhhhhhhhhhh..." came a long, low wail from DeAnne.
"Ohhh..." a much softer moan came from Chris that only I was close enough to hear.
From that point, the sounds from the tent rapidly increased in volume and frequency. DeAnne was getting thoroughly fucked and was loving it. Occasionally, we could see bumps in the tent side which I took to be her feet drawn up, moving with passion.
"Should we go?" I asked Chris, keenly interested in how she would reply.
"Okay...wait," she said after a particular long moan from DeAnne, then followed with, "I'm worried about her."
I didn't think it was worry that was driving her, rather I thought my lovely wife was becoming extremely turned on. I decided if we were going to stay, I would sit down, and immediately Chris came and sat on my lap.
"Oh, fuck me...fuck me...fuck me good, I'm going to..." DeAnne suddenly let loose.
Right after her announcement came more wails and moans letting us know she was indeed experiencing a complete orgasm. Right after her, Falcon let out a roar and climaxed too, and I imagined her pussy as an open, wet mess from his work and their juices. It got quiet again, but I guess Falcon wasn't big on romance because within a few minutes he emerged from the tent pulling his jeans on and carrying his vest.



"Damn Tommy, that's good pussy. But, fucking tight," he laughed.
Lola laughed, but no one else did, as the men all seemed to be in a catatonic state.
"Did you like the show?" he asked Chris. She didn't reply, and merely stared down at her feet. Then he looked at me and said, "You want some of it? I'll trade you."
He didn't explain the trade, but I knew what he meant, and I was ashamed at myself when I realized I had actually thought about it before shaking my head no. He then told Darrell he could go next and without hesitation he got up and moved towards the tent. I watched Tommy's eyes follow his uncle's movements and saw the look of betrayal on his face.
"My God, they're all going to have her," Chris whispered to me in shock.
"Let's go," I said to Chris, and this time she nodded.
For the second time that night, we headed back to our camp. I caught Tommy's eyes once again as we departed and they were filled with confusion. I hoped he could make it through the ordeal and that it wouldn't destroy their relationship, as they were actually a pretty nice young couple.
"Let's go to bed," I said to Chris, wanting to make love immediately.
"Not yet. Let's watch the rest," she said with an excited gleam in her eye.
Her responses to the sordid event were very odd and left me bewildered. In all my wildest dreams, I would never have expected her to act this way. However, rather than discuss it further, I poured us each another drink and we watched the tent. Darrell was inside a long time, but finally appeared, and as he walked back towards the others, we could hear some calls from the other men. Evidently, Falcon wouldn't let Mad Dog have a turn, which was driving him crazy, but he finally relented. He went to the tent even faster than Darrell, and Lola must have mouthed off because we could hear Falcon yelling at her. Mad Dog wasn't inside long, as he must have been too wound up to last, and he quickly rejoined the others.
"Come on sweetie. It's my turn," I said trying to be funny.
"Do you want a turn with DeAnne? Be Honest," she asked, with a strange look in her eyes.
"Of course not," I replied.
"You seemed to earlier when she was dancing for you, and you didn't answer very quickly when that asshole asked," she said, making me cringe. Then she followed with another question, "Would you if you didn't have to trade for it?"
"Chris this conversation is crazy. I want you...just you. Let's go to bed," I pleaded.
We went into the tent and I immediately pulled her dress over her head and shed her bra and thong. I got out of my clothes as fast as possible, but Chris had moved so she could look out the tent window at the other camp.
"They've left her all alone. I wonder how she feels?" she asked.
Instead of answering, I grabbed her in a hug then pulled her onto the foam mattress. When my hand touched her pussy, I realized both of us were too excited for foreplay, so I pushed her knees apart, climbed between her legs and guided myself to her opening.
"Oh damn," I grunted when my dick slid easily into her thoroughly lubricated hole.
Chris wrapped her arms and legs around me, and I started fucking her as hard and fast as I could. However, after only a few seconds, I realized I was going to cum if I didn't slow down, so I backed off and started more of a rocking motion until I could regain some control.
"I know you want to be with her. Tell me the truth. I won't be mad," she started on me again.
"Chris...stop," I pleaded.
"Just tell the truth baby. You got her top off. I know you want her," she continued unheeded.
"She told me to," I replied.
"You didn't mind," she stated.
"No..." I agreed.
"She wanted you to touch her and have her," Chris went on while I continued to rock.
"No sweetie. She told me to do it so you would take yours off," I explained in a rush.
"You wanted mine off?" she asked, now a bit confused.
"Yes. I wanted to see you with Tommy...with him touching you," I admitted, turning the tables on her thoughts.
"Really?" she asked, then said it again with more emphasis, "Really?"
"Yes," I admitted, and slowed the pace even more.
"You still wanted to be with her. Maybe thinking about Tommy got you hot, but you still wanted her," Chris said, and when I took too long to reply, she continued, "Admit it."
"Okay...maybe some," I answered, although the truth was, I had...a lot.
"Always tell me the truth sweetie. I can take it," she said
"Okay. Did you want Tommy?" I asked.
"No," she answered quickly.
"Well, his hands were all over you," I challenged her.
"He's just a boy. A cute boy, but just a boy," she explained.
I pushed her legs back until her knees were near her chest and started driving hard. She was looking up at me directly into my eyes and I reached down and kissed her.
"I love you," she said to me and I kissed her again.
"I love you more," I whispered into her ear.
I fucked her hard in silence for a time, but still not ready to cum, I had to slow again and we returned to our languid movement. I could tell by her look she wasn't completely with me, although it wasn't until she spoke that I understood where her thoughts were.
"She made such a big sacrifice for such a silly reason," Chris stated, then added, "What made her? Do you think it was love?"
"Or, she just wanted to fuck," I responded callously.
She slapped me on the arm, then said, "That's not true, she could do that anytime she wanted."
"Not at that moment. She was horny and Falcon was the only way she was going to get any," I replied, knowing how the dancing had gotten the young girl worked up.
"You're making it sound so demeaning and basic. I think she did it as a sacrifice to show her love for Tommy. They write books about that kind of love," she responded.
For a moment, I thought she was being sarcastic, as I didn't see anything noble in DeAnne getting gang banged, but looking at Chris I could tell she was being sincere. It was just another data point in the long list I had that showed how different women were from men.
We could hear the noise of a commotion from the adjoining camp, and Chris tried to escape from under me so she could have a look, but I held her firmly in place. Once more, I was left bewildered by how engaged she had become by the others and the deviant behavior.
"Be still," I demanded.
"Okay, she answered with a sigh that was tinged with disappointment.
Deciding to be a bit playful, I asked, "Would you make that sacrifice for me?"
Instantly, I felt her fingernails dig into my arms and a shudder swept through her body. I had expected a reaction, but had anticipated it would come as a quick, biting rebuke. Instead, seconds ticked by before she finally responded.
"You would never put me in that place," she said, and pulled my head down into a kiss.
When it ended, I stated taking her hard, which soon had her panting and whining. We were both close, our arousal built by the evening of strange occurrences, and I hoped I had just enough control left to get my wife to the finish line first. When her knees pulled back, I knew she was getting very close, and when her hips rolled back and she became tense and silent, it signaled her imminent release.
"Ohhhh...oh yes...oh yes...oh David please...please..." she cried out, as her arms and legs wrapped tightly around me.
It only took two additional thrusts from me and then my grunts joined her sounds as my balls drained. Suddenly, they felt empty and useless as all my semen was now deeply implanted inside my wife. It had been an amazing sexual coupling, and even if it had been provoked by a strange, sordid situation, I thoroughly enjoyed it.
Within seconds, we were both drifting away. However, sometime later, the roar of approaching motorcycles stirred me from my sleep.
"Are you awake?" I whispered to Chris when I felt her body move.
"Yes..." she replied in a faint voice.
"I guess the others are back," I replied.
There was silence for almost a minute before my wife asked, "Do you think they are going to have her, too?"
Once again, Chris showed that she was consumed with thoughts about the young girl's dilemma. I thought about her question and thought it highly likely that the ordeal was not yet over. Especially, since those returning probably included Vince who was quite aggressive.
"I guess so," I replied.
"My God..." she whispered, and turned in my arms until we were facing, then said, "It's so raw."
My lips went to her to provide a reassuring kiss, but when our lips met she pushed against mine hungrily while slipping her tongue into my mouth. The message registered instantly and I felt my dick quickly begin to swell. Seconds later, I was over her, and with her help my shaft was soon inside.
"Mmmmm...she whimpered while her hands gripped my arms.
We had just started a slow rocking motion when the sound of voices from the neighboring camp filled the night sky. It was clear there was something taking place, and Chris looked at me with questioning eyes.
"They're going for her," I whispered.
"Really?" she replied.
"Yeah...probably Vince..." I said.
In reality, I had no idea what was taking place, but it was clear my wife was aroused. Later, when we were safe at home, I would definitely want to gently probe and see if she would share her thoughts, but at the moment, I just wanted to enjoy her body.
My message instantly brought forth from her all kinds of sighs and mews of pleasure. For several minutes, I kept the slow pace, but as Chris' excitement built, so do my own, which drove me forward until I was once more pounding into her hard. Her hands moved to my ass and began pulling, while her sounds increased in volume enough that anyone approaching our tent would know what was happening.
Chris has had many powerful orgasms, but never has she experienced multiple ones in a short time frame. However, by her movements and whines, I thought she may very well be on her way to the second of the evening. Sure enough, just minutes later, it arrived.
"Ohhh honey...ohhhh...mmmm...mmmm..." she moaned, and then with a deep breath added, "What are you doing to me?"
I fucked her through her release, then put my arms under her legs and pushed them back. I looked down at her face from my extended arms, driven madly forward by the wet slapping sound of our connection. Chris eyes were barely open, but I could still see in them remnants of lust and abandon.
"Fuck me," she whispered.
Rarely, does Chris curse, and I had never heard her utter the provocative word. It sent me over the edge and the tiny amount of cum I had left shot forth from my spasming balls.
"I can't...no more...I'm dead..." I groaned as I collapsed on top of her, and felt her arm loop around my neck.
Surprisingly, Chris was up before me the next morning, and when I peeked outside the tent, I could see her puttering about while occasionally glancing towards the other campsite. I watched her for several minutes while she worked to make coffee, then stepped outside.
"Morning," I said cheerfully.
"Good morning," she answered, although I could see some tension in her brow.
"Have you figured out what's going on?" I said, nodding towards the others, while fighting back a smirk.
"No, smartass. Do you want your coffee in a cup or do you want me to throw it on you?" she responded with faux annoyance.
"Cup please," I laughed, and after she handed it to me, I looked over and saw Mad Dog and Darrell moving around.
"When do you want to leave?" she asked.
"Soon, I think we've had enough adventure on this trip," I answered.
"Okay, but I want to clean up first," she said.
We sipped the coffee, nibbled on muffins and chatted aimlessly for thirty minutes. The subject of the previous night never entered the conversation, and I sensed that with the light of day, it was something Chris was ready to forget. When I started to break things down, Chris announced she was off to the bathroom, and after gathering her things, she made the short trek over. Within a minute of her arriving, I noticed Vince headed that way, and it dawned on me that every time my wife visited the building, he had gone over too. Still, I couldn't come up with a good rationale for why the dots should be connected, and Chris had never mentioned anything.
I was in the final stages of packing when Chris returned. I had noticed Vince departing a few minutes earlier, and although I sensed something, I still couldn't put my finger on it. Together, we finished loading the vehicle and were about to leave when I decided to hit the restroom first. I had finished peeing and was about to wash my hands when I noticed, on the corner of one of the sinks, a large mark that on closer inspection appeared to be a partial boot print. Confused, I looked around, then it dawned on me what had occurred. Pulling myself up on the sink until I could stand, I was able to just see over the common wall into the women's side since it didn't reach all the way to the ceiling. It was arranged identical to the men's, except the urinals were replaced by another stall. One of the showers was at an angle so the view ended at the soap dish height, but I was able to see to the floor of the other, which meant that depending on which shower Chris had used, Vince either saw her bare breasts or her completely nude body. It was a shocking realization, but the most surprising aspect was my response. Rather than getting angry, I felt something different. It was like the feeling a kid gets when he steals a piece of gum, fearful but exhilarating at the same time, and the fact that my wife was completely unaware made it even wilder.
When I returned to Chris, I said nothing and minutes later we were on our way, waving as we passed the early risers in the adjoining camp. On the ride home, we were silent about DeAnne, Tommy and the initiation. In fact, the subject wasn't broached for weeks and only came up after a night out with friends, that included heavy drinking.



            The Sacrifice Pt. 02

            Husband locates the biker and now must deal with the result.

            
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/the-sacrifice-pt-02

Title: The Sacrifice Pt. 02

Author: j267

Category: Loving Wives

Description: Husband locates the biker and now must deal with the result.

Tags: hotwife, biker, gangbang, tattoo, slut, voyeur, group sex, wife

Series: The Sacrifice


Weeks had passed since our weekend camping trip where we had witnessed the decadent initiation rite of the bikers. Strangely, it had exposed some aspects of my wife's sexuality that were new to me. There had been a few times where one of us had made a passing comment about the event, but we had not discussed it in any detail. I think at part of it, at least from my perspective, was the fact that I was still processing what I had seen from Chris, and I suspect she might have been questioning her conduct, as well. However, after a night out with friends, where the alcohol was flowing, the subject was suddenly opened wide.
After returning to our house, I had flopped down on the couch while Chris went to the bathroom. She joined me a few minutes later wearing only a cropped t-shirt with her thong and snuggled in close. It was easy to tell that she was in the mood to play.
"Someone's horny," I teased.
"Ssshhhh..." she replied, and pulled my hand to her breast.
I fondled her while we kissed, and then a silly thought hit me and I blurted out, "Why don't you dance for me?"
She pushed away so she could look at me, and then said, "You're still thinking about DeAnne."
"No, baby...I'm thinking about you and Tommy," I replied with a chuckle, thinking I was being clever.
"No...it's Deanne," she answered, with a certain look, and after pausing to let her words sink in, she continued with, "You wanted to be with her...you wanted to trade."
"No, honey..." I started, but was cutoff.
"You already admitted it. You're still thinking about her. You wanted her so badly you wanted to let him..." she challenged me before her thought tailed off.
"Chris, I was just teasing," I said, suddenly feeling defensive.
"No, you're still thinking about her," she replied, not letting it go.
I pulled her to me so we were tightly connected and began to lovingly kiss her neck as I wondered whether she was playing with me or feeling vulnerable. However, as I did so, I began to think my efforts only made me appear guilty.
"Honey..." I whispered softly.
"You thought about trading me. For a moment, you were quiet and thought about it," she declared.
"No, it was just so shocking...it caught me off guard," I replied, feeling I had come up with a good explanation.
"Liar," she said instantly.
Her statement momentarily stopped the conversation, and while we looked at each other, Chris peeled off her top and then started working on the buttons of my shirt. When she had several undone, her hand reached inside and began to tease my nipples in the way she knew drove me crazy.
"I love you," I said.
"I would have done it if you wanted...I would have made the sacrifice for you," she whispered.
Her words sent a sudden chill through my body. Did I actually hear her correctly? Did my loving wife really say she would have sex with another man in trade? It was so far away from her normal manner that for a moment I thought it must be a trap, but at the same time, it was so bizarre, so completely surreal, that I began to think that she might actually be serious.
"You're crazy," I finally said as the silence was just too disturbing.
"I would have...for you..." she answered softly as she toyed with my nipples.
"No...no, you wouldn't...you're pretending it was a game, but it wasn't a game. That big asshole would have shoved his cock into you and fucked you as hard as he could," I replied, purposefully being graphic.
"I would have for you. Just like she did for Tommy," she said in the same faint voice.
"Tommy was stupid. Very stupid! I wouldn't want you to do anything like that," I replied, now wondering if she was drunker than I thought.
"It would have been...you could have been with DeAnne," she said, still refusing to let the subject go.
Our movements completely stopped, and now I was just looking into her eyes which were fixed on mine. We stayed that way as the seconds turned into a minute or more. During that time, another thought came to my brain, but it was so strange, so impossible to believe that at first, I dismissed it. However, it kept coming back, over and over in a wild, bizarre vision, and suddenly my words were coming out.
"Chris, do you want to have sex with Falcon?" I finally asked.
"You wanted DeAnne," she replied evasively.
"You didn't answer me," I said, and a long pause ensued before she finally answered.
"I don't know...what she did. I mean it is in my head and I think about it. It seems so powerful and watching how it happened was so basic, so carnal... The big sacrifice she made for such a silly reason...such a crazy reason. I don't know..." she tried to explain.
"And him?" I pushed.
"He was such a complete jerk...a total ass...it makes her sacrifice even bigger..." she replied, continuing to paint the scene as a gallant act by the young girl.
I realized that she still hadn't answered my question about Falcon. I sensed there was something about him that intrigued her, although the idea seemed completely crazy. She was an educated, professional woman, and he was a knuckle dragging Neanderthal, everything a modern female was supposed to despise.
"Did you want to be with him?" I asked again, wanting desperately to know as it opened a whole new door into the understanding of my wife.
"I would have done it for you," she replied again
I took her head in my hands and forced her to look into my face from mere inches away, "Did you want him?"
"Don't make me say it," she whimpered, and in her response, I had the answer.
"You have to say it," I demanded.
Surprisingly, she responded immediately, "Okay, yes...yes. I don't know why..."
"For several seconds, we just stared at each other, and then, like a bell had rung, we were at each other, shedding our clothes and ending up with me on top of her with my dick buried deeply inside. We fucked with a torrid pace while looking into each other's eyes as her grunts of pleasure filled the room. Then, I was at the point of no return and I flooded her pussy before collapsing on her heaving body.
"Are you mad?" Chris whispered as she stroked my hair.
"No...I'm not mad...maybe confused...really confused," I answered sincerely.
The uncontrollable lust I felt with her revelation departed with the release of my semen. Now, I was left to ponder the message. Fortunately, I had enough sense to be non-judgmental, and although I had loads of thoughts and questions, I knew it was better to wait for another time. Thus, as soon as we had gained our breath, we merely went to bed and cuddled.
It took another few weeks for the subject to come up again. In the intervening time, we shared looks that communicated what each other was thinking, although we steered clear of any specific conversation. Now, we were in bed after going out to dinner, and were making love in a languid unhurried way. In fact, several times we had stopped and discussed other things, so while we were both enjoying the connection, it wasn't filled with passion.
"Still want to be a martyr?" I teased.
"God, you want her so bad," Chris answered, immediately knowing what I meant.
"No, baby...I want Falcon to have you...make you scream like her..." I replied provocatively.
It was something I had thought a lot about. The entire weekend had been strange, starting with some flirting, then the playful dancing and finally the powerful scenes we had witnessed during Tommy's initiation. It had been such a departure from our normal life, and it all involved sex, both consensual and manipulated. It had been strangely arousing to me, and I couldn't deny that I found DeAnne alluring, but I would have never guessed my sweet Chris could have become excited, too. I had thought all the moments where Chris had shown signs of arousal were preludes to the lovemaking we would share in our tent. Now, I suspected that at least part of it was her projection of herself in DeAnne's role.
"David!" she declared, but at the same time, I felt her legs spread further and her hips roll into mine.
"He saw you naked...Vince..." I whispered into her ear.
"What...what do you mean?" she asked nervously.
"He looked over the wall in the bathroom. There was a gap between the wall and ceiling and I saw where he stood," I told her.
Chris stopped moving and took my head in her hands, "You didn't stop him?"
"I didn't know until we were leaving," I replied.
She looked at me for several seconds, and then asked, "Would you have?"
"I would have before Saturday night," I answered with a small grin, then teased, "Falcon didn't get a look."
"He would have done more than look..." she shot back.
"You could have made your sacrifice," I countered.
My words only resulted in Chris narrowing her eyes and giving me an annoyed look. So, I erased my silly grin and started to move slowly. We continued on in silence for several minutes, but it became evident that neither of us was building, so I finally stopped. After moving to her side and turning her to face me, I kissed her softly on the lips.
"So much," she finally whispered, giving me a glimpse as to where her mind was.
From that evening on, we would return to the subject of Falcon and DeAnne every now and then. It wasn't the central part of our lovemaking, that was still reserved for the tender interaction of husband and wife, but occasionally, when the mood was right, we would go to it. In my wife's view, the major theme was my interest in the young dancer and her sacrifice. I had to purposefully bring her back to the admission she had made about Falcon, and although she acknowledged that something about him enticed her, she struggled to explain it and always took comfort in declaring it a mystery. In reality, it was her interest in Falcon that dominated my thoughts, as it was just so bizarre. For a man, getting excited about a young, attractive and scantily clad woman was normal fare. However, I had never contemplated a similar dynamic could occur in a female, especially where the circumstances are so different.
Driving to work one morning, a thought flashed through my brain that stayed with me for the entire day. It concerned reaching out to DeAnne in an attempt to locate Falcon. I wasn't sure what I expected if it did happen, but suddenly my mind was churning in an attempt to remember if the young dancer ever told us where she worked. I seemed to recall references being made to the industrial part of the city, south of downtown, which meant it could be one of a half a dozen clubs. However, there were two that stood out over the others, and I thought it likely that with DeAnne's looks she would be in one of them.
I chewed on the idea for weeks, knowing it was a longshot, but also feeling it wasn't a big imposition on my time. I could get to the area in twenty to thirty minutes, so it didn't seem the investment would be more than a couple hours. Deciding that my best hope for success would be to hit the clubs on a busy evening, I finally made a plan for the upcoming Thursday, telling Chris I had to attend a business dinner. I worked late, and at a little past seven, I left the office and pointed my car south.
The first place I tried had a crowded parking lot, and after paying the cover and entering, I could see that it was quite lively. Thankfully, there was enough light to see the entire room, but desiring to remain inconspicuous, I let a waitress guide me to a small table near the back. After ordering a beer, I leaned back and let my eyes wander from girl to girl. I knew she could be with a customer or taking a break, so I relaxed and waited, but when almost an hour had gone by with no sign of her, I decided to ask the waitress.
"I'm looking for a girl name DeAnne that works the clubs around here. I think DeAnne is her real name, not her stage name," I asked Connie, then went on to describe the young dancer.
Of course, not knowing the circumstances, I could see the girl look at me suspiciously before she replied, "It might be Teri."
She pointed to a girl standing near the entrance that only had a slight resemblance to DeAnne, and when I shook my head, she just shrugged and left. I took my time finishing my third beer, and when it was done, I left. Fortunately, the second club was only a mile away, so in just a few minutes, I had entered, found a spot, and was once again nursing a beer.
This club was slightly larger, although less well-lit, with numerous dark nooks. I had been sitting for fifteen minutes, and had fended off several approaches when I spotted DeAnne strutting down the main aisle. I sat up in my seat and waved to get her attention, but she moved on without seeing me. Quickly, I flagged the waitress and she immediately came to me.
"That girl...I'm interested in her," I said.
"Mercedes," the waitress replied, and started walking towards her.
I stood when she approached, but whether it was too dark, or too much time had passed, she didn't recognize me.
"Hi DeAnne," I said with a smile when she was seated.
It took her a moment, and I could see the wheels spinning, but finally she made the connection and a huge smile came to her face.
"Wow, I never thought I'd see you again," she announced.
"I know!" I replied, and quickly we gave the waitress our order.
The young girl looked the same except she now sported a large tattoo that covered a big portion of her right leg from hip to knee. I thought it took away from her freshness, although her lovely smile certainly compensated.
"You came so I could dance," she stated happily.
"Of course!" I said, and then added, "How's Tommy?"
"Oh, we're not together anymore," she answered, and for some reason it made me a little sad.
If she felt any curiosity about my presence, she didn't show it and we sipped our drinks and chatted about random things for several minutes. Then, during a song change, she stood and positioned herself in front of me.
"Ready?" she asked.
I simply nodded and she began to move, swiftly bringing back memories of our time camping. Soon, she was down to her g-string, practically massaging my body with hers. She merged into the second song without hesitation and near the end her hand slowly stroked the inside of my thigh bringing me to a full erection.
"Nice," she said, tickling me with her fingernails before sitting down on my lap.
"That was amazing," I told her.
"Too bad your wife didn't get wild," she said, referring to the dance lesson at the campsite.
"I know," I said, letting my thoughts drift back.
"Can I dance some more?" she asked, and when I nodded she rose immediately.
Two more songs elapsed, and several times during the session she took my hand and placed it on her breasts. When she was done, she once again sat on my lap without her top. Her breasts were amazing and her nipples proportioned perfectly for their size. In addition, her smooth skin, now glistening with sweat, was deeply alluring. For a moment, my thoughts were consumed by her, and I forgot my purpose.
"DeAnne," I said to get her attention, and then started, "Remember that club leader... the guy named Falcon? I want to get a hold of him."
"Okay, do you want his number?" she said as if it were no big deal.
"You have it? You know where he is?" I probed, surprised at how easy it had been.
"Yeah, I live with him," she replied with a cute smile.
At first, her words shocked me, but as I thought about it, I realized it wasn't odd at all. He was the powerful leader and she was an attractive young woman that hung out with the group. She was certainly the best looking of any of the club women I had been in contact with, so I could see how Falcon would want her. I did feel sympathy for Tommy, and something propelled me to want to know what had happened to him.
"Is Tommy in the club?" I asked, purposely being vague.
"Oh, sure," she replied easily.
I wondered how it all worked, realizing I didn't understand the biker culture at all.
"You know Chris...my wife, was really impressed by the sacrifice you made for Tommy that night. All you did so he could be a member," I said, picking my words gingerly.
"Thanks. He really wanted it bad," she answered, giving no indication that she was victimized, then suddenly she asked, "Why do you want to talk to Falcon?"
I laughed for a second to settle my nerves. I hadn't expected things to progress like they were, so I wasn't really prepared. I thought about several different approaches I could take, but in the end, I decided to just be straightforward. I explained the conversation with Chris and told her how the sacrifice DeAnne had made for Tommy, someone she loved, had struck a chord with my wife. After pausing for a moment to take a deep breath, I told her that it had also made Chris excited, and that there was something about Falcon's aggressive manners that played a part as well. To her, that had made the sacrifice even greater. Finally, I explained about the trade the biker had offered, and how I had indeed considered it for a moment before declining.
"He was going to fuck your wife and you were going to be with me?" she clarified, and when I nodded, she said, "Wow...I wish you would have."
"Well, you know...it was a crazy night...for us," I said.
"And now you want to?" she replied, jumping to the answer.
She was giving me a cute little smile that let me know she wasn't offended at all. Her open manner helped me collect my thoughts and continue.
"DeAnne, I didn't know you were with him now, so I didn't really think about a trade. But, you know, Chris kind of has this interest..." I started, but stumbled with my thoughts before I was able to continue, "She kind of...you know...talks about the sacrifice you made."
"Hmmm..." she said when I finished.
"What?" I asked knowing she was thinking something.
"Baby, I think she just wants to fuck him," she replied bluntly.
"Well...I don't know...she kept using the word sacrifice," I countered.
"That's bullshit. She just wants his cock," she laughed, and then added, "Be careful...he'll put her to bed."
"What's that mean?" I asked, not understanding what she was trying to say.
"He's really good with that big thing. If she's into him some, he'll fuck her till she's out. She won't forget," DeAnne, the girl I thought was a simple stripper, was warning me about the potential damage to the sexual well-being of my marriage.
"It would just be a onetime thing," I said, trying to defend the plan, and then added, "Chris has a fantasy thing...but she doesn't know I'm here. I'm just kind of, you know, thinking about it."
"Do you want to trade?" she asked, still smiling.
"Uhhh...well, I don't want to do something you don't want to..." I replied.
"Don't worry," the young dancer responded, as her hand found my balls.
"Do you think he...Falcon...would do it? I asked.
"Oh, fuck yeah," she shot back immediately.
We talked about it some more, and then I left with the understanding she would talk to Falcon and explain things. I left my cell number with her so he could call me if he was interested, although she assured me there was no doubt he would be willing. As I drove away, I wondered if I had gone too far, and decided if I got cold feet, I would simply tell him so.
Surprisingly, I didn't hear from the biker for three days. The call came late in the afternoon, and recognizing the number, I stood and closed the door to my office.
"Hello?" I answered, practically cringing from the anticipation of the conversation.
"Well, well...I never thought I'd hear from you. My little bitch says you want to discuss a trade," he started.
"Look, I want to discuss it, but it's a what if thing...hypothetical...I mean just to talk about how it would work," I replied, struggling with the message.
"I got ya. Here's your answer. Happy to make the trade, but no drama. Be sure cause I don't want to play no games. The way it works is we meet and trade. Not much more to it than that. You think about it and call me when you're ready," he responded, and then hung up.



Initially, the boldness of his mannerisms caused my anger to flare, but as I contemplated the message, I realized he had been on point and there was really nothing more to say. The ball was in my court and I could respond if and when I decided. As I drove home that evening, I realized that most of the obstacles I thought I was facing were falling easily away, which actually made me somewhat distressed. Still, there was a huge one left in Chris. It was one thing to make it a pillow-talk fantasy, but something entirely different to act out, and in truth, that applied to both of us.
I didn't tell Chris about my conversations with DeAnne and Falcon, hoping that the right moment would present itself where it might be better received. It was two weeks before that opportunity arose, and fortunately it was my wife that was the instigator.
"I wonder what your girl DeAnne is up to," she tossed out, letting me know she wanted to be playful.
"Probably in bed with Falcon," I said.
"Not Tommy?" she replied.
"No, I bet Falcon kept her for himself," I told her, as my hand reached under her t-shirt.
"After he let everybody..." she started, before letting the thought trail off.
"Mmmm...hmmmm...I think so," I said.
"Too bad, harder for you to get her," she teased.
"Not if I trade," I whispered as I licked her neck, and after a second added, "You could sacrifice for me. He really wanted you."
"You want me to?" she asked, which was a normal response for her during our play.
"Yes, baby," I said in a low voice, as I rolled her small nipples with my fingers.
"Mmmm...okay," she moaned while her hand reached for my dick.
In seconds, we were naked and then I was over her, sliding into her wet pussy while she purred softly into my ear. I started with an unhurried pace, as I thought about how to explain the connection I had made with the couple.
"I talked to him," I finally just blurted out.
"Who?" she responded.
"Falcon," I said, finding it humorous she had already lost the theme of the discussion.
"Okay," she whispered, and her tone let me know she didn't think I was serious.
"He wants to trade, but doesn't want drama. Says we have to be sure," I told her.
"No one wants drama," she sighed, clearly thinking it was part of the game.
For some reason, I didn't push it further, and instead concentrated on the wonderful feeling of her body. However, it wasn't long before I envisioned the large biker, taking her and forcing from her cries of pleasure, which soon had my balls boiling, and with a sudden lunge and a deep groan I expelled their contents inside my wife.
"Wow...that was big. You were fantasizing," Chris said as she stroked my neck.
"You just felt too good," I answered, ignoring her challenge.
"Well, rest some. You're not done yet," she replied.
For the next week, I thought about Falcon and DeAnne, calculating the damage that would be caused if I followed through. That process kept me from engaging Chris in any further discussion, and I was just at the point of letting it go when something happened to change my mind.
"I thought you and Falcon had something working?' she said one evening, looking at me with a smirk over the mug of tea she held in her hands.
In the past, all our discussions about him and the events of the camping trip had been during our sexual play. Thus, it struck me as odd that she brought it up making me wonder what was going through her mind.
"Soon, honey. You gotta be patient," I replied.
"It's taking you long enough," she shot back.
"How about Saturday then?" I asked.
"Sounds good to me," she answered.
Even though it was only light-hearted sparring, the exchange stayed with me, going back and forth in my head as I considered whether I dared to truly see it become reality. It would only take one short phone call to set-up, and several times I held the phone in my hand. However, unless I came clean with Chris, I knew I couldn't guarantee that the meeting would be drama free.
"Okay, where are we going?" Chris asked when we were several blocks from the house.
I had told her earlier that we were going to meet Falcon and DeAnne, but despite my serious look, she still thought I was joking. I tried once to convince her, then decided to just let it play out.
"I told you," I replied, which resulted in her rolling her eyes.
When we hit the south side of town, she looked at me with a furrowed brow, but remained silent. Ten minutes later, we pulled up to a run-down building with a dilapidated sign that said "Shadowland." It was the spot that I had agreed to meet the biker, although I had expected something a little better. The half-dozen motorcycles parked in front must have finally convinced Chris that I had been telling the truth, because she looked at me with an expression that showed surprise, nervousness and fear.
"What are we...were you telling the truth?" she asked, and when I just looked at her, she asked, "He's in there?"
"Yes, he's in there, and so is DeAnne," I said.
"How did this happen?" she replied.
"I...I decided to try and find him. I did...and found that he and DeAnne were living together," I explained.
"You did...and...he's expecting to trade?" she asked.
I realized it was for the best that we were having the conversation now, in the car, before we walked inside. We could still drive away and be done with it, and I had to admit that now faced with the reality, I was very nervous.
"Yes..." I forced out, trying hard to keep my voice from breaking.
"You'd really do it...trade? You really want to?" she asked, showing a bit of hurt.
I stared into her eyes and the seconds slowly ticked by before I answered, "You know, let's go home."
"You want to...you set this all up..." she said as I reached for the ignition, then added, "You want DeAnne."
"No, honey..." I started to respond, but suddenly she was opening her door.
Chris was dressed in stylish jeans, a simple peasant top and sandals. I suspected that as soon as she stepped inside all eyes would be on her, so I hurried to catch up. Since it was still light outside, we had to stop as soon as we entered to let our eyes adjust to the dark interior, illuminated only by beer signs, and there was an awkward moment knowing we were being stared at. The inside was dingy with a concrete floor, a bar facing the door with a dozen stools, and to the right was a seating area with a half-dozen small tables. Near the back, I saw Falcon sitting with DeAnne, and unfortunately there were two other men with them as well. As we got closer, I recognized that one of them was Vince.
"Pull up a chair," Falcon said gruffly when we arrived, and I grabbed two from a nearby empty table.
I positioned Chris' between DeAnne and I, putting me next to Vince, and as soon as we were settled, the unknown man was introduced as Walt. The young dancer was dressed similarly to my wife, although in less expensive clothes. The three men were all in jeans and Falcon and Walt were in dark t-shirts while Vince was wearing an untucked long-sleeved western shirt. Quickly, a waitress appeared, and surprisingly my wife joined me in ordering a beer. By the look on Vince's face, I knew he was aware of the situation, and suspected Walt was, too.
"Been a while," Vince said with a too big smile.
"Hi," DeAnne said demurely, while giving me a playful smile that my wife saw.
"Yes...hi..." I said, giving a general, but nervous, response.
"This guy here wants to trade his wife for my hole," Falcon said crudely to Walt, and after a short pause added, "What do you think about that?"
"Shit, man...I'd take it," he replied, staring hungrily at Chris.
His words had made Vince snicker, and I could see my wife blush deeply. She looked down for an instant then at me with a confused expression. However, before anything more was said, the waitress delivered the beers. There was silence while I paid, and when I turned back I could see Chris looking nervously at the bottle she held in her lap. Once again, Falcon decided to be provocative.
"You up for it?" he asked, catching my wife's attention.
It seemed like Chris looked back and forth between me and the biker for a minute, but was probably no more than a few seconds before, in a faint voice, she said, "I'll make the sacrifice."
"Sacrifice? Jesus motherfucking Christ," Falcon responded, and then added, "We'll see what you think about that later."
The eyes of Vince and Walt bore into my wife, and I knew they were thinking about fucking her, too. Chris looked shocked and her skin had again turned red with the color descending beneath the neckline of her blouse. Conversely, DeAnne seemed quite happy with events and was sporting a broad smile. Without warning, Falcon stood, signaling his intent to leave, and stepping around the table, he put his hand out for my wife.
"Come on and go with me," he demanded.
In our call, I had tried to get him to meet at a hotel, but he was adamant about using his place. I had agreed to the stipulation however, we had not discussed separating. It made me nervous, as it obviously did Chris, because her look towards me lingered as he helped her to her feet. By the time I decided to protest, they were already moving towards the door, and when I started to follow, DeAnne grabbed my arm.
"It's okay. I'll go with you," she said, still smiling.
We were only a few seconds behind them, but by the time we got outside, Falcon was on his bike and my wife was climbing on, too. Walt and Vince stood by laughing and making comments that I couldn't make out. The Harley started with a deep rumble, and suddenly they shot out of the lot with the engine roaring. The last look I had of Chris was her hasty reach for the waist of the biker to get balanced. Quickly, I directed DeAnne to my car and we pulled away as the two men stared.
"Shit," I exhaled as my nerves released.
"I didn't think you'd do it, but I'm glad you did," she giggled.
"I hope I'm not an idiot," I replied.
"Forget her...just have fun," she said, accurately sensing what I was referring to.
Following DeAnne's directions, it took less than five minutes to get to Falcon's house. It was a small brick house in a working-class neighborhood, that was surprisingly well maintained. In the driveway was a pickup and beneath a carport another Harley was parked. However, there was no sign of Falcon or Chris.
"Where ae they?" I said, mostly to myself, and then thinking it might have been planned, I turned to DeAnne, "What's going on? Where did they go?"
"I don't know. I think they'll be here soon," she said, showing no indication that she was hiding anything.
"Did he plan something or say anything to you," I pushed.
"No, nothing," she replied and her eyes indicated she was being truthful.
I let her guide me inside and found the house to be reasonably clean. Without formalities, she took me to a bedroom that had a twin-sized bed pushed against the far wall.
"We can go in here. Falcon wants the big bed," she announced, and started to strip.
Still wondering where my wife was, I stood silently and watched as DeAnne disrobed. It wasn't until her naked body was pressed against me that I was brought back to the moment.
"DeAnne, you feel so good," I whispered to her, thinking I needed to acknowledge her effort.
"Quit thinking about her and let go," she replied, sensing my thoughts.
"I'll try," I replied with a laugh which brought one from her as well.
With that, her hands went to my clothes and she worked the buttons with my assistance until I was undressed. Gently directing me to the small bed, she pushed me onto my back and then lowered her head so she could run her tongue along my shaft. I remained still and let her do the work, and it wasn't long until she took me into her mouth.
"Uhhhhhh..." I moaned as her wet mouth descended.
My sounds made her look up, and in her eyes, I could see she was pleased. Despite the strange circumstances bringing us together, I thought she was truly enjoying herself. She knew what she was doing and had the skill to move her mouth seductively while using her tongue to massage every inch of my dick. I had my eyes closed, enjoying the sensations, so I was startled when she suddenly left me. When I looked up, I could see that she was preparing to climb on top, and once she had straddled my waist, she slowly descended while we sighed together until we were completely connected.
"Finally," she giggled, then leaned forward and gave me a quick kiss.
"Yes, it took way too long," I replied, wanting to say something positive.
"We should have done it when we were camping...when Falcon asked you," she said as she started a slow grind.
For the next few minutes, she worked her body slowly. We were mostly silent, save for the occasional sigh or soft moan, although we never seemed to break eye contact. Suddenly, our quiet lovemaking was broken by the sound of the front door opening. Our bedroom door had been left partly ajar, and realizing my wife might see us, I started to rise, but before I could stop DeAnne, Chris and Falcon appeared.
"Already getting some," the large man laughed.
My wife remained silent, but she had a strange, disoriented look in her eyes. For a moment, I thought it was the result of catching me in bed with the dancer, but I soon realized it was something else. I wondered what might have occurred after they left the bar, and looking at her more closely, I became suspicious that she might be missing her bra. It was hard to tell for certain with her breast size, but there seemed to be some jiggling through the fabric of her blouse. Then, just as quickly as they appeared, they were gone.
"She's ready," DeAnne whispered.
"What do you mean?" I asked.
"Baby, she's horny. Didn't you see it?" she laughed.
Now, with Chris nearby, it was hard to remain still, as I was curious about what was occurring in the next room. DeAnne understood and gave me a knowing smile, but continued her movements. It was strange to contemplate my wife being fucked by the biker, but I knew it was now inevitable. As the seconds turned into minutes with no sound, I started to become anxious, wondering how the announcement of her taking would be delivered. Would Falcon say something obnoxious? Would my wife cry out? Or, perhaps we would know from the squeaking of the bedsprings. In the end, it was a little bit of everything.
"Uggggghhhhh...uhhhh...ohhhhh...ohhhh..." I heard my wife groan loudly, and seconds later, Falcon said, "Fuck yeah..."
Then, the bed did begin to squeak and coupled with it was the rhythmic pounding on the wall from the headboard. The combination of these aural inputs left no doubt that the biker was fucking my wife hard.
"I bet she likes it," DeAnne said while starting to move faster.
Even though the young dancer was pretty with an amazing body, all my thoughts were focused on what was occurring in the next room. The passionate sounds from my wife continued to grow and merged with the noises from the bed. It was obvious that Chris wasn't going to last long, and less than five minutes after they started, her high-pitched squeals told us she was about to orgasm.
"Oh yes...ohhh...yes...uhhhhhhhh...uhhhhhhh...ohhhhh..." we heard clearly through the wall when it hit.
Her release must have pushed Falcon over the edge, because just as she was coming down we heard him call out, "Fuck yeah...fuck baby, take it...take it..."
Then, the pounding on the wall and the squeaking of the springs suddenly stopped. However, passionate whimpers continued from my wife as if she was still in the throes of her climax.
"He made her cum," DeAnne whispered, stating the obvious.
"My turn," I said, and quickly flipped her so I was on top.
"Yeah, baby...go..." she groaned in response.
I started moving rapidly, wanting to force from her the same response that my wife had shown, but while she moaned and sighed in satisfaction, it was nowhere near the same. Ours was merely a nice coupling, while nearby my wife had been subjected to an animalistic taking.
"Damn, you feel good," I said, wanting to be encouraging.
"So do you," she answered, then added, "Cum when you want."
At the same time, I could feel her pussy muscles contract and squeeze my dick. It made me groan, and looking into her face, she was smiling, no doubt pleased with the effect.
"You don't want to...uhhhh...orgasm?" I asked nervously.
"I can't with cock," she replied.
"You did with Falcon," I said, remembering her response at the camp.
"Yeah..." she answered, but didn't elaborate.
My wife's mews coupled with DeAnne's vaginal skills had me on edge, and soon I was grunting loudly as my semen exploded into the dancer. The energy left my body with my juices and I collapsed onto her, breathing heavily as she comforted me by stroking my hair. We stayed connected for several minutes, and then I started to get antsy thinking about Chris.
"Maybe, I should check on her," I whispered.
"Okay," she replied indifferently, offering no guidance one way or the other.
I lifted from DeAnne, quickly donned my boxers, and then made the short trip to the other bedroom. Like ours, their door was partly open, and peering discretely around the corner, I could see them sprawled on the large bed. Falcon was on his back with his eyes closed showing a hint of a smile. My wife's body was pressed against the man with her head resting on his broad chest and her arm across his body holding his shoulder. Her legs straddled his meaty right thigh which provided a rear view of her pussy, glistening from the juices of their mating. The warning DeAnne had given about Falcon "putting her to bed" flashed through my brain, but since I didn't know what to do with it, I quietly made my way back to DeAnne.
She let me move back beside her, and surprisingly didn't ask about the other couple. Now that the carnal scene had played out, I started to think about an exit strategy. DeAnne, as if reading my mind, took my arm and pulled it to her breasts.
"Relax," she said softly.
"I'm trying," I replied with a small laugh, knowing I was giving off nervous vibes.
"She's okay," she said, then after a moment, asked, "Do you want me to go down on you some more?"
She was moving before I could reply and quickly she was between my legs where she instantly inhaled my limp dick. Her mouth felt too good to stop it, but I felt guilty about her not climaxing, so after a few minutes I pulled on her shoulders.
"Come on, Deanne. It's your turn, I want you to cum," I told her.
"You're so sweet," she said with a giggle, and allowed me to guide her next to me.
"Use your fingers, and nibble on my nipples, but not too hard," she instructed me.
I did as I was told and it wasn't long before she started to respond. At first, it was just small whimpers, but as she got worked up she started to thrust her mound against my hand. When I pushed a second finger into her, her movements became even more pronounced, and sensing she liked it a bit rough, I started to thrust into her forcefully.
"Ohhh...oh yes...like that..." she moaned, and spread her legs wider.
It wasn't long after that her release arrived and with it her pussy became completely wet. She slammed her legs together, trapping my hand, but I had become so excited that I forced them open and continued to drive my fingers inside her making her thrash and cry out loudly. When it looked like she was through it, I moved over her and pushed my dick inside her ready opening.
"Ohhh...mmmm...yeah..." she whined.
For some reason, I was taking great pride in getting her off and began to thrust inside her with deep, powerful strokes. The movement forced grunts from both of us, and looking down at her she had the half-closed eyes and partially open mouth my wife did when her orgasm had consumed her.



"Damn, you feel good," I groaned and kissed her hard on the mouth.
"Oh...ohhh...I'm still cumming," she whimpered.
Suddenly, it was all too much, and I could feel my balls tightening. I lasted several more thrusts and then the remaining semen that was still in me, found its way out. I immediately collapsed onto DeAnne, totally exhausted, and felt her arms and legs wrap around me tightly.
When I woke, it was dark outside and there was barely enough illumination in the room to see. I could feel the dancer's arm around me, and when I tried to sit up, she pulled me back.
"Don't...stay with me..." she whined, and I felt her firm breasts press into my back.
"Did they do it again? I asked.
"Oh yeah...and she liked it...a lot," she replied.
"Damn...I...I hope I didn't screw up," I said.
"Calm down. She's not perfect. I bet she would have done it when we were camping if you pushed her a little," DeAnne responded with a hint of annoyance in her voice, and then continued, "She wanted Vince, too. She was flirting with him."
"What do you mean?" I asked, recalling the man's obvious interest that I didn't see reciprocated.
"When we were all together that night. She was flirting," she stated, and after a pause, she stunned me when she continued with, "In the bathroom...she let him watch her shower."
"She...she caught him? She caught him looking? She didn't say anything..." I said in surprise.
"Yeah, she caught him and let him watch. Your wife is a bad girl..." she giggled, then quickly added, "Like me."
"What...how...how many times?" I asked, remembering the multiple times he had followed her.
"Twice..." she answered.
"I...I...just can't believe it," I stated, as I struggled to understand the meaning.
"Yeah, baby...I'm telling you...she wanted it there. Now, you gave her a second chance," she giggled once more, then said, "And I got a chance with you."
"I'm going to check on things," I told her, suddenly needing to move.
"Wait," DeAnne said.
"Why? It must be over," I replied.
"Maybe...let me check," she answered, and quickly rose.
She left the room, still completely naked, and disappeared down the hall. Almost immediately, I heard a low conversation from the bedroom, and less than a minute later, DeAnne returned and scooted back into bed.
"Is she okay?" I asked, almost as a reflex, and then continued with, "What are they doing?"
"She's giving him a blowjob," she answered without hesitation.
For some reason, my thoughts went to the mechanics of Chris' mouth trying to engulf the large organ. Although an eager recipient of oral sex, she was always reticent to give, so I was left to ponder whether her efforts were a result of coercion or arousal. DeAnne as if reading my mind, suddenly offered an explanation.
"She wants to fuck him some more and is getting him ready," she said with a challenging smile.
As if on cue, we heard a clear groan from my wife that morphed into a drawn-out whine. Although we could hear a rustling noise from the room, there was no sound from the headboard which made me think she was on top of him, riding his fat cock. For several minutes it stayed this way, then after a short pause, my wife's sounds became more pronounced. Something drove me to want to see the sordid scene with my own eyes and I began to rise.
"I'm going to look," I said to DeAnne.
"Don't...he won't like being interrupted and...you know...I don't think you'll like it," she counseled.
However, I was already halfway to the door, and her warning didn't register. With a quick turn down the hall and just a few short steps, I was standing outside the door that was still partially open. It was easy to see inside and right before me was the scene of Chris on her hands and knees as Falcon slammed his cock into her from behind. In addition, the closeness now allowed me to make out the intimate sounds of their mating. I was immediately drawn to the wet slurps coming from my wife's sloppy pussy and the slapping noises of their bodies connecting. However, it was their verbal interaction that truly shocked me.
"Squeeze it bitch...squeeze it...yeah just like that," Falcon grunted.
At the same time, my wife seemed to be in another world as a cascade of aroused words came from her mouth.
"Oh yes...yes, please...oh God I need it...I need it...oh please don't stop...don't ever stop," she panted as if she was being held on an orgasmic plane.
Falcon took one of her arms and pulled it back making her upper body turn, and then leaned forward until his mouth was close to her ear and grunted between thrusts, "You're mine now bitch...my new hole."
"Yes...I want to...I want to...please..." my wife whined while nodding her head rapidly.
The large biker released her arm, took her hips into his meaty hands and started to fuck her even harder. Within seconds, it was obvious she was on her way to a climax, and when it hit, I listened to her squeal while her hands pulled on the bedspread and her head tossed back and forth. Falcon was close behind her and when he started cumming he pushed upward on each thrust raising my wife's hips so that her knees barely touched the bed. Then, with a final roar, he fell forward almost completely covering her writhing body. With only the sound of their heavy breathing remaining, I returned to DeAnne.
She was already dressed when I arrived, and with a wry smile, she said, "That was big."
I nodded, then started to put on my clothes from the folded pile DeAnne had made on the end of the bed. Minutes later, we were in the kitchen sharing a can of Diet Coke as I waited for my wife to appear. DeAnne had indicated that they were likely done, and had convinced me to wait with her rather than collect Chris. I was reaching the limit of my patience when Falcon finally walked in the room, totally naked, with his cock glistening with my wife's juices.
"Damn that was worth it," he said with an evil grin, and then added, "Can't wait to do it again."
"One-time thing," I replied.
"Yeah, okay..." he laughed.
His manner incensed me but I held my tongue and hoped it wouldn't take long for Chris to show. Fortunately, it was only seconds later that she walked into the room looking like she had just finished a marathon. Her hair was a mess, there was a weary look in her eyes, and all her exposed skin had a rosy tint. When we locked eyes, I saw a look of concern that bordered on fear, which made me think she realized how completely she had been taken.
"Let's go," I stated.
I turned and nodded at DeAnne and received a soft look in return, but Falcon decided to once more make a statement by pulling my wife to him, grabbing her ass and kissing her hard on the mouth. When it finally ended, I stepped to Chris and directed her to the door, and with no further words we were suddenly outside in the redemption of the fresh night air.
Not a single word was spoken between us on the drive home, although thousands of thoughts were churning in my head. However, despite my wife's sleazy actions, I knew that I was the one shouldering most of the guilt, as I had set it up on my own, without any prior discussion, and I hoped that once we reached the safety of our home, we could find a way to communicate.
Chris bolted from the vehicle as soon as we stopped, and by the time I caught up to her, she was already in the bathroom with the door closed. I gave her a few minutes until I heard the shower running then slowly turned the nob and entered. Her clothes were skewed across the floor and I let mine join them, then moved to the enclosure. As soon as the door began to open, I saw Chris turn so that she was facing the far wall. Her hands were in front of her like she was covering her breasts, and I joined her under the hot water, looping my arm around her waist.
"I love you," I whispered, unable to think of a better opening remark.
"Are you sure?" she answered in a vulnerable voice, and then whispered, "My God, David."
"Very," I replied, and kissed her neck before adding, "Don't be upset."
"I...I have some marks," she said and gave me a concerned look.
I could see a large hickey low on her neck and a smaller one a bit higher, so I suspected there were more to be discovered.
"Turn around and let me see," I said.
She moved slowly and when her front was finally in full view, I could see that there was another mark on her neck and her breasts showed many. I knew he had done it on purpose, as something of a trophy, fully intending that I endure exactly what was now taking place. For some reason, rather than becoming angry, I found myself wondering how she would be able to conceal the ones on her neck.
"I feel so dirty," she whimpered.
"Don't Chris...don't say that," I said, feeling extremely guilty for setting up the rendezvous. I took her in my arms and held her, but soon my hands were wandering and when my fingers landed on her still drenched pussy, my emotions swelled and I said, "I...I heard your orgasms..."
"Don't...stop..." she replied and tried to twist away, but I held her tightly and soon she became still. Then, after a deep breath, she asked, "Did you enjoy DeAnne?"
"Yes," I answered, and with her still tightly in my arms, I asked, "Did you enjoy Falcon?"
At first, her only response was slight nod of her head, but seconds later she seemed to grow bolder, and said, "Yes...but I did it for you."
"Why were y'all late? Where did you go before you got to the house?" I asked, ignoring her claim on motivation.
"We basically just went around the block and went back to the bar. Vince and Walt were still there and he had more beer," she explained, although I was sure there was more.
"What happened?" I asked as my fingertip teased her clit.
"He told me to go to the bathroom and take off my bra and panties..." she replied.
"Did you?" I asked and when her head slowly nodded, I followed with, "What else happened?"
"He said you told him I wanted to be like DeAnne..." she started, and after a deep breath, she continued with, "And...and...he asked if I wanted to be with all three of them."
Instantly, I knew the message I had shared with the DeAnne in the club must have been relayed to Falcon who tried to use it to get Chris into a group situation. Although it hadn't been my intent to indicate her interest in anything like this, I could understand how it all might have been misinterpreted in translation. It made me feel very guilty for the circumstances I had unwittingly created.
"Shit, Chris...I...I'm sorry...I think they must have misunderstood," I told her, and then asked, "How did it end?"
"I tried to laugh it off...I was nervous...and I guess it worked," she explained.
"Did you...uhhhh...get your things back?" I asked, although I suspected I knew the answer.
"No, I don't know where they are," she replied.
I took her to bed and used all my efforts to try to make her feel loved and special. We connected for a while, and then separated to cuddle and then connected again, although neither of us achieved a climax. All night, I held her tightly against me and I was up before her and had breakfast ready when she woke. I knew her mind was in turmoil and that she was questioning my actions as well as her own. I needed to make sure she felt wanted and I prepared myself to be the overly doting husband for the foreseeable future.
I had expected something would follow from Falcon, taunting of some kind, and he didn't disappoint. It was the next afternoon, when in the matter of thirty seconds, I received three texts from the man.
"cant wait to trade again"
"let me know when ready. DeAnne said you got along"
"she said she was okay to do it again"
I quickly read them feeling he had been less obnoxious than I expected. However, a couple minutes later I read them again, this time focusing on the last message. When I first saw it, I thought he was referring to DeAnne, but now doubt began to enter my mind based on Chris unexpected behavior. Had she, in the heat of passion, told the biker that she was ready for another meeting? I never mentioned the exchange to my wife, but it stayed with me like a nagging itch that I couldn't make go away.
Surprisingly, perhaps influenced by my lack of a response, Falcon went silent after the initial flurry of texts. It was a good thing as the experience had impacted us so much that we didn't talk about it again for a long time. Chris did indeed have to go through some contorted wardrobe choices to hide the hickeys on her neck until they finally faded, which strangely coincided with our decision to discuss. It was a Friday evening, and we had stayed in and shared a bottle of wine while watching a movie. When it ended, I noticed some nervous behavior in Chris that I thought was related to the event, so I decided to broach the subject.
"Are you okay? I'm wondering where your head is at since we haven't really reached closure on things," I asked.
"Did you enjoy her? Did you like being with her?" she fired back without hesitation.
It was a question I wasn't expecting and I didn't immediately know how to respond, so there was a long silence before I answered.
"Yes," I finally stated.
"I could tell when I saw you with her in the bed," Chris replied.
"What about you, Chris?" I probed since the door had now been opened.
"I did it for you," she answered, falling back on the same defense.
Deciding that more specific questions might get better answers, I said, "How many times did you orgasm?"
"Three," she said after only a short hesitation.
"Did you let Vince watch you in the bathroom when we were camping?" I challenged her, using the information DeAnne had provided.
Now she was the one caught off-guard and I could see the nervousness in her eyes as she struggled to find a response.
"Yeah..." she replied after several seconds, but offered nothing more.
"Why?" I asked, needing to know.
"I don't know," she answered, and strangely, I thought she was being sincere.
"What did he see? Were you naked?" I pushed.
"Yes, and before you ask again, I don't know why. At first, I was stunned but...with all that...everything...I just went with it, I guess," she said, and before I could speak, she added, "There was so much happening around us. All of it."
"When did you first see him watching?" I asked.
"The morning after the BBQ," she replied.
"Chris, what happened? What were you doing? What was he doing?" I followed, eager for details.
"I was in the shower and he was looking down. He asked if I wanted company," she said after a short pause.
"What did you say?" I pushed, shocked he would be that bold.
"I said no and told him to go away, but he wouldn't leave, so I got mad and just finished the shower," she explained.
"And gave him an eye full..." I said.
"I suppose," she responded, surprising me by her calmness, and before I could ask more, she added, "The next morning he did the same thing."
"And, so did you," I replied.
"Yes..." she answered in a low voice.
"You liked doing it with Falcon," I stated, returning to the events at his house.
"You gave me to him! Without even talking about it!" she declared.
"Should I give you to him again?" I asked, intentionally pushing.
For just an instant, I felt her body stiffen. It was barely noticeable, but it had been there and I felt I had the answer.
"You want DeAnne," she said, fending me off again.
With that, the discussion about Falcon and DeAnne ended and I held her in silence. Minutes ticked by before we kissed, but that one was followed quickly with another. For quite a long time, we merely cuddled, and I debated whether to push for more. The crucial moment came when I let my hand land on her breast and she immediately placed her hand over mine and pulled it tightly against her. From there, things progressed rapidly and soon we were naked and connected as we made love in a slow but deliberate way. Despite our verbal sparring, Chris was engaged and passionate, and it was relatively easy to bring her to a nice orgasm. Of course, in the back of my mind, I wondered what had been going through her head as my dick pistoned. Was she fantasizing about Falcon and hoping for another rendezvous?
As the weeks passed, I found myself returning to the crazy event often which typically resulted in me challenging my motivations, as I found it difficult to reconcile our behavior with the values we held. There was no question I was the instigator and had to shoulder most of the blame, but even though Chris had been an unwitting participant at the start, she had accepted it with little protest, and showed eagerness as the day progressed. I struggled with this aspect as I would have thought there would have been some attempt at refusal, some reluctance and angst involved. Then, there was the revelation of her exhibitionism during the camping trip which reinforced DeAnne's prophetic words about her inner workings. For my part, I had allowed my pretty wife, the woman I loved, to be taken sexually by another man. Now, looking back, it was hard to fathom how things transpired to make it happen. If someone would have suggested I would involve our marriage in something so sordid before the camping trip, I would have laughed at the utter absurdity of the idea.
Chris continued to use my interest in DeAnne as a screen to deflect any culpability. I knew she was smart enough to understand it was a thin excuse and didn't hold up, but it seemed important to her, so I allowed the façade. The strangest part was, that after several weeks of contemplation, I thought it quite possible that she would go along with another trade if I pushed, and there was even a part of me that wondered if it might be something she truly desired.
Often, when I'm unable to sleep at night, I will stare at the ceiling and let my mind wander through all sorts of things. Now, each time I lay awake, I found my thoughts completely focused on the bikers. The encounter had been decadent, but I couldn't deny that it had also been dangerously erotic, and like a moth to a flame, I would dwell on certain moments. Usually, in the bright light of morning, these strange thoughts would flee, and I would return to a rationale view about maintaining a simple and contented marriage. Similarly, I couldn't help but wonder if Chris was experiencing a similar churn in her head, but I was too timid to ask.
On a Thursday evening, with Chris out to dinner with a girlfriend and me on my second tumbler of whiskey, I nervously picked up my phone.
"whats going on?" I texted Falcon.
"ready for another round?" he answered a few minutes later, then quickly followed with, "took you long enough"
I had taken comfort in the fact that I could stop things at any time, and his ham-handed response almost ended it, but after a few minutes I found myself tapping the screen.
"not sure" I said.
"let me know when you're sure" he replied dismissively, ending the brief exchange.
When Chris got home, she was feeling good after several drinks and soon we were cuddling on the couch. It didn't take long for us to become partially undressed and during a break in the action, I brought up the texting with Falcon, but with a twist in the truth.
"Falcon texted. He wants to trade," I said after finishing a kiss.
This time the instigator wasn't me, and I hoped to force my wife to show her true interest.
"What did you say?" she asked.
"I haven't replied," I told her.
"Do you want her again?" she replied, trying once again to position everything as my interest in DeAnne.
"Really, I'm kind of indifferent," I said.
"Liar," she shot back, although I saw a brief flash of confusion cross her face.
With that, we stopped talking and returned to our play. Minutes later, I had her naked and pushed back on the couch. Quickly, I was inside her and we started a nice rhythm that had her emitting soft mews of pleasure. Suddenly, a thought came to me.



"Honey, I traded you," I whispered.
Instantly, she took a sharp intake of breath and replied, "Really?"
"Yes," I said.
"Oh," she responded in a surprised voice, and then several seconds later she asked, "Are you sure?"
"Yeah, I'm sure," I said.
Seconds later, she responded in a whisper, "Okay..."
I was truly surprised at how easy it had been and how she had accepted my message without discussion or protest. In addition, her responses to my thrusts became more pronounced and it wasn't long before she let go in a nice orgasm. It wasn't huge, but seemed fulfilling, and after I finished, I helped her to bed. She left me quickly while I remained awake, thinking about DeAnne, Falcon and what I was going to do.
"thinking maybe Saturday" I texted on Wednesday.
"meet at noon. same place" he responded thirty minutes later.
"that's early" I replied.
"earlier is better. up to you" he answered.
Once again, his brusque and arrogant manner pissed me off, and it made me think he either thought he had the upper hand or truly didn't care. I suspected it was the former, and the fact that I kept bending to his request provided credence to his view.
"Honey, Gwen and Charlie want to go to dinner Saturday," my wife said the following day after work.
For a moment, I was silent as I thought about what to say, and then finally answered, "We're busy Saturday."
"What...?" she asked in confusion.
"I traded you," I told her, which brought a gasp.
"Really? Are...are you sure? You want DeAnne?" she asked.
The way she responded made me think that she had taken my words from a few days ago as merely pillow talk. I could see tension in her body and her expression indicated confusion. It made me halt for a moment and rethink the encounter, as I thought maybe I had misread her interest in Falcon. Maybe, once had been enough for her. We stared at each other for a few more seconds, and then something I really didn't understand propelled me forward and I felt my mouth opening.
"Yes," I told her.
"Okay..." she replied with a nod of her head while she pretended to gulp.
After that brief exchange, we were surprisingly quiet with each other for the next two days. Saturday morning, she gave me several odd looks that I wasn't sure how to take, but when the time came to leave, she emerged in jeans and a simple top with her makeup freshly done. The drive went quickly and then we were in front of the same dive bar that looked like it was just opening.
"Enjoy DeAnne," she said.
"Thank you for making the sacrifice," I replied, using her logic and drawing a smile.
The place was empty and we spotted Falcon and DeAnne at the same table as before, although this time, they were alone. We received smiles from both of them when we approached and Falcon waved at us to take a chair.
"Baby, it's damn good to see you," he said to Chris.
"Thanks," she answered nervously as she blushed.
For the next few minutes, we held a stilted conversation with Falcon dominating. Then, without warning, he stood and reached out for my wife.
"Come on with me," he said, and it looked like we were going to split like before.
Chris rose and left with him and soon we heard the loud roar of his bike being starting. DeAnne stood, moved next to me, and put her hand on my shoulder.
"You keep surprising me," she said.
"On how crazy I am?" I asked.
"Or something..." she giggled, and then said, "Anyway, I'm glad you did."
With that, we left and drove to the small house she shared with the biker. Once again, we were the first to arrive, and although I wondered where they had gone this time, I didn't say anything to DeAnne. She guided me to the same bedroom started to undress and after a few seconds, I did the same. She inhaled my dick as soon as we moved to the bed and I fell back and tried to enjoy it while I waited for my wife to arrive.
DeAnne was relentless and worshiped my dick with her mouth while she teased my balls with her fingernails. When she knew she had me ready, she climbed on top and began a slow easy movement while occasionally leaning forward so my mouth could suckle on her nipples. She watched me closely and each time I started to build, she would slow down to keep me in an excited state without letting me release. Finally, having had enough, the next time I began to get close, I flipped her onto her back and pounded into her aggressively until I finally let go with a loud cry. Thoroughly spent, I collapsed onto her and fought to regain my breath as she slowly stroked my hair.
"Where are they?" I asked.
My recovery had reengaged my brain and looking at the nightstand clock I saw that it was almost three.
"I don't know," she answered, and then added, "Really, I don't."
"Call him," I demanded more than suggested.
"Maybe...wait just a little longer," she replied and I got the sense she didn't want to incur his wrath by interrupting.
I decide to accept her words and we lay together awkwardly as the minutes slowly rolled by. Finally, when a half hour had elapsed, I gave her a demanding look. She knew the meaning, and to her credit, she quickly found her phone and began dialing. Unfortunately, her first call went unanswered as did the second one fifteen minutes later along with the text that followed.
"Do you know where they are?" I asked aggressively, frustrated and now quite worried.
"No...no he didn't tell me anything," she replied nervously.
I sensed the change in her demeanor came from more than just my current agitated state. Whether she knew something and was hiding it or was truly in the dark, I felt she was concerned about the situation. Realizing that at the moment she was my only available ally, I forced myself to speak in a calm voice.
"DeAnne, I'm worried and I mean if you're guessing...where might they have gone?" I probed.
"I don't know. I'm being honest. I thought they were coming here," she replied, and in her eyes, I could see that she wanted to be believed.
Frustrated, I found my phone and quickly dialed my wife's number, but it went to voicemail, so I asked DeAnne to call Falcon. He didn't pickup either which put me back where we started. Any thoughts about sex with the pretty young woman were gone and I sat on the edge of the bed trying to determine the best thing to do. We made eye contact several times and I became more convinced that she was truly in the dark. Just as I was about to ask her to try the man again, a sound came from her phone indicating an arriving message. She immediately read the text, and the look on her face delivered the negative message before she spoke.
"You won't like it," she said, handing the phone to me.
Rather than words, the screen was filled with a picture of Chris wearing clothes far different than she had on when we split. She was now in cut-off, Daisy Duke style, jean shorts that were so small the white pockets hung below the frayed bottom and up top she was covered by a beige crocheted halter with wide mesh that left her waist exposed. The picture was taken with her back to the camera, but I immediately wondered how much of her front was exposed, especially since there were no bra straps evident. It was a slutty look that showed too much skin, and despite all that had already occurred, I was dumbfounded that she would agree to wear it without coercion. However, she showed no sign of distress and in her right hand was a plastic cup that I suspected was filled with alcohol of some kind. The background of the picture showed a line of trees indicating a rural setting and I hoped DeAnne might be able to discern the location.
"Do you know where they are from the photo?" I asked, handing her the device.
She looked at it for several seconds and then replied, "No, I can't tell."
I stared at her for several seconds and then a wave of anger hit me and I let out, "He sent it to piss me off. He can't even be given her without being a fucking asshole."
"She...I mean...she looks okay," she offered.
"Ask him. Ask him where they are," I demanded.
DeAnne quickly pecked out a message and sent it but the minutes ticked by with no response. Frustrated, I let out a deep sigh and fell back on the bed and almost immediately I felt her hand grasp my dick.
"Forget about her. Nothing you can do anyway. Besides, she's a big girl and she's not innocent like you think," she counseled as her hand started a slow tugging motion.
It wasn't long before I felt the bed move followed by her warm mouth enveloping my shaft. Her technique was masterful and despite all the chaos in my brain I could feel myself hardening. She had me open my legs, moved between them and was just restarting her efforts when her phone announced an incoming message. Instantly, everything stopped and she searched amongst the sheets for the device.
"What? What's it say?" I asked when she had it in her hand.
"Another picture," she responded while handing the phone to me.
It was another picture of Chris, still in the same attire, sitting on Falcon's knee with her arm wrapped around his shoulders. His arm was looped around her waist and his hand was planted low on her exposed tummy beneath a line of fringe hanging from the halter. They were both looking directly at the camera with Falcon providing an arrogant smirk while Chris showed a contented smile. In addition, her eyes had a soft, dreamy look that made me think she had already been fucked. There was no doubt she was aware of the photo being taken and it also meant that someone else was with them which made me nervous.
Studying the image more closely, I could see that my fears were correct as Chris' top had the same open weave on the front, and I knew that anyone close would be able to see her breasts and little nipples. Also, her position had made the shorts ride up high on her legs so that the crotch was pulled tightly against her mound. Somehow, this hard man had gotten into my wife's head, as well as her body, and now had her acting in a way that I would have considered unimaginable.
Over the man's right shoulder, I spotted what looked to be a small wooden structure that looked like it might be the corner of some kind of gazebo. Turning so DeAnne could see the screen too, I brought it to her attention.
"Is that a gazebo or patio of some kind? Do you recognize it?" I asked.
She looked for a moment and then stared at me for several seconds before saying, "I think that's Mad Dog's place. He has a house on the river that we go to sometimes for barbecues."
"Do you know how to get there? How far is it?" I responded anxiously.
"Like an hour. I think...you know...it might not be a good idea..." she began, but I cut her off.
"No, DeAnne. I need to go," I fired back, but after realizing how it sounded, I softened my voice and continued, "I really need to go. Please help me."
We locked eyes and there was silence for a long time. I sensed she was just about to speak when suddenly the quiet was pierced by the ringing of her phone.
"Falcon," she advised after a quick glance.
There followed a one-sided conversation that lasted for about a minute and the only words that came from the young woman was the occasional "okay". When it was over, she turned to me with an odd look.
"He wants us to come out. They're at Mad Dog's like I thought," she said.
I knew there was more she wanted to tell me, but I wanted to get moving so I held my tongue and got dressed. Unfortunately, DeAnne had to go through a primping process that probably only lasted ten minutes but seemed like an eternity. Finally ready, we took off with me driving and her providing a general sense of where we were headed. From her description, I knew it was a low, marshy area where a meandering river met the bay. At that point, the waterway was more a bayou than a river, and there were scattered fish camps along both banks that were little more than shacks. It was definitely a spot that was a far cry from the trendy bistros and cafes where my wife could typically be found.
"Who's with them?" I asked when we were on the highway.
"I don't know...Vince...maybe...maybe others," she answered.
"What are they doing?" I asked, and then realizing how it might sound, I added, "You know what I mean. Are the cooking?"
"They're partying I think," she replied.
"Partying?" I asked seeking clarification.
"Yeah...drinking, smoking and you know..." she explained.
At first, the full meaning of her words didn't register and we were another five miles down the road before it dawned on me, "Wait...are there other women their? Are you saying Chris is being...passed around?"
"I don't know for sure..." she responded, and then paused before adding, "Falcon just said that she was seeing things his way."
I drove as fast as I dared and for the remainder of the trip I tried to glean more information from DeAnne, but in truth she could only speculate. Unfortunately, her guesses always increased my concern and by the time we arrived I was highly stressed.
"Here?" I asked when we came upon a gravel road leading into some thick growth.
"Yeah, here," she said, and then seconds later she added, "Please be cool. You really need to be calm. Remember, you were the one that texted him."
There was no time to debate the point, so I merely nodded, but after several seconds, I realized her message was a good one. If I went in like a raving lunatic, there was no telling how things might turn out. No, the right approach was to stay in control. At least until the situation was understood.
There were four bikes and a pickup truck parked in front of a small house on stilts that was in desperate need of paint. Off to the right was a shed in even worse condition that looked like it was being used as a work space. Stairs led up to a small porch in the front and beneath the house, attached to the stilts, was a wooden lattice that shielded the back. However, through it we could see the flickering of a fire which indicated where everyone was congregated.
"Be cool," DeAnne counseled again as we got out.
As soon as we turned the corner to the back, I spotted the group next to a stone fire pit that sat at the bottom of some stairs that led to a back door. There was Falcon, Mad Dog and his wife Lola, Vince and Tommy. Unfortunately, there was no sign of Chris which sent a chill through me.
"Well look who we got here," Falcon called out when we were twenty feet away and then quickly added, "DeAnne take good care of you?"
"Where is Chris?" I asked, ignoring his words.
"She's inside. She should be down in a while," he replied, and when I made to move towards the stairs his voice became menacing, "Just you wait here."
Vince stood and stepped over to block the way and looking at the others, I could see they were all staring at me with big grins.
"What have you done to her?" I asked, rapidly losing my cool.
"We did what she wanted. She didn't mind," he laughed and the others joined.
"I got so tired of hearing her beg I had to quit watching TV and come outside," Lola said in irritating voice, reminding me what an evil person she was.
"Everyone?" I said in low voice as I felt DeAnne's hand on my arm.
"Yes sir. Mad Dog went after I finished because it's his place, and then Vince cause...ya know...they have something of a thing already, then Tommy got his," he explained providing more info than I wanted.
"Damn good pussy...damn good," Mad Dog announced which brought nods and supportive murmurs from the others.
I could see that even Tommy was grinning, and I was surprised by this given my support of him during the camping trip. It made me wonder if he had knowledge of my time with DeAnne and was holding it against me.
"We're giving her a break so you still got some time. Why don't you get some more from DeAnne there. Maybe Lola will let you use the other room," Falcon taunted.
"Hell, no. He can do it in his car. The house already smells like a bucket of fuck," the woman answered, which brought more laughter.
"Come on," I heard DeAnne whisper and she led me to the covered spot we had seen in the picture.
"Should I call the police?" I asked when were seated.
"I...I think he's being honest...I think she was okay with it," she offered.
"Why?" I probed.
"I just think she did..." she responded providing nothing tangible.
"But...I mean..." I started as I considered the consequences.
Potentially, I had come across my wife's gang rape, but if the message was true and Chris had consented, then involving the police, especially with this group, would not be a good thing. Deciding, that it was imperative that I talk to Chris, I stood and moved towards the stairs.
"I'm going in," I declared as I passed the fire.
I made for the landing but before I could reach it, a hand grabbed my arm and pulled me back. It was Falcon and he had fire in his eyes and for a moment I thought we were about to fight. I'm in decent shape and not afraid to get into it, although I seriously doubted I could take the man, especially with the others ready to assist.
"Vince, Mad Dog, hold him for me," he instructed and the two men quickly took up position on either side of me.
"I want to check on my girl first," he said to me, and then told the two men, "Hold him for about ten minutes and then he can come on up."
Quickly, he was up the stairs and into the house. DeAnne came and stood with me while I seethed with rage, and she tried several times to engage me, but I was too angry to speak. The seconds seem to crawl by and I swear they held me for closer to twenty minutes than ten, but finally I was free and with forced control I climbed the steps and entered the house.
My first impression upon entering was that it was much neater than I expected. The inside clearly was taken care of and bared no resemblance to the dilapidated exterior. I spotted a hallway to the right and made for it and as soon as I entered, I heard the unmistakable sound of sex. The noises were coming from a room with the door fully opened and it took only a few steps to arrive. As I drew closer, I was reminded of the obnoxious words of Lola as I was hit by the pungent aroma that I knew was the result of my wife's multiple takings.
As soon as I entered, I could see that the large biker was on his back, fully nude, with my equally naked wife riding him with a slow, easy movement. They were on a king-size bed that was high off the floor and were positioned, so that my wife had her back to me, although I could make eye contact with Falcon. In a small pile next to the bed I spotted her shorts and halter that had no doubt been unceremoniously discarded hours ago. The biker spotted me and a smile came to his face as his eyes went back and forth between me and my whimpering wife. Based on what I was witnessing I had to conclude that she had indeed been a willing participant in her gangbang.
"Your man's here," he suddenly said, and her eyes shot towards the door.
"Let me up," she said when he stopped her from climbing off him.
"No woman...keep going. He's got DeAnne with him," he replied and pulled on her hips.
"Let's go Chris," I said and stepped closer.
I was about to take her arm when I saw her hips roll forward slightly. It caused me to pause, and as I held eye contact with her, through my peripheral vision, I could see that she was still moving slowly on the man's big cock. It shocked me to think that after all that had already occurred, with me just feet away, Falcon's cock was still in control. It made me wonder if she was even aware of her movements.
"Where's DeAnne?" she asked.
Once more, I was shocked as the way it came out made me think that she was seeking an excuse to stay coupled.
"Did you have sex with all the men?" I asked, ignoring her question.
There was no verbal response. Instead, here head nodded quickly, and her affirmation, along with the look in her eyes, made it crystal clear she hadn't been forced. In reality, in the course of an afternoon, through the amazing powers of Falcon's cock, she had reached the exalted position of biker slut. I turned and left the room and went to the small living room to clear my head hoping that she would follow me shortly. However, rather than hearing the pattering sound of her approaching feet, it wasn't long before her sexual whimpers resumed.



My mind was in turmoil and I vacillated between demanding she stop and simply getting in the car and driving away. However, there was also a deep curiosity burning within me to see how she reacted to the man and despite trying hard to stay away, I soon found myself easing down the hall.
"Oh yes...oh yes...mmmm...I'm getting close..." I heard my wife pant.
Whenever she wasn't forming words, she serenaded her lover with a litany of sighs, moans and mews. The bed was now squeaking softly and the rhythm of it let me know that they were now moving faster. I suspected she was still on top and finally, with a deep breath, I peeked through the door and saw that I was correct. Fortunately, her body now blocked the man's face so I could watch unseen as they fucked.
"Baby, you sure like this fat cock." Falcon suddenly stated.
"Yes...yes...I love it..." she whined.
"You going to cum again?" he probed.
"Yes...I want to..." she responded.
"Who else got you off?" he asked.
"Vince..." she answered immediately.
"Yeah...I knew he would. You want him again?" he asked.
"I can't...got to go soon..." she grunted.
"Hell, no you don't...he's back with DeAnne...don't worry about that," he declared.
"Really?" she replied.
"Yeah...you want Vince next?" he pushed.
"Yeah...okay..." she said.
"Okay, baby. You get me a nut and you can have Vince again," he told her.
"Mmmmm...you want to cum in me again...you want to fill me up?" she purred in a voice I knew was intended to excite her lover.
"Fuck yeah..." he called out.
"Okay...take your pussy and fill it up," she moaned.
"Yeah...ahhhh...shit yeah...yeah..." he responded loudly.
At first, I thought he was ejaculating but looking into the room I could see Chris' mouth had found his nipples through the mass of hair. Her lowering allowed me to see Falcon's face and fortunately his eyes were squeezed shut as he enjoyed the attention.
"Like that?" she asked in a very low voice.
"Fuck yeah...damn bitch you're a hot fuck," he replied.
Suddenly, he started to move and I shrank back into the hallway. For a moment, I thought they might be leaving for some reason, but the sounds stopped and were almost immediately replaced by my wife's cries.
"Oh yes...oh yes...oh God yes..." Chris wailed.
When I dared look back inside, I could see that the biker had repositioned my wife so that she was bent over the high bed with her feet on the floor. He was behind her, with one hand on her shoulder and the other on her hip, pounding her hard which brought rhythmic grunts from both of them.
"Fuck yeah...definitely going to get a nut," he declared.
"Yes baby...do it...fill me up...fill up your pussy..." she cried out.
It took several more minutes for Falcon to reach the point of no return and their pace never slowed. Likewise, the sexual banter continued with my wife continually declaring that her pussy belonged to the biker. Finally, his climax drew near and he declared his intention to Chris.
"Get ready girl...here it comes..." he said.
"I'm close...I'm close...oh, fuck me good..." she whined.
Seconds later, Falcon took her hips in a death hold and pulled her tightly against him as he released inside.
"Uhhhh...yeah...here it comes...yeah...fuck yeah..." he yelled loudly.
"Don't stop...I'm close...so close...please..." she begged.
He gave several half-hearted thrusts before stopping and declaring, "Keep it for Vince, I'm done."
The last thing I saw of my wife that night was the wiggling of her hips as she desperately tried to re-energized Falcon's cock. In short order, I was out the door and down the steps and when I reached the bottom I told Vince he was wanted and then left with DeAnne. As soon as we arrived at her house, we went straight to the bed and I took her as powerfully as I could as my mind replayed the raw fucking I had seen my wife receive. The young dancer knew where my mind was and to her credit she gave me everything I wanted.
It was well past noon the next day when the roar of a motorcycle announced the arrival of my wife and her lover. Her passion satiated, she looked nervous and contrite as they stepped into the house. Unfortunately, Falcon had to rub my nose in it some before we were able to leave.
"I like this trading thing. Maybe we should make it regular," he said.
"No, we're done," I replied, taking the bait.
"Chris is for it. Aren't you baby?" he said, squeezing her ass through her jeans.
At first, she was silent, but finally she said in a low voice, "I'll leave it to my husband."
"Talk to him like we said," he responded while giving her an odd look.
With that, we were able to leave and we drove in silence for almost ten minutes before she broke the silence.
"I really screwed up. I went too far and I'm very sorry," she announced as a mea culpa.
"Okay," I replied.
After several seconds, when she realized I wasn't adding anything more, she said, "Okay? That's it? No yelling at me for being stupid? No talk of divorce?"
"Chris, we have tons to talk about, but not now. Now, I just want to get home," I told her, but recalling the interaction at Falcon's house, I asked, "Except, I do want to know what that discussion a few minutes ago was all about. Do you tell him we would meet again?"
"He talked about taking me to a rally for the weekend. I said...you know...in the middle of it all...I...I said it sounded fun," she admitted.
"Do you want to go?" I followed.
"No, of course not," she replied.
"Who were you with after I left?" I probed.
"Vince...I went with him to his place. Falcon came by this morning and got me," she explained.
"We're you with him again this morning?" I asked.
"Falcon?" she replied, and when I nodded, she said in a tiny voice, "Yes."
We drove the rest of the way in silence and by the time we arrived I knew I wanted to confront things so they didn't hang over us and fester. Thus, I stopped her from going to shower, opened a bottle of wine and poured each of us a large glass. We settled on the sofa and I could see that she was trying to shrink it to the corner, hoping to become very small.
"Why Chris? Why would you let them all?" I asked directly.
"I don't know...I really...I mean it's so hard to explain. I guess since we watched it happen to DeAnne it's just something that's stayed in my head. And then, he told me to put on this little outfit and it made me feel like DeAnne," she started, and then paused for a moment before continuing, "We were in bed doing it and he started telling me how hot I looked and that all the other men wanted me...and I guess I got too excited and said okay. I didn't think it would really happen until he came back with Mad Dog."
"And you let him," I replied stating the obvious.
"He talked me into it. He started touching me and I got excited and then suddenly he's naked and on the bed," she explained.
"And you let him," I said once more.
"Yes...I let him," she admitted.
"And the others?" I asked.
"I don't know...once it started...it just went on. I kept thinking about DeAnne in the tent," she said. I went silent as I absorbed her words, and before I could probe further, she asked, "What happened with DeAnne? Did you have sex with her?"
"Yes, of course. She even helped me search for you when you didn't show up at the house. Plus, she did her best to keep me calm so I wouldn't get beat up or killed by the crew," I replied purposefully.
"Sounds like quite the girl," she replied sarcastically.
"Yes, I think so," I said, not giving an inch, and then followed with, "But, let's get back to you. You know when I was there. When I was in the room and you were on Falcon. You could have climbed off and left but it sure seemed to me that you just couldn't leave his cock."
"You left! You went back to your girl!" she responded.
"I left because while I'm trying to talk to you, you're still moving your hips. You're still fucking him," I shot back as I lost my temper.
"You traded me!" she fired back, raising her voice as well.
"You love being traded. You love his big cock in you. I listened from the hallway while you begged for it and then made him cum so you could fuck Vince again," I yelled, now completely out of control.
"You're a bastard. You started this! You found them! It could have just stayed a...a fantasy but you had to make it real. Yes, I like his cock! What do you want me to say? I already told you it went too far and I was sorry...and ashamed. What do you want me to say?" she replied as the tears started.
"I want you to have boundaries...limits. Places you won't go. Right now, I don't know where they are," I said, forcing myself to use an even voice.
She was silent for a long time and her crying turned into soft sobs before she said, "You know, when you took me to that bar to meet them the first time, I didn't know what to think. I was shocked...and scared...and confused but I thought it was what you wanted...what you wanted from me. Then, they tell me you wanted me to be like DeAnne which I didn't understand. It was a big step...a huge step...and I was certain it would never happen again. Then, you do it again. You did it again! We never talked about it. You never came to me and said let's discuss it. You just went for it! I've told you I went too far, so you can be mad at me or you can never want to touch me again or you can divorce me, but I don't know what else to say."
"Okay, okay...fair enough," I said realizing screaming at each other wasn't productive, and after a short silence, I said in a calm voice, "Just answer one thing for me honestly."
"Okay, I'll try," she replied.
"Do you like having sex with Falcon?" I asked.
"Yes...yes, of course...you saw it," she responded without hesitation.
"Better than us?" I followed, cringing at what her answer might be.
"Are you nuts? It's just physical...raw...basic sex. It's not lovemaking... It's not fulfilling on anywhere close to the same level," she explained.
"I do love you. I was terrified when I couldn't find you," I said, deciding it was time to stop the interrogation.
"Am I damaged goods?" she asked as her face took on a vulnerable expression.
"No, of course not," I replied, forcing a smile.
We finished our wine, staying away from any more troubling conversation. I knew that in the days and weeks ahead we would return to it, there was still much to understand, but it had been a long twenty-four hours and we needed to clean our bodies and clear our heads. Chris headed towards the bathroom for a shower while I stayed on the sofa and thought some more. For some reason, of all the sordid activities it was the inability of her body to remain still on Falcon's cock that I kept coming back to. It seemed like the man held some sexual power over my wife and I knew deep inside that it was this element that had taken her to the decadent depths she experienced.
When I heard the shower stop, I headed that way for my turn finding my wife in her robe in front of the mirror. The water was both soothing and refreshing and by the time I was finished I had decided that Chris and I needed to make love. I knew it was important to put us on a trajectory towards healing, so as soon as I toweled off, I reached for her.
"Let's make love," I said softly.
"Okay," she answered enthusiastically.
I led her to the bed then helped her lay back with her robe tied. We started kissing and caressed each other tenderly as the minutes ticked by before I finally untied her robe and opened it to expose her breasts. I knew her body would be carrying marks but I was still stunned to see the plethora of marks, large and small, that covered her pert mounds. I couldn't help but wonder who made which one and how her body had reacted as they were placed.
"I know it's bad," she said when she caught my gaze.
Rather than respond, I opened her robe more to see what else I would find. For the most part, the marks were concentrated on her breasts, however as I looked further down, I noticed something low on her flat abdomen that was larger than a hickey. Chris exhaled nervously when I bent down to inspect it and as soon as it came into focus, I understood why. There on my pretty wife's tummy, close to her pussy, was a fresh tattoo, and even though it was swollen, I could make out that it was intended to be a stylized bird in flight. It was perhaps an inch and a half wide and an inch high, and the detail made it clear it had been done by an experienced hand. Instantly, I knew it was meant to be a falcon.
"Shit, Chris," I gasped, unable to take my eyes off it.
"I know...I know..." she whined.
"When? Who did it?" I asked.
"Kyle. He came to Vince's with Falcon," she replied.
"Why?" I asked, then added quickly, "Did they force you?"
"I don't know...no...I don't know why..." she said in a shaking voice.
Slowly, I rose until I was looking into her eyes, and for several seconds we just stared without speaking. I could see she was scared again and needed further comfort and reassurance. However, my mind was once more in turmoil as I contemplated the powerful message in the marking. Things had gone to a tawdry depth that I would never have imagined, with Chris being much more than a passive participant. Nonetheless, once more I concluded it had been my setup with Falcon, and now she needed comforting.
"You made a lot of sacrifices," I told her as I grazed her lips with mine.
A sigh came from her, as if her whole body had suddenly relaxed, and then she whispered, "For you."
I began exploring her with my lips, kissing and caressing her once chaste but still beautiful body. Finally, with my dick now swollen and throbbing, I decided it was time to make love. However, as I started to move over her, I spotted the bird again and for a moment I stopped and stared at it. Suddenly, a vision of Chris on her back being tattooed with her pussy gaping open and perhaps dripping flashed through my brain.
"Do you want to put one on me?" Chris whispered in a strange voice.
"Where? He already claimed your pussy," I shot back, failing to hide my irritation.
My words made her gasp and she was just letting her breath out when I entered. Her hands immediately went to my shoulders while her legs wrapped around my waist.
"It's yours, not his," she sighed into my ear.
"Is it?" I asked, purposefully challenging her.
"Yes," she moaned as I pushed deep, then added in a tiny voice, "Unless you trade me again."
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Mike Fitzgerald surveyed the traffic and tried to estimate what time he would arrive at work. It was a game he played to fill time on his morning commute that could vary from fifty minutes to an hour and a half. The reason for the long drive was the decision he and his wife, Lynsay, had made to live in a small town well past the suburbs of the city where he worked. In the beginning, it had been her idea as she had grown up in a small-town environment and had little interest in the chaos of the city or the blandness of suburbia. So, they had decided to trade off his commute for a better standard of living, and so far, they had been happy with the result.
Their town's population was 13,500 and it had a distinct downtown area with an old courthouse, a square with numerous shops and several restaurants. The city leaders were quite progressive in building a culture and there always seemed to be a function taking place. In addition, there were numerous well-maintained parks that were extensively used.
Mike was twenty-eight years old and worked in finance. They had moved to the area a year ago when he accepted his current job, and at the time, he thought he would occasionally be able to work from home. It had taken longer than he had expected for it to occur, but recently, he had been able operate at least one day every two weeks without going in.
Lynsay was two years younger than her husband and worked as a third-grade teacher in the local school system. She loved her job and got along well with her co-workers and the administration. Even better, she was truly enjoying her current class and felt she was really connecting with them.
Typically, Mike would leave the house just as his wife was stirring and return to find her preparing dinner. She understood the sacrifice her husband was making and did everything she could to make sure he dealt with minimal stress once he crossed the threshold. Since she had at least two hours once school was out, she would handle the family errands, workout to keep herself looking good, and spend time preparing a nice meal. Fortunately, Mike was pleased with her efforts and always made sure he offered sincere compliments.
"What's for dinner?" he asked as he looped an arm around his wife's waist and kissed her neck.
"Lamb chops...mmmmm," she replied, as her body shuddered from his touch.
Mike had worked himself up on the drive home and was hoping that he could entice his wife into some serious lovemaking. His plan was to dote on her to get her into a good frame of mind, see that she had several glasses of wine and then get her to snuggle with him on the sofa. If things went well, he would strip her and perhaps feast on her slit before taking her to bed. Fortunately, he didn't really think his plan would meet with much resistance as his wife enjoyed sex just as much as he did. Normally, she would defer to his desires and let him set the direction, and in all their time together the only thing she had denied him was her rear.
Lynsay Fitzgerald was 5'6" tall and weighed 125 pounds. She had gently-wavy shoulder length light brown hair, dark brown eyes, a medium complexion and pouty lips. On top, she had firm C-cup breasts, and as a result of her work out schedule, a tight behind and flat tummy. Despite her husband's pleas to shave, she kept a neatly trimmed covering of brown hair down below. She loved to dress fashionably, and although they were just starting out, she was able to create a nice ensemble on her limited budget. She had done a fantastic job putting stylish touches on their home, and when she wasn't spending time with Mike, or grading papers, she would work on the house. Recently, she had been focused on the yard, and would do the research on plants and shrubs while he did the planting.
"That was so good! You are so amazing!" the young husband declared when dinner was over.
"I know what you're after," his wife replied with an impish smile, accurately guessing his motives.
"What?" he replied with mock hurt.
"Just put your plate in the sink and pour us some wine," Lynsay laughed.
Mike was waiting on the couch when his wife appeared fifteen minutes later and he handed her the glass as she snuggled in close. Through the opening in her shirt, he could see the beginning of the swell of her breasts, and he had to fight the urge to thrust his hand inside. He truly loved his wife's breasts. They were perfectly proportioned, firm and crowned with small nipples, but the best part was how responsive she became when he played with them.
"What?" she asked with a grin when she saw his devilish stare.
"Just thinking," he replied.
"Of course," she answered sarcastically and pretending indifference, she started inspecting her nails, then added, "My manicurist moved to the city."
"The Vietnamese lady?" Mike asked.
"Korean, and yes, her," she acknowledged.
"Lynsay, I'm so sorry. What are you going to do?" he replied with his own sarcasm.
"There's a local lady I found, but she's not Asian," she answered, and then turned and kissed him passionately.
"I guess the conversation is over," the young husband panted when they finally broke.
"Try to keep up, honey," Lynsay giggled and found his lips once more.
Mike did exactly as he had fantasized on the drive home. Piece by piece, he got his wife naked and after spending some quality time on her breasts, he dove between her legs and feasted on her delicate and now very wet mound. When he had taken her to the peak of arousal, he pulled her the short distance to their bedroom where he took her lovingly and delighted in her passionate sighs.
Lynsay drove slowly down the street looking for the address. Unlike her previous manicurist, that worked out of a strip shopping center, she had been informed by the woman that she had a small studio attached to her house. If she would have known that before, she very well might have looked elsewhere, but here she was on the quiet, although slightly rundown street. Finally, she spotted it and was pleased to see the premises were neatly kept. Parking in the driveway as instructed, she took a few short steps to the outside door that was the entrance.
"Are you Lynsay?" a mid-thirties woman asked when it opened.
She was quite thin with strawberry blonde hair and the raspy voice of a smoker. In addition, she was dressed in jeans and a low-cut blouse that showed the tops of a pair of ample bosoms. In fact, they were disproportionate to her frame which made her suspect they were enhanced.
"Yes, and you're Connie?" she replied.
"Yes, that's me. Come on in," the manicurist said with a disarming smile.
The young wife stepped into the room and with a quick look around got her bearings. The space was small, likely no more than 200 sf., with most of the it filled by a manicure chair, a facial chair and a rolling cart with the equipment. In addition, there was a waist high refrigerator, with a microwave on top, and a full-height bookcase that was stuffed with nick-knacks. It was a legitimate set-up and coupled with Connie's bubbly demeanor, she felt her anxiousness drift away. She was directed into the chair and while the manicurist prepared, she was inundated with non-stop questions.
"No, we aren't from the area. We moved here a little over a year ago?" Lynsay replied to one of her probes.
"What brought you here?" the woman asked in her rough voice as she took the young wife's hand.
Lynsay explained the circumstances, and how, despite her husband's commute, they still felt they had made the right decision. She answered questions about her marriage and family and along the way learned that Connie was on her third marriage and had two teenage children that lived elsewhere. The woman explained that her husband was a carpenter and he had built the annex onto their house.
"We're all done," she suddenly declared.
"Ohhh...okay," Lynsay replied, and then added, "It went by so fast!"
"It's cause we were having fun visiting," Connie responded, joining in the laugh, and then continued with, "I do other things too like pedicures, facials, and waxing. I'm busy today, but next time you come if you want to do some more honey just let me know."
Minutes later, she was driving away pleased with the woman. She could definitely see herself returning and perhaps she would even take her up on her offer concerning other services.
It turned out that's exactly what happened because three weeks later Lynsay was on the phone with her scheduling an appointment that this time included a pedicure. As soon as she arrived, they picked up where they left off, discussing each other's lives, and when that was mostly done, Connie started shamelessly describing all the gossip in the community. In reality, the young wife knew none of the people she was referring too, but it was still entertaining and like the previous visit, they were finished before she knew it.
"The woman I go to for my nails, her husband is a carpenter," Lynsay told her husband as they stood outside inspecting several places that needed work.
"Is he any good?" Mike asked, and when he realized the silliness of the question, he continued before his wife could respond by asking, "Do you know if he works for someone else or for himself?"
"I don't, but I can ask her," she offered.
"Why not?" he said with a shrug.
An hour later, Lynsay extended her hand to her husband as he sat on the sofa watching TV, "Here. He works for himself and this is his number."
"What's his name?" he asked.
"Tucker, I think," she replied as she headed towards the bedroom.
The following Wednesday, Mike called the man and after a brief introduction they agreed that he would come by the couple's house on Saturday morning to see what was needed. He proved to be prompt and for the next half hour, the two men inspected the damaged areas and then moved into the shade of the garage to discuss specifics. Mike wasn't completely sold on the man as he seemed to be quite slow and interacted almost entirely with a flat expression. It didn't help that he had what would best be described as an extended mullet that fell to the middle of his shoulder blades. Also, there was a certain strangeness to his dress, as both his pants and shirt were neatly ironed, the tail was tucked in and his work boots looked to have been recently shined. In total, the medium-build fortyish man seemed almost like a cartoon character. However, despite his concerns, Mike found himself agreeing to the work at what he thought was a very good price.
"That is one odd guy," he told Lynsay when he entered the house.
"Did you give him the work?" she asked, a bit nervous about how a rejection my impact Connie.
"Yes, let's see. The price was good," he explained.
The job was completed in a day. On the following Tuesday, when Mike returned from the office, Lynsay took him out to see and they were both amazed by the quality of the work.
"So, you're happy?" she asked.
"Uh...yeah," he responded enthusiastically and then added, "I think we found a carpenter savant!"
His words made them both laugh and the young wife actually found herself a bit eager to announce her husband's delight to her manicurist.
"Tucker did a great job. My husband is very happy," she announced on her next visit which made the woman beam.
Over the course of four months, Lynsay visited the woman six times, receiving, a mani-pedi on each occasion. Their conversation was always free flowing, although Lynsay was significantly less forthcoming than the older woman, who had shared many personal things including, her breast job, the disaster of her first marriage and her sexless second. During this period, when the subject of Connie had come up with teachers at school, there typically was some chuckling and eye rolling, although no one ever made a truly negative remark.
"I'm not surprised. He's got a knack for working with wood," she replied, while she handled the file.
"I'm sure we'll have more to do," Lynsay offered.
Rather than respond to her words, the woman launched into more gossip and quickly all thoughts of Tucker ended. It filled most of their time, and on this occasion, the young wife had a faint knowledge of the people involved, so her interest was piqued. Connie was just finishing up when she looked directly at Lynsay and stunned her with her words.
"Do you shave down there?" she asked bluntly.
"Connie!" the young wife responded in shock.
"It's almost bikini season and they look much better when everything is smooth. Especially, on a body like yours," the older woman stated, completely ignoring her discomfort.
"I'm fine, really..." she replied, just wanting the conversation to end.
"What do you do? Shave?" she pressed, not getting the message.
"No, I trim," the young wife answered, deciding the woman wasn't going to give up.
"Lynsay, no one does that anymore. Everyone's slick! I got some time now if you want to..." she started before Lynsay interrupted.
"No, Connie...not today," she said, clearly uncomfortable.
With the session over, she made ready to leave and was forced to field several more attempts on the waxing before she closed the door. As she drove away, she realized that Connie had no filter. However, she knew the woman well enough to understand that she meant no harm and was merely oblivious to the awkward situation she had created.
"Hmmm...you should have," her husband replied, while fighting back a smile, when she told him about the exchange later that day.
She knew she shouldn't have been surprised by his remark as he had been pestering her to shave for years. Still, she felt he could have shown a little more sensitivity.
"I should have known," she answered in an annoyed voice.
"Why not? From what I've heard it's very common...almost mainstream," her husband offered.
"It's not common in this house," she fired back.
"Yes, that's true," Mike answered with intentional sarcasm.
It wasn't like him at all to belittle her and Lynsay was quite surprised. At first, the words felt like a jab to her female psyche, but as she considered them further, she became even more offended. She had always gone out of her way to be supportive of her husband, even when she didn't necessarily agree with him, so now she felt betrayed. She used all her willpower to hold in her anger and went about the day refusing to let her husband sense her annoyance. Later, when he reached for her in bed, she allowed him to climb on top of her and perfunctorily performed her duty, although she did so with no passion.
"What's wrong?" Mike asked after he had ejaculated.
The fact that he hadn't noticed her state until he was finished incensed her even more, but Lynsay remained stoic.
"Nothing. Just not in the mood I guess," she answered.
Mike knew there was something more but decided it was best to wait for her to tell him. She always had before, and besides, he was exhausted and ready to go to sleep.
Over the next few days, Lynsay's irritation disappeared. It just wasn't a big enough issue to dwell on and it was soon forced to the background by the demands of daily life. It was only when she was sitting in Connie's chair, several weeks later, that her mind returned to her husband's pointed comments. She expected the subject would be broached again and thought it likely that Mike would bring it up later, too. Their session was almost finished, and Lynsay thought she would get through unscathed, when the older woman did indeed try the up sell.
"You think any more about waxing? I think it would be good for you and the timings right," Connie probed.
"No, thanks," she responded, and after a short pause added, "Just not my thing."
"Well, I understand, but let me tell you it's the standard now. Every woman I know is slick. I do almost every one that comes in here and it doesn't matter if they are young or old or fat or skinny either. It's just the thing. And like I told you last time, on your body it would make you look even better in your bikini," she said, providing more details than the young wife thought appropriate.
At first, Lynsay didn't respond, but she knew the woman was sincere even if she was course, so she finally answered, "Connie, I just wouldn't feel comfortable...being...you know...exposed like that."
The older woman started to laugh, but quickly caught herself, and then replied, "Girl, trust me. I've seen plenty and it ain't a big deal."
"Not for you maybe! What about me?" she fired back.
It had been a quick exchange and when it was over, they stared at each other for several seconds before they both burst out laughing. The tension that had built in the room was instantly gone, and their giggles continued for almost half a minute.
"Okay, I get it," Connie said.
"Now I feel like a child," Lynsay responded with another short laugh.
"Honey, you're definitely not a child, but I don't want to make you feel bad. If it's not your thing, that's fine...it's cool," she said.
Strangely, her words came across as something of a challenge to the Lynsay, and joining the words were those of her husband. It seemed both of them looked at her as over-conservative and perhaps even a bit repressed. It made her wonder if she was truly out of touch and overreacting.
"How long does it take?" she heard her voice ask.
"Twenty minutes to an hour depending on how thick you are," Connie answered instantly.
"I don't know..." the young wife whined.
"Come over here," the older woman directed, and surprisingly, Lynsay found herself taking her hand and moving to the designated spot.
Lynsay was wearing a fluffy dress which was quickly pulled up to her waist and she felt her thong being tugged downward. When it reached her knees, she flinched for a moment and reached for the garment but before she could find it, the woman had it off her legs.
"Connie!" she protested.
"Oh, honey. You don't have much hair at all. You look like a little girl. This won't take long at all," she replied, ignoring the plea.
"Dear Lord..." the young wife sighed.
Seconds later, she felt the woman's hands on her pelvis and she could hear the snipping sound of scissors. Very few men and no woman had been this close to her sex and it created all kinds of strange feelings. She wondered if she should say something, but elected to stay quiet and focused her gaze on the ceiling tiles over her head.
"Your trimming makes things easy. Just a few places to get right and then we can go," Connie explained.
"Okay," Lynsay forced out.
It was all progressing rapidly and the she thought it might not be so bad when suddenly she felt the older woman lift her leg.
"Not much hair on your butt, so even easier," she laughed.
Lynsay could feel her entire body blush as she realized she just had her anus inspected. She thought about stopping the entire thing and leaving, but it felt like that would cause more embarrassment than just seeing it through. Now with closed eyes, she continued to contemplate what to do while listening to Connie move about. However, it wasn't long before she sensed the woman was back at her side.
"Glad I left this on," she said, and Lynsay felt the molten wax being spread over her vaginal area.
"Does it hurt?" the young wife asked, suddenly thinking about specifics.
"Some, but not too bad," she answered.
"Shit!" Lynsay cried out a minute later when a sudden ripping sound filled the room.
It was a very real stinging sensation as the follicles were torn form her skin, and much more painful than she had anticipated. The result was her breathing quickened and her body started to move in fear of the next action.
"That was a big one and there's one more and then it won't be bad," Connie explained.
Before she could speak, the next patch was pulled free and once again she cried out in pain. Lynsay forced her body to remain still, hoping that Connie's description was accurate. She felt more of the hot substance being spread around her labia and into her crack but, as promised, the subsequent removals were far less painful. When she felt lotion being rubbed into her abused skin, she thought they were almost done and it wasn't long before Connie confirmed it.



"All done and it looks great!" she announced.
She helped Lynsay sit up and the younger woman couldn't help but look down and inspect the work. It was shocking to see her sex completely void of hair and it reminded her of her pre-pubescent days.
"I feel silly," she told Connie.
"You won't feel silly when your husband attacks you tonight, and if you play it right, I bet you can get a nice dinner or a present out of it," she laughed.
With that, she dropped the thong into her lap and turned to clean-up. Lynsay quickly pulled the garment over her legs and pushed her dress down. It was when she stood that she first felt the difference. Now, it felt like she was naked and naughty beneath the dress, and the thong seemed to fit more sensually against her body. The ride home was more of the same as she found herself squirming on the seat from the new sensations. She thought about how to explain what she had done to her husband and was still undecided when she pulled into the driveway, so she decided to play it by ear.
She could barely contain her smile throughout the evening as she thought about her husband's reaction. Coupled with that were her own feelings that had changed from reluctance to excitement. The way it felt and the way it made her feel were knew and strangely made her feel more desirable. She was hoping that Mike would be in the mood and sweep her off to bed, but it was she that eventually took the initiative. Together in bed, she took her hand and began to stroke his chest. Since, she rarely was the sexual aggressor, her action instantly got her husband's full attention.
"What to make love?" Mike asked.
"Do you"" Lynsay replied, returning to her demure ways.
"Mmmm...hmmmm..." he whispered and turned to take her into his arms.
They cuddled and kissed for several minutes but it wasn't long before his hand found her erect nipples. After teasing them for a while, his hand began to descend and the young wife knew it wouldn't be long before her secret was discovered.
"Huh...what?" he suddenly let fly, which made her burst out in a giggle.
Mike had actually stroked her pussy for several seconds before the change registered in his brain which made his response somewhat comical. Nonetheless, he was undaunted and quickly moved his head down to inspect.
"I thought you might like it," she whispered.
"I'm going to turn on the light," he answered in an excited voice.
Seconds later, he was back and with her vagina bathed by the ceiling light her husband moved close to take in every detail. Lynsay knew she should feel embarrassment from being on display, but something about it was arousing and she actually felt herself lubricating more.
"Say something," she finally said after a long silence.
Her words caused her husband to look up, and he asked, "Who...I mean...when...tell me what happened."
Once again, Mike's clear excitement made her feel good, and she giggled for a few seconds before starting on the explanation.
"I had it done this time when I was getting my nails done," she said, and then quickly added, "I thought you might like...you know...a change."
"I do..." he responded as his smile broadened. He started to move in a way that let the her know their foreplay was over, and as he lined up, he announced, "Let's see how it feels."
"Mmmmm..." they both groaned in unison as his dick sliced its way inside.
Although Lynsay couldn't feel a huge difference, she did feel wetter, but the main benefit was the excited reactions from her husband. He was in the highest state of arousal she had seen from him in quite some time and was moving inside her with purpose.
"Ohhhh...uggghhh...uggghhh...do you like?" she forced out between her moans.
"Yes! My God what took so long? This is incredible," he panted.
His arousal acted as an aphrodisiac to her and it wasn't long before both of them were groaning and whimpering as they moved towards their releases. The waxing and the unveiling to her husband had initially made her feel somewhat vulnerable, but her husband's animated reaction was quickly morphing it into a delicious submissive experience. She was being taken, forcefully and completely, as a result of her "naughty" action and it was taking her to new sexual heights.
"Nooo...don't stop," she whined seconds later when her husband suddenly slowed.
"Baby, I got to...I'm too excited," he replied.
She stroked his back as he fought for control and when he began to hammer her again, she was thrilled that the feelings almost immediately returned. Lynsay had her feet resting on her husband's ass and her hands gripped his biceps. The way his body moved resulted in his chest occasionally rubbing her sensitive nipples and because it was random it teased her body and made her even more excited.
"Mmmm...ohhh...ohhh...this is so good..." she whimpered.
"Yeah...I'm going to do it all night," Mike declared.
"Okay...ohhh...mmm..." she began to speak, but suddenly the wave was coming at her and it hit just seconds later, "Ohhhhh...ohhhhh...oh my God...don't stop...don't...ohhhhh...oh please..."
Stars exploded before her and she could feel her pussy throbbing in a spasm that seemed to begin at her very core. It reached a crescendo but then stayed on a plateau as each thrust from her husband seemed to add energy. Then, in a foggy world, she heard a roar and it took her several seconds to realize that it was Mike releasing his semen.
"Ohhh...fuck...ohhhh Lynsay...oh baby...damn I'm cumming hard," he announced.
His movements quickly became erratic and then slowed leaving them an entwined sweaty mass heaving for air. Finally, after showering her with kisses that culminated in a deep, passionate and very wet connection, he rolled to her side. Within minutes, they were both asleep, but true to his word, her husband woke her later that night for another round.
"Well, tell me about it," Connie said after the young wife was seated for her manicure.
"What do you mean?" she initially replied, but when the meaning finally hit, she instantly blushed.
"Ha! Look at you. It must have been good!" the woman laughed.
"Connie! Stop," she begged.
"Okay, I got my answer," the older woman laughed.
They launched into their normal routine of chat interspersed with local gossip. In addition, Lynsay asked the woman if her husband was busy as they had some upcoming work and was told he had some availability. The session flew by and they were just finishing the pedicure when Lynsay nervously broached the subject of the waxing.
"How often are you supposed to get...you know...the treatment?" she asked.
Connie smiled, but didn't take the opportunity to tease her, "It depends. Everyone is a bit different, but the hair needs to grow out some to get good results. How long is it?"
"Not much...barely anything," she responded.
"I'm not surprised since you're not real thick. We can do it next time if you want," she said.
"Good, I'm not sure I could do it every time," she said, making them both laugh.
So, that established the routine. Every three weeks, Lynsay would get her mani-pedi and every six weeks there would be the added waxing treatment. Of course, her husband supported her continuation and even dismissed the idea of the additional cost. To him, it was a minuscule price to pay for his wife's smooth vagina and the increasing sexual interest that had come with it. They hadn't discussed it outright, and he wasn't completely sure it wasn't coming from his own actions, but Mike had seen his wife become much more adventurous. Now, she was always ready for lovemaking and they had experienced it in every room in the house, including the laundry room.
With regards to Tucker, the couple had hired the talented carpenter to perform two more projects and both had turned out well. The first was the simple replacement of some rotting siding, but the second was the building of a shed as an extension to their garage in their backyard. The speed, cost and professionalism of the man's work encouraged them to use him more, although they never really became completely comfortable with his strange ways.
"Connie said he knows how to build bookcases and do the staining," Lynsay told her husband.
They had considering a built-in bookcase in their hallway and, since it meant wood, they thought of Tucker. However, they didn't know if he was capable of doing the staining.
"Are you sure? I mean this isn't like slapping paint on the side of the house. There is technique involved," Mike countered.
"All I know is what she said. She said he has all the things he needs set up in the workshop behind their house," she told him.
"Probably best if I talk to him," Mike replied and with an affirmative nod of his wife's head, the conversation ended.
Several weeks went by, and on a Saturday when Mike was running errands close to Tucker's house, he decided to see if the man was home. He wanted to have a look at his shop and get comfortable with the man's finishing skills and didn't see an issue with dropping by since it was essentially his place of business. He parked in front and felt the pleasant breeze blowing as he walked up the driveway. Halfway, he spotted Tucker standing just behind the house with something in his hand, and he covered the distance before he was noticed.
"Tucker..." Mike began when he was close, but he was suddenly stopped by the strange look on the man's face and the sounds emanating from the open window.
It took a moment for his brain to process the information, but when it did, he realized he was listening to someone inside being thoroughly fucked. Bed springs were screaming and a high-pitched female whine filled the air that was joined by the repetitive grunts emitted by a male voice. In a matter of seconds, the planned interaction with the carpenter had become hugely embarrassing.
"Hey, sorry...I'll...I'll...call you later," Mike stammered and turned on his heels.
When he reached his vehicle, he realized that Tucker had not spoken a word during the brief interaction and it left him bewildered about the man's state of mind.
"You're not going to believe this!" he told his wife as soon as he stepped into the house.
"What?" Lynsay responded with interest.
"I went by Tucker's to check on his shop and I saw him standing near the back. When I got next to him, I could hear people doing it through the window," he fired out quickly.
"You mean sex?" his wife clarified.
"Yeah, there was a window open and you could hear it all," he explained.
"Who was it?" she asked eagerly, but still confused.
"I don't know. I was so embarrassed that I just left," Mike told her.
"What did he say?" she asked.
"Tucker? Nothing! The while time he doesn't say a thing," he replied.
"My God...do you think it was Connie?" Lynsay asked, now looking worried.
"I don't know...I mean...whoever it was...sure was having a good time," he said.
"I hope nothing bad happened...I mean...what if he shot the guy?" Lynsay asked nervously.
"He didn't seem angry...I mean...you have a point," he responded, now even more unsure about what he had witnessed.
"That is so awkward. We might have to find another carpenter...and manicurist!" his wife answered.
"As long as she does waxing," Mike said, and when he moved towards his wife, she playfully pushed him away.
The couple talked about what had occurred several more times over the next few weeks, but lacking any more information, it was impossible to determine with certainty the nature of the event. So, with deep trepidation, Lynsay set off for her next scheduled appointment with Connie. She had been back and forth about whether to keep the session, but despite their significant differences, she liked the woman, so she decided to give it a chance.
Connie met her in her normal boisterous way, giving no indication of anything amiss which instantly made her feel more comfortable. She even went so far as to decide that it had been a movie or computer porn her husband heard which was one of the things they had considered. Certainly, it wasn't the kind of thing you wanted people to know about, but it was a far better scenario than being caught actually doing it with others in your own home.
Lynsay had been freshly waxed during her last visit, so this one was going to be limited to a mani-pedi. Connie had finished the manicure and was well into the pedicure when she dropped the bomb.
"Well, I guess your husband told you about what happened," she said in her raspy voice.
Instantly, the young wife's body stiffened and she knew she had declared her knowledge in a non-verbal way. Still, she tried to act confused.
"What...what do you mean?" she asked.
"What happened when he was here. What we were doing," she replied.
In reality, they weren't certain what had occurred and the matter-of-fact way the woman was going about the explanation provided her hope there was a reasonable explanation.
"I...I...don't know Connie. We didn't discuss...anything..." she stammered.
"You mean like there was no reaction from him the first time you got waxed?" the woman answered sarcastically.
Her statement was intended to remind Lynsay of her attempt to avoid describing the sex the couple had experienced as a result of her newly smooth mound. It was also meant to tell her she didn't believe that her husband had not describe what he had witnessed.
"Really, Connie...its none of our business," she said after several seconds of silence.
Strangely, the older woman, acting like she needed a confidant, decided to launch off on a detailed description, "It really is Tucker's thing. At least it started that way. He gets excited seeing me with another man and has this friend over in Carsonville that drops by sometimes."
"Uhhh...okay," Lynsay replied, truly stunned by her words.
"Yeah, it was Tucker's thing, but I'm kinda liking it now, too. Variety ain't bad," she said with a laugh.
After the admission, there was silence in the room and with each passing second it became more awkward. Lynsay felt like she had an obligation to say something, make some kind of statement, but it was so completely bizarre that she couldn't think of anything.
"How much...I mean...when..." she started but was incapable of completing the question.
Connie, evidently happy with the engagement responded anyway, "Not too often, about once a month or so. Been doing it for about a year."
For some reason, Lynsay was encouraged by the fact that she hadn't been struck dead by a bolt of lightning, or slapped silly by the woman. It allowed her mind to calm, and her thoughts went to gathering information she could discuss later with Mike. So, she began to formulate another question.
"You always do it here?" she asked.
"Yeah, right through there," she said, pointing towards the door that connected to the house.
"Doesn't Tucker get jealous?" she asked.
"I push him on that but he says no...says he likes to see me doing it," Connie explained.
"Wow, that's pretty wild," Lynsay said, hoping it wouldn't be taken as judgmental.
"It's different, that's for damn sure, but what the hell. And, like I said, variety ain't bad," she replied, and following a short silence she added, "Keep it to yourself if you don't mind. I told you because...you know...your husband found out, but I don't want all the gossip queens going crazy."
"Of course, I understand completely," Lynsay responded.
Just like her husband had when he heard the sex, Lynsay raced home to tell him what she had learned. She was disappointed to find that he was gone and considered phoning him, but decided she would wait. Her anxiousness caused her to nervously bounce around the house and when she heard his car, she met him at the back door.
"You won't believe what I found out," she said excitedly.
"What? Tell me..." he replied, knowing by her look it was something big.
"Connie told me what happened. It was her! But you won't believe the rest," she said then paused for effect.
"Tell me," Mike responded eagerly.
"Her husband...Tucker has her do it with another guy! His friend. She has sex with him to make him happy, but she admitted she liked it, too," Lynsay explained.
"You're joking!" he replied, dumbfounded by the bizarre information.
"I'm not!" she declared.
There was a pause in the conversation as the message was absorbed by Mike, and then he asked, "Why did she tell you?"
"Well, because of you. But I think maybe she also wanted to confide to someone. She swore me to secrecy," she told him.
The couple had moved to the kitchen and were leaning against the counter as they talked. Their smiles and eye rolls demonstrated they were more amused than put-off by the woman's admission. Lynsay turned to grab a soda from the fridge and when Mike saw her shapely rear a thought flashed in his brain.
"Did you get waxed today?" he asked.
"No! Thank God it wasn't scheduled for today," she replied.
For some reason, the thought of his wife laying naked while being denuded of pubic hair as the woman told her tale, touched a nerve. Seconds later, when Lynsay had her back turned again, she felt his arm wrap around her waist.
"Mmmm..." her husband sighed as he pulled her tight.
"What do you want?" she giggled.
"You...in bed...right now," he responded as his hands found her breasts.
Giggling, she let him lead her to the bedroom and quickly they were both naked. Knowing it had been too long time since he went down on her, Mike dove between her legs and began teasing her with his tongue. He loved her taste and the way she reacted to his play. Usually, it was the fastest way to get her to orgasm, and once there, she could be kept on a nice plateau. Rarely, she would spin her body and use her mouth on his dick in a sixty-nine. Mike loved when she did so, but Lynsay was more about receiving oral pleasure than giving. While he relished the act, she did it more out of obligation.
"Mmmm...baby," she whined mere seconds into his play.
"You're so wet," he declared as his tongue moved through her slit from bottom to top.
"For you..." she whispered.
Mike teased and toyed with her sensitive spots until she was whimpering and squirming and then started a rapid-fire flicking of her small clit that always drove her over the top. True to form, it didn't take long at all for her to start the countdown to an orgasm.
"Ohhh Mike...ohhh...ohh baby...what are you doing to me..." she panted, and knowing she was very close, he stayed focused. Seconds later, her release arrived, "Ohhhhh...ohhhh...uggghhhh...ohhhh..."
Initially, her hands were pressed against the back of his head as if to hold him in place, but after the first wave swept through her, she began to pull on his shoulders. He knew from experience what she wanted and he quickly lifted over her and drove his aching dick into her opening.
"Ahhhh..." he groaned from the incredible feeling.
"Do it...please..." she begged, wanting him to extend her climax.
He began to move deliberately and it brought a fresh wave of excited sounds from her. He was close to his own release, but wanting her to get her fill, he held back until he sensed it was over. Then, concentrating on his own pleasure, he moved until he felt his balls begin to tighten. The euphoric feelings were right behind and he pushed deeply into her and held his body stiff as his semen jetted.
"Ohhh, Lynsay...damn...ahhhhh..." he groaned, and then collapsed onto her body.
Together they panted and their bodies continued to heave until Mike regained enough strength to fall to her side. Lynsay wormed her body against his and he looped on arm over her and rested it on her breasts.
"I'm shattered," she sighed.
The young husband was proud about how he had performed. It was always thrilling to bring his wife to a fulfilling orgasm and he sensed that this one had been complete. He cuddled closer to her and as they exchanged soft mews of pleasure, he recalled how quickly they had gone from discussing the manicurist to landing in bed. He had to admit that the decadent story his wife had told had partially aroused him and he wondered if the same was true for her.



"She said she liked it?" he suddenly asked as he started to tease a nipple.
"Connie? I guess she said she was starting to. It didn't seem like she did at first," his wife replied softly.
"It's so wild...so...shocking. I mean you hear about these types of things, but you never think you'll be so...close," Mike replied.
"I know. I mean she's country and not very educated but she's very nice. I would never have guessed," Lynsay responded.
Mike's hand was now fully massaging her breasts and it wasn't long before his wife turned so they could kiss. It began with gentle touches of their lips but progressed rapidly until they were experiencing a deep, passionate connection. Then, they made love again, albeit slower and without the fire that had driven them before. When it ended, they were quickly asleep and didn't wake until the sun was setting.
For the next few days, they continued to discuss what they had learned and Lynsay wondered if she should continue to see the woman. When she brought it up, she had expected a reaction from her husband, but he seemed largely indifferent. He didn't see it as a moral dilemma but merely one of comfort. If it made her too stressed, then she should go elsewhere and he left it up to her to decide.
She let the matter rest for some time and it was only when her scheduled visit was a few days away that she forced herself to weigh things and decide. Since talking it over with Mike, she had slowly softened and now appreciated his more open view. Plus, she did like the woman as she thought deep down, she had a big heart. So, the day before the appointment she called to confirm.
"I'm glad you didn't get scared off," Connie greeted her the next day.
For just a moment, she got a nervous shiver and she felt a quick blush race through her, but she quickly recovered and replied sarcastically, "Takes more than that, Connie."
The older woman thought her comment was hilarious and launched into a huge laugh. Her response made Lynsay laugh as well, and it took some time before they calmed down. With the ice now broken, they started the session in a pleasant way. They progressed through her hands and feet while freely chatting and it was only when it was time for her waxing that Lynsay started to feel nervous. She wasn't completely sure if it was just her normal discomfort with the procedure or if there were lingering issues with Connie's sex, but she came close to declining. In the end, it was due to her fondness for the older woman and the fact that she might be insulted that made her proceed.
"Yup, I think six weeks is just right for you," she said when her mound was revealed.
"Don't make it hurt," she whined as she always did, which brought a giggle from the woman.
"Don't be a baby," she answered and lightly slapped her thigh.
It went quickly, and before she knew it Connie was finished, as she prepared to depart, Connie said to her, "Thanks for listening...and not getting mad when I told you,"
There was a vulnerability in the woman's eyes that she had never seen before, and it made her stop her movement towards the door.
"You're welcome Connie. I can't say I understand, but I know you're a good person," she said sincerely, and the older woman's face exploded in a big smile.
"I'm not sure I understand everything either but...you know..." she responded seconds later, still showing a grin.
"You can explain it to me when you figure it out," Lynsay said.
Her words were meant as a closing statement, signaling her departure, but a strange look appeared on the manicurist's face. She thought maybe her words were too bold and she had insulted the woman, although her face showed something that didn't look like anger.
"If you want to watch sometime, maybe you can help figure it out," she finally responded.
The message momentarily floored Lynsay and she stood speechless for several seconds before she was able to form a sentence, "Uhhh Connie...no... I couldn't do that. It wouldn't be right."
"It would just be watching, but yeah you're probably right...a thought though," she answered.
With that, Lynsay was quickly out the door, and as soon as she reached her car, she knew she had another bizarre story to tell her husband. Fortunately, this time he was home when she arrived and she called him to the kitchen as soon as she entered.
"Did you get the waxing?" Mike asked when he joined her.
His initial thought was her nervous energy had something to do with the waxing and he hoped she hadn't suddenly got cold feet. She gave him an annoyed look but she let it go quickly as she was very eager to tell him what had occurred.
"You really won't believe this. I mean you really won't," she forced out with a deep breath.
"What? Tell me!" her husband demanded as he realized this was about more than the procedure.
"I got asked to...witness the next...sex thing. The next time Connie's with that guy," she said swiftly.
"You're joking! How? I mean tell me what happened," her husband demanded.
"I was leaving and she told me thanks for listening. Meaning, about the sex thing and I told her I didn't understand but I liked her and the next thing I know she's saying I can be there! I mean that's basically it," she explained.
Mike could see that her face was showing excitement, rather than distress, which emboldened him to pursue some clarifying questions.
"Why be there? So, you will...understand?" he asked.
"Yes...I think that's what she meant," his wife confirmed.
"Was she serious? I mean this sounds like it was maybe a joke," he asked.
"She was very serious," she countered, and quickly added, "Totally serious."
"Are you going to? What did you say?" he followed, unable to hide his smile.
"Jerk...I'm done with you," she replied with an irritated look.
"Come here," he laughed and pulled her into his arms, and when they were tightly embraced, he continued with, "So damn strange."
"I know...I mean just wow!" she replied, and when she suddenly felt her husband's lips on her neck she added, "What do you want?"
Without speaking, he started unbuttoning her sleeveless blouse, and when it was open, his hand reached beneath her bra and began to maul her firm breasts. His efforts, coupled with the kisses he was planting on her neck, soon had her mewing softly, and when her hand went to the bulge in his jeans, he knew she was excited and it was time for more.
"Here, on the floor or in bed?" he whispered into her ear.
"The bed...I just mopped in here," she giggled, pleased with her wit.
Chuckling too, Mike directed her to the bedroom where he made her stand still as he slowly and sensually stripped her body. When she was naked, he had her remain before him as he inspected her freshly prepared pussy, and then with a swat on her ass, he directed her onto the bed.
"I'm going to lick you until you beg me to stop," he declared, eager to run his tongue over her smooth surface.
"Mmmmm...promise..." she giggled.
Mike's head was already close to the prize and when his tongue landed, he could tell his wife was already soaking wet. He knew it hadn't all occurred as a result of their brief foreplay, which meant she had reacted to the message Connie had delivered. It was a surreal thought to consider, but he could reach no other conclusion. It was something he would definitely want to pursue later, after he had fully enjoyed himself.
He began down the well-learned path that he knew would bring his wife to a wonderful orgasm. However, after just a few minutes, he decided to change and proceed more slowly. He wasn't sure exactly why he made this decision, whether it was just for the sake of change or if there was a more fundamental reason, and it wasn't long before his wife noticed, too.
"Go faster..." she whined.
Mike ignored her demand and it wasn't long before her responses made him smile inwardly. With her mind locked onto the thought of the climax that she could have if he would just do it in the normal way, she began to move her body to make up for his languid pace. At the same time, her sounds became more urgent and needier, which greatly pleased the young husband. It gave him a sense of power to be in complete control of the lovely woman, and he liked the desperate way his wife was acting.
"Do you want to cum?" he teased.
"Yes...quit being mean..." she cried out.
He began to work her faster, giving her what she wanted, but when she reached an advanced state, once again he slowed which made her whimper in frustration. Twice more, he did the same thing, but on the third time he maintained the pace and it wasn't long before his lovely wife was on her countdown for a monstrous launch.
"Ohhhhh...ohhhh...ugghhhh...ugghhhh...oh God yes...of yes...yes..." she moaned loudly and Mike could feel the contractions start in her pussy. He was about to rise to enter her, following the standard playbook, when suddenly another wave hit his wife, "Oh my God...ohhhh...oh yes...mmmmuuughhhh."
With a quick move she turned into loose fetal position and Mike watched with keen interest as her body was wracked with spasms every few seconds. In addition, he saw that with one hand, she was pinching a nipple. While the orgasm was now all hers, and it lacked their connected intimacy that he loved, he was excited to see how completely she had let go.
"Baby..." he whispered when her shaking finally stopped.
"I can't move...what did you do to me?" she moaned.
Gently, he pushed her shoulder and with a whimper she turned to her back. Mike was able to open her legs enough to get into position and with one hand he guided his dick into her dripping hole.
"Mmmm..." he let out and he felt his wife's arms drape over his neck.
He moved slowly, wanting to wait for her to return before things became serious, and fortunately it didn't take long. The first indication was when her legs spread wider and rose slightly and then her arms moved from his neck and her hands landed on his biceps. The final signal was when she let out a deep and extended sigh.
"Why did you make me wait?' she moaned.
"To make it bigger," he answered softly as his lips found hers.
"It was big," she said in a tiny voice when they broke.
Now that she was with him, he started moving faster, and quickly her moans and grunts joined his.
"You should visit Connie every day. I think her stories turn you on," he said, deciding to push a little.
"Uh uhhh...your tongue did," she sighed, showing no concern about his statement.
Mike was silent for a time before he asked her, "Do you want to accept the invite?"
This time, his wife opened her eyes fully and stared into his, but thinking it was merely a playful tease, she replied, "Maybe..."
"Good, it will get you hot and we can do this again," he answered.
Lynsay knew that the interaction with Connie earlier in the day had made an impact. She had a nervous energy about her on the ride home that she didn't fully understand and as soon as soon as Mike touched her all she could think about was sex. However, she didn't think it was that obvious and was now nervous he had noticed.
"No, it won't," she finally replied, unable to think of anything else to say.
"It did today, you were so wet," he pressed.
"Ssshhhh...make love to me," she responded.
Mike accepted her rebuke and concentrated on his movements. He knew she had become a bit disoriented by the exchange, so he waited until she was purring again before he spoke.
"You should...I want you to," he offered between his grunts.
There was no immediate answer, and he began to think she was going to ignore him, when in a tiny voice she asked, "Why?"
"See what happens...see what it's all about..." he responded.
"No... it's too...I don't know...dirty..." she said in the same low voice.
While her words expressed reluctance, her body delivered a different message. He felt her legs wrap around his waist and her hands moved from his arms to his back and began to sensually stroke him with her nails. Knowing he was on the delicate edge, but receiving enough of a response to provide some encouragement, he continued to talk.
"I don't know...no one will know. Anyway, it would be interesting to see once," he said.
Again, there was some silence, and then his pretty wife said, "Hush...no more..."
Between the feelings of his wife's body and the erotic nature of their brief discussion, Mike was quite close to finishing. He gauged Lynsay's arousal and sensed she was far away, so he gave himself permission to let go and soon he was shooting his seed. His wife gently stroked his hair as he recovered, but neither spoke. Later, he took her to dinner and doted on her, wanting to ensure that she didn't carry any anxieties. There were several times he thought she was about to raise the subject again, however, each time the moment passed.
Three days later, she did raise the subject again. They were together in the living room enjoying a glass of wine and Mike could tell something was on her mind. Finally, she gathered enough courage to speak.
"Why did you say those...those...you know...things about watching?" she asked with a worried look.
Mike knew she would return to the subject at some point and had actually thought through two different explanations. One was to merely claim it was sex talk, a product of too much excitement and ask for forgiveness. He knew she would easily accept this and it would be over and done with. It was definitely the safe path although it wasn't very interesting. The other approach was to continue to encourage her and see how she responded. Her partially aroused state following the two exchanges with the older woman intrigued him, but exploration in this area was unfamiliar ground, and it could easily blow up in his face if she suddenly became offended.
"I'm not totally sure, honey. As I thought about it, it just seemed kind of interesting...different. Strange for sure, but also...you know...erotic...seeing it real...I never have..." he answered.
In the span of just a few short seconds, he had decided on the vector of exploration and now waited to see how she would react.
"You weren't serious about wanting me to watch though?" she tried to clarify.
Knowing he needed to back off, he gave a vague reply, "I certainly don't want you to be uncomfortable."
Lynsay's eyebrows furrowed for an instant and then she returned to normal. However, she changed the direction of the conversation and from then they discussed less controversial things. Mike accepted the fact that she was retreating from the subject, but let it go knowing it was better to let things percolate.
Three Saturday's after her last visit, the young wife pulled up to Connie's house and made for the side door. The manicurist answered her knock within a few seconds and ushered her inside in her normal gregarious manner. After just a few pleasantries, she started on Lynsay's hands and soon they were involved in an interactive chatting session that bounced between subjects. Seamlessly, she transitioned to her feet while they continued to talk. She was a bit surprised that the older woman hadn't returned to the subject of her extramarital sex, and decided it was because she didn't want to make her uncomfortable. For some reason, the more Lynsay thought about it, the more compelling it became and it wasn't long before she found herself actually hoping the subject would arise. However, when the work on her feet was winding down, she knew it was unlikely to happen.
"Any more...uhhh...encounters?" she asked, surprising herself with her boldness.
Connie laughed, and said, "Girl, you got good timing. It's happening as soon as I'm done here."
"Oh...uh...okay..." Lynsay forced out, not expecting for it to be made so real.
"Oh, honey...look at you getting all red," the older woman said.
"Well, I didn't expect you to say today...now...you startled me," Lynsay said in defense as she nervously giggled.
"You put anymore thought into what I said? Tucker said it would be okay," she asked, and although her question was vague, she knew exactly what it meant.
"No...I mean...I can't do it...I couldn't..." she stammered.
"Did you tell your husband?" Connie asked, and Lynsay thought her look became quite pointed.
"Yes...I did," she replied, hoping the woman wouldn't see it a breach of her promise.
"What'd he say?" she asked.
"Nothing...I mean...nothing really..." she responded nervously.
"What?" she pressed.
"He thought it was...you know...different, I guess. But he didn't get upset or anything," she replied, trying to be delicate.
"Not even the watching?" the woman asked.
Lynsay hadn't expected such a direct and determined question and she struggled to think of a way to answer.
"He...I don't know...I guess he basically left it up to me," she finally answered.
It wasn't the way she expected her words to come out and as soon as they did, she felt a wave of embarrassment sweep through her body. She knew she was blushing and she had averted her eyes from the woman, too.
"Men," Connie chuckled and suddenly stopped asking questions.
Lynsay was thankful for the reprieve and sat in silence for the few minutes it too the woman to complete her task. When she moved away, indicating she was finished, she was about to stand when the woman turned and spoke again.
"Offer stands if you want...seems your husband gave his permission," she said.
"Connie!" she responded feeling embarrassed once more.
The woman laughed deeply, which surprised Lynsay, and then she said, "Look, I'm going to leave you. Put your money on the counter, and if you want, just go through the door."
With that, she stepped to the door that led into the main part of the house and was quickly gone. Lynsay rose, put the bills on the table and then turned towards the outside entrance. However, after taking a step, she stopped and contemplated the woman's offer. She was ashamed to admit to herself that there was something about the act that piqued her interest, and Connie's statement about her husband's permission churned in her head. Several times, she told her feet to move and take her to her car, but they wouldn't respond. She realized she had remained in the room for an inordinate amount of time after the woman's departure, and now her thoughts went to Connie. Was she already in place and engaged in sex or was there some process, some foreplay, before it occurred? It made her wonder what she would find if she dared enter.
With her body shaking, Lynsay turned and moved with slow steps towards the door that led into the house. She told herself that she would stop there, perhaps listen, and think about it some more. In fact, that's exactly what she did, and although no sound emerged, her mind bounced back and forth between Connie, her husband and herself.
"This is so stupid," she said out loud, and turned to leave.
However, Lynsay's feet stopped before she reached the door to freedom. Freedom that would relieve her of the strange desire to see the carnal act that was going to take place just a room away. Once again, her thoughts went to her husband, his questions and his interest. Suddenly, she was agreeing with the older woman. Her husband had indeed given his permission. In fact, it could easily be construed as encouragement.
Lynsay tapped lightly on the door and then slowly turned the knob. It moved freely in her hand, and when the inside was revealed, she could see she was looking down a short hallway with an open door on her left, a short distance away. There were no sounds, and with great trepidation, taking slow measure steps as if her feet were encased in concrete, she approached the opening.
"Hey, girl. I thought I heard the door. Why don't you sit over in that chair," the woman said, pointing towards the corner, and there was no surprise in Connie's voice that she had appeared.



Glancing about quickly, Lynsay could see she was in a small, austere room with a queen-sized bed in the center. The older woman was laying on top of it wearing a thin robe, and gave her a small, knowing smile. It was quite warm in the room as the two windows on the back wall were open, and a breeze was causing the curtains to flutter. Outside she could see two men talking with one being Tucker. She could only see them from the shoulders up, but the other man was both taller and larger than Connie's husband, and appeared to be younger, too.
"Tucker decided he wanted to chat," she said in faux disgust.
She had anticipated that they would be in some state of sexual activity, so now she felt even more awkward. She thought about trying to discreetly leave, but she knew she would disappoint Connie, and for some reason that mattered.
Suddenly, the larger man departed her view and seconds later she heard movement in the hall. Then, he was stepping into the room and seemed to fill it with his size. He looked at her for a moment, but somehow, he seemed to know she would be there and showed no surprise. Quickly, his attention turned to the bed and his regular lover. They exchanged a few light words, and then without ceremony, he started to undress. Now, the sordid reality hit the young wife with full force and she had to force herself to remain seated. Up close, Lynsay could see that he was indeed younger than Tucker and she guessed he was in his mid-thirties. As his body started to appear, she could see he had a barrel chest and a bit of a thick waist, although he wasn't flabby. In addition, when he was down to his boxers his heavy, muscular thighs were revealed. In total, he looked like an ex-football player that might have played linebacker.
"Lynsay, this is Bo," Connie said as the man positioned himself at the foot of the bed.
He looked her way and nodded, but didn't speak, and the young woman made a tiny gesture with her head. Then, his hands went to his boxers and as they went over his hips a very healthy cock sprung free. It hung down in a lazy arc indicating that he was partly aroused. All the penis' she had seen in her life had been about the same size, but this one was both longer and thicker. Plus, it had a bulbous head that looked like a small crown. She realized she was staring and was relieved to see that no one had noticed when she broke her gaze.
"Why do you always wear that robe? You know it's just coming off," Bo asked with a heavy country accent.
"Just to give you something to do," she replied with a laugh, and their interaction made Lynsay feel that they were quite comfortable with each other.
He took his cock in his hand, began to pull on it, and then knee walked onto the bed until he was between the woman's spread feet. Connie was staring directly at the large instrument as she opened her robe which revealed a skinny body, a bad boob job, and a large tattoo of a young girl that began on her hip and descended down her thigh. However, what Lynsay found most surprising was the thick nest of dirty blond hair that filled the space between her legs. It wasn't expected and she wondered how the woman could have been so determined for her to wax while eschewing the condition for herself.
"You ready?" Bo asked when he had his cock mostly hard.
The older woman nodded rapidly as she stared at the organ, and Lynsay realized there would be no foreplay, no tender moments. Instead, they were going straight to intercourse and when he started to move into position, she saw Tucker staring through the window. It felt like her body temperature had risen since she entered the room, and as she watched the couple on the bed, she realized she was experiencing some anticipation. When he got close, his large body blocked Connie's pelvic area, but her sounds announced the arrival.
"Ugggghhh...damn...ever time..." she grunted, and then just a second later added, "Uggghhhh..."
The man's hips moved for a few more seconds and then he stopped. Lynsay assumed he was giving the woman's vagina a chance to adjust, and when he started moving again a minute or so later, she knew she had been correct. The speed picked up quickly and it wasn't long before he was thrusting into the woman with a full, deliberate pace. Connie was clearly enjoying his efforts as she was moaning and grunting in rhythm, her fingernails were dug into his broad shoulders, and her legs were now squeezing his hips.
"You still like it?" Bo asked.
"Fuck yeah..." she answered instantly in an excited voice.
Lynsay realized she was staring intently at the couple and a corona had built in her vision that created a tunnel vision effect. In addition, she could feel her tight nipples aching beneath her bra, and knew she was oozing between her legs. She had watched a little porn with her husband, which she found forced, but certainly had never seen others doing it in real life. She knew that she should be feeling some disgust for playing the voyeur, but at the moment, she was too damn excited to care.
"Uhhh...yeah..." the man said as he started a rapid movement.
"Oh yeah...fuck me...fuck me good...take it..." Connie called out.
Something made Lynsay glance towards the window and saw Tucker watching intently. She didn't understand his motivation for letting Bo be with his wife, but it was clear he was enthralled by the scene. When high-pitched squeal started coming from Connie, she took her eyes back to the bed, and saw that her legs had been pushed back so that her knees were practically touching her breasts. The man was working her harder, putting an extra push at the end of each motion which was driving her crazy. He had the bed springs squealing loudly and there was also the wet, smacking sound of Bo's thick cock pistoning into Connie's pussy.
Lynsay had become highly excited and she had to consciously force her hands to remain still as they wanted badly to move to her breasts. Her tunnel vision had become even more profound and she could tell her panties were soaked. Then, after a long whimper from Connie, a vision appeared in her brain of her beneath the man being madly driven to orgasm by his fat tool. She could feel it between her legs, deep and powerful, finding places never before reached. She looked from the bed to the window quickly and when she saw that Tucker was focused on the bed, she found a nipple with her fingertips, providing a delicious feeling.
"Uhhhh...uhhh...I'm close..." Connie declared, bringing Lynsay back to the moment.
Bo had her folded practically in two, an extreme position that the younger woman had never experienced, and was forcing the entire length of his cock into her on each cycle. It was power fucking, short on intimacy, but neither of them seemed to care.
"Give it up...give it to me..." Bo demanded.
"Ohhh...oh yeah...fuck..." she whimpered, and then it hit, "Ohhhh...ohhhh shit...uggghhhh...uggghhh...ohhhhhh..."
Her lover was only seconds behind her, and suddenly with loud grunts, he announced his release, "Ahhhhhh...fuck yeah...mmmmm...ahhhhhh..."
As it happened, Lynsay could practically feel the man's cock throbbing inside her pussy. She squeezed her legs together tightly on the faint hope that she could make herself orgasm, but it just wouldn't happen. The sounds from the couple on the bed slowly ebbed and it was then that her own deep panting became evident. She looked about to see if anyone had noticed, but the window was now empty and Bo and Connie were still trying to recover.
Suddenly, feeling exposed, Lynsay decided it was an opportune time to slip away. Still breathing rapidly, she lifted slowly from the chair, moved towards the open door, and then found her way out through the salon. Once in the car, she stopped to gain her breath and then drove home with her hands shaking the entire way. Fortunately, when she arrived Mike was out, and she went straight to the shower to clear her body and mind. Thirty minutes later she was dressed in a simple blouse and shorts, drinking a glass of wine. She was on her second when her husband returned and it took significant self-control to hide her nervousness. She knew she would tell him at some point, but she was still processing what had occurred and needed time.
"Hi sweetie, what happened?" he asked immediately.
She knew, based upon what occurred the previous times, that he would ask, so she was prepared.
"Nothing to report this time...all quiet," she said with a forced smile.
Immediately, Lynsay thought her husband would see through her facade and know she was lying. However, he accepted her message with a smile, and moved to get his own drink.
"I guess I can't have something every time," he chuckled.
Lynsay was pleased to get out of the subject so easily, and together they moved to the living room and discussed dinner plans. Deciding to go early, they left after another drink, and then returned home and opened another bottle of wine. She was surprised, but pleased to see that Mike wasn't in a horny mood and they spent the evening drinking, listening to music and chatting about a variety of things, none related to sex.
The next week, she thought that Connie might call, but it never happened. She found it a bit surprising, although it kept her from having to engage in what could only be an awkward conversation. By Thursday, she had relaxed significantly, but that evening her husband announced that he had hired Tucker to start on the bookcase which meant he would be in her home, in close proximity. It wasn't his strangeness that concerned her. Rather, it was his first-hand knowledge of her participation in the sexual encounter and her concern that he might bring it up.
"Right now? Can't we put it off for a while?" she said to Mike.
"We've been putting it off for months. I'm ready to get it done, we have the money and I finally visited his shop and his work looks good," her husband responded.
Her first thought was the that he had been close to the ground zero of the sexual deviancy, but his relaxed manner gave her comfort that nothing had been revealed. She could see Mike was primed to get moving on the project, and it was unlikely that he would change his mind, so she merely shrugged to indicate her acceptance.
Tucker started just a few days later and Lynsay felt very strange when she arrived home to find him working. She knew Mike had provided him with a key, but he had not given her details on his schedule, so the man's presence was unexpected. She retreated to her bedroom to change, and then made sure to stay away from his work area. She was pleased to see that he remained committed to his task and made no attempt to talk to her, however she still worried he would say something to her husband, so she decided it was time to admit what had occurred.
On the following Saturday, Lynsay had summoned sufficient courage to discuss the event, and she prepared a nice dinner with the intent to explain things once he had been fed and satiated with wine. The dinner went so well, and Mike was in such a loving mood that she thought about putting the talk off, but finally decided she needed to do it to relieve her feelings of deceit.
"Honey, I need to tell you something," she said as they enjoyed an after-dinner drink on the sofa.
"Okay," Mike replied, expecting nothing of substance.
Lynsay took a deep breath, and then closed her eyes and started to describe what she had done, "Remember what you said about watching Connie and that guy? Well...uhhh...when I was there a couple weeks ago for my appointment...uhhhh...she told me they were going to do it and...she asked if I wanted to watch and I guess I did."
"Funny," Mike said, thinking she was joking.
"I'm serious..." she said in a voice barely above a whisper and he suddenly realized she might be telling the truth.
"You watched them? You watched them fuck? Tucker's wife and his friend?" he challenged her.
After giving him a distressed look, she nodded her head and said, "Yes."
"Lynsay! Are you serious?" he asked, dumbfounded.
"Yes," she replied again.
Instantly, a wave of emotions assaulted the young husband. He was both shocked and alarmed by the strange actions of his normally conservative wife, and he momentarily flashed in anger as he considered the potential danger she had put herself in. Several times, he stopped himself from blistering her with an emotional outburst, and finally, after taking some time, he was able to engage in a more balanced manner.
"Lynsay...honey. What if something bad had happened? I didn't know and it's not exactly normal. You could have been in danger," he said, conveying some his feelings.
"I know...it was stupid," she replied.
"Why didn't you tell me? You know I love you," he followed.
"It just happened so fast, and after, I wanted to at the right time...I guess this is it," she explained.
They stared at each other for a few seconds and then Mike pulled his wife to him and wrapped his arm around her. They entered a tight embrace that ended when he turned her to kiss her mouth.
"I can't believe you," he said and then kissed her again.
"I messed up," she responded.
There was a pause before her husband replied and when he did, she was a bit surprised by his question, "What happened? What did you see?"
Now, it was her turn to pause for a moment to collect her thoughts before she said, "You know...they just did it."
"Intercourse? I mean, they had sex?" her husband clarified, still in a state of disbelief.
"Yes," she confirmed, guiltily.
"Honey...you're barely saying anything. Come on, provide some detail..." he responded.
The statement caused her more confusion, as she hadn't anticipated that her husband would be interested in specifics. For a moment, she gave him an odd look, and then broke it off and turned her eyes to the floor before finally speaking.
"Well...I mean I don't know what you want to know. They were in a room in the house and Connie was in the middle of the bed waiting for him. He was outside talking to Tucker but finally came inside and undressed. Then, he got on the bed and they did it," she explained.
"Where were you?" he asked quickly.
"Uhhh...in the corner sitting in a chair," she replied.
"How far away?" he followed.
"I don't know...it was a small room," she said.
"Damn, Lynsay," he responded with a slow shake of his head, and then, as if re-energized, he asked, "What did they look like?"
His question caused her to pause for a moment, before she answered, "She...you know...looked like she does with clothes on...slim and fake boobs. She has a tattoo on her leg and she doesn't shave."
The comment about her bush was meant as a shot at her husband for his reactions about the waxings, but it went over his head and he was quickly probing for more.
"And him?" he asked.
"He was a pretty big guy..." she started, but was cut-off.
"Big body or big dick?" he pushed.
"Both..." she replied, and the look in his eyes showed he wanted more, so she continued, "His name was Bo and he was about the size of Kyle."
Kyle was a friend of Mike's that played DII football in college and she thought it would be the easiest way to describe his physique. It worked because he nodded his head in response.
"And his...his dick?" he asked in a nervous voice.
"It was big, too," she answered, reiterating her previous message.
"Like, how big?" he pushed.
"I don't know, honey..." she responded, showing some irritation.
Ignoring her frustration, he took his hands and began moving them slowly apart until his wife finally nodded her head.
"Shit...you're kidding? How big around?" he asked.
This time it was Lynsay that used her right hand to form an oval indicating the man's girth, "About this."
"That's huge!" he proclaimed.
"It looked very big," she confirmed.
"And she took...she took it okay?" he asked.
"Yes, but he went slow...he...you know...it looked like he knew what to do..." she responded.
"What did Tucker do?" Mike asked, suddenly changing subjects.
"He was outside looking through the window...like when you saw him," she said.
"Damn Lynsay...damn...damn!" he replied with a deep exhale of breath.
She thought it indicated the end of the discussion, but for the next thirty minutes her husband pelted her with more question seeking specific details. She went on to explain his approximate age, how long they did it, and the fact that she slipped out when they were done. However, she purposefully left out her feelings and reactions. Finally, out of questions, Mike poured a healthy amount of wine into both their glasses and for the next hour they had a forced discussion on other things.
Lynsay knew that at some point they would return to the subject, however it occurred much sooner than she anticipated. They had become pleasantly drunk and the liquor, coupled with his wife's admission, had made Mike very horny. Lynsay had excused herself to go to the restroom and intended to return to the living room, but Mike met her in the bedroom and pulled her into a tight embrace. In truth, she had sex on her mind too, so she eagerly met his kiss. Over the next few minutes, they shared passionate connections and along the way managed to shed their clothes.
The young husband guided his wife onto the bed and knelt over her as he kissed her from her lips to her thighs. The attention quickly had her squirming, which excited him even more, and he had to force himself to keep from immediately jumping on top of her. It was actually Lynsay that demanded he stop by pulling on his shoulders and even rejected his attempt to bury his face between her legs. She was ready and wanted to feel him immediately, spreading her legs lewdly in a clear invitation. They gasped together as his dick slipped easily into her, and then Mike set a torrid pace.
He knew he wouldn't last long, and even though his thoughts momentarily went to his wife, he was just too excited and she felt too good to slow down. It wasn't long before his balls began to churn with the special feeling, and as his climax neared, he decided he would let go, recover and then put all his energies on Lynsay.
"Ugggghhhh...ahhhhh...oh baby...uggghhhh...ummmmm..." he cried out as he exploded.
With several final thrusts, and more groans of intense pleasure, he collapsed onto his wife, completely devoid of energy. It wasn't long before he began to feel guilty for leaving her hanging and was pleased when he felt her legs wrap around his waist, her hands stroke his hair and her mouth deliver soft purrs into his ear. Her efforts helped him to quickly recover, and when his thoughts went to his pretty wife watching the fucking from her chair in the corner, he felt his dick hardening.
He resumed his efforts with slow easy movements, but as he further stiffened, he increased the pace. Now, largely desensitized, he could concentrate on her pleasure, and lifted onto his elbows so he could look down into her lovely face.
"That was a big one," his wife whispered through half-closed eyes.
"Yes...because of you. You pulled it from me," he replied softly and kissed her lightly on the lips.
His words brought an impish smile to her face which again reminded him of her voyeurism. On rare occasions, when he was feeling particularly dominant, he would take his wife's hands and hold them over her head as they made love. If she was in the right mood, it often led to her becoming more excited. For some reason, Mike decided it was something he wanted to do and pulled her arms from his shoulders, grasped her wrists, and pushed her hands just above her head.
"Ohhhh..." she whimpered, which made him smile.
He kept his movements going while he stared down at her for almost a minute before he asked, "Did watching turn you on?"
"No..." she whispered, but he could tell she was lying.



"Yes, it did," he replied.
"Why..." she started, but he cut her off.
"I know it did. I can see it in your eyes," he said, and before she could respond, he added, "Tell the truth, baby."
"Maybe...some..." she whispered.
Then, the young husband stopped his movement.
"I'm going to stop until you tell me," he said, trying hard to hide his smile.
Instinctively, Mike knew there was more to tell, more to know, and found it highly erotic that his normally conservative wife would get turned on from watching others having sex. Hell, he found it amazing that she would participate in the first place, which made him think there had to be a lot more. He wanted to know everything and he wanted to hear it from her sweet voice.
"Honey...don't..." she whined and he felt her hips move in attempt to force her pussy over his shaft.
"Tell me," he demanded, looking deeply into her eyes.
"I did some..." she admitted, but provided no detail.
"Did you get wet?" he asked, and when she nodded her head in affirmation, he could feel his dick jump. Suddenly, his mind was vivid with thoughts and he followed the question with another, "Were you dressed? Did you take anything off?"
"I was dressed...please honey..." she whined once more.
Realizing he wouldn't get everything immediately, he started moving again which brought a new set of excited sound from his wife. Soon, he had her back to an excited plateau, and that's when he decided to take a new tact.
"I wish I had been behind you playing with your nipples while you watched," he said.
It was easily the most provocative thing he had ever said to her while making love and he could tell it had shocked her. Yet, at the same time, he felt the walls of her pussy tighten momentarily around his shaft.
"Why..." she moaned.
"To see how hot you would get," he quickly responded.
"You're crazy..." she spat out but it wasn't a real rebuke.
For the next several minutes, Mike remained silent and focused on bringing his wife to orgasm. However, when he knew she was getting close, he decided to push some more, knowing it might kill her excitement, but deciding it was worth the risk.
Lynsay was panting in rhythm to his thrusts, and building to her release, when he boldly stated, "You got hot watching."
"Yes...some..." she whimpered without hesitation.
"You wanted to cum," he followed.
"Yes, baby...let me cum..." she moaned.
"You wanted to cum watching them," he replied, ignoring her words.
There was several seconds of silence before he heard an answer in a tiny voice, "Maybe..."
After that, Mike took her with deep, deliberate thrusts while continuing to hold her hands tightly above her head. The sound from her turned from rhythmic moans to a litany of mews, squeals and whimpers. Her release came closer and closer and then it hit.
"Ohhhhh...ohhh God...Mike...oh Mike...don't stop...oh please...uggghhhhh...ugghhhhh..." she forced from her widely opened mouth that seemed ready to scream.
It was incredibly erotic to watch and hear, and despite his previous release, he knew he could have another with just a little more effort. He was just thirty seconds behind her but now it was her that looked into his face as it contorted with the force of his climax.
The couple was still connected when they returned to a state of awareness. Quickly, they found each other's lips and shared a lengthy kiss. Mike could feel his wife's juices leaving her slit and draining over his balls and for a moment he thought he might have enough energy to take her again before deciding he was done. With a final deep kiss, he rolled to her side and then turned her sweaty body so that her back was pulled tightly to his chest. His hand quickly found one of her breasts and his mouth went to her neck as they both mewed with soft loving sounds.
They seemed to be in a mutual state of contentment, so he was surprised when his wife spoke with some anxiousness in her voice, "Are you mad?"
"No, honey, I'm not mad. I just wish you know...you would have told me...I mean what if you got in trouble," he whispered.
"They didn't pay any attention to me," she said.
"Okay, it worked out I guess, but still..." he said, and the after a pause, asked, "What were you thinking? Feeling?"
"I was thinking I was insane," she answered and after a breath, added, "I...I...was feeling...I guess... It was so bizarre and...I got so nervous that I could barely see and my body was practically shaking."
"Nervous or excited?" Mike asked.
"Kiss me," she suddenly demanded and turned in his arms.
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For the next several weeks, the young couple made love almost every day, as both were lifted by a combination of excitement and nervousness around what had occurred. During those encounters, Lynsay admitted bit-by-bit all the things she had seen and felt. Mike was wise enough not to act judgmental and only expressed his concern about her personal safety. It was an understandable message for the young wife, and helped relieve her of guilt.
There was of course the issue of dealing with Tucker and his ongoing presence. For the most part, Lynsay was able to steer clear of him and when they did interact, he never broached the subject. Mike on the other hand was in daily contact with the carpenter. At first, he felt very strange about the interaction the man had experienced with his wife. While there had been no physical contact, and no exposure, it still seemed like a shared intimate act. At first, he hoped the man would stay silent on the subject, but as time went by, his thoughts shifted, and he found himself hoping that he would say something to start a discussion. He knew it didn't make sense and he wasn't sure about his motivation, but it was real and he even went so far as making comments about Lynsay's opinion in the hopes of prompting a response. None was ever given, which made him wonder if it was due to the man's gallant attitude or complete indifference.
They were at the dinner table, three days before her next scheduled appointment, when the subject came up about using Connie.
"I'm not sure about it," she said when he asked about her plans.
"It will likely be awkward...very awkward..." Mike replied.
"I know..." Lynsay responded, but after a short pause added, "But, she's very nice. You know I do like her."
He could see in his wife's eyes confusion, but also a pleading look, as if she were seeking his approval.
"You could make an argument either way, I guess. Just do what feels right," he told her.
Lynsay approached the door with great trepidation wondering how they could possibly engage in a conversation. She expected that the older woman, like her, would be nervous and somewhat embarrassed, so she was shocked when she was met by a lively hello. It seemed that Connie didn't feel any shame whatsoever concerning her decadent sexual activity.
"Hi, Connie," Lynsay answered, struggling to maintain a clear voice.
"How have you been?" the woman asked.
Soon, they soon were engaged in a causal conversation just like on previous visits, and the young wife was surprised how quickly her nervousness had been extinguished by the woman. She clearly had a way of connecting with people, and Lynsay had mostly forgotten about the sex act when Connie suddenly went to it as she worked on her feet.
"What'd you think, honey?" she asked.
Instantly, she knew what the woman was asking, but being caught off guard, she stumbled for an answer, "What do you mean?"
"Last time, with Bo," she responded.
"It looked like you were...enjoying it...but you know...maybe I shouldn't have been there," she answered.
"Yeah, I'm telling you...I thought Tucker was nuts, but damn if I'm not liking it now," she admitted freely, and then continued with, "Bo is really good."
"Connie!" she replied in shock as she blushed deeply.
"You shouldn't have left. It was just getting started," the older woman stated.
"I was too nervous to stay," Lynsay replied.
Connie chuckled for several seconds and then said, "Nervous or horny? Did you tell your husband?"
The young wife was stunned by her blunt questions and the fact that they were very similar to her husband's. She was left speechless for several seconds before she answered.
"I told him," she admitted.
"What'd he say?" she asked as she continued to work.
"He got a little mad, but mostly because he...he was worried," she replied.
"Worried that you were going to do it, too?" she responded.
"No! No, Connie, he was worried about...my safety," she explained.
"Oh, sweetheart. Bo's a big teddy bear and Tucker just wants to watch," she laughed in her raspy voice, and there followed several minutes of silence before she spoke again, "You had wild eyes."
"What?" Lynsay responded in confusion.
"I looked over at you and you had a wild look in your eyes," she said, and then pointedly asked, "Did you get hot?"
"Shit, Connie," she gasped in profound embarrassment.
"I'm just sayin...from what I saw..." she started before Lynsay interrupted.
"Connie!" she cried out.
"Did you?" she asked in a matter-of-fact voice.
The seconds ticked by before the young wife finally decided to answer, "I...I...never watched anyone before."
"Meaning you did?" she pushed.
Lynsay wasn't sure why she answered as there was no real reason to, but somehow, she felt connected to the older woman, and in small voice said, "I guess...some..."
"Did you see how big he was? You ever been with a guy that big?" Connie asked, now getting specific.
"No!" she fired back, and then after a moment her curiosity got to her and she asked, "Did it hurt?"
"Bo knows what he's doing. He knows to start slow," she answered, and then she added, "He sure liked you there. It made him more excited. He was disappointed you left."
Lynsay was unsure how to take the comment, so she merely exclaimed once more, "Connie!"
"Did you tell your husband the details and get him worked up?" she asked, unfazed.
Instantly, her thoughts went to the torrid sex they had shared for the past several weeks driven to a large degree by her descriptions, admissions and responses. Somehow, the older woman had guessed what had occurred, but it wasn't something she wanted to discuss, so she put her off.
"Okay, no more talk of these things," she stated.
"I guess I have my answer," Connie cackled.
Soon, she finished and started putting her things away which relieved Lynsay from any further obligation to comment. She rose from the chair and pulled the money from her purse to pay just as the woman turned back and when they made eye contact the older woman's face exploded in a big grin. Despite her nervousness and concerns about what had occurred, she found herself returning the smile.
"I'll let you know about the next time and you can come by," she said, maintaining her look.
"No, Connie, not again...no," Lynsay said while shaking her head, suddenly losing the smile.
She didn't share the information about the invitation with her husband despite his pestering questions when she returned home from the appointment. For several weeks after she informed him of the voyeuristic episode, he had brought it up often during their lovemaking. She had to admit that at first it had been arousing, but she worried it had become a central theme. Her husband's initial shock at her participation had quickly turned into an obsession and he often would return to it in bed, probing for her motivations, feelings and reactions. He had long abandoned any anger or concern, and it seemed to her that on occasions he was actually encouraging more.
Lynsay's own thoughts and feelings were equally, if not more, complex. She certainly felt a level of shame at her actions and prayed that no one would ever find out. She knew that the other three present could tell one other person, and so on, which would create a geometric progression that might spread like wildfire. It terrified her and the impact in the small community would be devastating. Her only solace was the fact that those involved had an equal, if not greater level of guilt and risk, which should help maintain their silence. Then, there were the disturbing flashbacks that would sometimes hit her when she least expected them. Often, it was when she was driving or watching TV and her mind was relatively clear. They were always with her sitting in the chair watching, and the sights and sounds before her would make an excited shiver run through her body. She had kept this information from Mike, too embarrassed by the meaning to share.
Several months passed, and on occasion her husband would bring up the encounter during their time in bed, however it had diminished to the point that she felt comfortable. Similarly, her time with Connie was in a good place, as the older woman had stopped discussing her sexual play, rightly sensing that it was making her too uncomfortable. The only thing she couldn't rid herself of were the flashbacks, but thankfully, they were usually brief.
"Honey, I'm going to have Tucker redo the mantle," Mike announced to his wife one evening.
"Tucker? Why him? Can't we get someone else?" she asked with a look of distress.
The savant carpenter hadn't been around since he finished the bookcase, and with what had occurred, she found it odd that Mike would use him.
"I guess we could, but I already arranged for him to start," he explained.
"It's just...you know...it feels strange," she replied.
"Lynsay, it's a small job. He'll be finished in a couple days," he responded.
"Okay..." she said with a resigned sigh.
The timing of his project meant that she would have to be alone in the house with him for a couple hours after work unless she stayed late or did errands. The first two days that's exactly what she did and arrived home after he was gone. However, on the third and final day there were things she needed to do so she walked in the door and saw that he was in the latter stages of his effort. Moving to the kitchen after exchanging pleasantries, she poured herself some ice tea and sat down to rest. Just a few minutes later, as she stared aimlessly at the table, the erotic thoughts suddenly leapt into her brain. There was Connie, whining as she held on tightly to Bo's shoulders, while his large body rose and fell. There was Tucker in the corner of her eye staring expressionless towards the bed, and there she was, sitting in the chair with her tunnel vision, her screaming nipples and her drenched pussy.
"Huhhhh..." she suddenly gasped to break the spell.
She was certain she hadn't been loud enough to attract the carpenter's attention but she still peered around the door frame and was pleased to see he was focused on his task. For some reason, her gaze lingered and suddenly she was trying to determine why he would push his wife into the sexual play. She didn't understand his motivation, but couldn't help but think about her husband's reactions to her involvement. Was it the same thing? Was Mike the same as Tucker or was it really just something all males felt? They couldn't have been more different men. The carpenter was an average looking man in all respects, very introverted with a fastidious approach to his dress. His clothes were clean and neatly pressed, his belt looked almost new and even his shoes were spotless. Mike on the other hand was more "rough and tumble", somewhat gregarious, and if it weren't required for work, he would live his life in shorts, an un-tucked shirt and topsiders. Whatever the connection might be, if it existed, escaped her.
Lynsay went to the back of the house to change and when she returned Tucker had finished and left. She took the opportunity to inspect his work, and like his other assignments, he had done a thoroughly professional job. A surreal feeling came to her as she considered her recent flashback, the fact that Tucker had been so close and the fact he could work in such close proximity after what happened without any type of acknowledgment.
"He forgot the brass ornaments," Mike said when he looked over the man's work later that evening.
"What ornaments?" Lynsay asked.
"I found two antique medallions I wanted him to mount," he explained, and pointed to a spot on each side of the mantle.
The young husband took his phone and quickly found the number. Seconds later, his call was answered.
"Tucker? It's Mike. How are you?" they started and after some chatter, he said, "I think you forgot the brass things."
The conversation was short and to the point, but as the she listened, she learned several things that annoyed her. First, the carpenter couldn't return until Saturday, and second, her husband had to work in the city that day. It meant that either she would have to deal with his closeness again or leave the house, but since it was the weekend, she knew she could keep herself busy.
Mike was up early and gone early Saturday morning while Lynsay stayed in bed. Later, she had a light breakfast, got ready and left the house fifteen minutes before Tucker's scheduled arrival. She did some errands, went grocery shopping and was on her way home when she heard an incoming text.
"Bo's will be here at two if you want to come over," the message said.
As soon as she read it, Lynsay felt a strange pulse rush through her body. She thought about pulling over and instantly declining or perhaps not even responding at all, but finally decided to wait until she got home. Unfortunately, when she did arrive, she was met with another surprise when she saw the carpenter's truck still in the driveway.
She walked inside in her light, flowery sundress with her first load of groceries and saw the man working on the wood frame. He barely looked up as she moved, and she made four more trips to her car, and then unpacked each bag before finally collapsing in a chair to catch her breath. That's when her thoughts returned to Connie's message, which now seemed bizarre with the woman's husband just a room away.
When she checked the time, she saw that it was quarter past one, which meant that Tucker would very likely finish his work in her house and then leave to watch his wife have sex with another man. She thought about the timing of Connie's offer and she wondered if it had anything to do with her husband's knowledge about Mike's absence. It was an interesting coincidence, too timely she felt, and she thought it highly likely it had been the motivation for the older woman to reach out. Several times, she reached for her phone, but on each occasion, she stopped short of typing a message. Her excuse was that she wanted to ensure she did it in the right way, although deep down inside she knew there was something else. Deep within her was a small voice telling her to considerate it.
Lynsay left for the bedroom, ostensibly to use the toilet, but in reality, she just needed to move. She was gone for several minutes and when she returned, she could hear noise from the den. Glancing in, she saw that Tucker was packing his tools.
"All finished?" she asked as she stepped into the room.
"Yes ma'am, all done," he confirmed in his slow drawl.
As he spoke, he turned and suddenly she was able to see that his crisp khaki pants were tented with an erection. Although the man acted like nothing was amiss, it flustered her and she was barely able to force out a thanks and goodbye before retreating to the kitchen. Seconds later, she heard the front door close leaving her alone in the house.
Instantly, she wondered what had caused his excitement. Was it the knowledge of his wife's impending taking? Was it thoughts of her alone and vulnerable? Was it the hope that she would participate once again? It was all so strange, so incredibly bizarre and yet something drew her into it like a moth to the flame. The smart thing to do would be to bang out a "no thanks" and have it over and done, but she just couldn't make herself take that last step. She would, she promised herself, she just needed to think some more.
She was looking down at the table when her phone announced another incoming message, and looking at it, it read, "Come in through the salon. Don't be shy!"
Connie was being pushy, which wasn't like her, and it provided further proof she was aware that Mike's was gone. It was this belief that gave her the motivation to pick up her phone and type out a quick decline. When it was sent, a sudden surge of satisfaction swept through and she felt quite pleased with herself. She had overcome the strange inputs all around her and made a firm decision that was aligned with her principles and values. However, as the wave slowly ebbed, she felt something else, too. It took her a few minutes to pinpoint exactly what it was, but when she did, she realized it was relief.
Mike returned just after four, and went straight to the shower to get refreshed. When he was done, he joined his wife on the patio who was sipping wine as she sat in the shade and enjoyed the warm breeze.
"What did you do today?" he asked.
Lynsay gave her husband a wry smile, and then told him, "Well, let's see. I was invited to Connie's to watch some sex, but I said no. I was too busy."
"Haha...well too bad. You need to plan better," he laughed, assuming she was joking.
"I'm serious!" she fired back, a bit miffed at his response.
"No, you're not. You're trying to get me worked up," he laughed.
Now thoroughly annoyed, she took the phone that was resting in her lap, manipulated it to the text string and handed it to her disbelieving husband. She watched as the look on his face quickly turned from amusement to surprise.
"Damn! I mean...damn," he spat out.
"You can apologize now," she prodded.
"I guess I owe you one," he said, and before she could reply, he added, "Why didn't you go?"
Lynsay had been proud of her stance, so the question threw her off and it took a moment before she could answer, "Because I made a mistake once and I'm not going to do it again."
Now, it was her husband's turn to pause before he spoke, but finally he said, "Yes, I understand. Probably right."
She was hoping for more emphatic support, so she wasn't pleased with his words, but what really struck her was the look of disappointment on his face. Annoyed with the way the conversation had developed, she picked up her glass of wine and sipped on it in silence.
Mike knew he had pissed off his wife. Unfortunately, he had been caught off guard by her message and he wasn't able to contain himself. He had greatly enjoyed the intimacy they had shared since her bizarre encounter. They had the best sex of their marriage and the exploration into his wife's sexual psyche through their whispered bedroom conversations had been amazing. However, time had acted as a drag and the momentum was definitely waning. Thus, when she revealed the text exchange, he had thought about the potential for re-ignition.
"You want to go out to dinner?" he asked, hoping to get out of the dog house.
"I guess," she replied, still clearly perturbed.
Fortunately, they had a nice meal, and then shared an after-dinner cocktail with some friends they had run into at the restaurant. Mike could tell his wife's spirits had lifted and she didn't protest when he guided her to the bedroom when they returned home. They made love tenderly and Mike made sure that he kept everything focused strictly on them.
Connie had typically waited until they were well into the session before she brought up anything risqué, so during the next appointment, Lynsay was surprised when she went to her recent meeting with Bo as soon as she lifted her hand.
"Why didn't you come over?" she asked.
"Uhhh...Connie...I don't know...it just doesn't feel right..." she stammered.
"I thought since you were alone it might work out well," she replied, confirming that her husband's absence had indeed played a role.
"Mike would kill me if I did anything without him close by," she answered, thinking about his strong message on safety.
"I told you not to worry, but I understand. Kinda sweet he thinks like that," she chuckled.
"Yes..." Lynsay said, although her mind replayed his disappointed look.
There session continued with random chatting and it wasn't until the manicurist was working on her feet that they returned to the subject of sex. Strangely, it was Lynsay that brought it up.
She was carelessly mulling things over in her head, and almost before she knew it, the words came out, "What did I miss."



The question caused Connie to look up, and as a smile appeared on her face, she answered, "Bo was horny."
"He looked pretty horny when...you know..." Lynsay replied.
"Yeah, but not like this. I could barely move when he was done. He almost killed me," she laughed.
From there, the older woman began to give a description of everything that had occurred and the further she got, the more detailed and specific she became. Lynsay barely said a word as Connie held the stage, and it made her wonder once again about the woman's need for a confidant. Perhaps, she thought, it was the real motivation behind Connie's invitations and recountings. Maybe, she too, felt uncomfortable and needed a friend to share things with.
"Okay, step over here and let's get you sleek looking," she stated when her mani-pedi was over.
Lynsay had been so distracted by the woman's descriptions that she didn't realize they were almost done. She followed Connie's direction and got in place, but when she felt the woman start to remove her thong, she suddenly realized that something was very wrong. The sudden chilly feeling as the air hit her vagina told her that she was wet. Instantly, her entire body turned beet red and she prayed that somehow the older woman wouldn't notice. However, her hopes were soon dashed.
"Don't worry about that. All my talking has got me worked up, too," she laughed.
"Oh, my God. Connie! I'm so embarrassed," she cried out and put her knees together.
"Stop it!" Connie giggled, and slapped her leg, and when she didn't open them, she used her hands to pull on her knees. When she had Lynsay open, she said, "You're human honey. No big deal."
"Please hurry," she whimpered, wanting to be done so she could flee.
The woman seemed to be taking an inordinate amount of time to trim her in preparation for the wax, although she knew it could just be her nervousness distorting things.
"What part did you like the best," Connie asked.
"Oh, my God," Lynsay declared as her hands covered her face.
There was no further response from the young wife, and Connie continued about her task for a minute or so before she said, "Sweetie, I need to clean you up a little bit before I put the wax on, so be still."
By now, Lynsay was incapable of speaking and remained silent as the woman went through the process of making her smooth. During the latter part of the ordeal, her thoughts went to her husband and the fact that he might very well query her about the session. She knew there was no way on God's green earth that she would ever admit what had happened.
"Finished," Connie said, and then quickly added, "Calm down honey. You're way too worked up. It ain't a big deal."
"Okay," she let out in a squeak, and then dressed and bolted as fast as she could.
All the way home, she thought about Connie's gossipy nature, and she became terrified as she considered that the woman might tell one of her other customers. They would likely never know the context, only hearing that she had become wet while receiving a waxing. It wore on her so heavily that as soon as she got home, she immediately typed out a text.
"Connie, please, please don't tell anyone," the message said.
She was hoping for a simply affirmation, so she was surprised when she saw the screen filled with words.
"Honey, don't you worry AT ALL. I like you a lot and I would never do that to you. You can trust me. You can always trust me. On everything. I got your back girl," she responded.
In truth, Lynsay had no reason to trust the woman or believe her words, but for some reason she did. For some reason, the words were very reassuring and her anxiousness quickly disappeared.
True to form, her husband went to the subject of the session right after dinner. He was still seeking ways to boost the eroticism in their bedroom, and was hoping something interesting had occurred. Lynsay was prepared for his interrogation and she easily deflected his probes until he gave up and moved on. However, later in bed when they were cuddled together, Mike returned to the subject.
"She didn't ask you to watch again?" he asked from out of the blue.
"No, Mike," she said in an exasperated voice.
"I'm sorry. I know I bug you on this too much, but it's just so bizarre and in a strange way that makes it interesting," he replied.
"I know," she said patting his arm, pleased with his simple apology, and after a moment, she added, "But, no... nothing."
"Would you ever do it again?" he asked.
"No," she responded.
There were no further questions from her husband, but Lynsay wondered if she could have looked into his eyes if she would have seen the same disappointment that was there on the patio.
"Don't you dare cancel, girl!" read the text message from Connie that arrived the day before her scheduled session.
It brought an instant smile to the young wife's face as she had indeed been considering skipping the appointment. Despite, the sweet message from her, she was still deeply embarrassed and humiliated by her reaction during the last session and didn't think she could face the woman.
"I'm not going to!" she answered, deciding to deal with it.
"Lynsay, my favorite customer!" Connie declared when she stepped into her salon the next day.
"I bet you say that to everyone," she answered with a laugh.
"No, I don't. Trust me. Now sit," she said pointing at the chair and when the younger woman was seated, the she got a serious expression, and said, "I'm glad you didn't cancel."
"I wasn't going to," she stated.
"You thought about it," Connie challenged her.
"No, I didn't..." she started, but looking at the older woman's fixed gaze she broke down and admitted, "Okay, I was thinking about it."
"Yep, I know...I know Ms. Lynsay better than you think, and I've decided she needs to lighten the fuck up," she replied, and then began to laugh.
"I can't! I'm...I... just can't..." she giggled.
"I know..." Connie said and patted her shoulder.
They started their standard process, chatting and gossiping while the manicurist worked, and they stayed away from any uncomfortable talk until the work began on her feet.
"Did you tell your husband what happened?" the older woman asked.
"No... No, I didn't," Lynsay admitted.
"Why not?" Connie asked.
"I...I...it was too embarrassing, and I didn't want to relive it," she laughed, and strangely the older woman didn't respond. After almost a minute of silence, she added, "He's too interested...he always wants to know what we talk about. And, you know...he brings it up all the time."
"In the bedroom?" Connie asked.
"Sometimes," Lynsay replied.
"Men...they're all damn perverts," she laughed.
"Why? What do you mean?" the young wife asked.
"Honey, you never came right out and said it, but I got the feeling he jumped your bones when he found out you watched Bo. I mean, after he scolded you for not telling him before," she said and began to chuckle, and after a short pause, she continued with, "Now, your telling me he still goes to it when y'all are in bed...sometimes."
"So? That might be true," Lynsay said, still uncomfortable in admitting her sexual activities with her husband.
"It's true. So, that tells me it made him hot. Did he tell you not to watch again?" she asked.
"I...I... guess he mostly left it up to me," she answered, wondering why she was engaging with the woman on such an intimate subject.
"Mostly? Did he say no?" she pushed.
"He didn't say no," she told the woman.
"What'd he say?" Connie probed.
"He...I guess he asks if I... I would ever do it again?" she said.
"Like he wants you to?" came the older woman's quick response.
"No, more like he wants to know my thoughts. That's how it comes out..." she explained but let her words drift off.
"And?" Connie asked.
"And, end of story Connie," Lynsay declared deciding she had said enough.
"C'mon girl. Don't hold back. You'll feel better," she laughed.
Oh, Connie. Why do you do this to me? Why?" she whined.
"Tell me," the older woman demanded.
Lynsay took a deep breath, and then slowly said, "When I told him I wasn't going to watch anymore, he got a look...a disappointed look."
"Uh huh...I knew it. He wants you to watch so you come home and y'all can get all hot again," she said, and then added, "I told you they're all pervs."
"Well, he's going to have to perv alone. No more for me," she declared.
Connie accepted her statement as the end of the discussion, and like the many times before, they easily transitioned to other topics. On the drive home, Lynsay contemplated the woman's message and had to agree that there was some truth in her words. It would certainly account for Mike's constant return to the subject in the bedroom.
Strangely, despite the words of wisdom from Connie, the next few months were surprisingly quiet. The older woman evidently had decided to give her space as there was no further discussion during her appointments, and her husband had backed off as well, only asking once about discussion topics during a visit. Several times, Lynsay thought about asking the older woman for an update on her lover, but each time she dismissed the idea, not wanting to reopen everything. Thus, when Connie went to it one Saturday in late summer, she was caught off-guard.
"Bo's coming over later," she let drop.
"Uhhh...ok, okay," Lynsay replied.
"I haven't seen him for a long time. He want off on a construction job because the money was so good," she explained.
"Okay," the young wife said, still a bit off kilter.
"Yeah, I have to say I missed it. I definitely got the itch," she laughed.
"Connie!" she gasped, and then after a pause, she asked, "When...uhhh...when was the last time?"
"That time you didn't show," she answered.
"Wow, Connie it has been a long time," she responded.
"I know. I'm ready I tell you. I miss that big thing," she giggled.
Lynsay recalled the man's cock and how he had gone slow with Connie before taking her to a big orgasm. It had indeed seemed large to her and Mike had been shocked when she described it.
"Does it...you know...feel that different...from a... a normal one?" Lynsay stammered, and as soon as the words were out, she was shocked she had asked the question.
"Oh, honey its night and day...night and day, but remember, I'm not all innocent like you. I've been around," she laughed.
"I'm not innocent," the young wife said defensively.
"How many men you been with?" Connie asked bluntly.
"Four," Lynsay answered, thinking it was a reasonable number.
The manicurist broke out in laughter, and said, "Oh, honey. Trust me, you're innocent. You don't want to know my number. Plus, I've had kids, so I'm not all tight down there like you."
"You're embarrassing me," she whined while squirming in the chair.
"Be still now. We're about done here," she said as she put the last coat on her customer's toenails.
"I got to say, it's never dull," Lynsay laughed when they were finished.
"I hope not! No one wants boring. Now, go hop in the other chair and will get the waxing done," Connie directed.
"Uhhh...not today," the young wife replied.
Since she hadn't said anything about skipping the service earlier, Connie suspected the reason was that she had been turned on some by their discussion and didn't want her to know. She truly thought the young woman was being silly, and she was also curios, so she decided to challenge her.
"Honey, go over there now. I don't care if you got a little wet," she said.
"Connie! Dear Lord, help me..." she declared.
"Go on now," she shooed her.
"I can't. I'm ashamed," Lynsay whined taking on a sudden vulnerable look.
"Go on now or your husband will be mad," she pushed.
"I...I... I can't believe this," she sighed as she moved into place.
Connie pulled her sundress up, stripped her of her thong and quickly began to do some minor trimming with the scissor. It only took a few minutes and Lynsay was preparing to feel the hot wax when she felt something moving along the edge of her labia.
"I need to clean you up a little," the older woman said in a soft voice, and after Lynsay took in and released a deep breath, she added in the same voice, "Honey, you come back at two and just come through here to the back. You know your husband wants you to."
There was silence between them as Connie finished the waxing, but when it was over, the young wife looked at the woman with a pained expression.
"Connie..." she began, but was interrupted.
"You think about it," she was instructed, and with that she left the salon.
Lynsay was shaking so hard that she barely made it home. She had thought she was out of the woods on the sordid sex thing, but in the course of less than thirty minutes, it had all come flying back and crushed her senses. On top of it all was her disgusting reactions to the talk that Connie had easily spotted. Her inner self had been laid bare and she had been discovered as nothing but a needy tramp with a seeping pussy.
When she pulled into the driveway, she was happy to see that Mike was out. Stopping only to drop her purse and keys on the table, she went to the kitchen, pulled a bottle of wine from the fridge and poured a healthy glass. The liquid left the glass mostly in gulps and was quickly refilled. Only when she was halfway through this one did she begin to calm. She thought back to the small salon and wondered how the woman had known she was aroused. Was it that evident? Was it something she wore on her face that she never realized? Unable to stop herself, she glanced at the clock and saw it was now almost twelve-thirty.
Lynsay had just poured her third glass when she heard the door opening and seconds later her husband appeared.
"What's wrong?" he asked when he spotted her.
The strange look on her face, her wide eyes and the almost empty bottle of wine told him that something was going on, and since he knew she had recently been with Connie, he suspected it had to do with her visit.
"Do you want me to watch them again? Be honest," Lynsay demanded.
"Whoa honey...what's going on?" he asked as his hand took hers.
"I got asked again and I want to know what you want. Connie, says you want me to watch and I..." she fired out and then paused, but before her husband could respond, she added, "I'd like to know."
"Connie doesn't speak for me, Lynsay," he answered.
The truth was that he did want her to be in the room again. The primary reason was that it had lit something in her sexually, a charge, that lasted for months. They had enjoyed an amazing amount of awesome sex, but over time it faded. Thus, he hoped she would become re-charged by the experience. The other part was harder to understand. He found the situation raw and exciting, and the fact that his sweet wife had a front row seat, somehow made it even more arousing. He knew he should have found the whole thing disgusting, but the truth was just the opposite. That's why he pestered his wife for details, so he could be titillated second hand.
"That's not an answer," his wife said after several moments.
"Sweetheart, I don't want you to be upset, and you sure seem upset," he replied.
"Mike, that's bullshit, too. It's a yes or no question...yes or no."
"Then, my answer is no. Not if your upset," he said.
"And if I wasn't upset? Would it be yes?" she pushed.
There was a long silence that was only broken when he replied, "I guess..."
"I see..." Lynsay whispered and took another gulp from her glass.
"When is it?" Mike croaked.
"Two..." she answered.
"Honey, let's go lay down for a while," Mike suggested, thinking things were over.
"No, I'm fine," she stated and he could see her nervous look was rapidly being replaced by one of determination.
Mike poured himself some wine, killing the bottle, and stood silently stroking his wife's back wondering what was going through her mind. He was happy that she seemed to be re-gaining her self-control and he hoped she would rest after finishing her glass.
"C'mon, let's go to bed," he said when she was done.
"No, I need to get ready in a bit," she stated.
"For what?" Mike asked, truly confused.
"To go back to Connie's. I'm going to go back," she declared.
"No, Lynsay. You're upset and you've been drinking," he told her.
"I'm fine...really I'm fine," she said and gave him a forced smile.
"Lynsay, I don't think this is a good idea," he pleaded.
"Ssshhhh...it's okay. I'm fine..." she responded, and turned and gave him a kiss on the cheek.
Mike was about to reply when his phone suddenly rang and looking at it, he saw it was his boss who only called on weekends if it was important.
"Shit...I'll be right back," he said.
The call took less than ten minutes, but when he returned, his wife had opened another bottle and had poured a fresh glass.
"Ssshhhh...don't," Lynsay said when she anticipated he was about to comment.
He was going to speak anyway when he noticed her little nipples were causing bumps in her sundress and he was left to ponder whether it was a result of nervousness or excitement.
"Look, go easy on the wine if you...if you really plan to go..." he counseled.
The young wife had consumed well over a bottle when the time came to leave. He tried once more to get her to reconsider, but she was adamant, continuing to claim she wasn't upset. Next, he told her forcefully that she was in no condition to drive, but he didn't get the response he expected.
"Drive me over then," she said.
"Lynsay..." he started.
"Okay, fine. I'll call a cab," she declared.
Mike wondered if there was even a taxi service in the small town, and decided to let her try, thinking she would fail in her attempt, get tired and pass out.
"Okay," he said.
"Never mind, I'll call Connie. She'll pick me up," she said.
"Okay, Lynsay. I give up. I think it's a bad idea in your condition, but if you're going to be pig headed, I'll take you," he said in frustration.
"Good," came her swift reply as she sipped some more.
At five minutes before the appointed time, Mike pulled into the driveway. His wife gave him a lingering look that was accompanied by a tipsy smile.
"Come if I call," she said.
"Of course, and please be careful," he said.
After a quick kiss, she left the car and made the short distance to the outer door. It was open, as expected, and she stepped over to the inner door, slowly turned the knob and slipped inside. She was easing her way towards the bedroom when Connie suddenly appeared at the far end of the hall wearing the same robe as before.
"Hey, girl. He's late as usual. Come down here for a bit," she said, and as Lynsay approached, she added, "I'm glad you came."
They entered the kitchen and the older woman went to the fridge and returned with a bottle of wine. It was more down market than Lynsay was used to, and they were drinking out of plastic cups instead of stem ware, but she was happy to have it.
"I can't believe I'm doing this?" she sighed.
"Oh, honey. Don't get all worked up. Just relax and enjoy it. Then you can go home, tell your husband what you saw and get freaky," she laughed, and after a moment she grabbed the bottle and said, "C'mon, let's go back here."
They entered another bedroom that had a sewing table set up and the older woman took a chair while Lynsay sat on the bed. They started a discussion that was amazingly free-flowing given the circumstances, but after a few minutes, during a lull, the young wife asked about the situation.
"When he is coming?" she probed.
"He called and said he was going to be thirty minutes late, which means he should be here in about ten," she explained.
"Are you...uhhh...looking forward to it?" she asked.
"Oh, honey...I'm so ready. I've been dripping like a faucet for days! I told you that it was Tucker's thing to start, but damn I got into it and boy did I miss it," she responded.



"Connie...you're...so...so wild," she laughed.
The older woman could tell that her guest had been drinking and it showed in her more relaxed verbal interaction, but there was also a look in her eyes that was different than normal. She guessed it was excitement based upon the nervous energy she was showing. Since arriving, she hadn't been still for more than a few seconds.
"Honey, it's going to be hot in there with the windows open. Damn Tucker got to be able to watch and listen. Why don't you get out of those things so you'll be more comfortable and cooler. I have a robe you can use," she suggested.
"I'll be fine," Lynsay responded.
"C'mon now girl, it'll be a lot better," she replied.
Connie moved to the closet and after fumbling for a moment, she showed the young wife a short leopard print robe with a wide black belt.
"My God, Connie...no," she laughed.
"I think it's awesome and it will look good on you. Come here and try it on," she chuckled and beckoned her over.
Feeling obligated to play along, Lynsay went to the woman and turned so she could push her arms through the garment. It came to mid-thigh and was a bit snug over her dress. The older woman had a look front and back.
"Looks good!" she declared.
"No, Connie, I'm fine...really," she replied.
"C'mon now...trust me it will be much better in the heat," she told her guest, and once the robe was off, she said, "Let's get this dress off."
Not waiting for her to reply, she lifted the young woman's arms over her head and suddenly Lynsay felt the dress moving upwards. For some reason, she didn't fight it and now she stood before the woman in just her bra and thong. Connie handed her the robe, but while she was fumbling with it, she felt a hand on her back and suddenly her bra was released.
"Connie!" she cried out as it loosened.
"Let go, honey," Connie demanded when she grasped one of the straps.
Now, she was naked except for the small thong that covered her sex, and even though the woman had seen her privates on numerous occasions, she wasn't prepared to go further.
"I'm keeping my panties," she stated as she hurriedly put on the robe.
"Okay, but if you get hot, pull them off," she said, and when the double entendre hit her, she laughed loudly and said, "I mean if it gets too hot because of the temperature...the outside temperature!"
"I understand," Lynsay giggled as she reached for her cup.
"Honey, you have great tits. I wish I had those," Connie said.
The words embarrassed her even though she knew they were meant as a complimented, and she was about to respond when the sound of a door opening suddenly filled the room. The two women looked at each other, and seconds later, Bo's large body filled the doorframe.
"Miss me?" he laughed.
"Hell, yes...you know I did, smarty," Connie replied.
"Hi there, good to see you again," Bo said to Lynsay while flashing a broad smile.
"Hi," she responded in a tiny voice that she knew sounded mousy.
"Come with me. I've waited long enough," the older woman said, and directed her lover towards the other bedroom. Over her shoulder, she called out to Lynsay, "C'mon honey when you're ready."
Lynsay nodded and as soon as the couple disappeared, she sat on the bed, sipped her wine, and thought about how long to give them. She knew it was best for them to get settled, and she knew it should only take a few minutes, but when the time came to go, she just couldn't move. Another ten minutes slipped by, and she had finished her wine, when she gathered the courage to take the few steps.
As soon as she turned into the room, she spotted Tucker's upper torso peering through the open window. For just a moment, they made eye contact and she saw him look her up and down, and then he returned his attention to the bed. Lynsay's head turned so she could take in the scene and immediately saw that Bo was on his back with his eyes closed and Connie was on her knees with the top several inches of his cock in her mouth. Slowly, she backed to the chair never breaking eye contact with the bed.
As soon as she sat, the robe rose on her thighs and she struggled with it for a moment to pull it down. Her little nipples had been stiff in anticipation before she entered the room, and now she could feel her pussy begin to tingle. The liquor had dulled her self-consciousness and feelings of guilt, so she was able to look on more directly.
"Damn, woman...I did miss this," Bo groaned.
The large man opened his eyes for a moment and stroked his lover's hair and then glanced Lynsay's way. They connected for an instant and the young wife felt her body flush when he smiled. Connie had said that he had enjoyed her presence, and she pondered why it had made an impact.
"I need it, Bo," Connie suddenly whined, stopping the blowjob.
"Climb on up," he directed, and quickly she was moving.
She straddled his waist, and while he held his cock up, she pulled the lips of her pussy open and then slowly descended. There was a bit of fumbling as they connected, and then Connie's hands moved to his shoulders and she began to lower.
"Ohhhh...ohhh yeah...mmmmm...damn, I missed this," she whined.
"Nice and wet baby, you're nice and wet," her lover groaned.
When she completed her descent, Connie remained motionless for a while as Bo mauled her tits, Then, she started to roll her hips, and as the pace increased, she would slide over more of his fat cock on each cycle. It wasn't long until she was opened enough that her pussy started giving off wet, slurping sounds.
"You're staying all night," the older woman called out, indicating her desire for lots of sex.
They quickly progressed until Connie was taking his complete shaft and squealing with pleasure. Bo would sometimes close his eyes to concentrate and it was during one of these periods that Lynsay looked towards Tucker and saw that he was in the same spot, still staring deliberately towards the bed. Since there were no eyes on her, she decided to risk a quick tweak of her nipple. Her hand slipped into the folds of the robe and her fingers pinched her stiff little nipple as she squeezed her legs together. She would have loved to tickle her clit, and knew she would explode quickly, but she didn't dare be so bold with the others so close.
Then, without warning, Bo flipped Connie, placing her onto her back, and quickly pushed his fat shaft back inside. Now in charge, he began taking her with slow but complete thrusts that instantly had her whining.
"Oh yes...oh yes like that...mmmm...mmmm...nnngghhh...ohhhhh..." she groaned.
Over the next few minutes, Bo increased the pace until he was taking her with powerful movements. Her cries of pleasure morphed into deep grunts that kept time with the squeaking of the bed. Lynsay could see that the older woman was in another world, lost in a sexual euphoria, and felt her own pussy throb as she thought about how it must feel.
"Damn, I love your pussy," the large man declared between his own forced breaths.
"Fuck me Bo...fuck me good," Connie cried out.
The scene was so powerful that the young wife couldn't stop her free hand from moving inside the robe to find her drenched slit. Now with one hand on her nipples and one on her pussy, the thin robe opened to reveal some of her lovely body.
Bo slowed and began fucking Connie with deep thrusts that looked like they were intended to drive her into the bed. Somehow, he was able to keep his body amazingly still except for his pile driving ass. It created a different rhythm, but the woman beneath him was no less enthralled.
"Oh, baby...do it...do it...yeah...oh fuck yeah..." she cried out.
"Uhhhh...needed this..." her lover responded.
It was clear that both were nearing their peak, and Lynsay felt it, too. Her tingling sensations were now somehow in time with Bo's thrusts, and she had to remove her hand from her slit or she knew she would orgasm.
"Ohhhhh...I'm so close...I'm going to cum..." Connie whined loudly, and then just a few seconds later, with her feet high in the air, it arrived, "Ohhhh fuck...fuck me...fuck me good...ohhhh shit...uhhhhh...uhhhhh...ohhhhh..."
"Get it girl...get it..." the man encouraged.
"I am... I am... ohhhh I am..." she answered.
Bo wasn't far behind, and Lynsay watched as his movements became labored before his ass clenched tightly as he roared, "Yeah...fuck yeah...fuck yeah...shit...shit..."
A vision swept through her head of his thick cock firing semen wildly into the woman which made her shake. With a final push that seemed intended to force out the last drop of cum, all movement stopped and suddenly the room became quiet, save for the couple's labored breathing. Lynsay quickly became conscious of her open robe and pulled it tightly closed, but continued to squeeze her thighs together in an attempt to keep the luscious feelings going in her now sodden pussy.
It wasn't long before the couple began to stir, and she heard Connie tell her lover with a giggle, "Damn, Bo...you can fuck!"
"Give me a minute, girl," he pleaded, still recovering.
"Don't fade on me," she demanded, and laughed again.
Now that it was over, their intimate talk made Lynsay uncomfortable and she began to think of a way to exit. Her anxiety was heightened when the large man rolled off his lover and his spent cock flopped across his thigh. Instantly, Connie took it in her hand but remained still. Lynsay glanced towards the window to gauge Tucker's reaction, but the man had disappeared. Minutes later, the young wife was still considering what to do when she heard Connie call to her.
"Lynsay, come over here, honey," she said, and when the woman saw the young wife shaking her head, she continued with, "Come on girl...just for a second."
She didn't want to move as suddenly her little chair seemed very safe. However, with both sets of eyes on her, she felt herself being drawn forward, and with her hands holding the robe tightly, she stood and stepped towards the bed. Connie patted a spot and she tried her best to sit as demurely as possible with her legs together.
"I need to go," she whispered, trying hard not to panic.
To avoid looking at the naked couple, she forced her eyes down, and after several seconds of silence, she felt the older woman's hand pat her shoulder in a calming gesture.
"C'mon Lynsay, don't get all shy now. You're here, so you might as well enjoy it," Connie counseled.
"Seriously Connie?" she responded.
The way it came out sounded so comical that the couple started to laugh which forced Lynsay to giggle, too. She lifted her head and took in the pair, and she was reminded of the woman's full bush.
"I'm not waxing anymore," she declared.
The laughter from the Connie went to a whole new level and it took several seconds before she was able to say, "Oh, honey...Tucker doesn't want me to. Mike does and he loves it!"
"Whatever," she responded and it made Connie's laughter start anew.
For some reason, their brief exchange, that lasted no more than a few seconds, relaxed Lynsay enough that she was able to engage in a conversation with the naked couple. It was mostly about Bo, where he had been and what he had done, with her as a peripheral participant. Only when she exchanged direct eye contact with the man, and sensed his interest, did her discomfort return. She didn't think her older friend had noticed, but when she spoke just a few seconds later, she wasn't sure.
"Look what's happening to Bo's cock," she giggled.
Lynsay had been trying to keep eye contact above the waist, but occasionally her eyes had drifted downwards. The man's flaccid shaft had been over his thigh, but when she looked now, she could see that it had stiffened noticeably. She surprised herself by watching as it continued to harden, and as it did, it moved in an arc until the head was pointing at the man's belly button.
"I can't help it," he chuckled shamelessly.
"It's because of all the naked females around you," Connie laughed in her raspy voice, and then seconds later she stunned the young wife with her shocking question, "Honey, did you cum?"
"Wha? Connie!" she cried out, and turned bright red.
As Bo started to laugh, her friend responded, "Now, don't get all prudish. Remember, you just watched us fuck."
Lynsay knew the woman had no filter, and would continue with her questions, so she answered, "No."
Instantly, she was floored again when she was asked, "You want Bo to take care of you? I'll loan him to you."
"My God, Connie...my God! No, I'm mar..." she cried out.
She was going to use her married status as a defense, but realizing it might be offensive to Connie she stopped herself mid-sentence. Lynsay had become flustered and when she regained her composure, she could see that both of them were looking at her with broad smiles. She thought that maybe the woman was teasing her, playing with her for fun, but when she saw that Bo's cock was now fully erect, she changed her mind.
The next surprise happened just seconds later when Connie turned to her lover and said, "Lynsay told me she's never seen one so big. Can she touch it?"
"Dear Lord..." the young wife whined.
"It's okay with me," Bo chuckled.
C'mon honey, give me your hand," the woman said.
"No...no way," Lynsay fired back, and then added, "I... I need to go."
"C'mon honey...you're here..." Connie said and took her by the wrist.
There followed a brief tug of war, but the older woman's hand was strong and Lynsay couldn't immediately break free.
"Don't Connie...please let me go," she said in a surprisingly calm voice.
"Honey, you're here...have a quick feel...Mike won't mind. He wanted you here," she replied.
Suddenly, she was thinking of her husband and the encouragements he made about watching. Usually, his messages had been subtle and had to be deciphered from innuendo and looks, but earlier he had given a qualified "yes". Of course, that had been about watching, witnessing the duo have sex so she could return to him, share the story and join him in bed.
"I'm just supposed to watch," she replied.
"Mike won't mind," the woman said again.
She had to admit that Connie had been right in reading her husband and his interests. Would he really be okay with her touching another man's penis? For some reason she didn't understand, when the older woman pulled on her arm again, she let her guide her hand to Bo's thick shaft. Suddenly, she was touching it, right above his heavy balls on the fattest part. Connie manipulated her fingers until she was gripping his still wet cock and then guided her hand in a slow stroking motion.
Instantly, she was struck by how different it felt. She had held men before, although they had all been smaller, but none possessed the strange power she was now experiencing. The skin felt thicker and it seemed to be pulsing in her hand while transmitting some kind of energy.
"That feels good..." Bo sighed and only then did she realize that Connie was no longer helping her.
"It's nice isn't it?" she heard the woman ask, but it seemed like it was coming from far away as her tunnel vision rapidly returned.
"Connie..." the young wife whimpered, but maintained the motion.
"Come over here," she was instructed.
The older woman scooted over to make room, and then Lynsay allowed herself to be re-positioned closer to the man and his fat cock. Now, she was right beside him, and her tightly clinched robe had become loose. It wasn't long before Bo took advantage of the opening.
"Huh...ohhhh..." the young wife whimpered when she felt his fingertips against her nipple.
His touch was gentle, just barely contacting her delicate flesh, and it sent an electrical pulse that reverberated between her breasts and pussy. Just then, she felt something wet on her hand. At first, she through he had ejaculated, but when she opened her eyes, she saw that Connie was holding a small bottle of lubricant.
"Now you can stroke the whole thing," she giggled.
She did as she was told, moving her hand over his entire length, and with her concentrated vision, it seemed like she was looking at him through a microscope. It didn't even register with her when Connie rose and pulled the short robe off her body, and with complete access, Bo now used his fingers on both her nipples. Then, on her own, with no manipulation, she took her free hand and cupped his fat balls. The older woman was right behind her and squirted a healthy amount of lotion into her palm.
"Oh, yeah...that's good..." the large man responded with a groan.
"Squeeze some juice out," Connie instructed just a few seconds later.
On the next several strokes, she did squeeze harder and forced a dollop of liquid to form at his opening. It was milky, thick and hung in place, but after several more strokes, the young wife used her palm to spread the substance over the man's plump head.
"Oh, yeah...fuck yeah..." Bo grunted.
Lynsay repeated her efforts and soon had more of his pre-cum collected at the tip. She was about to spread it again when Connie gave her different guidance.
"Taste it, honey...it's good," she whispered.
Without missing a beat, the young woman leaned over and licked the head clean. Then, on her own, she pressed her lips onto the bulb and kissed it.
"Uhhhhh..." the man let out and raised his ass.
Lynsay felt like the fingers on her nipples were playing her like a guitar. He was hitting every note perfectly, and it created a vibration in her body that was driving her crazy. Somehow, she had managed to give herself permission to enjoy and let go, and now felt deliciously wicked. In fact, she was so completely consumed by the interaction that she didn't realize that Connie was peeling her thong off until it reached her knees.
"Connie, no..." she cried out.
"It's okay, honey...you're free now," she responded as she worked it over her feet, and surprisingly, the young wife returned to her task.
If she had been looking up at that moment, she would have seen the knowing looks that passed between the two lovers. Both were certain that she would soon be on her back with his large tool buried deeply. Bo had introduced many women to his big cock and had learned from experience how to take it slow so their minds and bodies could adjust. He knew it would be required with Lynsay, but thought that once he got her going, she would be incredible. The thought of him planting his seed deeper in her pussy that any man before gave him a feeling of raw power and made his cock ache.
"C'mon honey, over here," Connie whispered, and gently pushed on the young woman's shoulders.
Bo knew where she was heading and moved his body with them so his cock stayed within reach. Quickly, they had Lynsay on her back and only then did he pull away and position himself between her legs. She was so mesmerized that only when the head of his cock touched her lips did she understand what was about to occur.
"No...no, Bo..." she gasped, suddenly back in the real world.
"Honey, let him slide it over you a little. He won't put it in until you say it's okay," Connie said, hoping to get her re-engaged.
For a time, it looked like the plan might work as Lynsay allowed her legs to be widened and the large man did indeed slide his entire length along her slit. Quickly, his efforts brought excited whimpers from the young woman.
"Connie?" she suddenly called out.
Turning her head, Lynsay saw that the older woman was at the edge of the bed rapidly rubbing her clit with her fingers with her eyes closed. It shocked her, and almost instantly, the built-up lust fled her body.
"It's okay..." Bo said when she tried to extricate herself.
"Please...please Bo," she begged.
"Are you sure?" he asked, and when she nodded her head, he backed off.
It was when his body moved and the window came into view that she saw Tucker standing with something in his hand. It took a few seconds for it to register but when it did, she realized he had been filming her with his phone.



"Connie...he...Tucker was filming me!" she said excitedly.
"Honey, he's no harm," she declared, having ended her masturbation.
Her message was not convincing and, in a panic, she jumped from the bed, grabbed the robe and retreated towards the other bedroom. As soon as she arrived, she nervously fired off a text to her husband to pick her up. Quickly, she pulled her dress on, but not wanting to return to the others, she elected to abandon her bra and panties. She decided to wait for her husband in the driveway and was moving down the hall when she came face-to-face with Connie.
"Connie...I... shit..." she forced out.
"Calm down, Lynsay. It's okay...everything's okay," she told the young woman in a soft voice.
"Connie, it's not okay...it's really not okay," she answered as a monstrous wave of shame hit her.
"C'mon, honey, let's get some wine," the older woman suggested.
"No...no, I'm going to wait outside for Mike," she said and moved towards the salon.
Mike had been on high alert since he dropped her off, so as soon as the text arrived, he fired one back and jumped in the car. It had been less than an hour and a half since he dropped her off, which was on the short side of his expectation, but he knew it was a lifetime in the bedroom. On the way, he tried to call her, but there was no answer. Just as he was turning onto the street, his phone rang, but when she spotted his car, she ended the call.
Lynsay made a concerted effort to calm herself so Mike wouldn't get upset or force questions. Still, when she got into the car, she knew she was acting anxious. Rather than distress, her husband read it as sexual excitement, but he accepted her request to get home before talking.
"Okay, tell me what happened," Mike demanded as soon as they inside.
"Let me go to the bathroom first," she replied, knowing she needed to get some undergarments on.
"I'll get you some wine," he said and with a nod, she departed.
Lynsay washed her hands, brushed her teeth and changed clothes, and then returned to Mike fifteen minutes later. He held out the glass to her as she approached, and for a moment she felt guilty again as she thought about how much she had consumed before going to Connie's. She was desperately seeking a rationale for her behavior and being drunk was an easy excuse. However, she took a sip from the glass, and when her husband raised his eyebrows, she knew what he was expecting.
"I watched them...it was like last time," she lied.
"Details, sweetie," he said with a laugh, still not sensing anything was amiss.
"Okay, well let's see. He was late, so Connie and I had wine, and then when he arrived, they started, but I waited for a few minutes. Then, I went in and sat in the same chair. Tucker was watching and, you know, they did it," she replied.
"Lynsay, be more specific! How did they do it? What were they saying? How did you feel?" he fired eagerly.
"Well, when I went into the room, she was going down on him, and then she got on top and they did it for a while. Then, Bo turned her over and really...you know...did it hard. They were making...normal sex sounds I guess," she answered.
"How did you feel?" Mike asked again as he moved next to her.
"Strange...a little awkward," she began, and then she let him turn her until her back was pressed against his chest. With a forced giggle, she asked, "What do you want?"
"Hear your story, and then take you to bed," he said and cupped her breast through her shirt. After a few seconds of fondling, he asked, "Did you get excited?"
Knowing he wouldn't believe her if she said no, she replied, "Of course, some. I'm human."
"How excited?" he pushed.
"Some..." she repeated in a whisper.
"Did you cum?" her husband whispered back.
"No," she answered.
Lynsay realized it was the second time she had been asked the question in the last hour. She also realized that despite her extreme arousal and all the decadent things that had occurred, somehow, she had not had an orgasm. Then, her thoughts went to the words Connie had expressed about Mike and what he wanted.
Mike wanted his wife in bed. Even before he had dropped her off, he was keyed up and it had been torture waiting for her call. Plus, he thought he might get more from her while they were entwined, so he took her by the hand and led towards their room. In truth, his wife wanted to make love, too. She needed the validation of her sane world, her morality and marriage. Thus, she accompanied him without protest and let him undress her as soon as they arrived.
They snuggled for a while, trading caresses and kisses before Mike decided to work her with his tongue. He started with her breasts, but when he tried to descend, she stopped him by pulling on his shoulders.
"Please, Mike...I want you in me," she whispered.
With a smile, he lifted over her lovely body and let her guide him to her opening with her hand. They started slow, and he kissed her ears, neck and lips, hoping to get her to a high plateau. However, he could tell she wasn't progressing, and after just a few minutes, she put her hand on his shoulder and stopped him.
"Mike, we need to talk...I have to tell you something..." she said in a soft voice.
"Okay...what?" he asked, knowing it had to do with Connie's house.
"I did some things...some bad things...I'm very ashamed, and there's something else, too," she started, and suddenly the young husband felt real concern.
"Tell me," he replied.
"I... I did some stuff and then...I... I saw that Tucker was filming it through the window," she explained.
"What stuff?" he asked.
"I don't want to say..." she started, but Mike interrupted.
"Did he fuck you?" he asked, more in surprise than anger.
"No... no... but, if he shows anyone...I... I can't imagine how I'll..." she tried to force out as her crying began.
"Okay," Mike replied and pulled free from her.
He moved from the bed and began putting on his clothes knowing he needed to go visit the odd man. There would come a time when he would interrogate his wife further, but now he needed to be the gallant husband and sort the mess.
"Mike...please...please don't watch it," were her final words as he made for the door.
He covered the distance to the house quickly and when he pulled up, he spotted Tucker standing near the entrance to his workspace. The man showed no sign of distress as he approached, which made him wonder exactly what was going on. When he got near, Tucker stepped inside the building and Mike followed.
"Tucker, did you take a picture or a video of Lynsay?" he asked with no pleasantries.
"Yes," the man admitted, making no effort to deflect.
"Why?" Mike asked, now quite confused.
"Just to look at later...you know," he replied.
"I don't like it Tucker. I want you to delete it. Right now," he demanded.
"Sure, no problem," the man said.
By the brief interaction, it certainly seemed like the odd man had no ulterior motive. Rather, Mike could only surmise it was intended for his own personal pleasure. Strangely, that intrigued him even more, and although his wife had begged him not to view the contents, he now felt almost obligated to do so.
"Can I see it first?" Mike asked.
"Yeah, sure," Tucker responded and immediately pulled his phone from his pocket.
They moved to a spot where there wasn't a glare and after some manipulation, a video started. At first, it showed short snippets of Lynsay sitting in a chair in her robe, with her concentration on some unseen spot. Next, there were the same brief segments, but this time he could see that her hands were inside the robe. By the way the video was structured, it looked like Tucker had repeatedly captured bursts of several seconds.
Mike was certainly surprised by the evidence, but he didn't think it was as dramatic as Lynsay had indicated. Then, the next sequence appeared and he saw her on the bed, which changed everything. With her back to him, Tucker had been able to capture much more, and the only detail that was missed was his wife's mouth on Bo's cock. Even then, when her head dropped it provided a clear indication that her mouth had made contact. When it was done, Mike continued to stare at the blank screen in disbelief.
"Damn..." he finally forced out.
"Have you ever seen your wife get it from another man? Nothing like it," Tucker offered.
The crazy thing about his words were that at that exact moment Mike was trying to understand why his dick had become stiff. He thought about his wife's demeanor that afternoon, her drinking and his response to her question. He realized she had been reaching out for support, something solid to grasp, and his message had provided nothing. In fact, his selfish mind had been totally focused on the sex he would enjoy with his wife after it was over. Then, in a moment of difficult self-reflection, he wondered if he was really any different than the odd man he was standing next to.
Mike stared at Tucker for an uncomfortably long time and then he began to speak. They carried on a conversation for another ten minutes, before the young husband turned and left.
Lynsay was curled up in bed when she heard the door open. Seconds later, her husband appeared in the doorway with a serious look on his face. He moved to her side and put his hand on her shoulder and stroked it several times before speaking.
"I talked to him. He doesn't want to erase it," Mike said.
"Oh, no... Mike!" she cried out.
"I tried...but his demands were too high. Maybe we should go to the police," he said.
"No...no, I can't..." she stated emphatically, and then as his words fully registered, she asked, "What...what were the demands?"
"Not good," he replied.
"What? What were they?" she probed nervously.
"You have to go back," he informed her.
"Why? What for?" she asked with her voice now trembling.
"All he would say is finish what you were doing. He said if you did that, he would erase it all tonight," Mike told her.
"Did you see it?" Lynsay asked in a voice barely above a whisper.
"No, you told me not to," he lied.
"Mike...it's bad..." she admitted.
"Can we live with the video?" he asked.
"No! No... we'd...no..." she stammered, and then said, "Tell me what to do."
"Lynsay, we all make mistakes..." he responded, and paused to let it sink in before he continued with, "I love you and one afternoon isn't going to change that."
"So, you mean..." she started.
"I'll understand," he said, cutting her off.
As soon as Mike left, Tucker approached the window and woke the couple from their recovery nap. He explained the conversation he had just completed with Mike and the plans they had made. Connie thought it was a marvelous idea and congratulated herself on her reading of the young husband. She had fucked enough men in her life that she felt she had some insight into the male psyche, and the way Lynsay described his reactions, she was certain he was eager to see more from her. Only Bo showed any reticence. He was concerned about putting the young wife in a coerced situation, but Connie finally convinced him it was okay since they had her husband's involvement and blessing.
No further words of significance had been spoken between the couple since they left the bedroom, and now Lynsay had her hand on the handle, ready to leave in the car. She had put on the same dress, along with a fresh bra and panties even though she didn't think they would remain on for long. Perhaps it was merely habit or maybe it was a show of defiance, but in any event, they were there.
"I love you," she told Mike as she stepped out.
"I love you too Lynsay," he replied, and for the hundredth time in the last hour he questioned his sanity.
After knocking on the inner door, Lynsay waited for over a minute before Connie appeared in her robe. She gave her an odd look, but stepped back so she could enter.
"Did you forget something, honey?" she asked, playing dumb.
Her question let the young wife know that Tucker hadn't confided in his her, which caused her conflicting emotions. On the one hand, it meant she hadn't been betrayed by the women she liked, but the flip side was that she would appear to be nothing more than a horny slut returning for more play. However, it also meant that there might be an opportunity to get help from the older woman, and she knew it was something she had to try.
"Connie, can we talk for minute?" she asked.
The woman had anticipated she would be approached for help, and had prepared. She liked Lynsay a lot and had no interest in hurting her in any way. However, in her mind, a bit of discovery would be a good thing for her, especially since it had been her husband's idea. She couldn't help but think how different her life might have turned out if her first husband had been like Mike.
"What's wrong, Lynsay," she asked.
"I... you know earlier...when I was here, I saw Tucker filming me. It scared me and Mike came to talk to him, but he wouldn't get rid of the...stuff...well, he said he would...if I came back and..." she tried to explain.
"Oh, that prick. Honey, go get some wine and I'll talk to him," she replied.
A huge weight suddenly lifted from the young woman's shoulders and she did indeed move to the kitchen for some wine to calm her nerves. She had finished half a glass when Connie returned with a puzzled expression.
"What?" Lynsay let out.
"He said he didn't have anything...said he didn't know what I was talking about," she told her.
"Connie, I saw him...you know...with his phone taking pictures," she explained.
"Honey, I looked at his phone and I didn't see anything. Why don't you put your robe on and come talk about it with me and Bo," she suggested.
"Look, if he doesn't...I'm...I'm going to go..." she said, and set down her glass.
"Okay, I understand," the older woman said.
Lynsay stepped past her and entered the salon and then called her husband who answered on the first ring.
"Mike, I talked to Connie and she talked to Tucker and he said he didn't have anything," she said.
There was a long pause before her husband replied, "I think he might be lying to her."
"What should I do?" she asked.
"Lynsay, all I know is what he said," Mike responded.
They talked for a few more minutes but it was impossible to reach a conclusion with the big gap. Finally, she told her husband she would think about it and call him back, and when he told her he was close by when needed, little did she know he was in fact already in Tucker's workshop.
Lynsay was shaking as she stepped into the bedroom dressed in the short leopard print robe. The lovers were in bed with a sheet covering them from the waist down, and they didn't notice her until she was in the chair.
"Hey, girl! Welcome back," Connie called out in her bubbly voice that seemed inappropriate given the situation.
"Hi..." she replied.
"You want to come sit over here?" she said, patting the same spot where it had all started.
She was about to respond when she glanced towards the window and saw Tucker was present. It worried her that he had suddenly appeared, especially since he held her fate in the memory of his phone. Mike had been clear about the odd man's expectations, so with a defeated sigh, she moved to the bed.
"Glad you're back," Bo said.
Connie started a general conversation designed to get her to relax, which proved somewhat successful. However, knowing they had to press forward sooner or later, she picked a moment and made the move.
"Honey, why don't you scoot on up and help me get Bo worked up again," she said.
"Connie...I...I..." she began and then thought about Tucker at the window.
"Honey, it wasn't so bad. You were hot as a firecracker. You should have let Bo cool you down," the older woman interjected, and when Lynsay didn't respond, she continued with, "Come on now...get that robe off. Bo's been talking about your hot body since you left."
She knew something about the situation wasn't right, but she couldn't quite put her finger on it. Did the older woman really believe her husband was telling the truth? Did she think that she had returned because of sexual need? Or, was she covering for Tucker? She couldn't be totally sure on any of it, but she remained worried about the ominous presence of the man at the window.
Lynsay didn't protest when Connie worked the robe off her shoulders and even let her unclasp her bra. It joined the previous one that she could see was still on the floor where it had been discarded hours before. Next, Connie moved to the other side of her lover putting him between the two women and when she was settled, she flipped the thin sheet back revealing the man's heavy cock. Seconds later, the older woman took Lynsay's hand and brought it to the base of Bo's shaft. With only a brief hesitation, she grasped it and slowly began to work the entire length.
"Uggghhh...yeah..." the man grunted.
"You take care of that and I'll work his nipples," she said, and then quickly added, "Don't forget his nuts."
The last thing Connie did before turning her attention to his chest was to make sure the entire area was coated in lubricant. At first, Lynsay was so sexually disengaged that her efforts were purely mechanical. However, as his shaft expanded and his responses to their touching became more vocal, she could feel the tingles begin to form. Slowly, the man's cock began to resonate in the way she had experienced before, emitting its strange energy.
"Uggghhhh...shit..." Bo groaned as his body squirmed.
Then, without warning, his finger found her nipples and began to tease them in the same gentle way he had before. It only took seconds for them to fully harden, and slowly Lynsay could feel the tunnel vision invade her sight.
"He's pretty dry, but keep trying," she heard the older woman say and she realized that she had been subconsciously squeezing his cock in an attempt to force some pre-cum to the tip.
Strangely, she didn't feel shame at being caught, and did indeed keep trying. It took several more tight strokes but finally some juice appeared.
"Lick it, baby," the large man said.
Lynsay stared at the milky substance for several seconds and then leaned over and used her lips to remove it which brought a deep groan from the man. When, several seconds later she had brought forth more, she repeated the process.
The young wife was so focused that she didn't even notice Connie had left the bed until she felt her hands pulling on her panties, and it was actually her husband's promise of redemption that allowed her to be guided onto her knees so they could be removed.
"That's better, Connie stated, and then quickly added, "Bo, doesn't she have a great body?"
"Hell, yes," he replied instantly.
"He wanted you so bad. It's all he wanted to talk about since you left," the woman said.
The next move was all on the young wife. She had been staring at the large cock inches in front of her face, feeling its power, for some time. It seemed to be beckoning her and suddenly she moved the short distance and let her mouth descend several inches down his shaft. When it was as far as she could go, she stopped and swirled her tongue over it in the way she knew drove her husband wild.
"Fuck yeah, baby!" Bo called out.
Mike, who was standing back and to the side of Tucker couldn't believe what he was seeing. His wife loved receiving oral pleasure but doled it out sparingly. Now, this man, that was in reality a stranger, was getting more loving on his cock than he had ever received. He had discussed the video and her participation with the carpenter, telling him he wanted to see firsthand what had occurred on the recording. They had also agreed he would indicate when enough had taken place and it would be brought to an end. However, as he witnessed his wife's debauchery, he wasn't sure if there would be an end. His own dick was harder than it had ever been, and so far, he had to agree with Tucker's prophetic words of seeing his wife with another man.



When Lynsay lifted her mouth, Bo took the opportunity to pull her ass around so he could reach her pussy. She still had a firm grip on his cock when his fingers found her slit and she tried several times to continue her stroking, but when his touch reached her clit, it brought her movements to a sudden halt. She was on her hands and knees with her head alongside Bo's cock facing the window. Her eyes were squeezed tightly shut, her mouth hung open and she seemed to be panting. Mike and Tucker had an amazing view, and the young husband thought it was the most complete exhibit of basic sexual lust he had ever seen. The fact that it was his wife that provided the demonstration only heightened the spectacle.
Bo had become so worked up that he needed to get his cock into a pussy and he desperately wanted Lynsay. However, he was cognizant of her husband's control, so he turned to Connie and gave her a questioning look. The woman, understanding the meaning, turned to the window and did the same thing.
Mike saw her look, but as if to reinforce it, the carpenter turned to him and whispered, "Do you want him to fuck her?"
It was the moment of truth and it wasn't really a fair question given his advanced state of excitement, but nonetheless a response was needed and he felt his head nodding. The message was relayed back, and when Bo received it, a big smile appeared on his face. He had definite plans for the pretty young wife; slow and easy until she was ready and then he would fuck her until she was begging.
"Come over here Lynsay," the large man said.
He helped her turn until she was alongside him, face-to-face, and then directed her over him so that she straddled his waist. With his large body, her tummy was already in contact with his cock, and he began to tease her nipples again hoping she would be the one to make contact.
"You're in control, honey," Connie told her when she looked her way.
At first, she forced herself to remain still, but the shaft pressing into her abdomen was acting like a tease. She knew it was very close to her slit and that with just a roll of her hips she could make contact. She knew it would feel good, and that scared her, but she had allowed herself to become very excited and then there was the man at the window.
Lynsay went searching for the connection, convincing herself it was just as a test. Her hips slowly moved a little at a time trying to find the limit before the fat shaft touched her slit. Several times, she would advance and then retreat, but finally she went far enough that she connected. She knew it was the thick vein beneath his shaft that was tickling her clit and it felt glorious. A wave of self-consciousness washed over her and she retreated once more, but when she returned, she didn't break the connection. Little by little, she fed more of his cock along her slit until she was feeling most of it every time she moved. A smile went between Connie and Bo as they watched her ass move, but outside it was different. Tucker looked on with his normal flat expression while Mike stared into the room, totally dumbfounded.
"Baby..." Bo whispered.
He wanted to tell her he wanted inside her and get her reaction, but she took it as a message of intimacy and leaned forward and kissed him passionately. It lasted a long time and when they split, the large man put his hand on the back of her head and pulled her to him again.
Both were out of breath when it ended, but Lynsay was the first to recover, and in very tiny voice, she asked, "Can we?"
Bo was amazed by what he heard, but he quickly answered, "Yes, baby...put in and we'll go slow."
The vision that became permanently etched in Mike's mind for all eternity was his wife's small hand grasping the heavy shaft, now wet with her juices, and bringing it to her snug opening. He instantly gripped his dick through his jeans, but he was so excited he knew he would ejaculate if he didn't let go.
"Mmmmm...ohhhhhh..." Lynsay's sighed heavily when the tip of the spear nestled in her opening.
Except for the two lovers, everyone was in something of a catatonic state as she slowly fed his cock inside, wiggling, whining and groaning as the shaft disappeared. Finally, there was no more, and the young wife dropped her body and kissed the man again. When they finished, Bo's hands moved to her firm ass, and he massaged her gently while they engaged in a whispered conversation. Then, she began to move, slowly at first, just taking an inch or so, but building constantly until she was experiencing his full length.
"Mmmm...unngghhh...ohhhh...oh my God...I'm so full..." she groaned loudly.
"Take it honey...it'll change your life," Connie told her as she rubbed her clit.
"Damn...damn you feel good...I knew you would..." Bo grunted in time with their movements.
Bo pulled her forward and took a nipple between his lips and started sucking hard which brought a fresh wave of wails from Lynsay. It also made it hard for her to keep rhythm, so eventually she stopped, through her head back and enjoyed the sensation. When his mouth left her nub, they kissed again, and then engaged in another whispered conversation before they quickly flipped so the large man was now on top. He fed his cock back into her without difficulty and after a few preliminary thrusts, he began a full, forceful assault that had her legs wrapped around his thick waist.
Within seconds Lynsay was crying out loudly, "Ohhh...oh my God...oh my God...Bo...oh Bo...it hurts good...it hurts good...so good...don't stop..."
Like he had with Connie, he kept his torso mostly still while his ass worked rapidly. Unlike the woman beneath him, he didn't try to form words and merely replied with grunts to signal his excitement.
Lynsay could feel inches of fat cock twangy her clit on each thrust and knew she wouldn't last long. In fact, less than a minute later she could feel the pressure building and a powerful tingling sensation started firing between her nipples and clit. Then it hit and it was like nothing she had ever experienced.
"Nahhhhh...ugggghhhhh...ugggghhhhh...ohhhhhh...fuck...fuck me...please..." she cried out.
For a few moments, her being must have gone somewhere else, because she suddenly came back to the moment with a start. Bo was still taking her hard, and she was experiencing a magical floating feeling. Her body seemed devoid of energy save for her ability to hold on to her lover. However, just a few seconds later, she sensed something deep within her building and it slowly grew with Bo's thrusts until she realized she was going to have another orgasm.
"Unnngggggg...ohhhh..." it started and then she went silent.
Bo was watching the woman as her second climax arrived, feeling powerful to bring such complete abandon to such a lovely woman. He heard the start of her cries, and then watched as the sounds ceased even though her mouth was wide open. When it finally closed, her body went limp and he could tell she was done, although he desperately wanted to plant his seed deep within her body. The problem was that he had cum so many times with Connie that there was little left.
"I can't cum," he grunted in frustration.
Connie, knowing the issue, moved next to him and used her long fingernails to tickle his balls. It was just the shot the man needed and soon he could feel the remnants in his sack begin to churn.
"Ahhhh...fuck yeah...fuck yeah...shit..." he groaned as he fired.
Lynsay was disoriented when she woke up. It was dark and she didn't recognize where she was as nothing looked familiar. It took her a moment to realize she was in Connie's bed, naked and covered by a thick blanket. Suddenly, the memories were cascading at her as she recalled everything, including the powerful sex she had experienced with Bo. As she became more aware, she realized that Mike must be terrified, so she rose and started looking for her clothes. As soon as she was dressed, she texted him to pick her up and waited in the room until he answered.
"Connie, I need to go," she said when she found the woman in the kitchen, who thankfully was alone.
"Okay, honey. Don't you feel bad now. Don't you dare. Mike wanted you to have fun...you remember that," she counseled.
Lynsay gave her a wan smile and then made her way to the driveway where her husband picked her up minutes later. After confirming to him that she was okay, they drove home mostly in silence, and as soon as they entered their home, the young wife made a break for the bathroom. Mike was on his second drink when she finally emerged.
"Thanks," she said when he handed her the glass of wine.
He knew his wife was struggling with what had occurred, and he felt guilty for withholding his involvement. Still, he remained silent hoping she would confide in him. However, when it didn't look like that was going to occur, he prodded.
"Lynsay, talk to me," he said in a gentle voice.
"Will you love me...no matter...you said our love was more than one afternoon..." she began, but couldn't finish.
"Of course, darling...of course..." Mike responded.
He wanted badly for everything to be put in the open so he could comfort her and remove her feelings of guilt. The strange lust that had made him conspire with Tucker had now departed, and he was feeling very guilty, too.
"I...I did something...I...had sex with another man," she blurted out, and he could see her body trembling.
"I see..." he answered, and then asked, "Bo?"
"Yes..." she whimpered with her eyes downcast.
"That's it? That's everything?" he followed and when she nodded her head, he asked, "How many times?"
"Only once," she replied.
"What happened? I mean...did you respond? Did you climax?" he probed, knowing the truth but wanting to hear her admit it.
"No...I mean...I don't know..." she answered, too ashamed to look at him.
"Did you?" Mike pressed.
His wife began to nervously fidget, but finally she replied in a whisper, "Yes..."
"You had an orgasm?" he asked as if to clarify.
"Yes..." she responded.
At that moment, Mike knew he held all the cards. He could berate her and she would have no defense or he could be forgiving. It only took him a few seconds to decide to be understanding, as he loved his wife, he had been a huge instigator in her fall, and, perhaps most importantly, he wanted to use the event as a catalyst in her sexual growth.
"Come here, Lynsay," he said and when she stepped closer, he hugged her firmly. Almost immediately, his wife began to sob, and he said to her softly, "You didn't have a choice...I understand."
Suddenly, she felt re-born and a wave of emotion swept through her that made her shake. Mike held her as she sobbed, and when it began to wane, he turned her in his arms and kissed her lovingly.
"Do you still love me?" she asked, feeling completely vulnerable.
"Yes...you know I do," her husband replied.
"What now?" she asked.
"Let's go to bed...let's make love," he whispered into her ear.
Lynsay let him lead her to their bedroom where he quickly stripped her, and then put her beneath the sheet before undressing. When he joined her, they began to kiss, softly at first, but it wasn't long before they became more passionate. Mike pulled her tightly against his body and she could feel his erection pressing into her tummy. When his wife's sighs had built, he pushed her onto her back and took a nipple into his mouth, recalling how Bo had done the same. With the large man now in his head, he eased his hand down to Lynsay's slit wondering what he would find. Would she still be stretched from the fat cock she had taken? She was nicely slick, but her opening seemed exactly the same.
"Mmmm...please..." she purred and started to pull on his shoulders.
Mike lifted, and quickly entered his wife which brought forth a contented sigh. He started slowly, barely moving, as he showered her face and neck with quick kisses. When his lips finally settled on hers, he felt her arms wrap around his neck and her legs circle his waist.
Mike wanted badly to make the evening a strictly husband and wife event, but with each seductive movement of her body and moan of enjoyment, he was transported back to the scene he had witnessed from the window. Initially, she had been coerced and seduced, but faster than he had expected, she had completely succumbed to Bo and his heavy cock.
"Did it feel good? Did you like it?" he asked, unable to help himself.
"Mike?" she whined in protest.
The admission she made about her orgasm made it difficult to deny her enjoyment, but he wanted to hear her say it, so he pushed, "Tell me, Lynsay."
"You feel good," she responded, attempting to change the direction.
"Tell me...I won't get mad," he prodded, again.
"Maybe...some...I don't know..." she replied.
"Because he was big?" he asked.
Lynsay noticed that his tempo was increasing and the husky sounds of his voice indicated that he was becoming excited by the questioning. Once more, she thought about the messages Connie had given her about her husband's interest. Did he really have the same thoughts as Tucker?
"Tell me why...why you want to know..." she forced out.
"Because, I want to know you...everything...don't hold back...I won't be mad..." he explained.
She was silent for several seconds while she contemplated his words, and the she answered in a soft voice, "It felt good."
Her words put a jolt of electricity through his body and he began to push into his wife harder. Lynsay felt it, and now she too was curious.
"I knew it," her husband declared and then quickly followed with, "Where...how did...how did you act? Where were your arms...your legs?"
"Wrapped around him," she whispered and felt another surge from her husband.
They made love all night with Mike waking her repeatedly for more. It was almost noon the next morning when they rose and went to the kitchen for sustenance. However, it wasn't long before Mike wanted her some more, and they stopped just long enough for a quick shower before they were back in bed.
Lynsay lay awake with her husband asleep at her side and contemplated all that had occurred. To her, it seemed like Mike had acted different from the moment she told him about Connie's offer on the waxing. At first, she though he was just enjoying the interactions as a departure from daily routine, but looking back, she could see that there had been clear signs of something else. Also, there were Connie's messages which had seemed crazy at first, and yet were strangely prescient. Now, for the passed twelve hours, since returning from her encounter with Bo, Mike had been unable to keep his hands off her. It was interesting given the circumstances, but even more so when she realized that each of her admissions had led to more. The thought chewed on her psyche and her concept of marital sanctity and bliss. It was becoming so powerful that she thought about waking him for a discussion when she felt him stir. Slowly, he came to consciousness and when he saw her staring down at him a smile came to his face.
"Hi beautiful," he said.
"Mike, can I ask you something and please be honest," she said after a quick kiss.
"Okay," he said as his body tensed.
"Did you want...uhhhh...did you want me to have sex with Bo?" she asked.
They stared at each other in silence as the seconds ticked by, and then he said in a clear voice, "Yes."
Despite the turmoil, Lynsay kept her next appointment with Connie, and they were just getting started when the woman jumped straight in to the subject.
"I hope you're not feeling guilty," she said.
"I'm okay...I struggled some, but I'm okay," she replied.
"Did you tell your husband?" she probed.
"Yes..." the young wife admitted.
"And? What happened...tell me," she demanded eagerly, and before the young wife could answer, she added, "He took you to bed I bet."
Lynsay let out a deep sigh, and then said, "At first, he said he understood, and it was okay."
"Then what?" the manicurist responded, accurately guessing there was more.
She looked at the older woman for a moment and then said, "Don't ever tell anyone Connie...never."
"C'mon girl, don't make me wait." Connie begged.
"He said...he admitted that he wanted me to," she replied.
"To fuck Bo?" she asked coarsely.
"Yes..." Lynsay said.
"Oh, honey I knew it. Didn't I tell you? He's like Tucker. It turned him on. I bet y'all had freaky sex all night," she laughed, happy that Mike had come clean.
"He couldn't keep his hands off me," she giggled.
"Shit, I bet! I bet he was wound tight," she responded, knowing first-hand what her husband had gone through, and then added, "I told you all men are pervs. All of them!"
They became silent for several minutes, and Lynsay thought about the large man that had consumed her sexually while being surprisingly gentle.
"What happened to Bo? she asked.
"Honey, you killed him. He was in the other room sleeping and didn't wake up for hours," she laughed.
"Really?" she answered, taking a certain pride in the fact, and when Connie didn't immediately reply, she added with an impish smile, "Maybe you can lend him to me sometimes."
"No... nah uh, honey. That was a one-time thing and he's all mine," she laughed once again, and then said, "He does have a brother, though."
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Caitlin and I are a late-20s DINK couple that love to take nice vacations to exotic locales. We've been married for four years, and decided early in our relationship, before starting a family, we were going to spend time together traveling the world. So far, our finances have allowed for one large and one small vacation each year, with destinations that have included Paris, Buenos Aires, and Istanbul.
Using all our discretionary money for trips has not exactly been conducive to planning for the future, and even though we still wanted to wait a couple more years before having kids, we realized it was time to start saving. However, since we weren't ready to just stay home, the answer seemed to be to scale back. We had always leaned towards splurging, rationalizing that we might only have one chance to visit a place, but now that was going to need to change.
Caitlin and I met at work. At the time, I was an up and coming assistant product manager and she was fresh out of college working in the marketing department. We were introduced at a company happy hour and things immediately clicked. In fact, those working with us at the time like to tell stories about how they knew we were destined for each other from that very first meeting.
Fortunately for me, my wife is both attractive and intelligent, and she quickly wrapped me around her finger. She is a slender 5'7" tall with soft shoulder-length light-brown hair, matching brown eyes and full kissable lips. She has B-cup breasts tipped with tiny nipples that sit high on her chest and are well-proportioned for her frame. However, her best feature is her legs which are long, shapely and end in an extremely well-toned butt. I'm 5'11" with a medium build and a slightly receding hair line, not in bad shape, but I don't work out with near the fervor of Caitlin, so I'm a bit softer.
Having decided to make less extravagant destination plans, we threw ourselves into researching places that might fit our interests, and finally selected a Pacific beach town in Costa Rica. Since we both spoke some Spanish, it was appealing, and when the offseason rates were factored in it just seemed to make sense. To top it off, Caitlin was interested in learning how to surf, and there were many other activities nearby as well. It wasn't going to be first class this time, but we looked forward to it as something of an adventure.
We landed in San Jose and took a bus directly from the airport to the beach town. The bus was reasonably comfortable and the ride wasn't too bad except for a couple of tight turns around chasms in the mountains that caught our attention. Caitlin was dressed conservatively in hiking shorts and a short-sleeved button shirt, but still attracted male attention from the mix of locals and tourists.
We were dropped off near the center of town, and after asking directions to our hotel, we made what turned out to be a short 300-yard walk to its location, arriving right before sundown. It was one block off the beach, with no real view, but the room was clean with a king-sized bed, a bathroom with both a shower and tub, and there was a nice sitting area with a couch and a couple of chairs. The hotel also had a small pool with an outside bar and satellite TV, so all things considered, it exceeded our expectations.
"Can I buy you a drink Mrs. Behrens?" I asked after we dropped our bags.
"Yes, you may. I need one! It's been a long day," she replied eagerly while flashing me her lovely smile.
We walked towards the beach and found a small bar with just a smattering of people, and after ordering our drinks, we relaxed while watching and hearing the sea roll in.
"Pretty big waves," I said, raising an eyebrow towards Caitlin.
"You need big waves to learn to surf properly," she replied, seemingly undaunted.
We signaled to our waiter for another round, and when he arrived, we started a conversation.
"Hector, do you know anyone that teaches surfing lessons," I asked the pleasant older man.
"Oh, yes. There are several instructors," he replied.
"How do you find them?" I followed.
"They work off the beach. Right along in there," he said, using his hand to gesture at the expanse in front of us.
"Anyone you would recommend?" Caitlin chimed in.
"The best is Juan Pablo. He is also the surfing champion," Hector informed us.
"And where do we find him?" she asked.
"Just a bit down there. You can ask anyone," he said while pointing to his left.
"Well, looks like tomorrow is planned," I said with a laugh.
"For part of the day. I'm sure it's tiring. We can relax and explore for the rest," she responded.
Caitlin tends to overdo things and it looked like this vacation would be no different. Since both of us were tired from the travel, we finished our drinks, went back to the hotel, and within minutes we were both asleep.
We were up early the next morning and after a light breakfast we wandered towards the beach. Unfortunately, it was still mostly empty, so we explored the town, noting several places for further investigation, and an hour later we returned to the water where things were beginning to liven.
"Hi, we're looking for Juan Pablo, the surfing instructor," I asked a young man in broken Spanish.
"There," he said, pointing towards a small hut under a few trees about fifty yards down the beach.
"Juan Pablo?" I asked a young man that looked to be in his early twenties, after walking to the hut.
"Yes, I am Juan Pablo," he replied in good English.
"My wife is interested in surfing lessons. We are told you are the best instructor," I said.
"Well, I think I am good, but perhaps not the best," he responded with a charming smile.
"How do you teach surfing?" Caitlin broke in, wanting to get to specifics.
"Ahhhh, well I teach about the board first and how the waves work and then we go to the water," he explained, turning and openly looking her up and down.
"How much are the lessons?" she asked, unfazed.
"Each lesson is $40 and lasts between an hour to an hour and a half," he told her, now completely ignoring me.
"Okay, when can we start?" she spoke, eagerly.
"We can now. I have no bookings this morning," he replied.
I paid him the $40 and told Caitlin I was going to wait on some chairs just down the beach, but just before leaving, I spotted a stack of colorful business cards on a ledge that ran along the front of the hut. Curious, I picked one up, then took Caitlin's bag and sat down just in time to see her peel off her shorts and t-shirt while Juan Pablo watched. She had purposefully worn a one-piece suit, anticipating that falling in the surf might be rough on a bikini, and had her hair pulled into a cute ponytail. As, I watched the young man stepped into the hut and returned quickly with something that he handed to my wife. She turned it a few times in her hands and then pulled it over her head. When it was in place, I could see that it was a dark, snuggly fitting long-sleeved shirt.
Juan Pablo took a long board and pulled it close to the water, and for the next thirty minutes I observed as he instructed Caitlin on how to lie, kneel and stand. She seemed to be enjoying herself and so did Juan Pablo, who had the energy of youth and a perpetual smile. Surfing in the cool water must have kept his body lean as there didn't seem to be an ounce of fat on his almost 6 ft. tall body. He had long dark hair that reached his shoulders and wore a swim suit that went almost to his knees. I noticed his body was smooth except for a trail of hair that started at his belly button and disappeared into his suit.
Remembering the card, I picked it up from the table and saw that it was advertising for a photographer in town. Since the name shown was Ezzi, I surmised the photographer was female, and thinking it could be fun to get a few shots of my wife surfing, I stuffed the card in my shorts with the intent to search out the shop later.
"Sweetie, are you okay?" Caitlin asked, bringing me back to consciousness as I realized I must have dozed off in the pleasant breeze.
"Yeah, I'm fine. Are you done?" I asked.
"No, I'm not tired yet, so I'm going to do another lesson. I need some suntan lotion though," she replied, reaching into her bag.
Caitlin sprayed the lotion on her uncovered areas and started to leave when I asked, "What's that shirt for?"
"Oh, it's a special surfing shirt so I don't get chaffed," she explained, and with that she bounced back to Juan Pablo, who waited for her with a board under his arm.
They went out to a location where there were some small breakers, and with Juan Pablo holding the board, Caitlin climbed on. He would try to get her started as a wave passed, and the first half dozen times she fell, but the next three attempts she rode the wave long enough to stand for a few seconds. This continued with her making progress until, for no apparent reason, she began to revert. Finally, she waved him off, and they walked together back to the beach.
"I'm exhausted. It's much harder than it looks!" she exclaimed.
"I don't know, it looked pretty hard," I said, proud of her for what she had accomplished.
"I need another $40," she informed me, and I reached into my wallet and gave her the cash.
Caitlin walked back and gave her instructor the money, then stayed and talked with him for twenty more minutes.
"I have another lesson tomorrow," she explained, when she finally returned.
"Good, you were getting there," I said encouragingly.
"You think so?" she asked.
"Yes, I do. Good progress, although I think you were getting tired at the end," I told her.
Caitlin pulled a lounge chair next to me and we relaxed for another hour before collecting our things and departing in search of a place for lunch. After a good ceviche, we went back to the hotel for a nap. Feeling revived after some sleep, she started pestering me to try out ziplining and when we called the front desk and learned there was a nice place just a fifteen-minute drive away, it wasn't long before we were out the door. It turned out to be good fun, and in the late afternoon it was not crowded. When we were finished, we instructed the taxi to drop us at the beach where we walked over a half-mile in the surf then returned for a drink at a beachside bar near our hotel to watch the sunset.
"Damn, full day," I stated, after ordering.
"Yes," Caitlin answered, although I could see she was looking at something down the beach and wasn't really paying attention.
"Maybe we should pace things a bit," I suggested, then added, "After all, we have six days."
"We're fine. You'll be okay old man," she replied, giving me a sharp dig.
Her words ended with a mischievous smile which forced the same from me, and for the next twenty minutes we sipped the cocktails, aimlessly chatted and watched the sun disappear. The first drink was followed by another which energized me.
"We need to find a partying place. You know, something livelier," I said, as we polished off our cocktails.
"Well, first it's only 7:30 PM on a Tuesday and second I'm not sure this is a party town," Caitlin replied with a laugh.
"Well, we can try," I told her, with a grin.
"No arguing with that logic, but I need to shower," she replied.
An hour later we were ready to hit the town. Me in knee length shorts and a polo shirt, and her in khaki shorts that ended mid-thigh with a sleeveless, blue pull over top.
"Are you hungry?" I asked.
"Not really. Maybe later," she answered, as we strolled the streets.
The temperature, even after sundown, was still in the high 70s, so it wasn't long before we were looking for a cool place to land. Most of the bars looked depressing, with only a few people inside. However, after turning a corner, we came across a place called Diego's that had a bar with stools just off the street, and inside was a dance floor with western techno music blaring.
"Let's stop and get a drink," I suggested, since the place showed some energy.
We took a spot along the street, but the A/C from inside coupled with fans angled from the ceiling made it pleasant.
"Two margaritas on the rocks," I said to the bartender.
We sipped our drinks, chatted and took in our surroundings. The bar we were at separated the street from the rest of the club, and we could see another bar along the back wall. The dance floor was surrounded by bar height tables and to one side was an elevated stage. The place was mostly empty, although in the short time we were there more people had arrived. Most of these were young girls in fairly provocative attire, and it suddenly dawned on me that this might be some kind of special club.
Worried, I glanced over at Caitlin to see if she had noticed. Caitlin is not a goody-goody, but neither is she particularly experienced and tends towards the conservative in most things, so I wasn't sure how she would react.
"Interesting crowd," she said seconds later.
"Yes, seems to be," I replied, while cringing.
Fortunately, she left it at that and we went back to drinking the margaritas, discussing her surfing and the other activities we wanted to try. About that time, a middle age American man sat on the stool next to me.
"Howdy," he said when we made eye contact, with his accent confirming his nationality.
"How are you?" I replied.
"Good, thanks. Just out to see what's happening this evening," he answered.
"Us, too. Although, we're wondering if we came to the right place," I said in a low voice hoping Caitlin wouldn't hear.
"It's a friendly place. It's all good," he replied.
"Do you live here?" I asked.
The man introduced himself as Andy and explained that he didn't live in Costa Rica, but came down often for the fishing. I asked about the bar and he explained it was a pick-up spot for the working girls who were "independent contractors". They would meet their customers here and then depart with the man, woman or couple back to their hotel. There was also a "short time" motel around the corner that catered mostly to locals. He went on to tell me that it typically got filled Thursday thru Saturday with a combination of locals, expats and tourists, but tonight would be slow. Until I caught the eye of Andy looking over my shoulder, I hadn't realized that Caitlin was listening, too.
"Same old story. Men exploiting women," Caitlin said judgmentally, but without any real conviction.
"We're just a bunch of old dogs," Andy replied, not the least bit ashamed.
I introduced Andy to Caitlin, and we chatted a bit more about the place, and then some about the country and things to do. Andy explained that it was quite common for Anglo women to come into the bar, usually with their husband or boyfriend, and that there was no expectation that anyone had to partake. It was very much an open social scene, and everyone just mixed, chatted and drank. From nowhere, a woman suddenly appeared next to Andy and wrapped her arm in his.
"Meet Flor," he said to us, and we said our hellos.
Flor wasn't young but neither was she old. She was in a broad age category between thirty and forty that was hard to determine.
"We'll leave y'all be," Andy said to us a few minutes later, and he and Flor ambled back into the darker areas of the club.
More people had arrived, although it was still a small crowd, but we were clearly on the fringes of activity, with all the action occurring further inside. However, our spot along the street did allow us to watch without the stress of being in the middle of things, and being new to this it seemed like a plus.
"Do you want to go?" I asked Caitlin.
"Let's get another margarita. This is kind of interesting," she said, surprising me.
The bartender brought the fresh drinks, and our conversation shifted from vacation activities to observation and comments on what was unfolding before us. The girls were all Latinas, locals we supposed, but the men were mostly Anglo, either tourists or expats. The girls were gathered in clusters of two or three, although one would occasionally break free to engage with one of the smattering of men. Some proved successful in striking up a conversation, while others would be rejected and return to their friends. The girls came in all shapes and sizes, but for the most part they seemed quite young with only the occasional older woman like Flor.
"Ready?" I asked, standing to leave when our drinks were gone, thinking we were done for the evening.
However, I received a real shock when Caitlin replied, "Let's get another drink on the other side of the bar. It's hard to see from here."
Suddenly, things became awkward and somewhat uncomfortable for me. I wasn't exactly experienced in these kinds of places, so there was definitely some curiosity on my part, but I was wondering when Caitlin would get her fill and become disgusted. I had a bad vision of her becoming preachy for the remainder of the trip. However, I dutifully stood and led my wife to the other side where we claimed two seats. The music, especially the bass, was much more pronounced in just the few feet we moved, and a thin cloud of cigarette smoke hung in the air. Several girls had moved to the dance floor and were moving together to pass the time. After we ordered another round, we went back to people watching, this time much closer.
Sitting on the bar stool, Caitlin's shorts had ridden up showing most of her long legs and I noticed an older local guy, on the stool next to her, staring at them openly even after I caught him looking. I looked around the place for a few minutes and when I glanced back, he had moved so that his jean covered leg was touching Caitlin's bare thigh. It was a minor thing for sure and Caitlin didn't seem disturbed, so I let it go. A constant, slow parade of girls circled the floor and two quite attractive ones suddenly appeared before us. They made eye contact with me and I couldn't help but grin which my wife saw.
"Hola," she quickly said to them, causing me to start, confused about her intent.
The girls both responded in Spanish and over the hard beat of the music Caitlin held a discussion with them where we soon learned their names were Maria and Daniela. Maria was in a tight, black miniskirt and a red tube top. She was the petite one, short with small breasts. Daniela was larger, but not at all fat, and was wearing jeans and a white buttoned shirt that was partially open, exposing some cleavage. I caught enough of the conversation to hear that Caitlin was describing that we were on vacation, and that she had taken surfing lessons earlier.
"Did you learn the nickname for Juan Pablo?" I heard Maria ask in a low voice, that I don't think I was meant to hear.
"No?" Caitlin replied, looking at her with interest.
"I will tell you later," she replied, glancing in my direction.
Maria asked Caitlin if we would buy them a drink and she agreed, so I ordered two cocktails for the girls which were more expensive than ours, but still cheap enough that it wasn't a big deal. Their chatting continued with all three appearing to enjoy themselves, and soon I was ordering another round for everybody. The bits and pieces I could overhear let me know that Caitlin was gently probing the girls on the specifics of their jobs. Fortunately, she was doing it in a way that wasn't offensive and she seemed to be getting detailed replies.
Now Caitlin is not a big drinker, and we were already past her tolerance point, but since it was vacation, I didn't say anything. Maria and Daniela seemed to realize my wife was feeling the alcohol too, and were getting closer and "touchier" with their hands, occasionally landing them on her knees and thighs. The creepy local guy was still there too, with his leg pressed against my wife's, and I realized it was like she was surrounded.
I surmised that Maria and Daniela might think we were a swinging couple, and that Caitlin might be bisexual. It seemed they were strategizing that she was the key to a pick up.



"Do you girls like to dance?" Caitlin asked, in tipsy Spanish.
"Yes, of course," Maria replied, "Would you like to?"
Caitlin began to get up and looked at me to join them, but I shook my head preferring to sit back and watch. This evening had become very entertaining, both from the new experience the club provided, and the reactions and attitude that my wife had shown. The girls walked to the middle of the floor and at first moved slowly, but then began to pick it up. Caitlin's long, lightly tanned legs were sexy as hell, and by the looks she was attracting, the rest of the bar thought so, too.
Maria was clearly the troublemaker of the pair. She started by undoing another button on Daniela's shirt giving the room an even better view of her breasts inside her lacy black bra. Then, she turned to Caitlin and started lifting her top showing her trim tummy and belly button to some cheers from several nearby men. When Caitlin pulled it back down, Maria left it for a moment then did it again, this time raising it even higher. Just when I thought she was going to take it off, Caitlin pulled it back in place with a laugh and a fake slap at Maria's hand. Soon thereafter, they came back to me and resumed they're chatting as Maria and Daniela once again moved in very close to Caitlin. They were talking to each other almost in whispers, and I didn't know if it was the liquor or some unknown fantasy of Caitlin's that I was witnessing, but my dick became rock hard with anticipation.
Then, just like that, it was over.
"Baby, let's go, I'm tired," Caitlin announced, which brought looks of disappointment from Maria, Daniela and me.
"Give them some money," she whispered into my ear, as she stood.
I pulled out two $20s and gave one to each girl, both gladly accepting, and everyone said their goodbyes with a smile. Caitlin was leaning against me on the short walk to the hotel, which I made as quickly as possible, and as soon as we got inside the room, I pulled her against me and kissed her hard.
"Are you horny?" she said in a tipsy, flirty voice, as she squeezed me through my shorts.
Rather than answer I stripped her naked in seconds and pushed her onto the bed. My clothes were next and she just looked up at me with a smile as I got undressed. I thought about foreplay, but I wanted inside her badly at that moment. I put the head of my dick at her entrance and pushed forward and found her so wet that I easily slipped inside.
"Oh baby...oh yes..." she moaned.
"You're so wet," I gasped, "Did those girls excite you?"
"Ummm...everything did," she sighed, as I started going faster.
"Everything? Tell me," I demanded.
"That place is so naughty," she panted, "Oh baby...it feels so good."
"Do you want to be with a girl?" I asked, needing to know.
"No, that was just play...for you," she replied.
"For me?" I asked, slowing down.
"Yes, to get you turned on," she giggled, then added, "Can't I be naughty once?"
"Then what turned you on?" I asked.
"The sex vibe...all the men looking at me. Everything about sex...and open," she answered, after only a brief hesitation.
"Sweetie all men want you," I told her.
"That's not true. But anyway, in that place no one is hiding it," she explained.
"Like the man with his leg pressed against yours," I asked, admitting to her I had seen it.
"Yes, and his hand on my butt," she replied.
"What?" I exclaimed in shock, and stopped moving.
"Yes, he put his hand on my butt for a second," she said, causing my dick to harden even more.
"You're kidding?" I responded, unable to think of anything else to say, and then added, "Damn, Caitlin."
"No more talking, just make love to me," she pleaded in an urgent voice.
It was more a taking than love making, as I went hard and fast, bringing myself to a climax quickly. Fortunately, I was so aroused that my erection never really left and we started again after a brief rest. Her wet pussy, now filled with cum, emitted erotic slurping sounds as I drove into her, and after getting her started again, I turned her onto her hands and knees and pushed back inside. When I looked down at her sexy ass, a strange wave came over me, like a mixture of high excitement and power, as Caitlin suddenly ceased to be my loving wife and instead became an object for my selfish pleasure.
"You like this cock in you?" it was more a statement than a question.
"Yes, I love it. Don't stop," she whined, with her voice muffled in a pillow.
"You like being naughty don't you. Acting like one of the bar girls," I said to her, as my lust overtook good sense.
"Yes baby, for you," she replied.
It wasn't the first time we had been vocal and aggressive during sex, but was always the exception rather than the norm. However, the combination of the tropical location, our experience at Diego's and the alcohol we had consumed acted as fuel for our lust.
"Was that hand on your ass for me?" I replied, continuing to be provocative.
"Oh baby...do it. It feels so good," she grunted between thrusts.
"Answer me," I demanded.
"No," she whispered.
"No what?" I asked, slapping her ass.
"It was just once," she moaned, and I knew she was being playful.
"For you then? Tell me," I demanded, excited by her atypical behavior.
"Mmmm...maybe," she answered in a low voice that I knew was intended as titillation.
Despite the A/C, I was sweating and looking down at Caitlin I could see a sheen on her body as well. The bed was squeaking loudly telling the rooms around us what was going on, and her pussy squished with each of my aggressive thrusts.
"You going to be a naughty girl for me again?" I asked, with my head now spinning.
"If you want me to," she replied quickly.
"Do you want to? Do you want to be bad?" I pushed her.
"If you want me to" she repeated.
"Say fuck me, baby. That's how bad girls talk," I demanded.
"Fuck me, baby," she said softly.
"Louder," I demanded, slapping her ass again.
"Fuck me, baby," she said louder this time.
"Again!" I yelled at her.
"Fuck me, baby. Fuck me. Fuck me good," she began pleading repeatedly, with her ass pushing back, forcing my dick deeper.
When I leaned forward and pinched her small nipples, it quickly sent her over the edge.
"Ohhh...oh God I'm there...I'm ohhh...oh baby don't stop...don't...keep...fu...ohhh..." she cried out, as the waves of pleasure swept through her body.
I could feel the walls of her pussy contracting around my dick, but even though I tried to cum again I couldn't get there and eventually stopped as my breath exited in ragged gasps. For almost a minute, her body continued to experience sudden spasms from the electrical impulses left over from her orgasm. Finally, I fell forward on top of her, pinning her to the mattress, and still very much inside.
"Do you love me?" she asked after a few minutes.
"I adore you," I told her, quickly kissing her neck.
"Do you really think I was a bad girl?" she giggled.
"Yes," I teased, and then quickly added, "But, I think I like you naughty."
"Mmmm...okay," she whispered as I rolled off her, and we quickly fell asleep with me in the middle of a large wet spot.
We woke just after eight, with Caitlin's hangover much lighter than I feared, and since her lesson was supposed to start in an hour, we had to rush to eat and get ready. During breakfast, no mention was made of the night before, and returning to the room to change for the beach, Caitlin grabbed her one-piece swimsuit.
"I don't think so," I said to her, feeling mischievous.
"What?" she asked, looking at me with confusion.
"Not that one," I told her.
"Which one then?" she asked.
"The one I like. My favorite," I answered.
My erotic thoughts from the previous night were still with me, and I wanted to see if I could coerce Caitlin into being a bit risqué.
"That one is for sunbathing not surfing. The top will come off in the waves," she tried to explain.
"You'll have that shirt on so it will be okay," I replied.
"I guess that's right, but what's gotten in to you?" she asked.
"It's what naughty girls wear to surf," I told her, trying to look serious.
With just a hint of a smile, Caitlin pulled the small bikini from her suitcase and put it on. The bottom was cut low, highlighting her smooth, firm tummy, and the back left a lot of her butt exposed. Stings over her hips connected the front and rear which accentuated her long legs. Small triangles covered each breast, and it was a crimson color which accented her brown hair and eyes.
"Good thing you shave," I laughed.
"It might come off," she said again with a worried expression, giving me another chance to change my mind.
"Let's go" I replied.
Caitlin took a beach cover and pulled it over her head then stepped into her sandals and we headed out. Juan Pablo was waiting for us at his stand when we arrived.
"Have you thought about surfing all night?" he asked, with a gleam in his eye.
Caitlin put off removing her cover as long as possible, but when she finally did, she stopped the young man dead in his tracks. She was looking down so she didn't notice the double take he made when her body came into view, although I saw it clearly. At that time of morning, the beach wasn't very crowded, but several older local men were watching too and didn't hide their stares. I had to admit there was a striking difference in her appearance from yesterday to today. Previously, in the one-piece, with her hair pulled back, she had looked innocent and fresh, but now, with her hair loose and more of her body on display she screamed of sexiness. I sat in a beach chair, closer this time, as I didn't want to miss any of the show.
Juan Pablo had her refresh with the board lessons on the beach first, and I noticed this time his hands were more involved in the instruction. He would touch her arm, her back and sometimes her leg when making a point or correcting a position. Her movements had caused her bottoms to ride up, so that now they looked more like a thong than a bikini.
Next, he took her into the water and like the previous day they practiced riding small waves. He would hold the board steady until one came, then get her going. Sometimes she would fall off quickly, but every now and then she would ride it a good distance. On her third fall, the bikini bottom must have moved some because I could see she was adjusting it underwater before she returned to Juan Pablo. A few minutes later it came untied on one side and I watched her hurriedly re-tying it while her instructor looked on with a smile. Two of the older men noticed her troubles as well and shamelessly moved their beach chairs so they were directly in front of where she was surfing. Several tries later she rode the board all the way to the beach and finished right in front of the men who began clapping. With an embarrassed smile their way and a look of contempt towards me, she turned and walked the board back out wiggling her butt more than necessary, I thought.
Just a few minutes later, after a nasty fall, I saw her messing with the bottoms again, and as the water around her receded, we watched her fumbling with the string on one side. Another wave came through and she lost her balance, but Juan Pablo came to her rescue, lifting her to her feet and holding her steady while she re-tied the suit. Being so close, I wondered if he got a view of my wife's lovely mound, and for some odd reason I found myself hoping he did.
Caitlin evidently didn't want to end on a down note, so she rode two more waves, coming all the way in on the second, and then called it a day. Her little show had left my dick quite hard as there was something about her recent behavior that churned in my head, exciting me. It was like a world of opportunity had suddenly been unleashed, and even though I tried several times to cleanse my thoughts, I was unsuccessful. That Caitlin heretofore had shown no predilection in this area, either at home or during our travels, only enhanced my erotic thoughts.
"Did you enjoy that?" she asked, as soon as she got to me.
"I certainly did. Everyone else did too, I think," I responded with a laugh, surprising myself with my boldness.
She didn't reply and instead walked the short distance to Juan Pablo's hut where she pulled the shirt off. I thought she was just making the next day's appointment, but she stayed talking with him for almost a half hour, and it dawned on me that she was flirting, letting him see her up close. Also, I knew she was purposefully rubbing my nose in it, but if it was meant as punishment it didn't register with me that way. For Juan Pablo's part, he may have been young, but he evidently wasn't easily intimidated because he never shied away from her or the attention. Quite the opposite, as he openly stared at her body during their entire discussion. Finally, Caitlin returned and we tanned together for a bit before returning to the room just before noon.
"I need to rest. Last night and the surfing is catching up to me," she announced.
"You want lunch first?" I asked.
"No, maybe after. I just want to rinse off and fall into bed," she replied.
"Okay, I think I'll explore some then," I said, seeing in her eyes that she was indeed tired.
I left the hotel and started meandering down the beach with no real destination when I remembered the photographer's card. That morning, I had snatched it from the dresser, and now looking at it, I spotted the address. I asked directions from a street vendor who pointed me in the right direction, and quickly covered the quarter-mile distance. When I arrived, a sign in the front window announced that it was a photography studio owned by Esmerelda Caldera. I stepped through the open door into a small, spartan room with several blown-up photos adorning the walls.
"Hello?" I called out, wondering if anyone was around.
Within seconds, a thirty-something woman stepped from the back, and I guessed by her look that she was a native Costa Rican. She had a medium height and build, with an attractive face and a certain sparkle in her eyes that made me think in her youth she had been quite the looker.
"Yes, can I help you?" she asked, while looking me over.
"Well, I'm here with my wife on vacation and she's taking surfing lessons. I got one of your cards at the instructor's hut and thought I'd have a look," I explained.
"I see. From Juan Pablo?" she asked.
"Exactly," I replied, then added, "I assumed it meant you did photos of people surfing."
"Yes, I do surfing, other sports, weddings, parties and commercial work too. Would you like to see some examples?" she asked in a soft accent.
I nodded and the way it energized her made me wonder if she got much business. At the end of the counter where I was standing was a large monitor and she turned it in a way where we could both see the screen and then grabbed the mouse. Soon, the screen was filled with nice photos of surfers expertly riding large waves.
"Do you have any of beginners?" I laughed.
"Of course," she answered.
With a few clicks, the screen switched to a photo of a fortyish looking man trying desperately to maintain his balance on a board as the instructor stood by. She scrolled through several more which all showed tourists in an awkward state. The comparison of the photos of the well accomplished, effortlessly slicing through the water, to these was so profound that I quickly lost interest. After all, for memento purposes, I could just snap a picture with my phone.
"They don't look very inspiring, do they?" I said, and then when I thought about the way it came out, I added, "I mean the subject not the photo itself."
If she was offended, I couldn't tell because she looked at me with a smile and replied, "I can't make someone a better surfer with my camera!"
"Okay, well thank you," I said preparing to leave.
"Perhaps there are other things that might interest you," she responded in a way that made it clear she didn't want to lose a customer.
Not wanting to appear rude, I gave her my attention and she began to scroll through other photos that included people zip lining, fishing, four wheeling and golfing. I didn't find any of them nor the concepts appealing and was just about to leave when a picture suddenly appeared of a young slender, dark haired girl in a small bikini lying on the beach with her legs partially in the water. She looked to be a local, but the similarities to my wife were striking. Seeing my interest, the photographer stopped the scrolling.
"Does this photo appeal to you?" she asked with a smile.
I hadn't even thought about anything like it, but now seeing the girl and envisioning my wife in the same pose, I felt my dick begin to swell and a dryness come to my mouth.
"Maybe..." I croaked.
"Ahhhh...it will make a lovely gift for your wife and you will enjoy it for a long time," the woman spoke with some excitement.
"How does it work? I mean how do you do it?" I asked, wanting to know some details.
"There are several beautiful beaches just a short drive away that are without many people. It is best to go in the morning or evening when the light is good and few are around," she described.
"How long does it take?" I asked.
"Two hours would be sufficient," she responded.
We talked for a further fifteen minutes and she dutifully answered my questions, although I couldn't bring myself to ask the one I most wanted. When we were done, it was agreed that Esmerelda, or Ezzi for short, would pick us up at the hotel at four that afternoon and drive us to a nearby, secluded beach. I was instructed to make sure my wife brought the suits she wanted and had put on whatever makeup she desired.
After leaving Ezzi, I bummed around town thinking about the upcoming session and how I would explain it to Caitlin. Suddenly, I found myself in front of Diego's just as they were opening the front part for the day. Deciding a beer sounded good while I thought, I picked a stool and waited for the bartender to arrive.
There was no one else there, so when he returned with the beer, he was happy to engage in a conversation. Over the next twenty minutes, we talked about all kinds of things, from the local soccer team to fishing, as well as the ongoing happenings at the bar. I learned his name was Rodrigo, and he explained to me that in the high season it was much more crowded and livelier. I asked if he ever sampled any of the young girls, which he laughed off by explaining that getting pretty girls in Costa Rica was not difficult.
On a whim, I asked about the stranger that had felt up my wife hoping that it had not become common knowledge. It only took a simple description and me pointing to the place at the bar where he sat for Rodrigo to know who I was describing.
"Ahhh, yes. That is Senor Tejeda. He is a regular," Rodrigo explained.
"He seemed very quiet," I offered, probing for more information while trying not to appear pushy.
"Yes, he is quiet and quite strange too it seems," he answered.
"Does he ever go with the girls? I mean, last night he didn't talk with anyone," I said.
"I have never seen him with a girl and I think they stay away," Rodrigo replied, while getting me a fresh beer.
I decided I had probably asked enough, and although Rodrigo had been responsive, I hadn't really learned anything about the man that was interesting. We returned to discussing various subjects when out of the blue he returned to Senor Tejeda.
"That man. I know the owner doesn't like him. He calls him the pig farmer from the hills," the young bartender explained.
"Why doesn't he like him?" I asked.
"He thinks he is bad for business," he responded.
Caitlin was still sleeping when I returned, and I sat quietly on the couch and waited another thirty minutes before she started to stir. Her eyes slowly opened and when she saw me, she got a puzzled look on her face.



"What are you doing?" she asked.
"Just watching you...realizing how lucky I am," I responded as a big grin spread across my face.
"You are lucky. Don't forget it!" she giggled.
With a deep breath, I told her about Ezzi and the photo session I had booked for later that afternoon. I explained about the card I picked up at the hut, my initial motivation about the surfing pictures, and then described how I had come across the picture of the young woman on the beach and thought of her.
"Just you, me and the photographer who is a woman?" she asked.
"Yes, honey. They'll be great!" I responded, trying to infect her with my enthusiasm.
After that, Caitlin warmed up quickly to the idea and we were soon discussing suits and poses. She loved the idea of being partly in the water like the model I had seen, but made it clear that she wasn't going to get naked.
"Where will I change?" my wife asked, bringing up a good point.
"She said it was a quiet beach," I shrugged, not sure what else to say.
Ezzi was waiting for us in a small SUV outside the hotel when we came down, and climbing in the vehicle, I could see a stack of equipment in the back. The drive took less than twenty minutes and when we arrived both of us were pleased to see a lovely beach with clean sand and several rock outcroppings. Plus, other than some kids playing on the very far end, there was no one around. Fortunately, the sun was out, and although there were some scattered clouds the light was good.
After helping Ezzi unload and a brief discussion on the program, we left her to set-up while Caitlin used a mirror to do some final touch-ups. She had worn my favorite suit to the beach, so as soon as Ezzi was ready, she directed my wife to a spot where the incoming waves would gently roll around her and for the next fifteen minutes snapped away. Caitlin took a variety of poses, standing, knees and prone, and by the smile on her face I could see she was truly enjoying the experience.
"Perhaps we should move to the rocks. Do you want to change?" the photographer asked.
"Not yet," I replied, after receiving a look from my wife.
We moved thirty yards to the closest outcropping and Ezzi returned to directing my wife. The setting was amazing and Caitlin looked fantastic, so I was hopeful that Ezzi's skills would be equal. I knew that if they proved to be, we would have a collection of photos that we would cherish for the rest of our lives.
"The sun will be perfect in thirty minutes, so if you want to change now, we can take more. You can change back later if you like," our photographer stated.
"How about the yellow one?" I suggested, referring to a bikini that I was fond of.
"Okay," Caitlin answered in a bubbly voice, and moved towards the car to collect the garment and change.
"Will you want nudes?" Ezzi asked boldly when my wife had left.
Even though the thought had been on my mind and I wanted to broach the subject, the suddenness of her question caught me off guard and I stammered a reply, "Uhhh...I don't know. Is it normal? I mean, I'm not sure Caitlin will want to."
"Many women want to once they start. I think your wife will agree. However, there is a twenty-percent additional charge," she explained.
"You think she will?" I asked, looking towards the SUV and seeing Caitlin had opened the door and was attempting to discreetly change behind it.
"Oh, yes...she is very beautiful," she responded.
"Well, if she wants to," I said in a low voice.
Soon, Caitlin returned and Ezzi took a set of photos in similar positions as before but this time with the different suit. When she had finished, she let us know the best light was approaching and we had about ten minutes to decide on the bikini, change and get ready. Of course, I knew I wanted her in my favorite, so I asked her to change back which she agreed to with a quick nod.
Ezzi positioned my wife with the surf lapping around her knees as she lay facing us with the sun setting over the rocks behind her. I moved where I could get her perspective and knew they would be awesome pictures. Ezzi and Caitlin had developed a rapport, with my wife moving efficiently to the direction of the photographer, and my words of encouragement helped feed the scene.
"We have just a few minutes," Ezzi suddenly announced and stopped.
I knew the meaning of her words, but Caitlin expression showed confusion. I thought about letting it go and just enjoying the amazing experience that had occurred so far, but I decided the likelihood of getting another chance was so small it was worth the risk.
"Honey, uhhh...maybe you should take your suit off," I said in a shaky voice.
"Well, I knew that was coming," she responded with a roll of her eyes.
As I struggled for a good rationale, it was the local woman who stepped in and helped, "Caitlin I think you will be disappointed later if you don't. Your body is so beautiful and it will be such a wonderful gift to your husband."
Caitlin looked at us silently from twenty feet away for several seconds, and then her hands went behind her back, and in less than ten seconds she had removed her top and stepped out of her bottoms. Her lovely smooth pussy was on full display and only her tan lines disrupted the color of her body. For the next few minutes, Ezzi positioned my wife, taking pictures that highlighted her awesome butt, then turned her over so her nicely proportioned breasts, taut tummy and smooth mound filled the lens. I stood still, unable to move and barely able to breathe, as I witnessed the artful process. Then it was over, and with a quick movement, I handed Caitlin her suit and held her steady as she dressed.
"You are very beautiful. The pictures you will certainly like," Ezzi announced.
Thankfully, the nudity didn't dampen the fun that Caitlin had experienced, and as we packed and headed back towards town, she became animated while expressing how much she had enjoyed the experience. Ezzi said she would have some proofs ready the following day and both of us expressed how eager we were to see them.
"That made the trip," I said to her as soon as we stepped out of the SUV at our hotel.
"It was fun," she admitted with a big smile.
"It was amazing," I replied, letting her know her description was inadequate.
As soon as we got back to the hotel, Caitlin made for the shower to rinse off the sand and salt from the beach. Then, we headed out for dinner, but ended up walking along the beach before stopping in a place.
After we were seated and had ordered, I felt like being a bit playful, so I asked Caitlin, "What bikini are you going to wear tomorrow?"
"One piece, no more shows," she answered instantly.
I was annoyed that my attempt at playfulness had been shot down so quickly and emphatically, but decided not to press. Much had occurred in the last few days and it was probably best to take a break anyway. However, it wasn't long before another thought came into my head and I wasn't able to suppress the question.
"I heard Maria say that Juan Pablo has a nickname. What is it?" I asked, curious as to why the young prostitute made it sound like a secret.
"Did she? I'm not sure I remember," she answered in a way that let me know she was being evasive.
"Yes, what did she tell you?" I demanded, giving her a look that told her I wasn't going to let it go.
"El Domador," she said, after a pause for effect.
"What's that mean?" I asked, not recognizing the word.
"The trainer," she answered.
It sounded logical given his role as surf instructor, but the context of Maria's discussion made me think there was more to the story. Then, when I considered the root of the word, I got even more suspicious.
"Hmmm..." I said and pulled out my iPhone.
I watched Caitlin play with her glass, trying not to smile, while I found an online translation site.
After a few minutes, I said, "This says it means "tamer". What exactly do you suppose he tames?"
I caught my wife taking a sip, and my question made her start coughing, which eventually turned into giggle, so it was several seconds before she could respond, "The rumor is he is very well endowed."
"And to think you were almost naked right next to him," I said sarcastically.
"I know!" she replied quickly and began laughing loudly.
We decided a good night's sleep made the most sense, so as soon as we finished, we returned to the hotel and immediately went to bed. The best part of going to bed early is you feel so fresh and lively the next morning. We were up at eight and made love, with Caitlin acting quite horny. We had barely started our foreplay when she pushed my head between her legs. I gently lapped at her until she pulled me up, and then rode her to a satisfying climax. Watching her let go put me over the top, with my release starting just as hers was ending. It was a great start to the day, and afterwards she rested with her head on my chest as I played with her hair.
"Are you surfing this morning?" I asked.
"No, he's booked this morning. I have a lesson at noon. Can we go shopping?" she asked, looking up and flashing me her "I want my way" smile.
We had been lucky so far with the weather since it was the rainy season, but today was overcast and dreary, so her idea made sense. We wandered the streets stopping in countless shops where Caitlin would browse the cheap items, and occasionally find something to buy as a gift for a friend. We passed Diego's along the way and were both struck by the different way it looked in the daytime where, without the people, the music and the lights, it almost seemed like a carcass. Later, back at the hotel, Caitlin put on her one-piece suit, and now that I knew there wasn't going to be a show, I decided that sitting on the beach watching her surf would be pretty dull.
"Honey, I'm going to wander around some. I'll check on you later," I said, and she seemed happy with it, so we parted in the lobby headed in separate directions.
After getting bored, I ended up once again at Diego's, talking with Rodrigo, although this time I avoided questions about Senor Tejeda. An hour and several beers later, realizing it was past time for my wife's lesson to end, I left and went to the hotel. Expecting to find her cleaning up, I was surprised to find the room empty and immediately left to look for her on the beach. It had started to drizzle, so the beach was mostly empty, and there were no signs of Caitlin or any surfers for that matter.
Juan Pablo's hut was shut, and I was just about to return to the hotel thinking I must have just missed her, when I saw the door open and Caitlin emerge with her instructor right behind. I was far enough away that they didn't notice me and I moved behind a tree and watched as they continued talking. Caitlin was wearing her one-piece suit with her cover held in her hand. Then, right before me, I saw the young man's arm circle her waist and pull her to him as if to kiss, but Caitlin at the last second put her hands on his shoulders and pushed him away. She escaped his embrace and turned, walking away quickly with her gaze downward which gave me the opportunity to walk in her direction as if I was just arriving. Over her shoulder, I saw Juan Pablo spot me and he quickly darted back into the hut.
"Hey there," I said with a smile, when we were ten yards apart.
Caitlin, still looking down, was startled by my voice, but quickly returned my smile.
"Where have you been? It was my best day!" she asked, with feigned annoyance.
I stifled a myriad of smartass comments and innuendos, and instead kissed her quickly then answered, "I'm sorry honey. I lost track of time. How many waves did you ride?"
"Hmmm..." she whined before her desire to brag took over, "I was up on almost all of them. I feel like I'm getting my balance and rode half all the way in. Juan Pablo wants me to go into heavier surf now."
"That's great sweetie," I said, and we started walking towards the hotel
As soon as we were in our room, Caitlin stripped and headed for the shower. Thinking of Juan Pablo alone with her in the hut made me very curious, so after a few minutes I joined her.
"What are you after?" she laughed when I stepped in.
I took her in my arms and turned her so her back was against me, and with my face nuzzled into her wet hair, I let my hands roam her body feeling and massaging her breasts first before letting them wander lower until I dipped a finger into her slit, finding it quite slick.
"Ummm...you must be horny, too," I whispered.
"You're making me that way," she answered, and moved her butt until my hard shaft was nestled in her crack.
I kissed her neck and fondled her body some more before I finally spoke, "You sure it wasn't from you and Juan Pablo playing in the hut?"
There was an awkward silence, and I felt her body stiffen slightly before she answered, "We didn't do anything."
"What were you doing then?" I asked, as my finger gently circled her clit.
"Mostly talking," she replied, which left a whole lot of other things to consider.
"What else?" I demanded, in a firmer tone.
"Honey, I'm so sorry. I've been bad...I'm sorry," she spat out after several seconds of silence.
"What did you do?" I asked calmly.
"I...I...saw him naked. I saw his...his penis," she forced out, after another short silence.
"What did he see of you?" I asked. It was the obvious follow-up question, and when she didn't answer, I tried again, "What did he see?"
"I...uhhh...he didn't see anything, but he touched me...some...and we kissed," she finally answered, as I felt her shoulders slump.
She must have been too upset to notice, but my dick was completely hard which gave away what I was thinking.
"Caitlin, I don't want to play twenty questions. Tell me what happened," I demanded.
"Okay...okay...well... ummm...it's difficult to explain," she started.
"Caitlin," I said in a stern voice.
"Okay, well...ummm...when we were surfing, he was getting closer. I think because you weren't there and I could feel him against my leg sometimes and uhhh...well between that and the girl's description I...I...got curious. I mean I was just curious, but when we finished, we went into the hut because it was drizzling, and I don't know...it was wrong...I feel so guilty," she tried to describe, but started to whimper.
"Go on, Caitlin," I said.
"His suit was kind of bulging, like he was getting hard, and he caught me looking. He asked if I wanted to see it," she began and then stopped. When I didn't respond, she waited several seconds and then continued, "And I guess I said yes..."
"He didn't see you?" I asked, finding it hard to believe he wouldn't demand it.
"I said no," she answered, and gathering herself, she added, "He wanted to, but I said no."
"He was okay...he accepted that?" I probed, finding it unlikely.
"Yes...finally, he did..." she replied.
"He took everything off?" I asked.
"His bottoms...his suit..." she answered meekly.
"Then what?" I asked, now dipping my fingertip into her slit.
She became silent once more and she shot me a quick look over her shoulder before she replied, "He took my hand and put it on him."
I was sure I knew what she meant but still wanted to clarify, "On his cock?"
She nodded her head and said in a whisper, "Yes..."
"Where were his hands, what was he doing?" I responded, a little too urgently.
"Touching my breasts," she answered in a barely audible whisper, and after a deep breath she added, "But it was through the suit."
"Did he try to do more? Did he try to fuck you?" I asked, frustrated by the time it was taking to learn the extent of her indiscretion.
"He wanted to but I wouldn't let him...I wouldn't do more," she replied, and suddenly I felt her hand on my hard dick.
She began stroking it slowly, but I was too far into the interrogation to stop.
"Caitlin, damn tell me what happened!" I demanded, in a manner that was totally out of character for me.
"I...I...please don't be mad...please don't but I...uh...masturbated him...some..." she finally was able to get out.
"He climaxed?" I quickly asked.
"No!" she responded emphatically.
"Did you do anything else? Did you suck on him?" I asked as a final question.
"No!" she answered strongly, again.
"So, let me understand. You get horny during the lesson because his cock is rubbing against you and you follow him into the hut where you tell him you want to see his cock and then he puts your hand on his cock and you start stroking it while he is playing with your tits?" I fired out rapidly, and when I didn't receive an immediate reply, I asked, "What else, Caitlin?"
"We kissed some..." she answered as her hands covered her face, and the continued with, "I'm very sorry."
"How many times? How long did you kiss?" I demanded.
"I don't know...maybe ten minutes," she whimpered.
"Was it worth it Caitlin? Was he big?" I replied, asking the question that had started it all.
"Yes, it's big," she admitted.
"Sounds like he did tame you," I said, then pinched her nipple.
"Owwww..." she cried out from my assault, and then followed with, "Am I in big trouble? Do you hate me?"
"Caitlin, I'm not mad that you did what you did. I'm surprised because it's not like you. You've always been so conservative, but I'm kind of intrigued by this different Caitlin. I'm concerned you weren't going to tell me and if you didn't and I found out it would make me very mad. Very mad. Do you understand?" I asked, trying sincerely to explain my feelings.
"I was going to tell you, you just caught me off guard," she responded.
"Good. What else do you need to tell me?" I asked, hoping it would clear the air.
"Well, I told him maybe we would be at the bar later," she answered, and after a few seconds of silence, as I absorbed the message, she turned, looked at me and said, "Let's make love."
It was damn hard not to fulfill her request. I was pressed against her warm, beautiful body with a raging erection, and I knew she was very aroused as well. However, she needed to stew in the situation she had created for a while and I knew she was thinking our lovemaking would signal forgiveness. Plus, something in the back of my brain came screaming forward to tell me the remainder of the day could be lots more fun if Caitlin was horny.
"Later, sweetie," I answered, releasing her and stepping out of the shower.
I was on the bed in boxers watching TV when my wife appeared a few minutes later with a towel around her body and another around her head. She climbed onto the bed and was silent for a time before finally speaking.
"I'm sorry," she said meekly.
"Caitlin, I'm not angry. It's okay," I said looking at her.
"Please make love to me. I want us to make love and have you tell me you love me," she begged.
"We will later sweetie, but I do love you so calm down, okay?" I said, hoping it was enough to reassure her.
The rest of the afternoon was uneventful until we went to Ezzi's shop to look at the photos. I was hopeful that her talents would prove sufficient, and as soon as I saw the first picture, I knew I would be very happy. She had managed to capture the light in an amazing way, but even more importantly her lens had found in my wife a combination of innocence and sensuality that was truly amazing. After going through a half-dozen, I realized I was so focused that I hadn't gauged Caitlin's reaction, however when I looked at her, I could see that she was also very pleased.
"They're perfect," I said to Ezzi, which made her beam.
"Ezzi, I love them. They are so good!" Caitlin exclaimed.
We continued to look through the rest, and when we came to the nudes our chatter ended. I could feel my dick swell as I took them in, suddenly taken back to the beach, and realizing what a unique experience it had been. One shot in particular made me pause, as the clarity was so perfect that it showed the detail of a single drop of water hanging from her nipple. When we were finished, I paid for the shoot, and Ezzi provided us with a flash drive with all the files.



Still bubbling from the photos, we walked down the beach to a restaurant near the outskirts of town that I had previously spotted, and with few patrons at the early hour, we were able to sit outside and enjoy a nice breeze. Caitlin was wearing khaki shorts that came to her knees and a sleeveless shirt that made me think she was intentionally trying to look non-sexy. I sensed something was on her mind, and thought it likely it related to her indiscretion with the surfing instructor.
"Honey, the past few days have been weird and crazy. It's not like us. Can we just go back to normal?" she asked, with a pleading look on her face.
Her message was broader than just the Juan Pablo situation and encompassed Diego's and maybe even the photoshoot, too. She was right, as these things were not normal to our everyday life, but surprisingly I found them to be interesting, fun and non-threatening. Even her encounter with the young man didn't bother me as much as I realized it should. In fact, so far, I had viewed the events as an opportunity, a portal, into her inner secrets.
"Of course we can, sweetie. I love you and want you to be happy. I certainly don't want you upset," I replied.
My words brought a huge smile to her face, and I refilled her glass with the Chilean chardonnay we were enjoying while we waited for our dinner to arrive.
A few minutes of silence went by and I could tell that something was still on her mind. Finally, she let it out, "You know it wasn't all me. You kept pushing."
"How did I push hon?" I asked, purposefully putting on a confused look.
Of course, I knew exactly what she was talking about, and knew she was right. I had expected this from her at some point, so I had prepared myself.
"How? What about the little bikini for surfing? What about that man in the bar and the photos on the beach? Nude photos!" she challenged me.
"As I remember, you let the man fondle your bottom and I didn't even know it," I responded, referring to the strange man at Diego's, which brought a guilty look to her face.
"You know what I mean," she said looking down.
"I know what you mean, but the difference is that I don't feel bad about it. I'm glad I pushed. I've enjoyed it," I replied with a smile.
"But you said you wanted to stop," she answered, clearly confused.
"No, you said you did and I want you happy, so I agreed, but I'm not unhappy we had some fun," I explained.
"I see. Well, I think we've had enough fun," she said with some finality, then after a pause added, "We've done more crazy stuff in the last few days than in our entire marriage!"
Caitlin's nervousness made her drink fast and I was soon pouring the last of our bottle into her glass. We had our dinner, including dessert with after dinner drinks, then started strolling back towards the hotel.
"You're not jealous?" she asked from nowhere, as we walked with my arm around her shoulders.
"Jealous of whom? Of what? I'm the one that takes you home and makes love to you," I told her, although I knew she was likely referring to her encounter with Juan Pablo.
That brought another smile and I felt my words were having an effect, although I wasn't sure if it would prove enough to overcome her anxiety. Across from the hotel was an outdoor bar that looked to be half-full, and we decided to stop in for a nightcap. I felt that Caitlin really didn't want to call it a night, but her sensibilities had made her partly ashamed about her behavior. I had no interest in going to the hotel, even if it was to make love to my wife, as I far preferred another night at Diego's, but wanted Caitlin to suggest it.
"Can we walk around some?" Caitlin asked, when we were almost done with the drink.
I nodded my ascent and minutes later we were walking down the streets of the city which contained mostly shuttered businesses at this hour. Like playing on a Ouija board, we seemed to drift towards Diego's, and even though it took twenty minutes we finally found ourselves standing across the street.
"Want to go in?" Caitlin asked as we passed.
It was Thursday night and the place looked packed and boisterous.
"No honey," I responded, which brought a surprised look, before I continued with, "You're not dressed for it."
"I can change," she shot back, with some eagerness.
"If you want to," I said, trying to act indifferent, but thrilled at what was happening.
"I know you want to. Quit acting so smug," she responded, which made me laugh.
We walked back to the hotel, now with more purpose in our steps, and went up to the room where Caitlin hurriedly changed.
"Okay, let's go," she said, standing and putting on her sandals.
"Not like that," I said, not moving.
"Like what then?" she asked, quickly realizing where my mind was.
"How about your yellow sundress," I suggested.
"Okay, I like that dress," she answered, and began looking through her clothes.
Caitlin took off the outfit she had on down to her bra and panties and prepared to put on the dress.
"Hold on there," I said, knowing I was at a moment of truth.
"What?" she replied, with a confused look.
"No bra or panties," I said.
She didn't reply and stood still, staring at me for a moment. I thought maybe I had pushed things too far, and that events had taken the play out of her, but after a pause, she reached behind her and unclasped her bra, shrugged it off and then pulled her panties down and off her ankles. Quickly, the dress was over her head which fell down her legs to mid-thigh. Since the top of it was loose and Caitlin's nipples are quite small, it was hard to tell she was braless, and if her nipples got hard, I thought it would come across more as a tease than an outright show. However, she moved to the mirror and spent several minutes performing an inspection before she turned back.
"You sure got pushy again," she stated, although I felt I saw some mischief in her eyes.
"It's just you and me sweetie. No one else is here. Besides, I think I've discovered your bad side," I responded, moving behind her and putting my arms around her waist.
"You do, huh?" she answered, while shrugging me off and stepping towards the door.
We got there quickly, but struggled to find a spot to sit, eventually having to settle for standing at the end of the bar. Senor Tejeda was in his same spot, and I wondered if he was a permanent fixture.
Caitlin looked for Maria and Daniela, but didn't spot them, so we sipped our drinks and inspected the crowd. There were more Anglo women in the bar than last time, but they were all older, probably accompanying their husbands on fishing trips. Tonight, there was a girl dancing onstage wearing a bikini who was quite attractive, so many of the men were watching her. In general, there was a nice positive energy in the place with everyone enjoying themselves.
"What time were you and Juan Pablo planning to meet?" I asked my wife, intentionally being provocative.
"Eleven," she said in a carefree way, not taking my bait.
Looking at my watch I saw that it was after nine and I wondered what was going through this young man's mind after being in an intimate situation with my wife earlier in the day. Had he been left highly excited and was he thinking that if he met her tonight, that somehow, he would get his tamer into her pussy?
I looked away for what I thought was just a moment and when I turned back Maria had slipped past me and was speaking to my wife. As before, she was in a tight miniskirt with low cut top that showed off most of her breasts. By the way they were talking, it looked like they were complimenting each other on their clothes. Caitlin gave me the sign to buy the young girl a drink, so I busied myself with this task while they chatted. With the drink in my hand, I made the few steps to where they were standing and handed Maria her cocktail.
"Hi Maria, how are you?" I asked smiling.
"Very good. It's good to see you again," she replied.
"Where's Daniela?" I asked.
"She will come later. Last night was very good for her," she explained.
"What happened?" my wife asked eagerly.
"She went with an American man and woman. She didn't get home until four this afternoon!" Maria explained.
"With both?" Caitlin followed quickly, then added, "She went to their hotel?"
"Yes, it was a good night for her," she replied.
"What did they pay... I'm sorry, never mind. It's all so crazy," my wife started, before realizing how inquisitive she was being.
"And you?" I asked, to change the subject.
"It has been a poor time for me. I have been unlucky," the girl replied, and then said, "Perhaps you and your wife will help my luck."
I had to laugh at Maria who was relentless in her determination to go home with us. Caitlin resumed her discussion with the young prostitute leaving me free to watch the people in the bar. While scanning the room, I noticed a table had come open and with a tap on my wife's arm, we grabbed it before someone else did.
"Much better," I said when the three of us were seated.
More drinks arrived and we chatted some more before the girls left to dance while I minded the table. The floor was full and the room was dark, so only Caitlin's bright dress allowed me to spot her. They stayed out a long time, and I finished one drink and started another before they finally returned, out of breath with a sheen of sweat on their bodies. While they were gone, I spotted several girls hooking up with men and in one case with a husband and wife. I also observed Senor Tejeda, stoic and still, moving only to drink his beer, and I wondered what he felt about having had the chance to briefly fondle a beautiful, young American woman.
"Daniela!" I heard my wife cry, and saw our other friend walk up to the table.
Daniela, like Maria, was dressed in a miniskirt with a low-cut top that advertised her ample bosom. She sat with us and Maria immediately engaged her in a conversation in Spanish that I couldn't understand. When she finished, they switched to English and Caitlin joined them, no doubt discussing the events of the previous night for both girls.
They finished their drinks then returned to the crowded dance floor, once again leaving me alone. Like before, I used the time to scan the room taking in all the lovely local girls, and the numerous ongoing interactions. It was maybe ten minutes later when Maria and Daniela returned to the table without my wife. They sat and began chatting in Spanish giving no indication where Caitlin had gone, which made me think it was to the bathroom. It was only when I spotted her dress through the crowd and saw her partner that I realized she was dancing with Juan Pablo.
"Let her have fun with her date," Maria said, putting her hand on my arm.
"Stay with us," Daniela joined in, and put her hand on my leg.
"Do I have a choice?" I said, laughing at the two girls which lightened the mood instantly.
"No!" they announced in unison, and joined in.
"I understand he has a nickname," I said to Maria.
"Oh yes. He is well known for his ability. Your wife should be proud to be his lover," she replied, as if it was already decided.
"I don't think she intends to be his lover," I laughed.
"I would say they are already lovers," Maria responded which let me know that Caitlin had confided in her, and I had to agree that there was an argument for her view.
My wife stayed out with him for what seemed like thirty minutes before finally returning to the table breathing hard and quite sweaty from her dancing. She sat and immediately asked that I get her a drink, so I flagged the waitress and bought another round for the table while Caitlin, Maria and Daniela had a whispered conversation with lots of giggling.
"What are y'all talking about?" I interrupted, after the waitress left.
"Your wife wants to experience a younger man," Maria said, which brought a shocked look and a slap on the arm from Caitlin.
"I didn't say that." Caitlin cried out.
"You didn't have to. It's in your eyes," Maria replied, with a wicked grin.
"It's not eleven yet," I said to Caitlin.
"He couldn't stay away," Maria answered before my wife could speak.
Her words made Daniela start to laugh and soon my wife joined in. It was clear it was going to be a situation of me against them.
"Where is he?" I asked.
"I don't know. When I said I needed to rest, he disappeared," she responded.
"He is young and worried about the husband. Not like the man at the bar," Maria announced.
Her words caused me to turn and look towards Senor Tejeda. It also let me know that my wife had confided in that interaction as well. Also, I saw that the seat next to him was now open, which evidently Maria noticed too as she decided to speak.
"Would you prefer she be with him as her lover?" she asked, nodding in the direction.
"Maria, please stop." Caitlin called out, which brought a nod from her, but made Daniela laugh.
"She is unsure how to stop," Daniela said after her laughing ended, which brought chuckles from the rest of us and a dirty look from Maria.
The drinks came, along with a bottle of water for my wife, and we chatted until they were mostly gone. A song came on that Daniela liked and it got her to stand and begin moving which inspired the others until they all headed back to the dance floor. This time, I kept an eye on Caitlin and within minutes she was joined by Juan Pablo who slowly separated her from the others until they were at a spot that was the furthest distance from the table.
Before long, I saw Maria and Daniela quit dancing and begin to work the men at the bar. Evidently, they had determined that nothing was coming from us but free drinks and they needed to get to work if they wanted to make some money. Maria struck up a conversation with an older tourist and it looked like she might have finally gotten lucky. Daniela, on the other hand, worked her way down the bar without making contact and ended up standing by herself just to the side of the entrance.
Even though Caitlin was dancing alone with Juan Pablo, as best I could tell nothing unseemly was taking place. It wasn't long before, once again, to catch her breath, she returned solo to the table.
"Where are Maria and Daniela?" she asked, panting and waving her hand over her face.
"They decided they needed to make a living," I explained.
"Can't we just pay them? I like talking to them," she whined.
"If it's that important to you, I'll see. You want them for an hour or all night?" I teased.
"All night of course," she shot back with an impish smile.
"You know this isn't turning out to be the budget vacation we planned," I replied.
"I guess we can just go back to the room..." my wife answered with a pouty look.
"What the hell," I said, and when I started laughing, she quickly joined in.
I had ordered her another drink and a bottle of water while she was gone which she quickly attacked. I was at a point where I was definitely feeling the liquor, but the dancing and sweating must have been helping Caitlin because she seemed in good shape. I was watching her take a big swig of water when our waitress appeared with four shots on her tray.
"What's this?" I asked.
"From a friend," the girl said, and when I asked who she just shrugged and walked off.
I put my finger in one and tasted it to determine the contents and found out it was tequila, and I assumed that either Maria or Daniella had decided to take a turn on the drinks.
"Looks like it's an all-in night," I said to Caitlin, then emptied the first glass.
"Is it good?" she asked when she saw my expression, and when I nodded my head, I saw her tilt her head back too.
The remaining two glasses were emptied in short order as we toasted our vacation, and then I decided it was time for a talk.
"What are your expectations with your guy?" I asked.
"Nothing, just dancing..." she answered, but the look on her face didn't match the words coming from her mouth.
"So, nothing more...just dancing..." I confirmed.
There was some silence as we looked at each other before she asked, "What do you want?"
"I want you to be honest," I said.
"I haven't thought that far ahead," she answered vaguely, and we ended the conversation with a lingering stare.
Following Caitlin's request, I found Daniela and asked her if I could pay her to keep company with us for the night. Instantly, her face broke into a smile and after a minute of negotiating she accepted $100. I told her the same deal went for Maria if she was interested and she set off to find her friend. Less than five minutes after I left Caitlin, we were sitting with both girls.
With their time settled for the night, the girls were much livelier, almost rambunctious, as they drank with us and chatted, mostly with Caitlin. A few minutes later, the waitress arrived with four more shots, and although I pressed for details, she claimed no knowledge of the buyer. Of course, now that it was clear it wasn't one of our friend's, I was left to ponder who might be our benefactor. Caitlin had one with me but Maria and Daniela declined which left two more. Caitlin said she was done, so I took another then left one for later. I realized I was getting truly hammered, but since it was vacation and we were only a couple blocks from the hotel, I ignored my brain's warnings. Looking around to see if I could spot who might be sending the drinks, I saw that the stool next to the strange man was empty again.
I took my wife by the arm and pulled her close to me and in a slurred whisper said, "Go sit on that stool."
Caitlin gave me a strange look wondering if I was serious or drunk before replying, "No honey."
"Come on baby," I prodded, unable to think of any rationale.
"No," she responded.
"Come on now...you want to keep flirting with your boy-toy?" I challenged her.
We stared at each other for a long time before she silently stood and walked to the bar and sat on the stool making sure her dress covered her bottom. The two local girls were silent, but when I looked over, Maria was smiling at me, while Daniela had an odd, almost shocked, look. With the crowd constantly moving between us and them, it was difficult to see consistently, but I assumed the man would once again attempt to fondle my wife's ass.
"You want her to feel pleasure from him, "Maria stated, rather than ask.
"Let her be with Juan Pablo," Daniela said, with a tone of bewilderment.
While we watched, something strange happened. The man who heretofore had never shown expression nor spoke a word leaned towards my wife until his lips were against her hair and started saying something. By the posture of her body, we could tell that Caitlin was nervous, but she listened, occasionally nodding her head, before she responded. There followed a short exchange before we saw her get up and head back to our table.
"What happened? I asked when she was seated.
"I just got asked to go to the Mermaid Hotel," she told us.
"That is right around the corner," Maria said and then asked, "How much did he offer to pay?"
"$200," she said in a way that didn't provide any hint as to her state of mind.
"That is a very good price," Maria answered, and fortunately the comment made Caitlin laugh.
"I had to get him up from $150," she replied when the laughter had died, and now we all looked at her in surprise.
"You negotiated with him?" I asked, in shock.
"$150 just wasn't enough," she giggled.
"Did you accept to go?" Maria asked, looking very interested in the outcome.
"I told him I needed to ask my husband," Caitlin replied, and looked straight at me.
"Not for a penny less than $300," I responded sarcastically.
"Maybe he will accept, but it is unlikely," Maria quickly said.
I started snickering at my cleverness and shrugged, thinking the incident was over, when Caitlin suddenly rose from her chair and returned to the man. Now, I was completely stunned and confused about her intent, although I suspected she was trying to one up me for sending her over. Since her stool had been occupied, she leaned down and spoke to him while others around watched and after trading a few words, Caitlin returned to the table.



"He said no. Let's go dance," she informed us, and led the girls out.
My wife had only been dancing a minute or so when I saw Juan Pablo join her again. He was wearing long shorts and a tight surfing shirt that highlighted his lean body. Slowly, they separated from the two prostitutes and relocated to the same dark spot. They moved easily with each other, and before long I saw him put his hand on her hip and guide her as they swayed to the music. I could see, even from my distance, Caitlin was enjoying herself.
My bladder was about to burst, so I stood and headed towards the restroom realizing almost instantly that I was much drunker than I had thought. I struggled to move across the room without holding onto something, but made it in a series of small steps. Once there, I found it empty and went up to a urinal and began relieving myself. Midway through, I heard the door open behind me and steps approach, then stop. It was unnerving to have someone behind me this way and I girded for the worst, but instead of receiving a blow, a gruff voice began speaking with a heavy accent.
"Your wife. She is very beautiful," the voice said, identifying who it was.
I finished, zipped up and then turned to find, as expected, the man from the bar stool.
"What do you want?" I asked, trying my best not to fall.
"I do not have the $500, but yet I want her very much," he stated boldly.
At first, I was confused, but even with my alcohol sodden brain I was able to deduce that Caitlin had given him a much bigger number.
"Well, I guess that's too bad," I said, starting to move past him.
"We must reach an agreement," the man said, and stopped me by grabbing my arm.
"Hey, let go," I said jerking my arm free, but falling in the process.
Struggling to get up, I felt the man loop his arm beneath mine and lift me to my feet, and when I was steady, he quickly apologized, "I meant no harm. Please forgive me."
"Forget it." I said and started to walk past, but after a few steps, I stopped and turned to him, "How much do you have?"
"I have $325, but I must pay for the room," he replied.
"How much is that?" I asked.
"$40 for the hour," he informed me.
"Did you buy the tequila?" I asked, when a sudden thought hit me.
"Yes," he replied.
"And how much did it cost?" I followed.
"$4 per drink," he told me.
With that, I walked back to the table, moving slowly to avoid falling, and found Maria and Daniela had returned, but not Caitlin, who I saw standing on the far end of the room talking to Juan Pablo.
Looking back, I realized my drunken state did not let me see the total madness of the situation. Here I was sitting with two prostitutes we had paid to keep us company and my wife was talking to a young local man that wanted to take her to bed while I discussed selling her to another. Unfortunately, rather than simply leaving and returning to the safety of our hotel room, I continued to feed the dangerous beast that was my twisted, alcohol enhanced, mind. With a drunken voice, I explained to the two prostitutes what the man had told me, making sure they understood that she had asked for far more than I instructed her but, they didn't seem the least surprised.
"It is fortunate she did. It is better not to go with him," Maria said, and I saw that Daniela was nodding her head.
There seemed to be some knowledge on the man that those that worked in the bar understood, but were reluctant to share.
"She wants to fuck Juan Pablo. Give her the permission," Maria implored, stroking my arm.
"Yes, they are in love," Daniela added.
Minutes later, Caitlin appeared at the table with her instructor alongside. He looked at me nervously, but stood silently as my wife took her place on the chair beside me.
"Are you ready to go?" I asked.
"Are you?" she replied with a disappointed look.
"Yes, I am," I said, and when I saw her sad expression wasn't changing, I added, "You want to invite him back?"
"I don't know. It seems so...so..." she started, paused and then said, "Maybe just for a little bit?"
After watching her flirt and dance all night, I suspected what she really wanted was my approval. She wanted to allay her guilt and responsibility by making it my decision.
"Up to you," I responded, choosing to put it completely on her.
"Can they come too?" she asked, looking towards the girls.
"Sure," I responded.
"They won't stay long, just for a little while," she stated.
Her answer had come with little hesitation which told me she must truly be burning for the man, and for the first time, I did feel pangs of jealousy. We had only been in the place for a few days, but something had been unleashed within her that had never been revealed before. To get us to this moment, I wondered what role my pushing played, how much was coming from her inner fires and the impact of situation and simple opportunity. In the end, was it really a magical convergence of all these elements? And what was her true intent? What did it mean to come by "for a little while"? Did it mean she wanted to flirt some more? Perhaps kiss a little? Or, did she desire even more?
When I nodded, she smiled broadly, if a bit drunkenly, and together we rose, left the bar and started towards the hotel. The security guard required that we register the girls at the front desk, which I didn't anticipate, but it was quickly done and we rode the elevator up in silence. Things became awkward as soon as we stepped into the room with no one sure about what to do.
"Can uhhh...can we go to the hut?" my wife asked after a brief, whispered conversation with Juan Pablo, giving a strong indication of her true interest.
"No, you need to stay here," I said gruffly.
After more milling around, I turned the TV to a music station, turned off the lights and opened the curtains illuminating the room from the outside while directing the girls on the couch with me and leaving my wife and Juan Pablo standing.
They quickly sat at the end of the bed and started whispering to each other while we watched. However, I soon felt Maria's hands unbuttoning my shirt and they were joined by Daniela's which began working on my belt.
"Honey, can...uhhh...can we talk?" Caitlin asked and indicated we should go into the bathroom.
I joined her with my shoes off and my shirt and belt undone. In the bright light, I could see her skin was flushed and that her eyes showed a mixture of both excitement and fear.
"Are you sure about this? It really seems...wrong..." she whispered.
"It was your choice," I replied, reminding her of her decision at Diego's.
"I know...but...are you really...okay with it?" she asked.
"Caitlin, what's your intention? What do you want to happen?" I asked, deciding it was time to get specific.
"I guess...you know...ummmm..." she stammered.
"You want to fuck him?" I interjected, purposefully being coarse.
She looked at me for several seconds, and then said, "No...it's...it's so wrong..."
"Okay, fine then...we can hang out some then they can leave," I said.
"Okay..." she replied softly with disappointment clearly in her voice.
Now, there was no doubt in my mind that she wanted validation to experience the man. She wanted to be told it was okay, and since I hadn't provided it, she was left confused.
"Later..." I said to her when she tried to kiss me.
With that, I reached for the door and opened it, and we re-entered the room. All eyes were on her as she stepped towards the bed and settled next to Juan Pablo, while I moved back to the couch. After only a slight, Daniela returned to my pants while Maria's hand stroked my chest.
"No, Daniela," I said and stopped her hand, wanting to slow things down.
My wife and the surf instructor started a whispered conversation that lasted for quite some time. When it ended, I saw the young man attempt to kiss her, but she turned her head before he could connect. Another conversation ensued, and this time when it was over his lips made contact. The first kiss was short, but the second one lingered, and I watched as he guided her back until they were flat on the bed.
"Mmmm...ohhh..." I heard Caitlin gasp, when his lips moved to her sensitive neck
"Give her permission," Maria whispered.
For the next few minutes, we watched them kiss while Maria teased my nipples and Daniela squeezed my dick through my pants. Juan Pablo was clearly experienced because he took his time, planting kisses all over her face and neck bringing forth a litany of mews and whimpers. With his hand, he pulled her tightly against him, and when she was nestled, it moved to her breasts and began to knead them through her dress. She made no effort to stop him, but after several minutes they began whispering again. I thought maybe she was telling him it was over, so I was a little surprised when they started kissing again, and even more so when his hand left her breasts and moved to her legs. He stroked her smooth flesh with slow movements, and each time his hand rose he would carry the hem of her dress higher. Soon, it was barely covering her ass, and that's when I saw his hand snake beneath the garment.
"Mmmmm..." Caitlin let out in a stifled moan.
I suspected he had found my wife's slit, and when she threw a leg over his, I knew it was so he could have better access.
Daniela spoke to her friend rapidly in Spanish, and when they finished, Maria said, "Let them fuck."
My wife's sounds were coming more freely now and I could see Juan Pablo's arm moving in a way that indicated he was giving her a good finger banging. Suddenly, the young man stopped, quickly stood, and after a quick glance my way he began to work his shorts down until suddenly, his large cock sprung free. There was a gasp from the girls, most notably my wife who was looking straight at the appendage as it stood proudly just feet away. He was completely hard and it pointed upward with the power of youth. I guessed it was over eight inches long and quite fat, protruding from a thin tangle of pubic hair, and the shaft appeared to be a much darker color than his body with an almost leathery texture. He was uncircumcised, with the bright pink head already fully extended, and several veins were prominent along the length.
I thought he would immediately try to mount my wife, and I wondered how she would react. However, he had other plans, and after removing his tight shirt, he pushed her dress up until her pussy was uncovered and then landed his tongue. He started a lashing that quickly had her whining and I realized she had given up all efforts to mask her responses.
"He's getting her ready," Maria whispered huskily into my ear.
I knew she was correct and wondered if Caitlin would even attempt to seek my approval. Since our conversation in the bathroom, she had shown no inclination to control the young man. Quite the contrary, as every touch from him had so far been met with passion.
Maria and Daniela, inspired by the show in front of us, stood and quickly stripped, and when they finished, they pulled the rest of my clothes off leaving Caitlin as the only one with anything on. I put a hand between the legs of each of the girls while Maria pinched my nipples and Daniela stroked my dick.
"Slowly," I whispered to Daniela, afraid that I would cum too quickly.
Juan Pablo worked her into a frenzy and then got on his knees between her legs and started to move forward. When he was above her, my wife placed her hand on his chest, lifted and turned my way. Instantly, she saw the girls with their hands all over me and a strange look appeared on her face.
"Honey?" she called out after several seconds.
I knew by the tone of her voice that she was once again seeking permission. She had tried multiple times that evening as she just didn't seem capable of making the final decision on her own. For some reason, I didn't want to make it easy, so I remained silent. Time seemed to stand still and everyone was frozen in place as the seconds ticked by before she finally fell back onto the bed. Juan Pablo leaned close to her and they had another discussion, and when it ended, he looked at me with a smile and began to move.
He positioned himself between her legs, dropped his hips to get the right angle and pushed forward. The movement continued several times while he sought my wife's opening and finally, we saw her hand move between them to help guide the spear.
"Mmmm...uhhh...nnnhhhh..." she suddenly groaned.
"It is very small," we heard him whisper, as he paused for a moment before pushing again.
"Ohhhhhhhhh..." came the extended cry from Caitlin that let us know she was being penetrated.
"Yes...yes, it is there..." her lover declared and he started making small motions with his ass that I knew was meant to get her use to his size.
"Ummm...unnghhh...ohhhh...ohhhh...ungghhh..." she grunted with each movement.
Her sounds, which seemed part passion and part pain, continued for several minutes before he stopped moving. It became quiet in the small hotel room, and the three of us on the couch watched as their lips met and he kissed her deeply. Then, very slowly, he lifted his ass until he was almost completely out before pushing forcefully into her.
"Oh...oh...God...ohhhh..." she let out, which started another litany of passionate cries as he began his ride.
"He is fucking her good," Maria said to me, in her normal voice.
Naked on the couch, the three of us touched each other while we watched my wife being thoroughly fucked by this well-endowed young man. I had to admit that they looked like the perfect sexual couple, both lean and athletic, entwined and focused on their carnal pleasure. Caitlin's continual moans left no doubt that Juan Pablo's efforts were bringing her sexual joy. Plus, the way their bodies merged made them seem melded together as if they had performed this ritual a thousand times.
"Yes, oh yes...yes...yes..." we heard Caitlin suddenly pant in reply to more whispers from Juan Pablo.
I was so intent on watching her that I didn't realize that Daniela was putting a condom on me until I felt her hand pushing it down my shaft. I had always thought that Maria would be the bold one, but I made no attempt to stop Daniela when she climbed over me.
Daniela started her own soft moans which melded with Caitlin's cries and helped to fill the room. Although I wanted to concentrate on my wife, when Daniela pushed her breasts into my face I began licking and sucking them and lost the connection with the bed. Even with my dick covered by the condom, the young prostitute's pussy felt wonderful, and it was only when my wife's sounds became louder that I switched my attention back to her.
"Mmmm...ohhh...ohhh...fuck me...fuck me...ohhh it's so good...so good..." Caitlin grunted in time with her lover's thrusts.
"Tell us how the snake feels," I heard Maria ask loudly, and looking over I could see she was rapidly rubbing her pussy.
"It's good...so good...ohhh God..." my wife answered unashamedly.
"Is it past everything before?" Maria asked.
"Yes...oh yes...so deep...so good..." my wife cried out.
Her legs were now wrapped around his waist and her arms around his neck while he took long, full strokes into her body. Juan Pablo picked up the pace until he was sawing into her rapidly, and he began speaking to her in rapid Spanish that I couldn't understand.
"What's he saying?" I grunted out to the two girls, as Daniela rode me.
"He says the pussy is for him now...his property," Maria answered, approaching her own release.
"It will always be there for him," Daniela added.
Caitlin was quickly losing the last of her control and her soft hair began tossing across the bed as her cries of passion grew even louder. Finally, her body stiffened, and then released and seconds later stiffened again, followed by a series of wails.
"Ahhhhhhnnnnn...ohhh...ohhh...oh fuck yes...fuck me...don't stop...so good...oh fuck..." she cried out loudly, as she climaxed more completely than I had ever witnessed.
Her fingernails were deep into his ass and I could see tension in her neck as she became rigid.
Juan Pablo was only seconds behind, and his Spanish became even more rapid before we watched his ass clench and push into her hard, release, then push into her hard again then hold in place while he threw his head back and cried out, "Ahhhhhhhhhhh...Madre..."
Maria followed soon with her own orgasm announced by her high-pitched squeaks and the site of her thighs closing tightly around her moving fingers. It lasted for a few seconds then she slumped against the arm rest with her eyes tightly closed.
Now, the room was quiet except for the sounds that were coming from Daniela and me. The alcohol I had consumed seemed to be having an impact on my ability to get to a release and I was about to stop her when I looked towards the bed and saw Caitlin, still coupled with her young lover, looking around his arm. Our eyes met and even in the dim light I could see in them a hungry look that told me she wanted more. Her gaze also had an effect on my balls because I felt them begin to tingle and quickly, I began building towards a climax.
"Uhhh...uhhh...damn...uhhh..." I grunted, as Daniela's pussy drained my balls into the condom.
Looking up, I saw the young prostitute staring at me with a knowing smile, and she appeared unconcerned that she was the only person in the room to not have an orgasm. Silently, she rose from her position and went to the bathroom leaving me exposed with my deflating, condom covered dick. It turned out there was no reason for concern because by then Caitlin's attention had returned to her lover.
As soon as Daniela reappeared, I took her place in the bathroom while passing close enough to the bed to see that my wife was intimately kissing Juan Pablo. Removing the condom and peeing, I was only gone a few minutes, but when I returned, Daniela had left and Maria was now sitting up and had covered herself with her shirt. Only my wife and Juan Pablo were in the position I had left them. Without speaking, I found my boxers and returned to my seat next to Maria on the couch.
"Where did Daniela go?" I asked her friend in a low voice.
"She went home to her baby," she answered.
I was just about to ask her why she stayed when a rustling sound came from the bed and Juan Pablo rolled to his back with my wife quickly climbing on top and descending back onto his shaft. With her arms on his shoulders and moans of pleasure coming from her mouth, she started to move her hips and I visualized how far inside her his organ must go each time she pushed against him.
"The snake, it is hungry again," Maria whispered, like she was watching some ritual.
"Ohhhh...ohhh...ohhh my God..." my wife suddenly let out in a passionate cry.
"She is his now. The snake has taken her," she said in a way that sounded like she had intended to transfer some deep knowledge.
Caitlin started to move faster and her moans and whimpers kept pace while the younger man remained silent. He seemed to be content to just stare up at her face, and for several minutes she rode him before apparently growing tired. Suddenly, she fell forward onto his chest and their lips met in another deep kiss. One of his hands went to her back and the other to her ass where he helped to slowly guide her, and when the kiss ended, he started telling her how beautiful she was.
Juan Pablo turned in the bed and sat up with his feet on the floor with my wife straddling his lap, still very much connected. They stayed that was for just a few seconds before the young man lifted her and placed her on her hands and knees making it clear what he planned to do. With his hand, he gripped the base of his fat cock giving us a good view, and I could see his large, pink head was coated with a slick mixture of my wife's juices and his semen. He brought the head back to her opening and slowly pushed the beast inside until his entire length had disappeared. Just as slowly, he extracted his shaft until only the head remained inside then, without warning, he slammed into her.



"Oh God!" my wife screamed, and her hands gripped the bed cover tightly.
Her head turned to look at him and I could see a mixture of pain and lust on her face, and when she began to turn back our eyes met briefly, but it was clear she was gone, having given herself completely to him. He pushed into her hard again, which brought another loud moan, then he started fucking her fast with his hands holding her hips tightly.
"Do it...oh fuck me...fuck me...it's all yours...it's yours...it's your pussy..." my wife cried out shamelessly.
It wasn't long before he made her cum again and I had to admit that he had well and truly played the tamer. She had always been passionate in bed and joyous when she climaxed, but this was a whole new level where she was essentially at a point of complete abandon. Juan Pablo fucked her through her climax and was now holding her up to prevent her collapse on the bed as he continued to pummel her pussy from behind. It was the rawest show of base sex I had ever seen, and when Maria's hand touched my shaft, I lasted only seconds before I spewed my discharge onto my stomach. The young man made it a few more minutes, and then, with a deep, satisfied groan, he once again planted his seed deeply into my wife's body.
"She will never say no to him now," I heard Maria say while I stared at the sordid scene.
Slowly, the heavy breathing in the room slowed and the alcohol I had consumed, coupled with the energy drawn from me via my ejaculations made me give in to sleep. I woke the next morning to the light streaming in through the open window to find that both Maria and Juan Pablo were gone. Caitlin was sprawled on the bed face down and between her legs I could see her red, swollen pussy was still very wet making me wonder if she had been recently fucked while I slept. Closing the curtain, I crawled into bed and slept until the maid knocked on the door four hours later.
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The maid opening the door woke me, but as soon as the young woman saw me on the bed, she quickly backed out. My head was pounding and my mouth felt like an army had marched through it however, I forced myself to rise and take stock of the situation. Caitlin was gone, although I suspected I knew her location, so after taking a shower, I walked towards the beach leaving the messy room and the big wet spot to the maid. I arrived as Caitlin's lesson was winding down, noticing that she was wearing her sexy bikini, and found a spot where I could observe the pair without being seen.
Together, they left the rough water and made for the hut, quickly entered and remaining for almost an hour. I knew my wife was inside pleasuring the man and that Maria's words were proving to be prophetic. When Caitlin finally emerged, I walked parallel for a bit before intercepting her outside the entrance to the hotel.
"Did you fuck him again?" I asked, with no sugar coating.
"Yes," she answered guiltily after a brief pause.
After staring at each other for several seconds, we moved together up to the room and Caitlin immediately went to the bathroom leaving me alone to contemplate the events of the past twenty-four hours. She stayed there for a long time before finally appearing with a towel around her body.
"Let me see you," I demanded.
"Why?" she replied with a concerned look.
"Let me see," I said again, and she undid the towel and let it hang from her right hand.
Her pussy was clearly swollen, but other than a small hickey above her left nipple her body was clean, which was far better than I expected. I patted the spot next to me on the bed signaling for her to sit.
"Let me get dressed first," she said, and started rummaging through her clothes.
"What happened in the hut?" I demanded in a stern voice.
The fact that she had so readily given herself to him again irritated me. Especially, since she had done it alone.
"We made...we had sex," she responded, catching herself mid-sentence.
"No bra or panties," I instructed when she was about to get dressed.
"Why?" she asked with a nervous expression.
"If you're going to play the bad girl, then it's going to be all the time," I explained.
Her nervous look morphed into one of concern, but pulled a flowery sun dress over her head and slipped on a pair of sandals without responding.
"How many times has he had you?" I asked, being intentionally blunt.
"Four...but you...you didn't stop it...you could have," she replied, trying to twist my silence into permission.
"What's your excuse for fucking him in the hut," I challenged her, and then followed before she could respond, "What happened exactly?"
"I told you. We had sex," she replied.
"Details Caitlin...what happened," I demanded.
"We went in and he undressed me. Then, he...uh...we...we did it from behind," she stammered.
"Did you suck him?" I asked.
"Yes," she answered after a hesitation, although her words were unnecessary as the look on her face had already provided the truth.
"Before or after?" I continued.
"Both," she admitted sheepishly.
"Did he cum in your mouth?" I asked, as for some reason I wanted to know every dirty detail.
"No, just...you know" she answered.
"Now, what?" I probed.
"Now, we continue our vacation," she replied, forcing a smile.
"So, you're through with him? No more boy-toy?" I asked, surprised she would give up her new lover so quickly after all that had occurred.
"Yes...oh and by the way I didn't give you permission to be with Daniela," she stated, trying to take the offensive.
"Look, don't even try," I replied, and then added before she could speak, "Besides, I used a condom."
That stopped her cold and she looked at the floor for several seconds before she turned to me with her big doe eyes and asked, "Do you still love me?"
"I do..." I started, then paused for a moment before adding, "I'm just surprised...four times, and in his hut...sneaking."
"I know. It was too much...all too much. I'm sorry," she answered in a tiny voice, looking truly ashamed.
With that, we left for lunch then walked around some before returning and deciding to sun by the small hotel pool. Caitlin wore her sexy bikini, although there wasn't much of a crowd to take notice, and we were both so exhausted from the events of the previous night we dozed off and on. Later, it was up to the room where we showered then jumped in bed for more sleep.
By dinner time, my annoyance had faded as I realized how culpable I had been. We decided to go to a resort restaurant that was located five miles up the coast. So, just after six, we headed for the elevator with Caitlin back in a sun dress and me in shorts and a polo shirt. We made it to the place just as the final sliver of sun disappeared over the horizon and I ordered a bottle of wine. The food was excellent and we took our time, going through a second bottle before finally leaving. Feeling the alcohol, I began kissing Caitlin in the taxi on the drive back, ignoring her giggling pleas to behave.
As soon as we got to the room, our clothes went flying and I had my wife on her back with my head buried between her legs, lapping at her already wet pussy. She only let me lick for a couple minutes before she pulled on my shoulders then took my dick and brought it to her slit.
"Ohhh...go slow..." she moaned, as I pushed in.
I knew it was her soreness from Juan Pablo's fat shaft that brought the warning, but she still felt amazing as my dick made its way in. When I was completely inside, I started a slow, gentle motion that soon had her purring nicely.
"I love you," she announced.
"I know," I whispered.
"You're so special," she moaned in response, while we continued our slow pace.
"Did you like it?" I asked, after almost a minute of silence.
"Yes," she answered after a moment, then added, "Thank you for letting me."
"You came hard," I followed.
There were several seconds of silence before she sighed into my ear, "Yes, it was...so...so different."
"How was it different?" I asked, maybe a bit naively.
"You know...just...being...being naughty...being watched...and it was so big," she whispered.
"And now you want big cocks," I said, purposefully pushing.
"I want you," she moaned, and licked my ear.
We became silent again, except for our moans, as we continued to make love very slowly. Growing tired, I was about to roll her on top of me when a thought hit my brain.
"What time are you supposed to meet him?" I asked, rising on my arms so I could look into her face.
At first, she didn't respond, but slowly a guilty look came to her face and with an awkward smile she said, "I'm supposed to call if I can."
"Your phone doesn't work here," I reminded her, as I had turned off the international features so we wouldn't get any accidental charges.
"Your...your phone does," she replied, as an impish grin appeared.
"You've had enough boy-toy fun," I responded sternly.
The knowledge that she had discussed a rendezvous with him and was keeping it from me lifted my spirit of gentleness, and I instantly began to move faster and push harder. My actions brought forth little squeals from her that I sensed were a combination of pain and excitement. However, when I felt my balls begin to tighten, I drove on not really caring about the source.
"Mmmm...ohhh...damn...damn!" I cried out when I erupted.
Quickly, my movements slowed and then stopped, and while still panting from the exertion I fell to her side, snuggling against her warm body. She rolled to face me, and we kissed softly until we drifted off.
Later, I woke and looking at the clock I could see it was just after ten, meaning I had slept for a little over an hour. Caitlin was still pressed against me and her steady breathing let me know she was sound asleep. Soon, I was wide awake and for the next thirty minutes I stared at the ceiling thinking about the recent events and my wife. What we experienced was certainly not normal for married people, but at the same time I didn't feel betrayed. Rather, it was the thought of the future and what might come next that had my mind in turmoil. Would we be able to go home and just return to our normal routine with no impact? Could what we had done be so easily turned on and off? Plus, even with me being open minded she had acted sneaky, which concerned me.
Bored, unable to sleep and not wanting to wake Caitlin, I climbed from the bed, dressed quietly and then slipped out the door making sure to take my phone with me. I had intended to drop down to the hotel bar for a beer, but when I got there it was completely dead, so before I knew it, I was walking towards Diego's.
At that hour on a Friday night, the place was so full the crowd was spilling out onto the sidewalk. I thought for a minute about abandoning the idea, but with a shrug, I jostled my way into the throng an ordered a beer. Fortunately, just a few minutes later, a stool opened on the street side and I grabbed it even though it didn't offer much of a view. One beer turned into two which led to a
trip to the toilet and on the return, I spotted several empty stools on the inside, so I grabbed my beer and was able to return before they were taken. Settling in, I spotted Senor Tejeda in his normal spot and for a moment, we made eye contact.
It took a while before I spotted Daniela and Maria, but whether they hadn't seen me or chose to ignore my presence, they remained across the club. All in all, I wasn't displeased by their behavior as it allowed me to drink in peace and think. Of course, other girls made attempts to strike up a conversation, however a quick shake of my head resulted in most of them moving on and before long they quit trying.
"Honey, are you okay?" I heard Caitlin's voice, and looking up, I saw her standing in front of me in her sundress.
"I'm fine sweetie, just couldn't sleep," I answered, now thankful I had elected not to interact with the girls.
"You left me!" she exclaimed, while giving me an odd look.
"You looked so peaceful sleeping that I didn't want to bother you. Plus, I was just going downstairs, but it was so empty I ended up here," I explained, helped by the fact that it was true.
"Okay," she replied with a look that still showed some confusion.
I ordered her a drink then stood so she could sit, and by the time the bartender returned Daniela and Maria had arrived. They tried to move in close, but with the crowd it was difficult, so I took the opportunity to go to the toilet while they talked. There were several people in the small room and when I finished, I turned to see Senor Tejeda standing near the sink. It was clear he wanted to talk so I went slow and let the remaining guy leave before I turned to him.
"I have the money," he stated boldly.
I knew he was referring to the $500 Caitlin had quoted the previous night, but I didn't want to get into it.
"Look, I don't think so," I replied, and moved to walk by him.
"It is quite a lot, but I think she is worth it," he responded.
"Not tonight," I said quickly, and left.
When I returned, a stool had opened to my wife's left and she was saving it for me while she chatted with the two young prostitutes. However, I noticed a change in their demeanor when I approached and I suspected they had been discussing the events in our hotel room. Like before, I was directed to buy the girl's drinks, and while I was ordering I could hear enough of what was being said to know my suspicions were correct.
Just as I turned with the cups, from nowhere, a local man in his mid-30s appeared next to Daniela and began talking to her in a low voice.
"Ahh! It's Daniela's regular customer," Maria said, and then followed with, "She will be leaving us."
Maria's words proved true as her friend offered a brief goodbye and turned to leave with the man.
"I'll miss Daniela," Caitlin announced.
"Oh, she will be back shortly. He never buys more than an hour," Maria explained.
"God that just seems so raw. I mean...I'm sorry I don't want to be judgmental, but it's so straightforward and basic," Caitlin said, struggling to find the right words, "Does she enjoy it?"
"The man is kind to her, so it is not unpleasant," she replied.
Looking at Caitlin I could see her nipples were now visible through her top, and I wondered if this real time witnessing of the workings of "the oldest profession" was somehow exciting her. In reality, she had seen it first-hand the night before when Daniela rode me, but I guess she was too distracted by Juan Pablo for it to fully register. In any event, the brief exchange between Daniela and her customer had resulted in a visible change in Caitlin. There was now a nervous look in her eyes and her body had become rigid. I also realized that without prodding she had come in search of me without a bra and I guessed without panties, either. That, coupled with her prearranged communication plan with the young surfing instructor, signaled to me that she still held illicit carnal thoughts.
"You must give her your phone," Maria suddenly whined.
"Maria!" Caitlin cried out in shock.
"Let her have her fun and I will go with you and make sure you have fun too," she replied with her eyes directed towards me. I had to give the working girl credit for being constantly in sales mode.
"No, she doesn't deserve it," I answered.
"Of course, she does," Maria responded, while my wife looked on.
"No, she didn't do as I asked," I said, letting the string out a little more.
"What do you mean?" the young prostitute asked.
"Yes, what do you mean?" my wife chimed in showing confusion.
"When I told her to tell that man $300, she told him $500," I answered, nodding towards Senor Tejeda.
"How did you know..." Caitlin started, then caught herself, which made me laugh.
"He told me. He followed me into the bathroom last night and told me what you said. He wanted you so badly that he wanted to work out an arrangement and he was the one that bought the tequila shots," I explained.
"She is too beautiful for him," Maria said.
"And tonight, just now in the bathroom, he told me he has the $500," I continued, ignoring the prostitute's message.
A shocked look instantly appeared on my wife's face as she no doubt wondered what I might demand. There followed a tense period of silence before Caitlin spoke.
"So?" she finally said, attempting to act indignant.
"So, no more boy-toy," I replied.
"It is not fair," Maria said instantly.
"Okay," Caitlin said with indifference, although her body language hinted at disappointment.
Her response silenced Maria and all was quiet for a bit before they began chatting about random things. It wasn't long before, with a quick flurry, they left me and went to dance. While they were gone, on several occasions I looked over to Senor Tejeda and could see he was more animated than normal, fidgeting in his chair and looking towards Caitlin while she moved. Clearly, he was consumed with the idea of her, and I couldn't help but feel guilty for the way we had toyed with him.
Caitlin and Maria reappeared ten minutes later, and we sipped our drinks and chatted for a few minutes before they left again. Just as they returned, almost an exact hour after she had departed with her customer, Daniella appeared. Once again, there was a barrage of whispered questions from my wife about the brief encounter.
As that conversation ended, a waitress approached Maria and began speaking into her ear. All of us watched with interest, with the odd expressions crossing the young girls face only adding to our curiosity. Maria was surprisingly coy when the waitress left and avoided our questions, and then shortly after departed. Her actions brought a shrug from Daniela, who hesitated for a moment and then turned and followed her friend.
They returned a few minutes later and Maria, looking at me, announced, "Your friend wants my time."
"Who?" I asked, momentarily confused.
"The man who you have touch your wife," she clarified, referring to Senor Tejeda.
"Really?" my wife exclaimed, while a strange look came to Daniella's face.
"Yes, he is being generous, so I must say yes," the working girl explained.
"We understand," my wife responded, although she was clearly disappointed.
A silence engulfed us for several seconds before Maria spoke, "Perhaps you would like to come with me and see how it is done."
"What?" Caitlin replied with a gasp, while Daniella turned her head.
"You have shown interest. Perhaps you would like to see the Mermaid Hotel and how we are to act," she suggested.
Maria was right in the sense that Caitlin had been pestering the girls with questions since they first met, concerning all aspects of their work. However, that was intellectual curiosity, and this, if I understood the Latin girl correctly, would be field work. Even if it was just watching, it would be very bizarre, unthinkable before this trip, and not without some danger.
"Maria...I...I can't do that," she countered, but in her voice, I sensed a tiny bit of curiosity.
"I think you will find it helps with your questions. You may go home with the knowledge you have been asking about," Maria replied in a way that made me think she sensed an opening.
"Maria!" my wife exclaimed again, but this time she looked towards me.
"Come...keep me company," she responded, and put her hand on my wife's arm.
"It's just too crazy. I can't do that. I mean I would be watching you...you have sex," Caitlin answered, although I could tell she was now wavering.
"Come, we have all seen each other," Maria replied.
"Honey?" my wife said, looking at me after several seconds of silence in a way that left me unsure whether she was seeking support or a way out.
I was silent for a moment, but my wife's interest intrigued me and I found myself asking, "Where is this hotel?"
"Just around the corner. Perhaps, 100 meters," Maria quickly replied.
"And just for an hour?" I clarified.
"Yes," Maria answered.
Now, my wife's expression seemed to contain elements of confusion, trepidation and excitement. However, it was impossible to tell which emotion was the most dominant. Our eyes locked, and we held the gaze for a few seconds, although it felt like an eternity. In that time, I thought about her safety and convinced myself that she was probably in no real danger. The only other downside I could think of was that she might get thoroughly disgusted by the act. The upside was a bit more difficult to fathom. Was her curiosity truly that strong? Would it open her up even more and did she need any more openness? Hadn't we done too much already?
"Up to you," I finally said, thinking that like before, the most interesting aspect of it all was her decision.
"I can't believe I'm considering this," Caitlin responded a few seconds later with clear tension in her voice and body.
"Come with me," Maria pleaded once more.
"Maria!" Caitlin exclaimed, but let the girl take her hand.
After that, it all moved very fast. I could tell Maria wanted to leave before my wife changed her mind, so with a firm grip, she guided her swiftly away. Seconds later, Daniela and I watched as the three departed, and for a moment a strange feeling of foreboding swept through me. Amazingly, it disappeared swiftly, and I turned and asked Daniella if she was ready for a drink. She nodded her ascent, but by the time they arrived, I could see she was scanning the room for opportunities.
"Daniella, stay and talk to me," I requested.
"It's getting late and I must make some money," she answered.
"I'll take care of you like before," I told her, which brought a pleased look to her face.



"Perhaps, we should go to your hotel," she suggested, and ran her hand up my leg until it bumped against my dick.
It was an odd message because I had assumed that getting paid and not having to perform sex was preferable.
"I better stay here in case Caitlin returns," I replied.
"I think perhaps we have time," she responded, as her fingertips found my balls.
"Why Daniella?" I asked, sensing there was a meaning in her words.
"It is nothing," she answered.
Then, in a moment of lucidity, it dawned on me what was taking place, "How much did the man pay Maria to get my wife to go?"
"Nothing," she replied, but the look in her eyes told me I was on the right track.
"Danielle, tell me how much. I know that's what happened," I pushed.
"Let's go to your hotel," she whined and used her fingers on my balls once more.
"Tell me Daniela, I want to know for when Caitlin gets back," I asked, doing my best to show a smile even though I was extremely tense.
"I think maybe $50 extra," the prostitute answered, confirming my suspicions.
So, there it was. My wife, who had been so kind and supportive of the young girls, had been sold out for a mere $50. Now, I had to determine very quickly whether she was in danger and what I should do about it.
"What is the plan?" I asked, keeping my smile, knowing that Daniela responded better if there was no conflict.
"The man thinks that if she watches she will become excited," she answered.
"So, he hopes if she sees him with Maria, she'll want to have sex with him too?" I tried to clarify, making myself treat it as funny.
"Yes, he very much wants to," she replied.
"They aren't going to make her, are they?" I followed with a forced laugh.
"No...no..." Daniella quickly answered.
The way she spoke gave me a profound sense of relief, but it still didn't seem right to leave Caitlin to face these predators even if they didn't intend to accomplish their goal through force.
"Let's go to the Mermaid Hotel," I said to her as I stood.
"But you have the better hotel," she responded.
Her lack of appreciation for my concern provided more comfort, although I was now sure I wanted to be close to my wife.
"Let's get the room next to them so we can listen," I told Daniella, and it seemed my explanation struck a chord with her.
Of course, my previous behavior certainly reflected a voyeur interest, so it wasn't a stretch for her to think she knew my thoughts. With no more discussion, we found ourselves on the humid streets of the city walking towards the short-time facility. It only took a few minutes to arrive, and along the way I gave Daniella instructions about what to do, so when we stepped to the small counter, she started speaking in Spanish to the clerk. Several minutes later, after paying for the room along with a $20 "special" tip, we were climbing the stairs to the third floor to occupy the room that we were told was next to the pretty foreign woman.
The only piece of furniture in the small room was a bed. It was queen size, with simple linens, and the bathroom was down the hall. A fact I learned when Daniella excused herself and left me alone. As soon as the door closed, my ear was against the wall we shared with the identified room, but there were no sounds. We were ten minutes behind them, and I assumed some activity must have started, so I was at a loss about the silence.
Daniella returned soon, and when she stepped into the room she immediately started to undress. With practiced hands, her clothes came off quickly, and I was treated to the view of her young body once again. She seemed undaunted by my lack of progress in removing my things, and stepped towards me to help.
"Wait. I want to see what my wife does first," I pleaded in an attempt to forestall any sex.
A broad smile came to her face and she moved to the wall and pressed her naked body against it mimicking my previous move. I did the same, but it was still quiet which made me give her a confused look. Daniella mimed a blowjob while laughing softly, apparently enjoying the game. Then, once again she tried to work on my clothes.
"Let me go to the bathroom," I implored her, partially out of need, but also to avoid the interaction.
A few minutes later I returned and when I opened the door Daniella was sitting on the bed playing with her phone. She smiled at me as I entered, and I was instantly drawn to her breasts, much larger than my wife's, with long nipples from nursing her child. It was an incredibly feminine look, and for a moment my thoughts left Caitlin. As if reading my mind, she stood and pressed her supple body against mine until her breasts were pushed flat. Then, her hands started working on my clothes and soon my shirt was off. My shorts had just hit the floor and Daniella was reaching for my boxers when we heard a banging sound start against the wall.
"Perhaps it is Maria...or perhaps your wife," she said, looking at me with a smile and laughing eyes.
I put my finger to my lips and started towards the wall, but Daniella yanked on my boxers making me pull my feet out before I could continue. Now naked, I pressed my ear against the wall with her alongside me doing the same. Very faintly, soft grunts were detectable and in between were sounds in Spanish.
"It is Maria," Daniella declared, and gave me a feigned look of disappointment.
"I wonder if Caitlin left?" I said, thinking out loud.
"No, I am certain she is watching," she replied.
"Why?" I asked, intrigued by the girl's thoughts, while realizing she was being quite talkative for the first time.
"She likes the sex," she responded, and while it was a simple statement, I instinctively knew she was correct.
Daniella pulled me to the bed and had me sit, then took a condom from a pocket in her skirt. She put it next to me and then took my dick firmly in her hands and began to stroke it. With her breasts right before me, it responded quickly and when it was stiff, she leaned forward and started running her tongue over the head.
"Uhhhh..." I moaned in response to her efforts.
The young girl's strokes and licks soon fell into rhythm to the pounding on the wall and strangely my mind went to a vision of Caitlin beneath the man. The sounds continued for over five minutes, and although Daniella never said anything, I think she understood what I was thinking, too. Then, without warning, it became quiet except for the wet sounds of the young girl's mouth on my dick. She looked up and our eyes met, and in that moment, I knew she was challenging me to think about what might happen next. If the banging on the bed started again, then it could very well mean they had been successful in seducing my wife, and while I thought it was extremely unlikely, there was a certain element of torture as each small sound put me on edge.
Daniella, opened the condom wrapper and started rolling it over my dick. I had given up on holding her off as I was now very horny and excited. She was just lifting herself over me, preparing to drop onto my shaft, when a light knocking sound filled the room. With a quick glance at me and a smile, she jumped off the bed and opened the door a few inches, and then suddenly it opened wider and Maria entered.
"Where is Caitlin?" I immediately asked.
"She is with the man you want her to fuck," Maria answered with a challenging smile.
"You left her alone?" I whispered hoarsely.
"Yes, and she is naked and very wet," I was told.
"What do you mean? I mean tell me what's going on?" I fired back quickly.
"They are together waiting for me to return from the toilet, but I think we must provide some time," she answered with a small laugh.
While I processed her message, the two prostitutes closed in around me, and for some reason I became self-conscious about my nudity. They moved me back until I was sitting on the bed and Daniella climbed behind me and started to rub my chest while Maria gripped my dick firmly in her hand.
"Maria, you need to go back," I stated, thinking she would act as a block.
However, the girl made no move and pulled on my erection several times before answering, "Are you hard thinking of him touching her?"
It was now clear their plan was to keep me occupied as part of some devious plot to allow Caitlin to be seduced. I wondered about their motivation. Were they hoping that if she was busy, they could extract more money from me? Certainly, Maria had been consistent in promoting all sexual activities, so it could be something in this regard. But, for some reason, my thoughts continued to return to the idea that it was in some way equalization; that it proved my wife was no different than them.
"Maria, go back," I pleaded again.
"Nothing will happen that is not desired," she replied, while continuing to fondle me.
We locked eyes while I pondered her words, and despite my instincts that were screaming at me that it was indecent and wrong, I thought there was an element of truth to what she was saying. Plus, with me being so close, just a thin wall away, I took comfort in the fact that I could react quickly, if necessary. Waiting for a minute or two wouldn't hurt, I thought, as I enjoyed the feeling of the hands of the two young girls.
"She's naked?" I asked just a minute later when Maria's description finally registered.
"Yes, and wet," she said, repeating her previous message.
"How did she get naked?" I followed.
"With her own hands and some help from me. She was told it was required to watch," she giggled.
"And...and she did it?" I asked incredulously.
"Without complaint," she responded.
"I need to go," I stated after thinking about her revelation for a moment.
I couldn't fathom that it was true which might mean that she was in trouble. In any event, I couldn't ignore the reality any longer and began to disengage from the two prostitutes. However, just as I came free, a sound emerged from the adjoining wall. It was barely audible, but recognizable as a moan, and the three of us quickly looked at each other.
"As I thought," Maria said as a wicked smile came to her face.
In unison, we moved closer to the wall, but for what seemed like eternity, there were no further sounds. Then, another moan came forth, a bit louder, and this time it seemed to have a needy edge.
"Damn," I let out, unsure exactly how to respond, and started towards my clothes.
Only when I was almost dressed did the girls begin to gather their things, but I was too anxious to wait.
"Maria, let me have the key," I demanded, extending my hand.
"Better to wait for us," she tried, but I shook my head, and she reluctantly pulled the key from her small purse.
I was quickly out the door and took the few steps to the next one where I inserted the electronic card hoping the unlocking mechanism wouldn't click too loudly. To me, it seemed like it rang like a bell, but I stepped inside unnoticed which meant it went unheard or they assumed it was Maria. Caitlin was on her back on the queen-sized bed holding a pillow tightly to her chest which hid her from the waist up, and the local man was leaning over her, completely naked, slowly stroking into her pussy with his middle finger. The moans and whimpers coming from her made it evident she was willingly being pleasured.
Fortunately, the dull light in the hall didn't announce my arrival either, and I had barely eased the door closed behind me when I heard a soft knock. Quickly, I re-opened it and standing there were the two girls who I motioned to enter. This time, Senor Tejeda turned his head and saw us, but only smiled slightly before he went back to work.
"Your wife, she enjoys the sex," Daniella spoke, restating her opinion, and Maria nodded in agreement.
We stood silently and watched the scene for what seemed like several minutes without things really progressing. Although Caitlin, by her sounds, was enjoying the attention, she showed no signs of an impending orgasm. Likewise, the older man seemed content to patiently explore her pussy.
"She is waiting for his cock," Maria whispered, and I felt her hand on mine which had become hard once more.
Almost like he heard her speak, Senor Tejeda looked over his shoulder and gave us a small smile, but when he turned back, he added another finger.
"Uhhhh..." Caitlin grunted from behind the pillow and her legs opened wider.
His thrusts became more pronounced which resulted in more grunts from my wife who showed no signs of stopping his efforts. Mesmerized, I watched the older man plunder her hole, wondering where it was going to go, and it took the girls hands on my clothes to break my concentration. I struggled silently with them for several seconds, but finally gave up, and Maria had my dick in her hand when the local man ceased fingering my wife.
Within seconds, he made a clear move towards mounting my wife with his uncovered cock. I expected Caitlin to sense his intention and reject him, but she kept her legs parted, hanging in the air where they had previously been held. He deftly positioned his body between her legs, blocking most of her body from view, and then lowered onto her as Caitlin squeezed the pillow tightly.
"Mmmm...uhhhh..." my wife groaned, letting us know she had been penetrated.
My brain was screaming at me to do something, but at the same time it felt like my mouth was wired shut and my feet were in concrete. I stared, mesmerized, for the few seconds it took him to get fully inside. Then, he was fucking Caitlin, taking her with a rapid movement of his ass while the rest of his body stayed amazingly still. For the first time, I took in his body; a thick mid-section that was out of proportion to his narrow shoulders and ass, a matting of hair that covered him with a peculiar heaviness on his shoulders, and worn, dirty feet as if he spent most his time barefoot. I knew it was easily the raunchiest sex my wife had experienced, yet here we were listening to her being pleasured.
Her climax arrived quickly and we watched as her hands began to rapidly move to different parts of his body as her whines reached a crescendo. He kept after her and maintained his pace which prolonged the release until finally, she started to become quiet. It was then he pulled the pillow from between them and we could see her head thrown back with her mouth partly open, evidently still excited from his penetration. It took several seconds before she opened her eyes, but when she did a shocked expression came to her face.
"Let me up," she cried out, suddenly using her hands to push instead of pull, and when Senor Tejeda showed no sign of slowing, she called out once more, "Get him off!"
"Why?" I replied, remaining with the local girls.
"Please, help me," she tried again when she was unsuccessful in forcing him off.
"No...no Caitlin," I stated.
She didn't reply, but when her eyes landed on Maria's hand working my dick, her worried expression noticeably softened. Breaking eye contact, I took in the whole scene including her firm breasts dancing in circles in rhythm to his movements and the way her legs were forced to quiver with each of his full thrusts. Though fucking my wife with deep, purposeful movements, he didn't appear to be in a hurry, and I surmised by all that had occurred that he was savoring the experience.
"She feels it," Maria said softly just a bit later.
She was still kneading my cock slowly as if she knew that too much attention would set me off. It took me a moment to understand her words, but looking at my wife's face I could see her eyes were starting to become vacant and her mouth was partly open once more. Caitlin occasionally can be multi-orgasmic, although I thought it would be shocking to see it happen in this setting and with this man.
Senor Tejeda, who had been extended on his arms, suddenly dropped forward blocking Caitlin's upper body and face from our view. It wasn't long before he moved his head, as if to suckle on her breasts, which brought her hands to his shoulders in another attempt to push him away. She tried several times, then in a swift move, the local man grasped her wrists and pinned them over her head. Caitlin gasped in surprise, but before she could say anything or attempt to move, like an uncoiled spring Senor Tejeda began to power fuck her.
"Uhhhh..." my wife grunted in surprise, as his pelvis slammed into hers.
"He likes to fuck like an animal. This is why the girl's do not want to go with him," Maria explained.
The minutes ticked by as somehow this older man was able to maintain a relentless pace that would have been difficult for an eighteen-year-old. Caitlin was reduced to forced grunting in response which was now coming from her in a rhythmic cadence.
"Ohhhhh..." came the unexpected cry from my wife that clearly held some excitement.
"Yes, she likes his cock," Maria said in her normal voice, and this time when I looked her way, I could see Daniella next to her rapidly rubbing between her legs.
Then, the local man, the pig farmer from the hills, neared his peak. With a quick move, he took my wife's legs beneath her knees and bent her back until he was dropping his body straight down into her pussy, which forced a strange mixture of grunts and whines from Caitlin. He was relentless as the minutes ticked by before he finally plunged deeply and forcefully held himself in place.
"Ahhhhhh..." he let forth in a deep, satisfied groan, signaling that his semen was now entering my wife.
Caitlin was reduced to soft whimpers, but several times it looked like her body pushed into his, seeking just a little more. After maintaining his rigid position for almost a minute, his body began to relax and shortly after he pulled back letting his glistening shaft appear. He stood next to the bed with his half-hard cock on display then said something in Spanish to Maria which caused her to gather some tissue from the bedside dispenser and begin to wipe him clean.
My wife had rolled to her side and was slightly curled with her eyes unfocused. It was quite awkward in the small room with only Senor Tejeda acting unaffected. Without speaking, he began to put on his clothes.
"Your wife's pussy is very good. She squeezes nicely," he stated, then opened the door and was gone.
Maria and Daniela departed soon after, which left me alone with my wife, but I just stood and stared at her for several long minutes before I went to her.
"Caitlin, time to go," I announced just as a loud knock on the door, followed by some fast words in Spanish, making me think we had reached the time limit.
I reached for my wife who had been brought back to the moment by the banging on the door. I could smell the scent of sweat and semen on her body, but ignored it while I helped her into her dress.
"I'm sorry," she said as we left the room, which made me think how many times she had offered this apology over the past several days.
Rather than answer, I just held her arm near the elbow and gently guided her to the door of the hotel and onto the street ignoring the stares from several prostitutes and their clients that we encountered. We rounded the corner towards Diego's and when I started to pull her in, she resisted.
"I...I want to go to the hotel...and shower," she said, looking distressed.
"Later, I want a beer," I replied and made her follow me inside.
It was now well past one, but I was wired and didn't have an interest in returning to our hotel just yet. The crowd in the club was maybe half of what it had been when we left, although there was still some life in it. We found two empty stools at bar and then ordered.
"Look, I'm sorry, but let's go to the hotel and talk," Caitlin pleaded.
"Later," I replied tersely.
I realized I was sounding angry, but in-reality that wasn't really the emotion I was experiencing. It was more a combination of disbelief, astonishment and confusion. But, buried within it was something else as well that I knew was excitement. It made no sense, but for some reason discovering my wife's promiscuous side made something click in my head.



"Want to meet Juan Pablo," I asked Caitlin, for some reason wanting to keep pushing.
"No, I want to go to the hotel," she repeated and I saw that she hadn't touched her drink.
"Call him," I demanded.
"Why?" she responded, giving me a look of bewilderment and concern.
"I want you to. Call him," I replied, holding out my phone.
Still looking into my eyes, she took the phone but just held it in her hand for several minutes before I nodded my head. She lifted the phone and from memory dialed the instructor's number. I could see on the screen that the call was going through and ringing, but it rolled to voicemail and without speaking Caitlin hung-up and handed the phone back. I sensed some relief in her look that proved to be short lived because less than a minute later my phone buzzed in my hand and looking down, I could see it was a local number.
"Here," I said handing my wife the device knowing it was her lover.
She began speaking and although I couldn't hear every word, I knew they were discussing a rendezvous. Not surprisingly, her attitude improved as she spoke to the young man. They had been speaking for about a minute when I broke in.
"Have him meet you at the hotel," I stated, which caused her to look at me and nod.
"Okay, now what?" she asked when the call ended.
"Go meet him. I'll be there later," I declared which brought a strange look, but she rose and with a last look over her shoulder, left Diego's.
I knew she would likely hurry back to shower and clean-up before her lover's arrival and I was equally sure that the young man would hurry for the meeting. When I finished my beer, I ordered another and idled my time by watching others in the dwindling club while I thought about my wife and my strange, sordid motivation.
I was one of the last to leave the place just before closing at around three. Completely hammered, I stumbled towards the hotel having to stop multiple times to regain my balance. With each step, I could feel my heart beat growing louder in my ears knowing that I would find my sweet wife, who before this trip had been monogamous and faithful, in bed for the second time this very night with a local man.
It took me three attempts to open the door which provided ample time for my wife and Juan Pablo to be made aware of my impending entrance. The light from the hallway illuminated the dark room sufficiently for me to see that the bedcovers had been kicked to the floor and the couple was staring at me from beneath a single sheet that covered them from the waist down. The room wreaked of sex, making me wonder how many times he had fucked her, and he was laying behind her with her body snuggled against his with his right hand gently holding a breast.
"How many times have you fucked her?" I called out in a drunken slur after closing the door.
"Honey..." my wife started.
"We have made love twice," the young man answered in a voice tinged with anger, then, in a show of possessiveness he added, "So far."
Even in my advanced inebriated state, I realized his feelings for my wife were bringing forth gallant behavior on his part. Despite the circumstances, and likely partially a product of his youth, he felt the need to defend her honor. Without responding, I flopped onto the sofa in a half-seated position now only able to see vague forms in the darkness.
"Fuck her again," I demanded, but my words were met with silence and it wasn't long thereafter I knew I was passing out.
Light was filtering through the windows when I awoke to find the room empty and I was able to garner enough strength to make it to the bed where I gratefully fell into its comfortable softness while inhaling the strong aroma of Caitlin's taking. It was well past noon when I finally got up with my head screaming in pain and stumbled to the shower where I sat and let the warm water cascade over me for a very long time.
Finally emerging, I stumbled around the messy room, wondering why the maid hadn't interrupted my sleep, when I saw a note on the small desk. It was from Caitlin and it explained she was spending the day with Juan Pablo, but it made no mention about when I should expect her return. Pissed off, but thinking in my condition the best thing to do was wait in the room, I went back to bed. However, when I woke as the sun was setting and she still hadn't appeared, I decided I better go to the beach and try to find her. The "Do Not Disturb" sign on the door knob let me know why I hadn't been bothered, and finally feeling decent, I left the hotel.
Juan Pablo's hut was empty and a brisk walk along the beach, a quarter-mile each way, yielded nothing. So, I started walking the streets in rough circles hoping, but doubting, I would stumble upon them. Even my calls to his cell number, which was still on my phone, was not fruitful as it rolled to voicemail each time. So, as the clock approached nine, I was left to wonder about my wife, alternating between waves of anger and embarrassment.
After checking the hotel for the sixth time and finding it empty, and left with few options, I decided to go to Diego's on the off chance they were there. As expected, it was quite crowded, but after a circuit of the place I was unable to spot Caitlin. I did notice that Daniela was at the end of the bar by herself, so I approached her.
"Hello Daniela," I said trying to sound upbeat.
"Ahhh...how is your pretty wife?" she replied.
"She's fine, thanks," I followed.
"Is she with you?" she asked, looking over my shoulder.
"No, not right now," I said, and I could see my vagueness interested the young girl.
"Is she with her lover?" she immediately queried.
"Do you want a drink?" I replied, momentarily ignoring her probe, as I needed to ask her some questions and wanted her in a good frame of mind when I did.
I bought her a drink and we were silent while the bartender worked. Finally, with drink in hand, I decided it was time to try and get some information.
"Look Daniela. I'll be honest. Caitlin and I had a fight and I think she's with Juan Pablo and I need to find her," I explained.
"Let her be with him. It is only for a short time," she responded.
"Daniela, please. I'm worried," I said trying to impart the importance of my question.
The young prostitute looked at me for a long time without speaking. I suspected she knew something that she was reluctant to share, so I stayed quiet and concentrated on communicating through my worried expression.
"Sometimes, those that surf will make a fire at the end of the beach," she said slowly.
It took several more minutes to extract the details about how to get there, then I was off, intending to cover what I thought was about a mile on foot to reduce the chance of attracting attention. It took over twenty minutes and when I arrived the beach was deserted. I was just about to go back, thinking it had been a false lead, when through some trees and brush several hundred yards ahead I saw the flicker of a fire. Staying in the shadows of the growth, while wondering what wildlife I might stumble upon, I made my way forward until a bonfire with about thirty people around it came into view.
My wife was wearing some tiny shorts and a long-sleeved top that exposed her tummy and back. I knew she didn't own an outfit like this, at least she hadn't when she left the hotel, so I was left to wonder where it came from. Juan Pablo was close at her side with his arm around her waist and it looked like they were holding court as people would approach them and chat then move off.
After a while, it dawned on me that my wife was his prize, his trophy and he was showing her off to all his friends.
I surmised the crowd was younger, likely Juan Pablo's age, and although I could see the beer was flowing, and I occasionally caught the smell of pot, nothing unseemly was occurring. I thought about walking into the group, getting her and leaving, but was unsure about her state of mind after my behavior from the night before. I thought about leaving for the hotel, now that I knew she was safe, but I had put so much effort into finding her that I didn't want to lose contact, so I sat in the sand and watched.
Occasionally, they would kiss. Usually, just a quick peck, although every now and then a longer, lingering connection would take place, and now, for some reason I felt jealousy. It seemed odd given all that had occurred and I was at a loss to explain it. In addition, his hand would sometimes find her firm ass cheeks and fondle them a bit, but that was about it. Other couples appeared to be doing similar things, so I guessed this was just a meeting of friends at the end of the week.
I had been watching for over an hour when my wife and her lover looked like they were preparing to leave. Sure enough, soon thereafter they were saying goodbye and walking from the circle headed in a direction that would take them through the stand of trees and shrubs. I was barely able to move in a way that allowed me to see them reappear into an environ of the city that looked like it was wholly made up of local residences. They were a hundred yards ahead of me, walking down an unpaved street, and instinctively I knew they were headed to his place, wherever that might be. It was another ten minutes before I saw them make a right turn, and hurrying to the corner I was disappointed to find that they had disappeared. In addition, there were three houses, two on the left and one on the right along this dead-end street, so I couldn't be sure which one they had entered.
On closer inspection, the one on the right looked deserted and in the first one on the left I could hear a crying child, so I moved to the next, and when I saw several surfboards propped against the wall of the car port, I guessed it was the right one. In addition to the boards, there was a small SUV, and through the opening I could see into the back yard where a clothes line held several sheets gently moving in the breeze.
I settled into a spot directly across the dirt street, hidden by undergrowth, and wondered what, if anything I should do. For some strange reason, my attention kept coming back to the SUV as if it held some information I wasn't aware of. But, despite wracking my brain, I couldn't make the connection and was just about to take the risk of crossing the street and attempting to see through a window when a bright light flashed inside the house.
Instantly, I realized the connection and without thinking walked briskly over to confirm the SUV was in fact the one Ezzi had used. Looking in, it had the same general appearance, but what sealed it was the artifact hanging from her mirror and the reflective photography disk in the rear. The coincidence seemed uncanny, yet it was real, and I knew I needed to determine if my wife was indeed inside.
As I stood there, the flash went off again and seconds later once more. Squatting low, I started to circle the house hoping to find a viewing port and praying I wouldn't stumble upon a large dog. Fortunately, once I made my way to the backyard, I found the windows open and the cream-colored curtains moving with the breeze. The first room I looked into was a bedroom which consisted of a mattress directly on the floor, an armoire and a plastic table that had five candles burning. Instantly, I wondered if this was where my wife would be taken or if in fact, she had already visited the bed.
The next window opened onto a small dining area but afforded a view across the house to the living room where I saw Caitlin, Juan Pablo and Ezzi. There was a large white backdrop with several spotlights illuminating it, and my wife and the surf instructor stood naked in front of it while the photographer prepared her camera. Juan Pablo was behind Caitlin with his arm around her waist, but when Ezzi was ready he placed his right hand on her lower abdomen, just above her vagina while his left cupped beneath her left breast. The flash ignited, followed by another, then
they stopped and I could see they were talking, although I couldn't make out the words.
By the look on my wife's face I could tell she was a willing participant, and I could smell marijuana again, so it looked like it was all very casual. For a moment, I considered that maybe it was my wife that had reached out to Ezzi, but she was dressed in a simple t-shirt and thin jogging shorts which made me think this was not a paid engagement. I looked on for the next ten minutes as they continued to take photos in various standing positions, which included several where my wife and her lover were locked in a deep, passionate kiss. Finally, they stopped, and after setting down her camera, Ezzi left the room, then quickly returned with a joint. She lit it, and the lovers remained happily naked as they passed the pot around until it was gone.
Caitlin and Juan Pablo left the photographer and headed towards the bedroom I had passed with the candles. I stayed in the shadows, and let them leave my sight, then quietly moved to the window. They were already sprawled on the mattress, once again in an embrace. When they broke, it was my wife who took the initiative and quickly she was in position between his legs with one hand on his shaft while her other cupped his large balls. He was not yet completely hard and his pink head was only partially revealed. Caitlin used her tongue to gently caress the sensitive knob and it wasn't long before he was at full attention. Then, after looking up at him and smiling, she let her mouth descend and several inches disappeared.
I saw Juan Pablo arch his back from the sensation, but he soon settled back and was content to let my wife make love to his shaft. Her eagerness surprised me as she had always been willing, but uninspired when she gave oral sex. Now though, she acted like it was the most wonderful treat in the world.
She gave him her full attention for several minutes, then she suddenly moved, and raised over him with his heavy cock still in her hand. It was like her desire to feel it inside her had reached the boiling point and she could no longer hold back, and with only minor difficulty she made the connection then pushed down as she let out a loud, satisfied sigh. When she hit bottom, she paused just for a moment, then started a rolling of her hips that forced his cock to feed her a good five inches on each cycle. Her hands were on his shoulder and she looked down into his face with her mouth partially slack as an assortment of whines and mews escaped.
I don't know how many times they had mated, but it was quite evident that he had taken my wife into a sexual world she had never experienced. Call it taming or conquering or whatever, but she was his and I knew at that moment he could do anything he wanted.
Just then, I looked up, and watching discreetly from the mostly open doorway was Ezzi, and before I could move, we made eye contact. I had been too close to the window, which allowed me to be spotted, and now I wondered what she might do. Would she raise an alarm? Call the police?
We kept eye contact for several seconds as my thoughts churned, then with a barely perceptible nod, she indicated I should go to the back door. I walked towards it quietly, but with trepidation, and arrived at the same time she did.
"Are you angry with your wife?" she asked in a surprisingly pleasant manner when the door was open.
Despite the situation, she had opened the door completely and stepped aside as if inviting me to enter. So, before answering, I moved inside and then turned to her.
"I'm not mad. I just wanted to be sure she was okay," I replied.
"I think she is enjoying herself very much," she said with a smirk, just as we heard a feminine groan emanate from the room.
"Can I stay?" I asked, hoping she wouldn't see me as a threat.
"Yes, of course," she responded.
I had expected some concern about my presence, but she was acting like it was the most normal thing in the world. I followed her into the tiny living room where the pictures had been taken and after picking up a small camera, she once again turned to me.
"I am going to take some photos of their love," she stated.
The reality of her words hit me with force and for a second, I felt off-kilter and slightly dizzy. So much, in such a short period of time was hard to process, yet here we were and it was indeed real. With a smile, she moved past me and towards the room while I remained frozen in place.
It was the flash that brought me back. It was quickly followed by another, then by a third as I made my way towards the bedroom. When I arrived, I tilted my head in small increments to see into the room without being spotted. Finally, their mating bodies came into view and I was stunned to see Ezzi on her knees, behind my wife, with the camera mere inches from the thick shaft that was plundering her hole. The flash went off again, and I realized she was going well beyond sensual and erotic shots to the realm of sordid porn.
Ezzi bent into an awkward position for another shot and her thin shorts pulled up tightly against her mound giving me a detailed view of her cameltoe. It certainly didn't look like she was wearing panties, and recalling the nubs of her nipples I saw in the other room, I wondered if she was braless as well.
As I watched, she whispered something to the couple, causing them to stop, then Juan Pablo rolled my wife onto her back. He was quickly back inside her and now took control pushing deeply inside with a slow but powerful motion. I could hear Caitlin start to mew with pleasure and seconds later the flash went off once more capturing the look on her face. Three more times the light exploded with the last two showing my wife's lover sucking on her neck as her arm pulled him tight.
Then she moved away and started from the room as if done, brushing against my tented shorts in a way that left me wondering whether it was an accident. I let her pass and looked back in, but just a second later the flash lit the fall and turning I saw her smiling as she lowered the camera.
"Now, the husband, too," she whispered.
She turned and headed towards the living room with me following, and after setting the camera on a low table, we were suddenly face-to-face.
There was an awkward pause before I asked, "How do you...what relationship do you have with Juan Pablo?"
"He is my cousin...and roommate!" she declared with a laugh, then added, "Do not worry. We are not lovers. That is reserved for your beautiful wife."
Another moment of tense silence ensued, then she said while looking at bulge my dick was forming, "Is it exciting to watch her make love?"
"I...I...it's difficult to...uh...I don't know," I stammered.
"I think it must be," she replied, and her hand reached out and squeezed me.
Her touch ignited something in me and instantly my hands were on her breasts, delighted to find that she was indeed braless and had small nipples much like my wife. She kept her smile and her grip on me as my hands fervently explored her body.
"I think you must be on fire," she whispered in a seductive voice that helped drive me forward.
I lifted her shirt off, exposing her firm breasts, while she continued to fondle me. Then, my mouth went to her nipples and I began to suckle, while Ezzi let out some purrs.
"Let's go to your bed," I stated more than asked.
"And your wife?" she asked, giving me a probing look.
"She has Juan Pablo," I answered.
"I think it is Juan Pablo that has her," she responded, but at the same time she began moving and took my hand.
Her bedroom was right across the hall from Caitlin and looking in as we passed, I could see that her lover was now on his back with my wife at his side with her head on his chest. Her eyes were closed and with her right hand she was slowly massaging his cock. When we stepped into the room, I kicked the door with my foot, but it didn't close completely, and seconds later we were on a real queen-sized bed, working at each other's clothes. Along with Ezzi's firm breasts, she had a flat tummy, that merged into some full, but not overly heavy thighs. In addition, her pussy had a neatly trimmed bush, which I found enticing.



My hands went directly between her legs, and I was delighted to find that she was very slick, indicating she too had been excited by watching. I began stroking the length of her slit with a firm motion, and she pulled my head down to feed on her nipple once more.
"I am ready," she declared in less than a minute.
I thought about prolonging the foreplay, maybe using my tongue to get her even more excited, but in reality, I was ready, too. I rose off her body and moved between her legs as she spread them then felt her hand take me and guide me in.
"Mmmm...uhhh...yes..." she whined softly as we joined.
When we began to move, her sounds locked into our rhythm and when I looked into her face, I saw her looking back with a pleading, vulnerable expression. I knew that even though she was older, and likely quite experienced, the intimate act of sex required a connection, an emotional bridge. I leaned forward and found her lips, which instantly pressed hard against mine as our tongues slowly danced.
Our kiss lasted a long time and when it finally ended Ezzi began panting into my ear in time to our motion and the squeals of the bedsprings. Her hands had moved to my ass and she was using them to help us move, which we were now doing with a faster pace.
"Baby...oh baby..." she moaned, and I felt her legs lifting from around me.
It seemed she was close to an orgasm which I was glad to see as her warm, soft pussy had me very close, too. It was only seconds later that her purrs turned into grunts and her movements became more forceful.
"Ohhh...ohhh...oh baby...oh yes...uhhhh...uhhhh...ohhhh..." she wailed, much louder now.
My climax was just seconds behind hers and my groans joined the noise. I pushed hard inside her, and she locked onto me as I fired my seed into her depths. I came hard, so wound up from what I had witnessed, and she seemed to be in the same place. Slowly, our orgasms subsided, but we stayed connected while slowly rocking side to side.
"You fuck good," Ezzi whispered to me when our breathing had returned to normal.
"So, do you," I replied.
We were silent again for several minutes as we basked in the afterglow, then Ezzi whispered, "Your wife, she is watching."
I slowly turned my head, and there in the doorway was Caitlin, completely nude, staring at us, with Juan Pablo just behind her. We looked at each for several seconds, and although I tried to decipher her look, I couldn't tell what she was thinking.
"He is for me tonight," Ezzi boldly stated, breaking the silence.
There was no verbal response from Caitlin, but the photographer's words did seem to prod Juan Pablo to step forward and wrap his arm around my wife's waist. He kissed her shoulder, then her neck, and after a moment she reached behind her no doubt to fondle her prize. Then, the young man pulled her away and together they disappeared.
"She wants more," Ezzi said.
"How much...how long have they done it?" I asked.
"Many times, she will find walking difficult tomorrow," she said.
"Did Juan Pablo see the beach pictures?" I asked, as the thought somehow jumped into my head.
She giggled for several seconds, then replied, "He saw them first!"
After getting back to the hotel in the early hours of the morning, we barely made it to the bus to the airport. Ezzi and I had listened as my wife had sex with Juan Pablo again, then we did the same, but finally, in a moment of lucidity, I collected her and we left.
There had been no discussion on the walk to the hotel, nor did either of us feel like talking during the bus ride. It seemed that, for the moment, we preferred to be left with our own thoughts. It was much the same at the airport and on the plane too, but as soon as we landed back in the states, our real world seemed to come rushing back with a vengeance. Caitlin instantly went into a funk, ashamed by what had occurred. She struggled to understand her wanton behavior, and several times became quite angry with me for not only pushing her, but allowing the situation to continue. It didn't help that Ezzi's warning proved to be true and her raw pussy was for days a constant reminder of what had occurred.
Of course, there was hell to play for bedding the photographer, as Caitlin rejected any concept of quid pro quo. Suddenly, in her mind, everything that had occurred had a root in my desires and efforts. Slowly, we began to delve into our actions or inactions and what it meant. In the end, we never really reached a conclusion, at least not one that wrapped a bow on things, but we did manage to move to a state of acceptance.
Unfortunately, there was one thought I couldn't get to leave my brain. It was the vision of my wife on her back with her legs widely spread receiving the surfing instructor's large cock while she whined in ecstasy. Seeing it on the trip, I realized for the first time, perhaps naively, that a part of her was a pure sexual being. Several times, I found myself treating her differently, acting sexually more aggressive, and as a result, I had to maintain a conscious focus to not cross the line, at least not too far. If she sensed the change, she never mentioned it, and in fact, after a month or so, when I started occasionally suggesting she go naked under some loose-fitting clothes, she went along. Maria and Daniela had stated matter-of-factly that Caitlin loved sex, as if that explained everything, and I had to admit their simple view might have been quite close to the truth.
Then, there was the irony of the vacation itself. If we had taken our normal "splurge" excursion, I knew it was unlikely anything like we experience would have occurred. On those trips, we were generally removed from the street, surrounded with people like ourselves, in a much more upscale environment. There were no seedy bars, working girls or short time hotels in the routine to tempt fate.
It was about a month after we returned that I saw an odd email address in my inbox. Opening it, I saw that it was Ezzi and that there were numerous attachments. We had exchanged email addresses when we planned the beach shoot, but the short message made it clear what I would find.
Memories for the husband. I know you will like...Ezzi
There were two-dozen pictures and I quickly opened each. Several were aggressive shots of Juan Pablo's cock in her very wet and stretched opening, but the vast majority were erotic shots of Caitlin's face in a moment of deep passion. In fact, there were two where it appeared she had been caught in the middle of an orgasm. It was only when I was finished looking at them that I realized my dick was rock hard. It made my thoughts go to the timing of the email and I wondered if Ezzi knew that if she waited for things to settle the pictures would have a greater impact. In addition, since there was no mention of Caitlin and I was left to ponder what the photographer expected to happen. Did she think I would share them with my wife or keep them for myself?
Months have elapsed as I've pondered the question. Since we've returned to a place close to normal, I'm reluctant to risk it, although there is this nagging urge that seems to be drawing me ever closer.
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"That's the third time Molly has gone to the door," my wife said, referring to our four-year-old yellow lab while looking at me with a strange expression.
I knew her odd look was really one of concern, but since I didn't think there was anything to worry about, I gave her an answer intended to allay her fears.
"Honey, we're in the country now. Molly's nose is getting assaulted with all kinds of smells. It's probably a rabbit and she wants to chase it," I answered dismissively.
"It makes me nervous," she said, admitting her worry.
"Give her a few weeks and she'll be so use to it all, she won't get up," I replied with a little laugh and was happy to see a smile appear on her face.
Susan and I had recently moved to a small agricultural community and purchased a house on ten acres a few miles outside the city limits. It had more or less fallen into our laps, and since it was a relatively new three-bedroom home at a good price, we decided to give it a go. Besides, the detached workshop that came with it got my "man cave" juices flowing, and the small inground pool was a real rarity.
The reason for our move was the opportunity I accepted to join the staff of a community bank. After several years in a large city, we decided we wanted a better environment to live and raise a family, so we put out some feelers and after several months, I landed the position. I would essentially be the number three man in the bank, and although it sounded good, the truth was it came with a pay cut. Fortunately, my wife was able to land a job as a program lead for the school district and was even allowed several months to settle in before she had to start.
Susan and I met through mutual friends six years ago, when I was twenty-five and trying to get my career going in banking. She was just coming out of a long-term relationship and was reluctant to get serious too quickly, however, there seemed to be a natural draw between us and soon we were spending most of our free time together. Three months after we met, we were intimate for the first time which eliminated any remaining barriers in our relationship, and a year later, we married. Susan was working in the admissions department of a community college at the time, and for the next few years, we lived the life of big city suburbia. However, we both found it repetitive, cold, and impersonal, so we started to explore opportunities for change, which led to our current situation.
My wife is three years younger than me and very pretty in a natural way. Meaning, she puts little effort into looking good, but still manages to attract lots of attention. She is a graceful 5'7" tall and is slender, with long, shapely legs that merge into a nicely toned rear. Her light brown, shoulder-length hair is offset by a pair of dazzling blue eyes. Also, she has full C-cup breasts that sit high on her chest, but with her conservative style, they are usually well-hidden beneath modest clothing.
The next day, I arrived home before my wife who was out picking up some things for the house. Deciding, to make sure there was nothing to Molly's behavior, I started to make a half-hearted inspection outside and was stopped cold when I saw in the dry earth a set of scuffed footprints at a spot that would provide an observer a direct view through a picture window into our living room. Instantly, my mind churned with questions concerning who it might be and for what purpose. After all, it wasn't like there were houses next door, and whoever made the imprints had to have purposefully crossed a significant distance to get to the spot. In fact, as I thought about it, I wasn't even sure where the closest house to us was located.
Later that evening, when Susan was settled in front of the TV, I went to the computer on the pretext of some work issues and began to use the satellite feature of the mapping program to learn about the nearest houses. It didn't take long, and doing some scaling I identified two houses that were within a half-mile of ours. I decided that the next day I would drive by them, but for now, I decided to return to my wife.
Susan was as I had left her, curled up on the sofa in her robe watching a reality show. I moved next to her and immediately my eyes went to the window, wondering if our peeping tom was out there again. Molly seemed relaxed, which gave me comfort, but it wasn't long before I moved towards the curtains.
"Why did you do that?" my wife asked when I closed them.
She liked the house to be very light and airy, and for some reason, it meant open curtains after dark, too.
"I don't know. It just seems off keeping them open. We never did it in the city," I answered, not wanting to worry her with the truth.
"We aren't in the city," she replied, although she let the subject drop.
After work, in the soft evening light of early spring, I looked over both of the houses I had identified. The first was on the same road as us, about a quarter-mile further from town. It was a small, well-maintained brick house set back from the road. There was the name "Davenport" on the mailbox along with the address, which I took note of, and then headed for the next place. This one was not on the same road and required that I drive another half-mile out, make two right turns and proceed down a gravel county road. The property backed up on our parcel, and as I drove slowly by, I spotted an aged double-wide trailer, a large barn-like structure, and several other smaller buildings. There were numerous pieces of farm equipment scattered about which made me think the resident might be a mechanic.
It took a few days to discreetly gather information on the two homes. I learned the first one I had scoped out belonged to a Mr. Carl Davenport, who was retired from the Soil Conservation Service and lived alone with his wife. He was a deacon in the Baptist church, so I quickly decided he wasn't the likely culprit and turned my attention to the second house.
This one, I learned, was inhabited by a family named Gass, which consisted of a mid-thirties husband and wife, and two boys, aged thirteen and fifteen. Instantly, I suspected one or both of these boys were the likely peeping tom, which actually allayed my concerns. The pubescent adventures of two young boys were infinitely preferable to some sinister adult pervert and certainly understandable, so at first, I decided to just let it go. However, when I found fresh marks in the same spot the following week, I decided it would be worth it to discuss it with the boy's father.
"Got any proof?" Hardin Gass asked after I had explained my concerns.
I had arrived at his place and found him working on a diesel truck. We had chatted for a few minutes before I brought up the peeping and in that time, I learned that in addition to mechanic work, he also occasionally did general handyman work. I guessed him to be around six-feet tall and he appeared to be in pretty good shape with the most noticeable part of him being his extremely well-developed biceps that stretched the t-shirt he was wearing. In addition, he had a full beard with a few specks of gray that stood in contrast to his tight haircut.
"Well...no...other than you're the closest house," I stammered.
"So, nothing then," he countered.
"Look, I'm just asking you to have a word," I said, suddenly becoming frustrated.
He stared at me for several seconds and then gave me a simple nod. With that, he returned to his work and after a few more awkward moments, I turned and left.
I had no way of knowing whether he spoke with his sons, but checking around the house for the next few weeks, I found no new marks. For some reason, I felt bad about the tense beginning that had occurred, so when I decided to get some things down on the workshop, I decided to contact Hardin. It required me to drive to his place once more, and I could see the disdain on his face as I approached. Even as I offered him the opportunity, his expression stayed hard, and I considered telling him to forget it, but we ended the discussion with him agreeing to drive over the following weekend to have a look.
It wasn't a big job, mostly carpentry work that would take a few days, and we were almost finished when Susan appeared. She wasn't dressed in anything special, just jeans and a pullover sweater, but I saw Hardin's eyes light up immediately. There was a brief introduction, and for the next few minutes, while I explained to her what I had in mind, I watched as our neighbor's eyes roamed her body.
The work turned out very good, and a few weeks later I hired him to do another small job. Several times during those efforts, there would be an occasion where my wife would come into contact with him, and in each case, he exhibited the same leering behavior. It should have been a warning to me, making bells go off, but it wasn't uncommon for Susan to attract attention, so I overlooked it.
At about the same time, more out of charity than need, we hired a young Hispanic girl, who was barely twenty-one, to clean the house on Saturdays. She was already divorced with an infant daughter, and to her credit, was doing her best to make ends meet. We had been approached by our parish priest to help out and being new to the community, we thought it would be a good gesture to give her a try. She didn't do the greatest job in the world, but it was adequate, and considering her situation, we decided to maintain the arrangement.
Elsa Lopez would best be described as ripe, as she was voluptuous with large breasts and a full ass. You could tell that in a few years her body would likely yield to weight, but for the moment she was definitely alluring. In addition, she had an understated way of flirting that appeared through quick glances and demure smiles. After a couple of weeks, I started to secretly return her playfulness with occasional winks when my wife wasn't around. I had no intention to take it further, although I suspected that Elsa would be up for it, and we continued the game as the weeks went by.
The day of my profound mistake happened when Susan was away for the weekend visiting her sister. Elsa was dressed in tight jeans with a simple blouse that highlighted her large breasts. She seemed to be moving her body in a way designed to entice me and would occasionally lock eyes with me and smile. Several times, I went to another part of the house to get away, but as if she had me under a spell, each time I would return within a few minutes. Finally, I found myself piddling in the kitchen, pretending to be getting something to eat, while she cleaned just a few feet away. I'm not sure how it exactly happened, but suddenly we were connected in a deep kiss with our tongues entwined like mating snakes.
When it ended, Elsa without prodding, dropped to her knees, and as I looked down, she unzipped my pants, fished my dick out and inhaled it into her warm, wet mouth. I groaned loudly, and then quickly started pulling on her top until she was naked from the waist up. I thought about just enjoying the first-class blowjob from the talented young woman, but as my passion grew, I knew I wanted to experience her pussy. So, just a few seconds later, I pulled on her shoulders and when she stood, I began to fumble with her jeans while she worked on the tie to my sweatpants.
As soon as we were naked, I backed her against the breakfast table and buried my face into her neatly trimmed pussy. She had a definite taste, as if she hadn't bathed that day, but rather than repulse me, I found it strangely erotic and lapped at her freely flowing juices.
"Put it in..." she whined a minute or so later as she squirmed, and when I didn't immediately respond, she cried out again, "Please..."
Giving in to her plea, my mouth left her pussy and my tongue licked its way up her body until it found one of her large nipples. With my hard dick teasing her opening, I sucked on her fat titties until she finally reached between us and pulled me inside. Like her mouth, her pussy was warm and wet, and I couldn't keep from moving as I continued my oral assault on her breasts.
Elsa started to whine and whimper in synch with my movement, and almost immediately a wet slurping sound started from our connection. I would have liked for our sex to continue for hours, as I took her in multiple positions, but the reality was I was way too excited to last, and just a few minutes later I shot my semen into her wonderful pussy with our lips locked in another kiss. Now, with our movements over, the only sound in the house was our heavy breathing as we both came down.
When my dick started to soften, I stood and pulled away, and was stunned to see a figure looking at us through the window of the backdoor. It took a second for it to register, but when it did, I realized it was Hardin, who at that moment suddenly disappeared. We had him working on adding a simple bathroom and shower to the workshop, and in my lust, I had completely forgotten about his presence.
"Shit!" I exclaimed, and then quickly added, "Elsa, get up! You need to get dressed."
"What's wrong?" she asked in confusion.
"The guy...our handyman saw us," I told her.
She didn't need any further motivation, and quickly both of us pulled on our clothes. Once dressed, I guided her to the door, and with a peck on the cheek, sent her on her way. Now, my full attention went to Hardin, and after taking a deep breath, I went outside to confront him. Unfortunately, he too had departed, which left me struggling to decide on the best way to proceed. I was torn on whether to follow him and seek his silence or wait until the next time I saw him. Going after him would signal how serious I took the situation, which was not ideal, but in waiting, I ran the risk that he might tell others. Despite my anxiousness, I decided to wait and was fortunate when he showed up at the house the next day to continue the work.
"Hey, how's it going?" I asked, unsure about where to start.
"Just makin it happen," he replied.
In the time I had known him, I had grown use to his strange ways which included odd quips and often long periods of silence. I had expected I would have to lead the conversation, but now faced with it, I was very nervous. In reality, he had my marriage in his hands, as well as my standing in the community, and I had to determine how he was going to act.
"Look, can we talk about yesterday...with the girl?" I probed.
"Go ahead," he responded, while he continued working.
"Well, I would really appreciate it if you kept it to yourself," I said.
He stopped what he was doing and we stared at each other in silence for several seconds before he replied, "I already thought about it and there is something I want."
"What?" I asked as the hair on the back of my neck stood on end.
"I want to have your wife," he answered.
My initial suspicion was he was after money, so his words caught me off guard.
"What? What do you mean?" I asked, not completely sure what he was saying.
"I want to fuck your wife," he replied crudely, leaving no doubt about his message.
"What? Are you crazy," I shot back, then quickly added, "That's not going to happen."
"Up to you. I'm sure she will be interested in the video," he replied.
"Vid...you took a video? Are you kidding?" I fired back, fighting back a wave of panic.
"Yes sir, a good two minutes," he said unashamedly.
Instantly, I realized that if he was telling the truth, I was fucked. My wife is an understanding and forgiving woman, but I knew it would be a major blow to our marriage and one that might not be recoverable. In addition, I knew that as an officer in the community bank, this sort of thing would not be tolerated.
"Hardin, you're not going to be with Susan. How much money do you want?" I asked, thinking maybe he was just trying to raise the price.
"Don't want money...want your wife. You go think about it for a while," he said dismissively.
His tone infuriated me and I had a momentary flash of anger, but holding my tongue, I left him to work and went back in the house. Now, I had the dilemma of Hardin, with his claimed evidence, working nearby while I expected Susan to return at any time. After brooding for almost an hour, I went back to the workshop to try Hardin again.
"Look, Hardin...Susan isn't going to sleep with you," I blurted out when I found him.
He looked up at me without speaking, giving me a cold stare for an uncomfortably long time, before he said, "If you don't want her to get the video, you better hope she does. You better find a way."
"How? You can't rape her," I replied, nervously.
"No one mentioned rape," he said quickly, giving me an annoyed look.
"Then I'm not following how you think it will happen," I answered.
"I guess you're going to have to help...talk her into it," he responded.
At that moment, I heard a car pull up and I knew my wife had returned. Hardin realized it too because he gave me a hard look that showed no sympathy.
"I need to go," I said.
"I'm serious now. You get ready. I'll let you know what comes next," he said, making a chill run through me.
I left him to go to Susan with a feeling of dread, knowing I had no good options. For the next few days, I was on edge expecting a call from the man, but it was quiet until Thursday evening when I noticed his number on an incoming call.
"Yes, Hardin," I said when we connected.
"I'm going to work at your place tomorrow. Now, you tell your wife to come see me to decide on the bathroom tile," he instructed me.
"Hardin, I'm not going to let you attack her," I whispered nervously.
"She ain't going to be attacked. Nothing will happen she doesn't want," he replied.
Our neighbor held firm, despite my protests, leaving me with the hard choice of deciding whether to let my wife go into harm's way. In truth, I had no certainty on his intentions other than his word not to attack her, which felt wholly inadequate. That night, as I watched her move about the house, I was taken by the fact that she was the innocent party to a sordid set of circumstances happening around her. It wasn't until the following morning, as I poured a cup of coffee to go, that I told her about discussing the bathroom design with Hardin. With no knowledge of the conspiracy, she was quite happy to meet with him to provide her input.
I tried to call Hardin several times, but he didn't answer, so I was anxious all afternoon. When I finally arrived home, Susan informed me that she had met him earlier, and nothing in her demeanor indicated anything untoward had occurred. I tried several probing questions, however, I learned nothing other than the color and size of the tile she had selected. It wasn't until later when we were drinking a glass of wine, that we returned to the subject of her meeting.
"I didn't realize how talkative Hardin can be. I learned all about his family," Susan informed me from out of the blue.
"Oh? What did he tell you?" I asked, hoping I might pick up some clue on his intent.
"Well, his wife's name is Melanie and his kids are Todd and Daylon," she started, and when I nodded, she continued, "They met in high school and have lived in the area their whole life."
"Does Melanie work?" I asked, wanting to keep her talking.
"She's a nursing aide at the retirement home," she replied.
"Dang, how long did you two chat?" I asked, trying to be lighthearted.
"I guess an hour or so. There were lots of options on the tile," she answered.
The conversation left me wondering what Hardin's goal had been. When he arrived on the following Saturday, I gave him thirty minutes and then went to try and find out.
"What were you trying to accomplish with Susan?" I asked after a few awkward minutes of discussion on the project.
"Just getting to know her a little," he said with a smirk.
"She's very sweet and very conservative," I said in her defense.



"Okay," he said dismissively.
"What's that mean?" I asked, letting my annoyance show.
"Let's just say it only took a couple minutes for her nipples to get hard," he laughed.
Susan has small, cute nipples that can become so hard that they are noticeable through a light blouse or sweater. I knew from experience that they sometimes appeared at the wrong moment, however, she is so self-conscious that she typically seeks a place to retreat to when it happens. Thus, it would be surprising if she remained in a discussion with a strange man.
"That's nothing," I said.
"Yeah, maybe...but I've slipped it to over sixty women and after a while, you get to know the look," he replied.
"What look?" I asked, realizing too late I was playing into his game.
"Interest..." he said.
"You're crazy," I said immediately.
"Maybe...maybe..." he responded, and then quickly added, "By the way, you and Susan are coming over next weekend."
"Hardin, come on..." I started but was cut off.
"We'll eat some, drink some..." he started, then let his words fade.
"Susan won't do anything," I told him.
"Look, I'm giving you a chance to get her going. You damn sure better help or you might just have to explain it all," he replied, giving me a look that I knew meant it was a subject not open for discussion.
So, once again I was faced with the choice of playing along with his evil game or deal with the real risk of being exposed as an adulterer. That reality was driven home harder when I left Hardin to his work and saw Elsa's car now parked in front of the house. Fortunately, when I went inside she went about her work and only gave me a few discrete smiles when my wife was elsewhere. However, I was left to feel like the meat in a sandwich with Hardin pressing from one side while Elsa squeezed from the other.
"We've been invited to the Gass's on Saturday night," I told my wife on Wednesday.
"Are we going?" she asked, showing no concern.
"I guess we should, they are neighbors," I replied while cringing inside.
"That's true," she said, and then added, "It would be nice to meet Melanie and the kids."
So, Saturday at six, just as the sun was going down, we made the short drive over to the Gass' property. Upon arriving, we were met at the door by Melanie, who was a skinny, bottle-blond wearing a short skirt and a tight blouse. She was an inch or so shorter than Susan, reasonably attractive, although a bit skanky, had large breasts and sported a pleasant smile.
"Hi y'all," she called out as she opened the door wide.
After quick pleasantries, we stepped inside and found the trailer to be simply furnished, but clean. Hardin arrived wearing jeans and an untucked western shirt, and after saying hello and taking drink orders, he disappeared.
"Where are the kids?" my wife asked.
"They're staying with their grandparents tonight," Melanie replied, and I wondered if she had any idea what her husband was up to.
Our host was soon back with the drinks, and we sat down and visited. Quickly, my wife and Melanie were engaged in a lively discussion, and it wasn't long before I developed the impression that Hardin's wife had a heart. It was counter to my expectations, as based on her looks, dress, and the man she married, I had expected a harder person. I started a forced conversation with my wife's predator that soon faded as both of us seemed content to listen to the women. After thirty minutes, Melanie left us to prepare for dinner, and fifteen minutes after that we were served a roast that was quite good.
"Did you shoot it?" I asked, nodding towards a nice whitetail buck mounting on the wall behind the dining table.
"Yeah...I got it a few years ago," Hardin acknowledged.
"He did the mounting too. He does taxidermy along with all the other stuff," Melanie explained with a laugh.
"Yeah, I got a small spot to work at one end of the barn," he added.
My wife is a very animal-friendly person that eschews hunting, so I thought his admission didn't help his effort towards her seduction. However, it left me to wonder whether that was a good or bad thing, as I still had no idea how to extricate myself from the dilemma. So far, I had pinned my hopes on playing along to buy time, although no salvation had yet appeared.
After dinner and dessert, we returned to the small living room, to have a drink. The women had been drinking wine, so I was surprised when Melanie shouted out to her husband to make them some screwdrivers, and then stepped outside to smoke a cigarette. She was back just as the drinks arrived and watched as Susan accepted hers without protest.
"Honey, should we get in the tub?" Hardin suddenly asked his wife.
It took a few seconds for the meaning to sink in, and when it did, I looked at Susan and saw she was confused.
"It's a good night for it if they want to," she replied while looking towards us, and when she saw my wife's look she added, "We have a hot tub out back."
"We didn't bring suits," my wife answered.
"Clothes aren't allowed," Hardin fired back with an awkward laugh while looking at me.
I knew it was meant as my signal to do whatever it took to get my wife naked and in the water. His message had momentarily stunned Susan, and her eyes rapidly went from person to person before landing on me. I knew she expected me to be the decision-maker and politely decline, so when I didn't immediately respond, I could see a questioning expression appear.
"I guess it's okay," I answered.
In a different situation, the surprised look that hit her face would have been comical. It certainly wasn't an answer she was expecting, and now I could see her nervously wondering what strange impulse had come to her husband.
"Honey..." she whispered, in a pleading tone.
"It's okay," I said again, worried about the strength of my own voice, and when I realized it was insufficient, I added, "It will be something different."
Both Hardin and Melanie looked on eagerly, and at that moment I realized that she was in on the plan, too. My wife looked around the room again and saw all the eyes staring at her. I could tell she was feeling very uncomfortable, so I wasn't surprised when she asked to speak with me in private.
"What are you doing?" she asked in a hoarse whisper as soon as we stepped down the hall.
"Susan, it's really not a big deal. Just something different, and we are adults," I said, still feeling my words were inadequate.
"You're serious?" she asked, looking directly into my eyes.
"Yes..." I responded, then said again, "It's not a big deal."
"It's not a big deal?" she re-stated in a surprised tone.
"No...look...it will be okay. Just different...and fun," I stammered.
"Okay..." she capitulated after several seconds of silence while slowly shaking her head.
When we returned, I nodded and I could see both of our hosts straining to hold back their smiles.
"We're game," I announced, trying to show some eagerness.
"Great! It will be fun. Susan, come with me and we can change into robes," Melanie suggested.
With a final lingering look at me, my wife followed her down the hallway towards the back of the trailer.
"Good, now don't get all possessive and stupid," Hardin said once they disappeared.
"What are you going to do?" I asked, truly confused about what he thought he might accomplish.
"Not too much. See her titties and let her get a look at my cock. Gotta play the fish slow," he answered.
I thought he was being incredibly silly thinking my wife would swoon over the sight of his penis, but having no choice, I followed him to the deck, and down a set of stairs to a small, cluttered yard. An older looking tub was tucked against the trailer, and I could see by its small size that the four of us would be a tight fit. Plus, since it was now late spring, the evening temperature was not where one would typically use a hot tub, but I dutifully helped him remove the cover.
After mixing fresh drinks for everyone in plastic cups, we stripped in the laundry room. That's when I got a look at Hardin's cock and I had to admit that it was quite impressive. It was flaccid, uncut and looked to be at least 8" long. In addition, it was fat and heavy looking, with a leathery texture and a thick nest of pubic hair surrounding the base. Hanging beneath his cock was a set of equally impressive balls that were so large they seemed almost swollen. Hardin was in better shape than I expected with a solid barrel chest rather than a gut. He was covered with a matting of hair, on front and back, that gave him an animal like look and matched his thick beard.
We were already seated in the hot water when the girls arrived a few minutes later in their robes. Melanie dropped her covering immediately revealing a reasonably trim body with a set of large, D-cup fake boobs with huge nipples. Like my wife, she was shaved smooth, although her lips weren't as delicate as Susan's. Turning to get in, she revealed a tramp stamp on her lower back and another tattoo on her left shoulder that I couldn't make out.
It would have been better if my wife would have joined at the same time as our hostess because now all eyes were focused on her. I could tell she felt it and several times I thought she might turn and run, but finally, ever so slowly, she removed the robe, revealing her lovely body. When she climbed in, she had to spread her legs and I could see Hardin was staring right at her folds as if he was trying to memorize every detail. Quickly, she submerged to her neck and moved close to me, and when I handed her the drink, she took a quick sip.
"Doesn't this feel good," Melanie declared.
"Yes, it does," I replied for some reason.
"Look at the stars...a lot out tonight," she quickly added.
I caught my wife looking up and then watched as she took another sip of her drink. Her body was close to me with our legs pressed together as if she was trying to stay as far away from our host as possible. At first, the conversation was stilted, but I tried to be engaging and slowly Susan started to join in as well. Just as we were finishing the round, I realized that my wife's leg was no longer pressed against mine which seemed to indicate that her anxiety had diminished. It was just a few seconds later that Hardin announced he would make more drinks for everyone and started to rise which put his full body, including his heavy cock, on display. Something had excited him because the pink head was partly distended from his foreskin, and looking at my wife, I was surprised to see her eyes fixed directly on the large organ.
Now, based on all the data I had seen, I knew I was slightly above average, but certainly not in Hardin's league. I had been with a half-dozen women in my life and the fit always seemed just fine, so I never felt inadequate. In fact, the case with several, including my wife, was that I would hit bottom if I got too aggressive. Female reproductive anatomy is an amazing thing, but I still wondered what the average woman felt when experiencing such a large tool as it was hard to believe it could be used with any enthusiasm without inflicting pain.
Hardin was gone for about five minutes and made a show of passing out the drinks while leaving his cock in the open, and once again, I saw my wife take a look. When he climbed in, the conversation started anew, now with Susan more engaged, and although most of it was between the two women, on several occasions she held short one-on-one interactions with our host. Surprisingly, it was Melanie who suggested we get out after we were done with the second drink. Whether it was planned or not, Hardin accepted his wife's words and soon we were climbing from the warm water. With all the liquor in her, Susan showed less anxiety, although she put her robe on quickly.
"Explain what that was about?" my wife demanded as we pulled away in the car.
"Why not, honey? Not a big deal," I said reiterating my lame reasoning.
"You shocked me," she declared, with her eyes fixed on me.
"Should I have said no?" I asked, tossing it back in her lap.
I expected an affirmative response, so I was left stunned when she looked at me for several seconds and then turned her head and stared quietly at the road as I made the short drive home. As soon as we entered the house, she made for the bathroom and it wasn't long before I heard the shower running. I gave her a couple of minutes then stripped and joined her.
"I wanted to rinse off," she offered when I stepped into the enclosure.
"Okay," I said, but my mind was elsewhere and I pulled her warm body against mine.
"You're crazy," she said sternly, but then started giggling.
I turned her in my arms and kissed her hard on the mouth, and then backed her against the wall. For the next minute, we kissed in a tight embrace with the passion building as each second elapsed. Finally, with my dick rock hard, I pulled her leg left around my waist and probed for her opening. In the shower, I had expected to find her pussy unlubricated, so I was quite surprised when my head parted her folds and found a juicy slit.
"Mmmm..." we moaned in unison as I penetrated her, and I used several shorts thrusts to work my way completed inside.
I fucked my wife aggressively, driven by some animalistic desire in my brain, and each time my shaft drove into her, it forced a whimper. I knew I was too excited to last, so rather than fight it, I fired my semen into her warm pussy, as my legs turned to jelly. After that, we quickly finished the shower, and then retreated to the bed where we started our lovemaking anew.
"Why did you do that?" Susan asked when we were finished and drifting off.
"What, honey?" I asked in a fading voice, as I held her body against mine.
"Why did you want us to get naked?" she replied, returning to the questioning she had started in the car.
She brought me from my near-sleep as I realized my answer would have ramifications. If I was apologetic, she might view the event as a one-time act of craziness that would not be repeated. It would allow her to return to the safety of her conservatism. Even though I wanted to provide her with this type of answer, I knew it would be detrimental to the demands of Hardin, as disgusting as they might be. So, once again, I provided a positive response.
"I thought it might be fun, and it wasn't a big deal. I enjoyed it. Didn't you?" I replied in a soft voice.
"I don't know...I was scared at first," she answered.
"But you relaxed?" I asked, now probing some.
"Melanie has huge breasts," she replied, surprising me with her statement.
I let several seconds go by, and then a thought struck me, "And Hardin?"
"Stop it," she said with a little laugh.
With that, our discussion ended, but I stayed awake thinking about the evening and my wife's responses. They were certainly different than I expected. I had anticipated a firm rejection about getting naked, and in truth, it had turned out to be relatively easy. Then, there was her passion for our lovemaking. I knew that part of my arousal had been driven by her exhibition at the Gass' house, and I wondered if she experienced a similar reaction. Was her wet pussy in the shower a result of our kisses or had she been made excited by her nudity? Or, even more shocking, had she become aroused by Hardin's nakedness and the sight of his big cock? To make it even more troubling, I recalled the message our neighbor had delivered about his interaction with Susan in the workshop. He implied she could be had, and now I had to consider whether there was an element of truth in his words. Needless to say, it was a fitful night's sleep for me.
"Elsa!" I said with surprise when the young girl pushed her body against mine.
My wife had gone to town for some grocery shopping, and I had left my home office to get a cup of coffee. Our weekend housekeeper had evidently thought it was an opportunity for more illicit sex.
"We have some time," she said seductively.
"Look...I'm sorry, but last time was a mistake. We can't do it again," I told her.
Instantly, I saw a hurt look come to her face which made me feel small, and I was about to give another apology when she said, "I'm late."
Of course, I immediately knew what she meant and a wave of self-loathing washed through me as I thought about how utterly stupid I had been. Once again, the thought of my marriage and career crashing down filled my brain.
"How late?" I choked out.
"A week," she replied.
Rather than appearing upset, she actually had a tiny smile on her face which made me wonder if she was making it up to be manipulative. Also, it was highly unlikely I was the only man having sex with her, so even if she were pregnant there was a reasonable chance it wasn't mine. However, that comfort proved short-lived as I realized that the damage would be done long before DNA determined paternity.
"That's not very long," I answered, trying to find hope, and then added, "Are your periods regular?"
"Mostly," she offered, still showing no signs of distress.
"Okay, let's talk next week when you are here," I said, suddenly wanting to get away from her.
She nodded as a disappointed look appeared on her face, and with that, I turned and fled to the safety of my small study. The weight that now burdened me seemed insurmountable, and I worried what Elsa might say to my wife. Fortunately, I got a small reprieve when she left before Susan returned.
"I need another project," Hardin announced the following day when he came over to put the finishing touches on the bathroom.
We hadn't seen each other or spoken since the night at his house, and I had expected him to immediately assail me with comments. However, he had thus far stayed silent.
"Why?" I asked although I knew the reason.
"I need to be close," he replied with an evil grin.
Susan had started work that week, which would make their interactions difficult. It was a situation I had taken some comfort in, even though deep inside, I knew Hardin wouldn't let it stop him.
"She started work," I replied, trying to be evasive.
"Well, it will just take a little more planning," he said, showing the same arrogant smile.
"I don't know Hardin. Isn't there another way? Something else," I pleaded.
"Nope...want to have her, and I'm feeling good about it," he quickly answered.
I looked at him for a few seconds as he continued to sport his irritating smile, and then said, "I'll think of something you can work on."
"Yeah, and make it inside...in the house," he fired back.
"I'll see about it," I replied with resignation, and was about to leave when he decided to bring up seeing Susan naked.
"She sure has a hot body. Too bad she hides it all the time," he said.
"Come on..." I started but was interrupted.
"Did you see the way she looked at my big ol' thing? Got her little nipples stiff. Hell, I bet I could have fucked her then with a little help from you," he laughed.
"No, she wouldn't," I replied, feeling I needed to defend her honor.
"Now, she was nervous to start, but she calmed down enough. Thought about reaching for her when I felt her leg against mine, but I didn't. Bet she was hot as a firecracker when you got home, though," he laughed.
His accurate assessment of Susan's condition in the shower and bed that night caught me off guard and left me speechless. However, after a few seconds, his statement about their legs touching hit me.
"Her leg touched yours?" I asked stupidly.
"Yep, pressed uptight," he snickered once more as he read the look on my face.
That exchange ended our conversation, and I left him to return to the house. Despite my efforts, all day I contemplated his words, and each time Susan walked by, the thought would jump to the forefront of my mind. I just couldn't fathom that my wife could be made aroused by the man, as he was the opposite of her in every way. However, I had to admit that there were small signs, and slowly I began to think of their forthcoming interaction as something of a test of Susan's morality.



"Honey, Hardin is finishing up in the workshop and he's done a really good job. What do you think of him starting on the kitchen?" I asked, knowing she wasn't entirely happy with the space.
"I don't know... I mean after the other night it will be awkward," she said in a whiny voice, although I could tell from her eyes that she was interested in the idea.
"You'll be working most of the time," I replied.
"Can we afford it?" she asked.
Her question was a good one, as despite two incomes we weren't made of money. However, like the other times, I knew I really didn't have much of a choice.
"It's okay," I said.
"When will he start?" she asked, indicating she accepted the idea.
We discussed the idea and what she wanted to have done, and when we finished, I called Hardin and informed him about the project.
"Good! She won't let anything happen in the kitchen she's not a part of," he laughed, correctly recognizing the female psyche.
The plan was made for him to come over the following Saturday, look over the kitchen and talk to Susan. As soon as I hung up, it dawned on me that Elsa would likely be there too, which meant I would be surrounded by conspiracy and guilt. Over the ensuing days, my wife became quite excited by the remodeling and inundated me with thoughts and questions about her budget. Of course, the realization that I was essentially paying someone to seduce my wife wasn't lost on me, which made it even more surreal.
"It's probably going to take a couple of months since I can only work part-time," Hardin told Susan when they had completed the planning discussion.
"I understand," she responded and shot a brief look my way.
Hardin had been on his good behavior throughout the interaction, which I could tell put my wife at ease, and I only caught him taking looks at her rear a few times when she wasn't looking. By the end of the discussion, it was clear she was ready for me to give the green light on the project.
"When do you want to start?" I asked, over the sound of Elsa vacuuming.
"I'll come over next weekend and take measurements. That way I can get some things on order and you can use the kitchen as long as possible," he explained, which did make sense.
"I see...well let's get started," I said, confirming our commitment.
"Best if you're here in case I have questions," Hardin said to my wife.
Susan nodded as it appeared any trepidation she might have felt had been replaced with enthusiasm for her new kitchen.
"Elsa, did your period arrive?" I asked the young Hispanic woman.
I had left my wife with the handyman and caught our housekeeper in the guest bedroom.
"No..." she said, looking at me with her big brown eyes.
"Okay, well it's still not that late," I replied, although my stomach turned, and then I decided to ask, "Do you have a boyfriend? An intimate one?"
"Yes, my boyfriend is Israel," she replied.
"Are you...I mean do you use protection with him?" I probed.
"Usually, he pulls out," she said candidly.
For a moment, I felt some relief, but quickly I returned to the view that the mere accusation of adultery and paternity was as bad as the reality. So, with a nod and an agreement that I would check on her the following week, I left her to her tasks.
"What time does your maid leave?" Hardin asked during a phone call on Wednesday.
"She's usually finished by noon," I said, knowing where he was headed.
"Okay, then I'll be there right after lunch," he said, and then quickly added, "You find something to do, too. Go to town and leave us alone."
I wasn't happy with the arrangement, but for what felt like the millionth time, I found myself agreeing since I had no good alternative. Within seconds of ending the call, my mind returned to the thoughts of my wife being tested, and strangely, I started to contemplate her reactions to the different ways he might attempt to seduce her.
Before our relationship began, Susan had been intimate with four men, losing her virginity during her freshman year in college. She was in a committed relationship when it occurred, but it quickly fizzled out. Two others were also long-term situations, but there was one guy that she met during a spring break trip that basically ended in a one-night stand. She was ashamed by what happened and had only been vague about details. Thus, I felt it would be a huge departure from her norm to engage with Hardin, and if anything did occur, I thought I would take a lot of pushing.
On the scheduled day, Hardin arrived a little past one, and after hanging around for a few minutes, I announced to my wife that I was going into town to do some errands and stop by the office. For a second, I thought I saw some distress in her eyes, but before she could speak, I turned and moved towards the door. Oddly, I did exactly what I told her, which took a few hours, and after driving around aimlessly for another hour, I pointed the car towards home. I was almost to our turn-off when I heard my phone beep, and glancing at it, I saw it was a message from my nemesis.
"a good day" was the simple message.
I stopped as soon as I turned off the highway and contemplated the message, expecting more to come. However, the phone remained silent and after a few minutes, I drove on to the house. Not knowing what to expect, I was somewhat surprised to find Susan in the kitchen, preparing dinner and showing no sign that anything untoward had occurred. Like I left her, she was dressed in loose-fitting jeans and a simple blouse, which made the message seem even more strange.
'Hi, honey," she said cheerfully as I moved towards her.
"Hi there. How did the project go?" I asked, jumping straight to the subject.
"I think it's all set," she announced with a smile.
"How long was Hardin here?" I probed, still struggling to understand the text.
"I don't know...maybe two hours or so," she answered, and for a moment, I saw something in her eyes that made me nervous.
"What's for dinner?" I asked, knowing I was now at the mercy of Hardin to explain what had occurred.
"Salad, your favorite pasta, and wine," she replied.
For the remainder of the evening, I thought she might be forthcoming and tell me about her interaction with our neighbor, but she remained silent on the subject. Overall, she seemed in good spirits and later we made slow love, so by the time I was ready to go to sleep, I wondered if I might be reading too much into innocent events. However, I now understood Hardin well enough to know that he had something to tell, whatever it might be. Unfortunately, it wasn't until Wednesday, when he dropped by in the evening to set up a workspace in my shop, that I had the opportunity to confront him.
"What did you mean by your message," I asked immediately after we came face-to-face.
"Interested in that, I see," he replied with his standard annoying laugh.
"What happened?" I demanded, becoming irritated.
"We had a little chat and I got to see her nipples get hard for me again," he answered.
"What did you chat about?" I pushed with my voice rising.
"Calm down now," he said dismissively, and after a pause, he explained, "I told her how beautiful she was and how much I liked seeing her naked."
"What did she say...and do?" I asked dumbfounded by his boldness.
"Oh, she was embarrassed and nervous at first, but it didn't take too long for that to pass. Then, I told her we should do it again," he replied.
"She won't..." I started, but he interrupted.
"She said she would have to discuss it with you," he said, breaking out in a chuckle.
"And that's it?" I asked, thinking it wasn't too bad.
"Well, we talked about my cock some," he replied, and his irritating chuckle was replaced by a shrill laugh.
"No, you didn't...that wouldn't have happened," I responded.
"Oh, yeah it did...I asked her point-blank if she got a good look and she turned and left, but she was back a few minutes later and I asked her again," he said, now quite serious.
"And?" I asked, suddenly feeling very nervous.
"She admitted she saw it, that she looked," he replied, with his laugh returning.
"So, that's it?" I asked, thinking she had just responded to move on.
"Nahhh...I asked her if she liked what she saw and if she had ever seen a big one. At first, she didn't say anything and it looked like she was going to leave again, but she finally said she hadn't. Then she asked how big it was, and that's when I knew she was interested," he explained.
"Was she nervous...scared?" I asked, for some reason wanting to know her state.
"Not then. In fact, she kinda smiled when I told her it was a nine," he said, and then added, "I told her we would have to get naked so she could see it again."
"Then you left?" I asked, still hoping there was an end to the sordid story.
"Hell, no. I was there another hour, talking about her kitchen, and let me tell you her little nips stayed hard the whole damn time," he replied.
"You didn't touch her? Force her..." I started but was interrupted.
"No, I didn't touch her today and there won't be any need for force. I'll slip into her pretty pussy as easy as pie," he laughed.
"Shit, this is a nightmare," I said while shaking my head slowly.
"It's your own damn fault. Now, it's supposed to get hot this weekend, so you invite us over on Saturday and we'll do some skinny dipping after dark," he said, showing me no mercy.
I waited until the next day to broach the subject with Susan about Hardin and Melanie visiting on Saturday. At first, she looked at me with a furrowed brow, and I thought maybe she sensed she was being manipulated. However, after I told her I felt we needed to reciprocate after dinner at their place, she seemed to relax
During Elsa's cleaning on Saturday morning, I was able to have a few private words with her while my wife was occupied in the laundry room.
"Elsa, has your period started?" I whispered.
"No, and I don't think it's going to," she replied with a smile, as unlike me, she seemed to be thrilled with the prospect of producing another child.
"Have you done a test?" I asked.
"No," she replied, continuing to act like it wasn't a big thing.
"Look, if it hasn't started by next weekend, let's meet somewhere...somewhere to do a test," I said.
It looked like I would need to be the one to bring things to a head and despite how uncomfortable that might prove, at least I would know the lay of the land and could plan accordingly.
"Okay, but don't worry. I won't make trouble," she responded, which provided little reassurance.
Strangely, we hadn't discussed the evening with the Gass' since our decision to invite them, and I wasn't even aware what she planned to serve until an hour before they were scheduled to arrive. I was anxious about the evening and during one of my glances out the window, I saw Hardin's pickup approaching. A minute later the doorbell rang and I moved the few short steps to open it for our guests. Melanie was clothed in an attractive dress that was short, extending only to mid-thigh, and my first thought was that she was taking the rare opportunity to dress up. I had to admit that she looked quite good, with the outfit highlighting her ample chest. Conversely, Hardin had put little, if any, effort into his appearance. He was wearing jeans and his standard button shirt, with the only saving grace being that they looked clean.
"Welcome," I made myself say since Susan had walked up.
"Hi y'all," Melanie responded in her normal bubbly manner, while her husband merely nodded as he stepped past.
Susan turned to lead them into our home and I saw Hardin checking out her rear as she moved. She was dressed in stylish slacks and a sleeveless blouse, and we all followed her towards the kitchen. Once there, my wife offered Melanie some Chardonnay while I suggested bourbon to Hardin. For the next thirty minutes, we sipped our drinks and chatted, although Susan and Melanie did most of the talking. Then, we sat down to a nicely prepared dinner of grilled salmon, and I was pleasantly surprised when it received numerous compliments from our guests. Following the main course was a dessert of key lime pie, which also drew raves. Things were going so well that I actually forgot about Hardin's plan for the evening, but as the dinner wound down it started to work its way back into my thoughts.
"Honey, why don't you take our guests into the living room while I clean up," Susan suggested.
"Let me help you, honey," Melanie offered.
Hardin and I left them, after pouring another drink, and moved to the living room where soft music was playing. Within seconds, I knew where his mind was, and sure enough, it wasn't long before he verbalized his thoughts.
"You ready to get your wife naked?" he chuckled.
"Look...you know I can't guarantee she will be up for it. I mean she might say no," I replied.
"Be firm and talk her into it like last time," he responded.
After that, we sipped our drinks in silence for the next ten minutes until our wives joined us. Susan took one end of the couch and Melanie landed on the other end while Hardin and I remained standing. The girls began to chat and I would occasionally join in so that things wouldn't appear awkward, but Hardin remained quiet. After twenty minutes or so, I caught him eyeing me in a way that I knew meant he thought it was time. Knowing there was no way out, I summoned my courage and finally spoke.
"Anybody up for some skinny dipping," I asked with a cracking voice.
My words stopped the girl's conversation cold. Melanie looked up at me with a grin while my wife stared at me with a surprised and confused expression.
"Sounds good to me," Hardin offered.
"Yeah, why not," Melanie said with a giggle.
All eyes turned to my wife, just like at the trailer, and she was silent for a moment before blurting out, "Nope, not going to happen."
I knew it was my job to convince her and I was just about to try the same tact as last time when Melanie started to speak.
"Come on Susan. It will be fun. We can pretend we're teenagers," the woman prodded with a laugh.
"I didn't get naked in public when I was a teenager," my wife answered.
"Well, then you have some catching up to do," Melanie answered while laughing even louder.
Her words made her husband laugh too, and even I snickered a little, which wasn't lost on my wife. I locked eyes with her and she silently pleaded with me to put an end to the situation. However, she had no understanding of what I faced. Soon, the quiet became awkward and I knew I needed to say or do something, so I took a deep breath and spoke.
"Let's get some fresh drinks in some plastic cup and then jump in," I said, trying to move past the decision point.
"Yes, no glass near the pool," Melanie said.
"Honey, it's too cold for the pool," Susan stated.
"No, it will be fine," Hardin quickly responded, and I watched as they made eye contact for a moment.
Leaving my wife with our guests, I moved to the kitchen and pulled out some plastic cups, poured two glasses of wine and then loaded two others with ice for the whiskey. I expected at any moment for my wife to go ballistic, but surprisingly, she was still in the same place, in conversation with the couple when I returned.
"Let's go," I declared, hoping the momentum would pull her along.
I made for the door and the Gass' followed, but when we reached poolside my wife was nowhere to be seen.
"Just get in," Hardin said, and together we stripped, and then slid into the water.
The daytime temperature might have been hot, but the water was cool and for the first few minutes we shivered as we got used to it. We tried to talk, but the truth was that everyone's thoughts were on Susan. Several minutes went by, and I was becoming nervous about how Hardin might react when suddenly my wife appeared carrying an armload of towels.
"You're going to need these," she said as she set them down on a nearby chair.
I thought by her statement that she planned to retreat into the house, so I was surprised when after just a few seconds her hands went to her blouse. Slowly, the buttons were undone, and then she was shrugging off the top revealing her sheer bra. Through it, we could see a hint of her nipples that acted as a tease for what was to come. Next, her hands went to the waistband of her slacks and soon she was pealing the garment from her shapely legs. Now, standing in just her bra and thong, she paused, and I thought that it might be as far as she was willing to go. For a moment, I expected her to enter the water dressed that way, but her hands reached behind to the clasp of the garment and without ceremony, she removed it and tossed it on top of her clothes. Then, she was pushing the thong over her hips, revealing her delicate pussy. When she was naked, she walked gracefully to the steps, with a movement that showed some purpose, and slowly descended into the water.
"It's cold," she announced when she was next to us, making me realize we had been silent since she started her disrobing.
"Give it a minute," I forced out.
With a nervous smile, she turned to find her wine cup, rising enough to give us a view of her breasts and tight nipples. Immediately, I wondered if her show was something of a challenge to me. Was she purposefully exposing herself to gauge my reaction? Or, was she trying to up the stakes for more carnal reasons?
"Damn nice," Hardin offered.
"Uhhh...thanks," my wife replied, acknowledging the intimate look of a relative stranger.
It was Melanie that eased the sexual tension. Somehow, in a way only women can, she initiated a conversation that soon involved family and community gossip. It went on for quite a while and when the drinks were gone, I was told by my wife to get more. I was gone for only a few minutes, but when I returned, Melanie was slowly dog paddling around the pool while my wife and Hardin were together in conversation. It was clear that the plan was to have Hardin spend some one-on-one time with my wife, so, after setting down their cups, I slowly drifted towards Melanie, which surprisingly went unnoticed by my wife.
"Stay with me," Melanie said when I kept glancing towards the other couple.
"I'm nervous," I answered honestly, although I was still unsure what she knew.
"You were a bad boy that got caught. You have to pay for it," she giggled, leaving no doubt that she was completely aware of the situation.
"It doesn't bother you? Him...you know...wanting to be with...another woman?" I asked.
"Oh, hell no, sweetie. He gets strange pussy all the time, but he always comes home," she giggled again.
I couldn't help but glance towards them once more and the incongruency of the two was so striking that it was hard to believe anything could happen. After all, my wife was a young, slender and beautiful woman that was naive in many ways. The men she had experienced had not damaged her sense of innocence which I thought was one of her best qualities. In contrast, Hardin was rough and not at all what one would normally consider handsome. His thick body, heavy beard, and hairy body just didn't seem to fit my wife in any way. Yet, as I watched, I could see they were talking softly to each other with their heads a little too close for societal norms. Something was drawing her attention, although it seemed insane to believe it could be something as petty as his large cock.
"I don't think it will work," I said.
"He's a sweet talker when he gets going. You'd be surprised," she replied.
"Is he serious about telling her if I don't help him?" I asked.
"Oh, yeah. You better hope he gets her to spread her legs or you're fucked," Melanie said, showing an edge for the first time.
Just then, Susan looked my way and saw me with Hardin's wife. An odd look came to her face, but just as quickly, he said something that brought her attention back to him. I was then stunned to see her rise in the water, exposing her breasts once again, but this time she was easily within his reach. What made it even more surprising was the fact that from our vantage point it looked like she was responding to his request. After several seconds, she descended back into the water, and when I glanced at Melanie, she was staring at me with a huge smile.



"I think she wants something," she whispered.
"No way," I said, unable to accept the idea.
For the next few minutes, we had a stilted conversation, as I maintained a surreptitious gaze on my wife. Their conversation appeared to be free-flowing, which I found strange, as Hardin was usually not the talkative type. Just as I was about to suggest to Melanie that we return to our spouses, her husband began to move, and as we watched, he stood on a step and then sat on the pool edge providing a full-frontal view of his hanging cock.
"He's so proud of that damn thing," Melanie giggled.
I really thought that his action would be Susan's cue to leave him and join us. However, she stayed in her spot, and the only sign of discomfort I noticed was her fixed stare at his upper body. Clearly, she didn't want to look, and while I watched her she avoided any downward glance.
"Let's go," I said, nodding towards the others, and with a shrug, Melanie acquiesced.
We drifted slowly towards our spouses, and I tried to think about how to handle Hardin's exposure, but it was Melanie that spoke first when we arrived.
"Showoff," she laughed.
The long, leathery shaft had a thick vein that ran along the top from the base until it turned and disappeared on the underside near his foreskin, which was bulging. There was no denying it was an impressive instrument, and I wondered how many women it had mesmerized.
I sidled up next to Susan, and when she felt my arm touch hers, she looked at me and rolled her eyes. It was a little thing, but it did give me comfort that she was in control. Our arrival had stopped their conversation, and we fell into an awkward silence that was finally broken when Hardin suggested another round. Dutifully, I gathered the cups and left the pool, making my way quickly inside. I was in the middle of preparing the drinks when I heard the door open and saw Melanie walking towards me, still very much nude.
"Take your time," she said.
"Why?" I asked.
"You know why," she answered, then added, "You really need to quit fighting it."
"It's not right...you know it's not," I protested.
"Does it matter? It's going to happen," she replied.
The drinks were finished and now I stood silently and looked at Melanie. Regardless of the situation, I couldn't help but let my eyes wander her body.
"Like what you see?" she asked seductively.
I didn't answer and after several seconds she stepped closer. Suddenly, her hand was wrapped around my dick and she started to tug on it. I was stiffening quickly, and perhaps in an attempt to salvage some dignity, I reached towards her large breasts.
"Nope," she said, slapping me away gently with her free hand, and then added, "Hardin is possessive. He doesn't allow it."
She gave me a few more pulls, and then let go, leaving me in a semi-hard state.
"I'm going out," I said in frustration and started to move.
"Not yet," she replied, and when I was almost at the door she said more forcefully, "Wait, not yet."
For some reason, I stopped and waited as she moved next to me.
"I need to go out," I said.
"Let's have a look first," she counseled and positioned her head so she could see through the window.
I followed her lead and looked through the glass where I saw that Hardin was now back in the water standing inappropriately close to my wife. Their heads were bent close and once more I was taken by the stark contrast of my pretty, delicate wife and the hard, country man. Together, we watched the couple as seconds turned into minutes, and although it was clear that they were not having a casual conversation, I couldn't see that anything else was taking place.
"Nothing happening, let's go," I finally said.
"Oh, baby. I bet his hand is on her titties," she said in a low, provocative voice.
"No..." I began, but I was stopped in mid-sentence when Susan suddenly looked over her shoulder towards the door, nervously.
"Told you...maybe more," Melanie giggled.
I moved to step out, but her hand went to my dick again and when she gripped me, I suddenly realized I was hard. She didn't say anything, but her face had a big smile and her eyes were practically dancing. She started stroking me and the combination of her presence and my reaction to my wife's seduction put me in a state of extreme nervousness. It was impossible to stay still, and I had my hand on the knob when I realized I couldn't walk out in my aroused condition.
"Shit!" I exclaimed.
"What's wrong, baby? Problems?" she teased.
Initially, I had thought Melanie was a pleasant and good-natured woman, but the more I became aware of her involvement, the more I realized she had something of an evil streak, too. It was clear that she was aiding her husband, and appeared to have no issue with his planned taking of Susan. In fact, the way she mocked me, she seemed to be enjoying it as much as him.
I wrenched free from her hand and then fought it off several times as she tried to grab me again. I wanted my erection to dissipate quickly, but for some reason, it lingered, and twice more I saw Susan look anxiously towards the door.
"She's scared," I declared.
"Baby, the only thing she's scared of is getting caught. I bet she's touching him, too," she countered.
Her message took me aback, however it was still several minutes before I was relaxed enough to venture out. Clearly, they had heard the door opening, because, by the time the couple came back into view, Susan had moved a respectable distance away from my tormentor.
"What took so long," my wife said looking rapidly between Melanie and me.
"I had to go to the bathroom," Melanie offered.
I could see it didn't allay my wife's concerns, although it did end the conversation. I handed out the fresh drinks and then immersed myself into the water. Melanie took a seat on the edge with her feet dangling, and for the next fifteen minutes we tried to chat, but there was just too much tension for things to get flowing.
"Well, we best be going," Hardin announced as he killed the remainder of his drink, and then continued with, "Ms. Susan, thank you for dinner and your hospitality. We'll have y'all back over soon."
My wife nodded and mumbled thanks, and then we exited the pool and made for the towels. When everyone was wrapped, we moved as a group to the door, and after getting dressed, there was a quick set of goodbyes before they left.
As quickly as the door closed, my wife disappeared to the bathroom where she stayed a long time while I sat in front of the TV, aimlessly watching the screen. I didn't even hear her leave, so it was almost an hour later when I went to check on her that I found she was already in bed. I stripped to my boxers and joined her, and when my hands reached for her body, I found that she was dressed in her flannel pajamas. Susan's standard sleepwear is a cropped t-shirt and thong, so it seemed clear she was sending a message. Still, I couldn't keep my hand from moving and it slowly snaked beneath her top and onto her toned tummy.
"Susan, are you okay?" I whispered, unsure what reaction I would get.
"Why?" she said, and then repeated the same word, "Why?'
"It was fun honey. And damn, you are so beautiful. I love to see you looking so sexy," I lied.
"With others?" she followed.
"It makes it a bit naughty I guess...edgy..." I replied, trying to find a rationale, and then added, "We're adults."
"It's..." she started but stopped.
"It's what?" I asked.
"Nothing," she replied.
I started moving my hand and after stroking her abdomen for several minutes, I began to move towards her breasts. On the first try, she stopped me, but on the second, she let out a deep sigh and allowed me to continue. I played with them until I had her nipples hard, but it was her pussy I wanted to explore, so I drifted my hand down, found the edge of her bottoms, and pushed inside them. Her slit was just a little damp making me wonder if she had cleaned it while she was in the bathroom. However, it only took a little play before it started to flow.
I think, as I lay there fondling my wife, that I accepted for the first time that to get myself out of the mess I had created, I had to help coerce my wife into an encounter with Hardin, and that meant spinning the evening as a positive. Thus, while I stroked and explored her body, I kissed her lightly on the neck and ears and whispered loving words. While Susan remained silent, I was able to slowly get her body to respond until I had her legs spread as I stroked my index finger into her soaked hole. When she started to gasp and emit small whimpers, I took it as a sign she was ready. So, I stopped long enough to pull her bottoms off along with my boxers, then quickly mounted her where I began a slow but deliberate movement while my hands went to work pulling her top off.
"You're so amazing," I whispered, and when she didn't respond, I continued with, "You looked so beautiful...so incredibly hot."
Even with that, it took some time before she replied, "I was so uncomfortable. I...I...didn't want to be like that."
"Susan, you looked fantastic! Your body is incredible. I hope we do it again," I responded, trying hard to create a good spin.
Silence ensued, even though I could tell something was on her mind, and finally, she said, "I felt like you left me alone."
"No, honey...I thought you were enjoying talking to Hardin," I lied.
Even with our movements, I could see her looking at me with an odd, questioning look. Several times, it looked like she was going to say something, but on each occasion, she stopped. Finally, with a deep breath, she delivered her message.
"He got very close," she whispered.
Knowing I had to force myself to stay positive, I said, "I'm sure it wasn't meant to be bad."
"It made me nervous. Especially, when you left," she replied.
It took all my resolve to keep the smile on my face and maintain our motion, as my instinct was to be the protective husband. In doing so, I saw that I made her confused, and she stared at me expecting a response.
"He's a good guy. He would never hurt you," I said, stepping into the role of Hardin's promoter.
More silence ensued and then Susan stopped our rhythm, grabbed my shoulders, and said, "Do you want Melanie? Did you do anything in the house?"
"Absolutely not to both questions," I answered instantly, realizing she assumed by my responses I might have an interest in the man's wife.
"Then, why? I don't understand? Why all of a sudden? And with them?" she asked in rapid succession.
"I like you sexy. You don't realize how incredible you are. There's nothing wrong with them. They're fun and...I don't know...the opportunity to be a little naughty is there, so why not? I mean the tub thing was different and it was fun, so the idea just came to my head," I replied, equally fast.
"He told me I was beautiful," she said in a low voice.
"You are beautiful," I said, and then added, "He was stating the obvious."
"It doesn't make you jealous?" she asked.
"No, his huge cock makes me jealous," I blurted out.
"Honey!" she gasped, but after giving me a shocked look for several seconds, her face turned into a grin and she said, "It's too big."
"Or, amazing," I offered back, and when she didn't respond, I added, "Really amazing."
"You're amazing enough," she answered after several seconds of silence.
I was on very dangerous ground, but it was the first real opportunity I had had to verbally push the man. It felt so wrong, and in truth, it was very wrong as Susan was an innocent victim, but Melanie's recent declaration about her husband's willingness to destroy me was terrifying. I didn't want to risk losing her, so I needed to get Susan in bed with our neighbor, which energized me to continue.
"Have you ever had one that big?" I asked, although I already knew the answer.
"No..." she whispered.
With that, I took her hands off my arms and pushed them high over her head. At the same time, I began to push into her more forcefully. It was a clear message to her that I found the conversation arousing, and although I didn't have the guts to look at her, I could sense her stare. However, it was what came next that really surprised me. Ever so slowly, her sounds became more pronounced until she was emitting a continual string of sighs and whimpers. At the same time, she started to roll her hips to meet my thrusts while her legs lifted until her feet were touching my ass. I was left to wonder whether it was my actions or the vision of Hardin's cock that was pushing her on.
I knew my next message would be very risky, so I continued to thrust into her with deep, forceful strokes hoping to take her even higher. I let her sounds guide me, and when I thought she was there, I kissed her ear several times, and then pulled the trigger.
"What if it was Hardin in you now," I whispered ever so softly.
Internally, I braced myself for an angry response, but several seconds went by before she replied in an equally soft voice, "Noooo..."
"Yes..." I replied and started to fuck her hard.
"Nooo..." she said again, and then quickly added, "Why?"
"I want him to...I want his cock in you..." I replied.
Susan didn't answer and thinking I had pushed enough, I went quiet. Plus, for some reason, the whole thing had somehow got me excited, almost too excited, and I wanted to make sure my wife had an orgasm before me. Fortunately, I was able to gain control, and after a few minutes, I could tell by her touch and whimpers that she was getting close.
"Ohhh...ohhh...oh yes...oh yes...mmmm...ugghhh..." she cried out when her climax arrived.
Still pistoning into her hard, I waited until she was fully into the release, and while maintaining my grip on her hands, I said boldly, "That big cock feels good."
It was unclear whether my words registered with her as she continued to gasp, whine and writhe. After a few more seconds, sent over the top by watching her, I let go and flooded her pussy. Still panting, I rolled to her side and pulled her twitching body tightly against me, anticipating that there would soon be questions. However, she remained silent and it wasn't long before her breathing indicated she was asleep.
I didn't see or hear from Hardin all week, which was encouraging. However, during Elsa's cleaning, when she informed me her period still hadn't arrived, I arranged to meet her later. I stopped at a pharmacy and bought a test kit, hoping no one would see me, and then drove to her mother's house where she lived with her small child. The house was empty except for the young woman, and her naughty smile made it clear she was hoping to play, requiring me to fend off several advances before I got her to use the kit. It was a simple test, and a few minutes later I was thrilled to learn that she was not pregnant.
"Good news, Elsa. The test is negative. You're not pregnant," I announced.
"Okay," she replied, acting indifferent.
"It's good news," I restated.
However, it didn't seem to register, and suddenly she was trying again, "Why don't you want me?"
"Elsa, I'm married. It...it was a mistake," I said.
"Because he saw us?" she asked.
"It was a mistake to do it, but that made it even bigger," I replied.
She tried once more to interest me by rubbing her hand across my chest, but as gently as possible, I moved towards the door and was finally able to leave. With my worries about pregnancy gone, a monstrous weight lifted from me and gave me hope that fortune might be on my side concerning Susan.
"Getting close," Hardin declared next time I saw him.
It was on a Tuesday, ten days after our encounter in the pool, and when I arrived home a little after six, I found him in the kitchen removing the cabinetry. I had been confused by his silence after our get together but was thankful for the respite, and even held out some hope that he might be losing interest. However, he was acting extremely smug, which instantly reignited my concerns.
"Where's Susan?" I asked.
"She said she needed to run to the store," he answered, and then added, "We got to chat some."
"About what?" I asked, knowing I was being manipulated.
"How damn good she looked naked," he laughed.
"Why are you doing this? You're making my life hell," I said in frustration.
"Was she hot in bed after the pool?" he asked.
"She was nervous. Said you got too close," I answered.
"That's all she said?" he laughed.
"What?" I replied, now confused.
"Ask her," he said and started to turn.
"Fuck you, Hardin. You tell me," I yelled, momentarily losing my temper.
He quickly turned back with fire in his eyes and for a moment I thought we might end up in a fight. In some ways, I actually looked forward to the physical violence as it would be an outlet for my anger and frustration. However, he soon calmed and after several seconds started to speak.
"I had my hand on her ass and my cock pushed against her hip," he replied, and then quickly added, "Near the end, she touched my cock a couple of times pretending it was by accident."
"No way...no damn way," I responded, finding it impossible to believe.
"Oh, yeah...all on her own," he said with a laugh, and then continued with, "Damn, her ass is firm, too."
I was dumbfounded by his words and realized that, if true, it meant he was indeed making progress towards his goal. It made me think back to my manipulation of her in bed and if she was indeed fantasizing about his big cock.
"I don't believe it," I said in a low voice.
"Believe it. As I said, I'm getting close, so you best get your mind right on the deal. It's going to happen unless you want her to know about your little fuck buddy, and I don't want you being stupid," he said.
We looked at each other without speaking for several seconds, with him sporting an arrogant grin as I absorbed the message.
"What did you talk about today?" I finally asked.
"I told her I needed her to come home a bit early on Thursday so we could discuss some designs. That means you need to stay late at work," he explained.
"What...what did she say?" I asked, unable to keep my voice from breaking.
"She agreed. She was nervous, but she agreed," he replied, as his smile grew wide.
"You can't..." I started to reply, but just then I heard the door open.
Seconds later, Susan joined us and we started an awkward, stilted conversation that lasted for a few minutes before she left for the bedroom. Soon thereafter, Hardin departed and I went to find my wife and met her in the hall on her way to the kitchen to start dinner. I sensed the nervousness in her demeanor and she had difficulty making eye contact. However, after spending a few minutes preparing the meal she had regained her composure.
"Are you connected with Hardin on the project?" I asked while we ate.
I was purposefully giving her an opportunity to open up, but she brushed it off with a quick nod and then asked me about work. Evidently, if she had concerns about meeting him in two days, she was going to keep it to herself. Since she had to realize the man's intent, it could only mean she held some interest, which meant my pretty wife might soon become a fallen woman.
The next few days were hell, but knowing I couldn't escape from my fate, I stayed at the office until almost seven. With great trepidation, I pulled up to the house and entered, but I was completely taken by surprise when I saw my wife. I had visions of her taken and used, curled into a sobbing fetal position, but instead, she was dressed in walking shorts and a stylish short-sleeved blouse looking happy and fresh.
"You're late," she said with a smile.
"Some stuff came up," I replied, as my mind tried to process what might have occurred.
I had to work to show a positive façade, and it took all my willpower to not ask about her interaction with my tormentor. Later, in bed, I got another surprise when she snuggled up close making it clear she was ready to make love. Normally, that would have been received with joy, but with my mind in turmoil, I could only dutifully go through the motions, leaving us both unfulfilled.



For some reason, Susan's happy demeanor played with my head. It made me wonder if she was unmoved by her infidelity. So, I was on the phone to Hardin early the next morning.
"What happened?" I asked as soon as he answered.
"Goddamn, you're eager," he laughed in his annoying way.
"Look, just tell me what happened," I demanded.
"You want the long or short story?" he asked.
"Did...did it happen?" I stammered.
"Nahhh...got close, but I tell you what. Your wife is a fighter. She wants it bad, but she's fighting it. It'll take a little longer but I'll bag her," he explained.
"Then what happened?" I asked more calmly.
"I told her how damn good she looked and she liked hearing it. While we were looking through the sketches, I put my hand on her ass and she only tried to stop me once before I was rubbing all over it," he laughed.
"That's it?" I asked although I knew it wasn't.
"Hell, no. I asked her if she wanted to see my dick again and at first, she said no, but the next time, she just looks up at me and nods," he explained, and I could hear the excitement in his voice.
"Go on," I said as my mouth got bone dry.
"She took in her hand and even pulled on it and let me tell you she had fire in her eyes. After that, we got naked and I had a finger up her pussy while I sucked her titties. Was about to fuck her on the table like you did the maid when she gets cold feet. She jacked me off though and I covered her tits in goo. If you go looking, you'll probably find the sticky panties she used to clean herself off," he chuckled.
"Isn't that enough?" I pleaded, even though I already knew the answer.
"Hell, no. She's on the edge and you need to push her. I mean right now! She might be fighting it, but I'm tired of waiting. So, you do what you need to do cause you know you have to. Better to get it over and done with," he said with his tone becoming threatening.
That was all the information he would share, and soon he hung up after giving another warning about the tape and Elsa. I thought about going home and looking for Susan's panties, but I had an extremely busy schedule that offered no time. So, I wasn't able to get home until after six, and since we had planned to go to the movies, I was only in the house for about fifteen minutes before we departed.
During the film, I couldn't stop thinking about my situation and Hardin's message that it was better to just get it over. Surprisingly, the more I considered it, the more sense it made. In the weeks since I had been busted, I had been unable to find a way out, and the stress it created had been draining. Suddenly, the idea of it being over, even if it resulted in my wife being an adulteress, was appealing. So, when we got home, I was mentally prepared to push her towards the decadent encounter.
"How about some wine?" I asked when we were through the door.
She smiled and nodded as she disappeared towards the bedroom, and just as I finished pouring, she emerged in her robe. We sat close together on the couch with the TV providing background noise, and after a few minutes, I began to run my fingers up and down her covered thigh. It wasn't long before our glasses were on the coffee table and we were kissing and fondling each other. Soon, we moved to our bedroom and were passionately entwined.
"I want to taste you," I told her when we broke from a long kiss.
Without waiting for a reply, I descended her body, trailing my tongue along the way, until I found her slit which was already oozing. I lapped at her opening, making her legs spread and bringing whines of excitement from her mouth. I could feel one of her hands on the back of my head and when I glanced up, I spotted the other one fondling her breasts. It wasn't the first time I had witnessed her doing it, but it was always reserved for the times that she was truly aroused, which provided me encouragement to proceed with my plan. I licked her slit for another minute, and then rose over her and pushed my dick inside her well-prepared opening.
"Mmmm...ohhh..." she whimpered.
"Yeah..." I groaned in response to the warmth engulfing my dick.
"Ohhh...ohhh...mmmmm...ohhh..." she whined in response to the firm rhythm I set.
For the next few minutes, we mated without speaking. The only sounds came from our moans and the very wet, slurping sounds of her pussy. Like before, I wanted to wait until she was extremely excited before I brought up the subject of Hardin. When I thought she was there, I started by probing for her reaction.
"Did he tell you that you were beautiful again?" I whispered.
"What?" she responded, obviously confused.
"Hardin...did he say you were beautiful when you met on Thursday?" I clarified.
"No...come on..." she replied with irritation.
I let it go for a few minutes while we continued to move, and then I took her hands from my arms, pushed them over her head and asked again.
"Did he?" I said.
"Why?" she replied.
"I want to know," I demanded.
Several seconds went by and then in a low voice she answered, "Yes..."
"Well, you are beautiful. I'm not surprised he would say it," I replied, purposefully providing a positive spin.
"It's inappropriate," she responded, and when I didn't immediately agree with her, she asked, "Don't you think it is?"
"Well, since we've all seen each other naked, it doesn't seem like a big deal," I answered.
I could feel her body stiffen, but she didn't reply, and we continued our lovemaking although it was clear our thoughts weren't connected. I was struggling to find a direction to guide the conversation that would encourage Susan to move forward with Hardin and I think she was subconsciously picking up on my turmoil. Despite wracking my brain, nothing seemed like it would work, and I was concerned if I didn't get it right, she might retreat into a cocooned state. Hell, it was all so freaky there was a high risk she might go that route even if I had a brilliant plan.
"What are you thinking?" I asked, deciding to regroup.
"What are YOU thinking?" she immediately replied and locked her eyes on mine.
It was definitely a challenge and since Susan is an intelligent woman, I knew it was in response to all the manipulation of her that had occurred. Our movements slowed and then stopped entirely, which added to the sudden stress I was feeling.
"You know...uhhhh...he's really big..." I finally said after an awkward silence.
It was a stupid comment that did nothing for my cause, but it was all I could come up with under pressure.
"So, what? I don't understand," she replied as her brow furrowed.
"I...you know...I was just thinking...that you...you might try it," I stammered.
As soon as the words were out, I knew I was fucked. Suddenly, flashing before my eyes was the vision of a divorce and being drummed out of town. In reality, since the moment that I saw Hardin looking through the window, I knew I was screwed, and the ensuing weeks had all been penance leading up to this moment.
"Try it?" she said very slowly, and then quickly followed with, "You mean fuck him?"
Susan rarely curses and hates the "f" word, so I knew I was indeed in turbulent seas. Still, there was a certain sense of relief in finally getting it in the open, so I pressed forward.
"Something like that," I said.
"Like that or exactly that?" she shot back.
"Exactly that," I admitted.
"Are you trying to get with Melanie? Is that what this is all about?" she demanded.
"No...it's not about Melanie," I replied in a surprisingly calm voice.
"Then what?" she said, holding my head still with her hands when I tried to look away.
"I don't know...I guess I just think it's hot...you know...you and him..." I answered.
"You think it's hot for your wife to have sex with a strange man because he has a big penis?" she clarified as a lawyer would to a witness on the stand.
With our eyes still locked, I took a deep breath and simply said, "Yes."
"I think you need professional help," she replied and her body slumped back as if all the energy had left her.
We were still connected and amazingly my dick was still quite stiff. After looking down at her in silence for almost a minute, I leaned down and kissed her while at the same time I let my hips roll forward. I thought there was a real chance she would tell me to get the hell off her, but she accepted my movements, so I continued. It wasn't long before we settled into a slow, comfortable pace that proceeded for several minutes in silence before I finally spoke.
"You are beautiful," I whispered.
She must have been waiting for me to say something, because she instantly responded, "Are you being serious?"
The question wasn't about her beauty, and there was only one response I could make, so I said, "Yes...totally serious."
For some reason, the surreal conversation had excited me and I could feel my balls tightening. Since I was certain that Susan's mind wouldn't allow her to climax, I didn't fight it and just a few minutes later I emptied my balls inside her. After a bit of cuddling, I fell to her side, and by the way she tossed and turned all night, I don't think she got any more sleep than I did.
"Okay, Hardin. I did what you wanted and pushed her. I told her I wanted her to have sex with you," I told him over the phone the next day.
"How did she take it?" he immediately asked.
"Confused and I think a bit hurt...mostly confused," I replied.
"Well, let's see what happens tomorrow...see how she acts. Give us space...don't be hovering," he said.
After that, he returned to the subject of her reaction and probed me with several more questions. I ended up giving him a summary of our exchange in bed, which seemed to satisfy him and we ended the call. I had to admit, that like Hardin, I had an interest in finding out how she reacted around him the next time they met. He had been successful in getting her to engage in mutual touching, and now with her husband giving her the green light, I wondered if tomorrow would be the day.
The following morning, just as Elsa arrived, I headed for town to do some work in the office, knowing that Hardin would time his arrival around our housekeeper's normal departure time. Of course, with all that was going on, it was hard to concentrate, so after two hours, I gave up and headed back. Pulling up at the house, I saw that Elsa was still there, and was somewhat surprised to see Hardin's pickup at the workshop. Deciding to have a few words with him, I walked to the structure. The door had been left ajar a few inches and as soon as I pushed it open, I heard the unmistakable sound of people engaged in sex. In addition, it wasn't the soft lovemaking of a romantic couple. Rather, it was the loud grunting of two rutting people engaged in raw sex. I had never considered that my wife might be taken this way and respond in kind. In fact, I had never really visualized the actual act, but I knew this wasn't what I expected. However, I was about to receive another shock when I stepped around a storage rack and saw it was Elsa that was receiving Hardin's big cock. To facilitate his work, he had brought in several sawhorses, and spanning the two were a stack of two 2x12 boards. He had Elsa bent at the waist over them, with her big breasts, hanging on the far side, while he pummeled her from behind. The young Hispanic girl had her jeans puddled at her feet, and likewise, Hardin's jeans were on the ground, although he still wore his work shirt.
"Uhhhhhhhhhh..." Elsa suddenly let loose with a long groan that broke the pattern of her rapid grunts, and for some strange reason, I felt a pang of jealousy surge through me.
"Feeling good, girl?" Hardin asked as he pulled her full ass against him even harder.
She let loose with a string of words in Spanish that I didn't understand, but it was clear she was thoroughly enjoying what she was receiving. I wasn't sure what to do, but I thought that having the knowledge of their encounter without him knowing might come in handy, so I quietly backed out.
Susan had some papers from work spread across the dining room table and was using her calculator to run some numbers. If she wondered about what Elsa was doing, she didn't show it, which made me suspect she thought she had already left. I grabbed a cup of coffee and began to nervously piddle around the house, keeping an eye on my wife as well as the workshop. It was about twenty minutes later that I thought I heard a car start and I went to the window just in time to see Elsa pulling away. I wondered if Hardin had been satiated by the young girl and if meant he would leave my wife alone. In fact, as I thought about it, it felt disgusting that would be in close proximity to my wife after the raw fucking. Although his encounter with Elsa provided some hope that maybe there was a path out, I knew it would take some time to think thru, so I decided to proceed as we had discussed and give him space with Susan.
"Honey, I need to go into the office for a bit. Anything you need from the store?" I asked.
"No, I don't think so," she answered barely lifting her head from her work.
I left immediately and through my rearview mirror, I spotted Hardin walking towards the house. The next few hours were torture as my mind ran through a million scenarios about what might be occurring at that exact moment. Finally, after I had been gone a little over two hours, I headed for home wondering what I would find.
Susan was still at the table with her work papers in front of her just like she was when I left. It caused more thoughts to rush through me as I had never seen her do this much work at home.
"You're working hard today," I said.
"I got behind on some things," she answered.
I couldn't help but wonder if Hardin had tried to fuck her again on the table, and what the outcome had been. She wasn't giving off any vibes, but she hadn't the last time either when he claimed to have her naked while stroking his cock. I even inhaled deeply thinking I might pick up some aroma, some trace, of the debauchery, but there was nothing. So, deciding to think through the Elsa angle more, I returned to my home office.
The problem with his involvement with the young Hispanic girl was that no one cared. Certainly, Melanie didn't and her husband's position in the community really didn't mean he needed to behave in any particular way. Still, since it was the only bullet I had, I thought I needed to try something. The following Tuesday, when I knew he would be working at the house, I left a few minutes early with the intent to confront him. I had no real plan, other than to bluff, which meant everything else had to be played by ear.
"Hardin, you got a second?" I said.
He was in the workshop preparing some cabinets and my voice made him look up.
"Come to learn what happened?" he asked with an arrogant smile that instantly had me worried.
Ignoring his comment for the moment, I started, "Look, I saw you with Elsa. So, if we just stop everything I won't tell."
He looked at me with an odd expression, and then asked, "Tell who?"
"Anyone. It wouldn't be good if it got around and she has a boyfriend. Plus, you might have made her pregnant," I replied.
"Anyone? Fuck anyone. And, Israel? He's a fucking pussy," he laughed, and as if he couldn't hold back, he added, "She's on the pill, dumbass."
"No...she thought..." I started before realizing I needed to go quiet.
"You're a dumb motherfucker for an educated man. I told her to tell you she was late," he laughed.
Instantly, I felt my blood boil and I yelled, "You fucking asshole. Why the fuck would you do that!"
My words incensed him and he actually took a step towards me before stopping, and after a deep breath he explained, "You don't get it. I told her to get you to fuck her so I could use it against you. I knew I was going to fuck your wife the moment I saw her."
"Why...uhhh...why would she do that?" I stammered, truly stunned.
"Because she likes this," he said grabbing his cock through his jeans, and then continued with, "I started fucking her when I first got here and I told her she wouldn't get anymore unless she did."
Suddenly, I felt dizzy and had to grab onto the sawhorse to steady myself. When I got my equilibrium back, Hardin was staring at me with an evil smile.
"What did you do to my wife?" I asked, fearing the worst.
"Kissed her some and played with her titties, but she's still fighting it. It's going to take some more time and you better keep pushing her," he demanded.
"And if she doesn't give in?" I asked, thinking my salvation may end up being my wife's virtue.
"She'll give it up, they always do," he responded with a smug grin.
That evening, I moped around the house realizing that I had been out strategized and was defeated. Plus, I knew that Hardin was likely correct as Susan had already crossed a line, and getting her to take the final step would happen sooner or later. It made me return to the thought of just getting it over with which seemed to make more sense with each passing minute.
"Honey, are you okay?" she asked while we were watching TV.
"I'm fine, just a little headache," I replied.
She was satisfied with the explanation and we continued to watch in silence until it came time for bed. My mind was in turmoil from the revelations about Elsa, and the finality I now faced. I pulled Susan close to me and kissed her softly, and it was at that moment I knew that I wanted to experience her as much as possible before Hardin had her. In my confused mind, she would somehow be different after that, and I wanted as many wonderful memories as possible.
"Mmmmm...you want to make love?" she purred when my hand found her breasts.
"Yes, I do," I answered softly.
We fondled and kissed for the next few minutes, getting each other ready before I couldn't wait any longer. With a gentle nudge, I turned her onto her back, climbed between her lovely legs and prepared to enter.
"Huhhhh...ohhh..." she gasped as I penetrated her, and as I slid forward, she let out a whimpering moan, "Mmmmm..."
"You feel good," I whispered as I began to move
"Go slow..." she replied and her hands found my hips, guiding the pace.
I did as she asked, but when her hands moved to my shoulders, I started moving faster. When we were in good rhythm, I raised onto my elbows so I could look down at her.
"You're so beautiful," I told her.
"I love you," she replied.
I knew I needed to continue to prod her to experience Hardin and several times I started to speak, but she felt so good and looked so innocent that I decided that for that evening, I just wanted her for myself. All kinds of wonderful sounds were coming from her, but I could tell she wasn't progressing to the place she needed to orgasm. She didn't climax every time we made love and given all that was happening around us, I knew her mind was likely in turmoil, so after a while, I gave myself permission to let go. I came in a series of deep, satisfied grunts and when I collapsed on her she stroked my hair until I fell asleep.
A few days later, I was in the grocery store over my lunch break, picking up a few things, when I turned into an aisle and practically ran over Melanie.
"Sorry, Melanie...how are you?" I asked.
"Doing just fine and how's your pretty wife?" she asked with an odd smirk.
"Fine," I answered, and then followed with, "Why?"
"Oh, just wondering..." she replied, looking like the cat that swallowed the canary.
"Wait a sec," I said, as she started to move.
"I need to get back to work," she responded.
She was acting smug, and I tried several more times to get her to open up, but she wouldn't say anymore, so I gave up and left. However, her mannerisms certainly indicated that something was amiss, so as soon as I was in my car, I rang Hardin. Previously, he had always been demonstrative in his description of his progress, and I was hoping he would enlighten me.



"Yeah, what's up?" he asked in a cocky voice.
"Just seeing what...progress you know...where you are with Susan," I said.
"Well, you know...she's tougher than I thought and it's going to take more time," he explained.
I continued to question him, but like his wife, his answers were vague. Intuitively, I felt that something was happening that they were purposefully trying to shield. The only person I hadn't talked to was my wife and on the drive back to the office I considered how to make the approach. All-day long, I thought about it, but a plan eluded me, so much like everything else in the sordid mess, I decided to play it by ear.
When I walked in the door, shortly after six-thirty, Susan was busy unpacking some groceries. She was dressed in a robe and that, along with her damp hair, indicated that she had been in the shower. I thought it strange, but also considered I might just be paranoid.
"Hi, honey," she said in a bubbly voice.
"Hi, were you in the shower?" I asked.
"Yes, I felt grimy and wanted to freshen up," she replied.
Her answer was certainly plausible given the humid weather we were experiencing, but something told me there was more to the story. Had Hardin been to the house and fucked her? Was the shower an attempt to wash away the evidence of their mating and her guilt?
"Ahhh, okay," I said, trying to be disarming while I kissed her on the cheek.
"I'm going to work for a bit," I said.
"Okay, we'll eat in about an hour," she responded.
I left her in the kitchen, and as soon as I was out of sight, I went to our bedroom to search for her used clothes. However, the room, as well as the bathroom hamper were empty which led me to believe that she already had them in the wash. Once more, I thought about it all, and while each individual piece of information was small, together they made me suspicious. Looking at the bed, I wondered if my wife had recently been on her back as our neighbor's large cock filled her, and I felt the comforter to see if I could detect any dampness.
All through dinner and then when we watched TV afterward, Susan gave no outward sign, no hint of guilt that would give her away. In fact, she was quite engaging which I knew would be highly unlikely if she had indeed sexually experienced Hardin. Strangely, the constant thoughts of sex, however illicit, had me on edge and when we were in bed, I immediately reached for her.
"What are you after?" she asked with a giggle.
"You," I answered and pulled her tightly against me.
We entered into a slow, giving foreplay and I even went down on her for a bit to get her truly excited before I moved to enter her.
"Mmmm...uhhh..." she gasped when I started and then when I pushed deep, she whimpered, "Ughhhhh..."
It reminded me of the last time we had made love and I noted that it was a different response for her. Normally, when my dick slid into her, she would emit a soft sigh. Now, she was acting like there was sensitivity, that she was feeling something more. Suddenly, my mind went to Hardin's big cock and I wondered if she had been made sore by him. Was she giving an involuntary response as a result of the damage he had done? For a moment, I stopped, and then I slowly began to move again with my senses now ready to take in her reactions. However, nothing more came from her and after several minutes of slow movement, I was once again left with nothing more than suspicion.
"You are so beautiful," I whispered.
"Mmmm...you feel so good...you're making me crazy," she whispered.
The last time, I had kept Hardin and his cock out of our love talk, but this time I knew my mind was too keyed up to avoid it. Plus, I wanted to see if she would admit that something was happening, so after a few more minutes, I started.
"Was Hardin here today?" I asked.
"He wasn't when I got home," she replied, and I was certain I felt her body tremble for a moment.
I continuing moving slowly, in no real hurry, and another minute ticked by before I said, "You think about him? His cock?"
"No," she said instantly, and then just a few seconds later added, "Tell me why?"
It was the same basic question she had asked before, but since I wasn't able to tell the truth, I had to continue to offer something that appeared plausible.
"I think you'd like it...and it would be erotic," I replied.
"Erotic for you?" she said after a short silence.
"For both of us," I whispered.
"It's too big..." she replied.
"It would be an erotic experience," I responded, continuing on the theme.
"Ssshhh...make love to me," she said, evidently having heard enough.
Like before, I knew she had so much in her head that she wouldn't cum so it wasn't long before I let myself go and concentrated on my climax. Like her, there was too much on my mind to truly enjoy it, plus I felt guilty for leaving her hanging multiple times.
Thinking about it all the next morning, I had convinced myself that Melanie had been toying with me. Everything else I decided was paranoia. But, as the day went on, I kept coming back to the situation and my gut instinct just wouldn't let it go. Since no one was talking, it seemed like the only way to progress my understanding would be to do some basic detective work.
The next time Hardin was scheduled to be at our house, I drove by and checked that her car was still at the school several times and then was waiting down the street when she left at her normal departure time of four-thirty. She made one stop at the cleaners and then headed for home and I made sure to give her plenty of space as I followed. When she pulled into the long drive, I stayed at the highway entrance and used my binoculars to look for the carpenter. Surprisingly, his truck wasn't there and I returned several times, but on each occasion, I determined she was alone. A few days later, I did the same thing, with the same result. It truly appeared that not only were they not having sex, but they weren't interacting at all!
Now, I was completely confused and thought about confronting Susan and asking her point-blank whether she was fucking the man. It took me an hour in the car to calm down, and I decided to wait a few more days to see what I could determine. The decision brought me closer to home on a more routinized schedule and after a week I noticed something peculiar. Twice, in the span of five business days, my wife met me in her robe, with damp hair, as she had previously. It caused me to recall Hardin's schedule and I realized he wasn't supposed to be at the house on those days.
It was when I was driving into work the next morning that the reality finally came to me like a bolt of lightning from the heavens. All along, I had assumed that our house was the focal point of any sexual activity and suddenly I realized that they might be meeting elsewhere. My first thought was that it was his place, but the problem became determining when their next meeting might occur. Already, my work was suffering from my absences and the distractions, and I knew it couldn't continue for much longer.
Since I couldn't spend every day tracking my wife, I decided to focus on the same days of the week she had appeared freshly showered. It was that aspect that seemed out of place and I decided it was a good way to start. Thus, on the following Tuesday, I was sitting outside the school at 3:00 PM in a position where I had a good view of her car. The minutes slowly ticked by as I watched, and when an hour had elapsed, I started to think that, once again, I was off base in my thinking. Then, suddenly, I saw my wife scurrying towards her vehicle, and quickly she jumped inside and pulled from her space.
She left the small lot and headed towards the highway, and after giving her a lot of space, I began to follow. Since she hadn't left work that early and she was headed towards our house, I started to think there wasn't anything to her action, however, when she passed the entrance our place, I knew I was likely wrong. Thinking that I knew where she was going and realizing it would be difficult to follow her undetected, I pulled into our drive, waited fifteen minutes, and then left.
The drive to Hardin's property took ten minutes and involved leaving the highway and proceeding down a county road and then leaving that for an even smaller lane. It was essentially a big loop since his property abutted the back of ours, and as I approached the gate, his trailer and work sheds came into view. Seconds later, I spotted my wife's car parked alongside the carpenter's pickup in front of the building I knew as his workspace.
I stopped before entering the property and suddenly the reality of everything that had confused me became clear. After collecting my thoughts, I crossed the cattle guard and drove towards my wife's vehicle, and was just exiting my car when I saw Melanie leave the trailer and stride towards me with purpose in her step. She held a gun in her hand, and although it was pointed downward, it still made the hair stand on the back of my neck.
"Not a good time, Mr. Banker," she said, stepping between me and the shop.
"Susan is here...in there," I replied.
"Yup," she answered without elaboration.
"I just want to get her and go," I said.
"She came here on her own to get some cock. Just let it be...go home," she replied.
"Melanie, what are you doing?" I said, nodding towards the gun.
She looked down at the pistol, then back at me and when our eyes locked, she slowly shook her head.
"You knew it was coming," she said.
"How long...how long has she been coming here?" I asked.
"Couple weeks...maybe three," she replied without hesitation, and when she saw my confused look, she said, "She loves it...loves it for sure."
"I'm going to go in...I'm going to get her," I declared.
"Nope, stay out here till they're finished," she answered, but kept the gun pointed down.
"Look, if it's been weeks he has been with her way more...way more than what he was supposed to. It was supposed to be once!" I protested.
My words made her begin to snicker, and then she said, "She's the one that keeps coming over."
The message stunned me, leaving me momentarily speechless, as Melanie's snicker turned into an open laugh.
"Fuck you," I stated, and started towards the building, ignoring the gun.
"Stop!" she called out, but I didn't yield, and a second later she repeated the warning, "Better stop."
I was just about to the door when she bolted in front of me blocking the way. I had called her bluff concerning the weapon and now she was going to use her body.
"Get out of the way," I commanded.
"You ain't going to like it," she warned.
"Move," I answered.
She stared at me for several seconds and then said, "Nothing crazy...don't started nothing. Hardin can get mean if he gets pissed off."
It was such a bizarre situation but I knew I had only myself to blame. My actions with the young Hispanic woman were unconscionable and it had inflicted major damage to my marriage. So profound in fact, that I wondered if it could even be salvaged. However, despite Hardin's disgusting manipulation of the things, I wasn't seeking retribution. I merely wanted to gather my wife and retreat to the safety of our home.
"No trouble...just get her and go," I said.
"You won't like it," she reiterated but stepped aside.
I took several deep breaths and then reached for the doorknob, turning it slowly to minimize any sound. Slowly, I opened the door, entered the structure and then immediately closed it behind me. I had entered silently, so the only evidence of my presence was the brief shaft of light that appeared for several seconds. Facing me was a wall of metal racks that held a variety of tools and other paraphernalia that ran from the wall to my left twenty-odd feet to my right, and I hoped that they would act as a shield to hide my arrival.
I had expected to be instantly assaulted by the sights and sounds of their coupling, so, finding everything quiet, I had to stop and regroup for a moment. Then, I slowly stepped to the end of the rack and peering around the edge, I found myself looking into a well-organized workspace filled mostly with woodworking equipment. It was empty, but on the far end of the wall to my right, I spotted a partially open door and slowly moved towards it.
Looking through the crack, I saw that this was the space where Hardin did his taxidermy work, and in the far corner, on the floor was an uncovered mattress where my wife and our carpenter lay naked. They were positioned face to face with her left leg swung over his and his right arm over her waist. They appeared to be talking, although I was too far away to make out what was being said. From the look of things, and the message implied in Melanie's warning, they must have already finished. Something had made me want to catch my wife in the act, but it really didn't matter as the proof was right before me, so I pondered how to confront the couple.
"Well, well..." I said as I stood ten feet away with a two-foot piece of 2x4 in my hand.
I had decided to just get it over with and the couple had been so engrossed in each other that I managed to get to the spot undetected.
"Oh no...oh my God!" Susan cried out.
Suddenly her arms were a flurry as she alternately tried to cover her nudity and gather her clothes. It was almost comical to watch, but finally, she managed to grab her blouse and use it to hide her torso. It was an incomplete cover, and now on her back, I could see a frothy mess between her legs. While my wife looked shocked and embarrassed, Hardin just stared up with an arrogant smile.
"Why don't you put the board down, there ain't no need for that," he said.
I had grabbed the wood as a defensive tool in case he tried to get aggressive, but seeing him relaxed and enjoying the situation, I dropped it at my feet.
"Honey...I'm...I'm sorry...I'm so sorry...please..." Susan said as she began to sob.
"How many times Susan?" I demanded.
Her sobbing had grown louder and I started to wonder if she would be able to respond but finally, she forced out, "A...a...couple..."
"Nine in all..." the man chuckled.
I looked at Hardin, realizing he had played it quiet, giving me info that she wasn't accepting his advances so he could turn the one time into many and in doing so had turned my wife into his lover. I felt a huge knot in my stomach as I realized my lack of fidelity and my coercion had directly resulted in Susan at my feet, naked, thoroughly fucked and bawling.
"Shit," I replied, totally stunned.
"Yup...nine. Nine good ones," he added and looking at the smug man I could see that his cock was now almost completely hard.
The wet shaft pointed up towards his belly button offering a full view of its veined length and the thick tube that ran from his balls to his opening. Somehow, the painful situation that my wife and I were dealing with had actually acted to excite him. It was more evidence as to the type of individual he was.
"I want to go...I want to go home..." my wife whimpered.
Hardin didn't react to her words, and instead, he looked up at me and said, "How about one more time. You know, to remember it all by."
In was a sordid statement, but I knew that his real message was that he could still tell Susan about Elsa. At that point, both my wife and I were guilty; her with her series of sexual encounters with the man and me with my single time with Elsa, compounded by my conspiracy with Hardin. Of course, her indiscretion was now on complete display, but mine were still unknown and I knew that if she learned of them now, it would be devastating. In truth, he still had me by the balls, perhaps even more so.
"No!" Susan exclaimed when she looked at me and recognized I was thinking about it.
My mouth was so dry that if felt like desert sand, so rather than try to speak, I just stepped over to a nearby stool and sat. The message was crystal clear and while my wife looked at me with a pained expression, the large man's hand pulled her blouse away. Her eyes shot between him and me and when he started to move to her, she pushed on his shoulder, but he easily swatted her hands away. However, when he tried to separate her legs she squeezed them tightly together.
"C'mon baby, he wants you to," he said.
"Please...let's go home..." she called out to me.
With his body over her, her face was shielded from my view, but by his stare downward, I suspected their eyes were connected. I couldn't help but think about what they had shared together as intimate lovers in their encounters which sent a shiver through my body.
"Susan...let him..." I forced out.
She didn't react immediately, and for almost a minute I watched as they whispered to each other before she slowly opened her legs. Hardin moved between them, and the matting of hair on his back and his full beard, made it appear like a rogue animal was about to mount my wife. He seemed to be in no rush, stopping to taste her nipples before finally starting to line up, and while I waited, I looked around the room and it appeared that all the stuffed creatures were watching with smiles.
It was easy to tell when he made contact and the cries she made reminded me of the last two times we had made love. Now, I knew for certain that her sounds were a result of the soreness she felt after sex with the man. When Hardin pushed his hips forward, I watched as my wife's legs widened and her hands moved to his forearms. Small whines and grunts came from her as the shaft made its way inside, but it was obvious she was trying hard to hide any reaction. When he was fully embedded, he paused for a few seconds before beginning a slow but deliberate movement. Now, I was watching my loving wife being fucked, taken by the well-endowed man, and I could feel my pulse throbbing in my temples while my vision became tunneled. Positioned behind them, I had a front-row seat as the thick shaft moved in and out, distending my wife's pussy a little on each cycle.
They had only been connected for a couple of minutes when he stopped, and after a quick, whispered interaction, Hardin started to rise. I wondered what was happening, as I seriously doubted that he was done. I knew he was enjoying the power he held and my wife's tight pussy way too much to call it quits. I didn't have long to wait as once he was on his feet he lifted Susan and with only a passing glance my way, he backed her over a low work table, lifted her legs and plunged back inside. Once again, I knew he was sending me a message as it was the same position Elsa and I shared on the kitchen table. However, whether it was meant as a warning or merely as a means to rub my nose in it, I couldn't be sure.
He had my wife ass right on the edge and had her legs pushed back giving him complete access, and with his feet on the floor, he had all the leverage he needed for deep penetration. It only took a few thrusts to get started and then he took her with full, powerful strokes. In this position, I could see her face, and the look showed that she was again trying to fight the feelings. She was successful for a time, and then slowly it became clear she was losing the battle. Just as the first sensual moan escaped her mouth, I felt a presence and looking over my shoulder I saw Melanie standing right behind me. I guess I was so focused on the wanton display that I hadn't noticed her arrival, and without speaking she moved a stool so she was sitting beside me.
"She fucking loves it. His big dick has turned her into a slut. You wouldn't believe how she begs," the skanky woman said provocatively, in a low voice, and when I didn't reply, she continued, "Too bad you fucked that girl. It damn sure ruined your wife."
Her last few words struck a chord in my brain and I wondered if she was indeed correct. I didn't recognize the excited woman before me and I wondered if things could ever return to the way they were.



"It's my fault," I said, for some reason thinking I still needed to defend her honor.
"Yeah, it is, but I don't think she minds. She'd be here every day if she could," Melanie answered.
"What do you mean?" I asked.
"Shit, she calls every day. After Hardin popped her the first time, she wanted it bad," she giggled, and then added, "He had to put her on a schedule."
"Where...where was the first time?" I asked, wondering how it had occurred.
"Your bed," she replied without hesitation.
Suddenly, Susan began moaning openly which brought our attention back to the rutting couple. She had lost the battle to remain in control, and she began to spew a litany of whines, mews, and grunts in time with the fucking she was receiving. Her hands, which had been flat on his forearms were now on his shoulders and we watched as several times she tried to pull him down for a kiss. The first two times, he rejected her attempts, but on the third, he allowed their lips to meet and they engaged in a long, passionate connection.
"Shit," I said to no one.
"She's whipped," Melanie said.
When the kiss ended, Hardin returned to the deep pounding although now it seemed like he had even more purpose. Once again, the room was filled with my wife's passionate cries that had been joined by the slurping sounds coming from her abused pussy. I wondered how, with such a tight connection, so much liquid could be formed, but I couldn't deny what I was hearing.
"Baby, what do you want?" he challenged my wife.
"Don't...don't stop..." she whined, clearly in another world.
"Tell him what you told me," he demanded and when she didn't speak, he added, "What you told me you wanted."
"No..." she said in the clearest voice I had heard since they started.
To my side, I could hear Melanie snickering, so I knew it was bad, but something made me want to know.
"Tell him," he said again, but there was no response.
"Tell me, Susan," I pushed.
When she still didn't answer, her lover finally said, "Didn't you tell me you want this cock every day?"
Susan shot me a terrified look but said nothing, so I asked, "Did you, Susan?"
Her only response was a simple nod of her head which brought a superior grin from her lover. The interaction had drained her arousal and I thought she might be done, so I was very surprised when Hardin was able to use his cock to quickly return her to an excited state. There was no further talking and it was only a minute or so later that her fingers found her nipples and began to pull. It was a clear sign she was getting close and we didn't have to wait long, as suddenly her shoulders lifted several inches off the table, her neck muscles tightened and her mouth opened as if she was emitting a scream. However, no sound came out and then her body slammed backward. Seconds later, it rose again, before hitting the table once more. Then, she found her voice.
"Ahhhhhhh...uhhhhhggggghhhhhhh..." she cried out in a long wail, and when it ended, the words arrived, "Ohhhhh...ohhh yes...yes...don't stop...it feels so good...so good...don't...ohhhhh..."
I realized I was witnessing Susan orgasm in a way I had never experienced. Somehow, this man and his cock had taken her to places I didn't even know were possible. He had made her into a purely sexual being and the ramifications were difficult to fathom. However, I was about to be shocked again when Melanie decided to add her two cents.
"That's not even a big one," she laughed.
It wasn't long before Hardin started to act like he was going to climax. It was almost like he was able to cum at will and now that the show was finished, he was ready to let go. He pushed into her rapidly several times, stopped and then did it again before pulling her ass tightly against him and with a final push he deposited his semen.
"Uggghhhh...ugggghhhh...aaahhhhhhh..." he grunted, and then swiftly added, "Yeah...like I taught you..."
I wondered about the meaning of his phrase, but my wife was flat on her back with her eyes closed looking completely satiated. Seconds later, Hardin backed away and when his heavy cock came free, it fell onto his fat balls. From the base to the head, his thick shaft was covered with a mucous-like substance that I knew was a product of his semen and her arousal. I stared transfixed at my wife as he gathered his clothes, and with Melanie following, they left the room. The minutes ticked by with neither of us moving or speaking, and I was just about to help her up so we could leave when I saw a small drop of liquid escape her pussy, hang for a second and then fall to the floor. It was a sordid sight, and it put an emphatic mark on the debauchery that had occurred. For a moment, I thought about leaving her and wondered if she would follow me home or seek out Hardin for more, but my own guilt propelled me to rise and take her hand.
"Susan, let's go," I said softly.
At first, there was no response, but after a few seconds she whispered, "Do you still want me?"
"Let's just go home," I said in the best voice I could muster.
She was so shattered that I had to help her put on her clothes. Fortunately, no one was around when we got outside, and after convincing me she was capable of driving, I followed her to our house. Knowing, that deep at the core of everything it was my actions that brought us to this point allowed me to maintain an even keel. I think that calmness both surprised and terrified Susan, and it took over an hour before she was in a state where we could talk.
Finally, after showering to remove the smell of the man from her body, we sat down to talk and I learned the details of her meetings. The first time she had been fucked by Hardin occurred the same day I caught him hammering Elsa in my workshop. That meant his fat cock was likely still covered in the young girl's juices when he pushed it into my wife. It was a nasty realization, that I didn't share with Susan, and I wondered if Hardin had planned things that way. By her account, he had knocked on the door within minutes of me leaving and based on my pushing, she thought it was staged attempt. Almost immediately, he had started seducing her, which lent more credibility to her thoughts, and she had allowed him to explore her body, while he pulled her hands to his cock. After more tears, she finally admitted she let him guide her to the bedroom where he fucked her to a monster orgasm. With some probing questions from me, she admitted she got naked with him on the prior visit before getting cold feet. However, when I challenged her about seeking out the follow-on meetings, she claimed it was Hardin that constantly asked for more.
"And you went to him?" I said.
"Yes..." she answered in a tiny voice.
"And you love it," I replied.
"No...no! I love you," she professed.
"You love his cock...and the orgasms..." I pressed.
"You...you pushed me...you pushed hard," she suddenly countered.
"Did I tell you to be sneaky? Did I tell you to do it nine times?" I fired back making her body tense.
"What now?" she asked, suddenly looking like she was out of energy.
"I don't know Susan. I've never seen you orgasm like that and Melanie said it wasn't even a big one! Can you give him up?" I asked.
"It...it's not the same as lovemaking...you can't compare...and I don't want to see him again...ever!" she declared.
Deciding enough had happened for one day, we went to bed and I even let Susan pull my arm over her. Neither of us really slept, and it wasn't time for lovemaking, so we just struggled through the night. After thinking about things throughout the following day, by the time I left for home, I had decided it was best to try and put everything behind us. I knew that would require some heavy soothing of my wife's psyche, so I was surprised when I saw the angry expression on her face when I entered the kitchen.
"You bastard! You fucked Elsa?" she yelled.
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Stacy Hempstead sat stiffly in the Atlanta courtroom as the federal judge announced her husband's sentence. Next to her, she could hear his mother start to cry, and seconds later when the judge stated he must report within two weeks, her sobbing grew louder. In reality, there was no surprise, as it had all been part of a plea arrangement, but hope is a powerful thing, and until the final gavel fell, they all had prayed for a miracle.
Barton Hempstead had grown up in a lower-middle-class family and from childhood had been a driven individual. Through hard work, he had managed to land a scholarship to a first-rate private university, and upon graduation, he joined a boutique financial firm where he spent the next eight years moving swiftly up the ranks. He was smart, ambitious, focused and ferociously loyal. These traits had served him well throughout his career but ultimately played a key role in his downfall. The company had come under intense scrutiny regarding several federally supported loans used in a community real estate deal. The goal of the project was to reinvigorate a blighted area of town, but it was oozing with conflicts and the supporting documentation had been improperly created. In addition, there was the specter of funds being used to pay-off certain civic leaders. It quickly erupted into a big scandal that was impossible to control and drew the feds in like flies. The ironic aspect was that Barton had only been a peripheral player in the transaction. However, rather than come clean, he initially took a position to defend the firm and by the time he realized his mistake, all the good deals had been cut. The result was that most of his less loyal colleagues received relatively minor sentences while he got hit with twenty-six months in a low-security prison.
Stacy met her future husband through mutual friends two years after graduating from college. After their introduction, they seemed to run into each other often and struck up a friendship that was ultimately converted into a relationship after Barton finally asked her out. Since he was just two years older, they shared many of the same interests, and never lacked for things to do. Eighteen months later, they were married, and two years after that Stacy gave birth to their daughter, Regan. Despite Barton's dedication to his work, which typically involved long hours, the past few years had been a pleasant whirlwind for the young wife.
"I still think you should have told them to stick the deal. Two and a half years is a long time and it wasn't your doing!" Barton's father declared the next day when they were together for dinner.
He was a retired lineman for a large public utility and shared many of the same characteristics as his son.
"Dad, we've been through this. The lawyers said it was the best thing to do," his son replied.
"Damn lawyers. I've never trusted a single one," he countered.
"I hope you're close," his mother said in a strained voice.
"The word is it will be Folkston," Barton responded while patting her shoulder.
"That's a long drive," she replied.
"Enough of this talk. Let's eat," the elder Hempstead said, purposefully changing the conversation.
Despite the well-prepared meal, it couldn't overcome the somber mood. Everyone wanted badly to create an ideal two weeks for Barton, but the harder they tried, the stronger the reality hit home. Then, just two days before he was to report, they learned that he would be assigned to the facility in Texarkana some seven hundred miles away. It was like a kick in the gut to the assembled family and the women spent most of their time crying. Even Barton's older sister, a normally stoic school teacher in Florida who had flown in for the final visit, couldn't hold back her tears.
On a dreary Thursday morning, the newly designated felon reported, and as Stacy and his family looked on, Barton disappeared into the brick building with the heavy iron door clanking loudly behind him. The courtroom had been a tough moment, but this proved to be even harder and it took all her willpower to turn and move towards the car.
The odd choice of location that the federal prison system had selected had thrown them a curveball. It was clearly too far to drive on a consistent basis, which would impact their costs significantly. Their research showed that the closest airport was Shreveport which was an hour's drive away. It meant, that in addition to the airline ticket, a rental car would be required along with a hotel and meals. The cost of Barton's defense had devasted the couple's finances to the point that they had to sell their home and move in with his parents. After talking through different approaches, it was decided that Stacy would visit her husband every month while his parents would make it as often as possible, but on different days so they could maximize the number of visits. Stacy thought it would be impossible to take Regan on every trip, due to the logistics and since she was just a one-year-old but hoped as she got older her visits might become more frequent.
"Are you sure you want to stay with it?" Stacy's dad asked as they talked over the phone.
From the moment of the indictment, he had challenged her about remaining married. He had made it very clear that he was not pleased about a felon as a son-in-law. In truth, he had never gotten along that well with her husband and didn't think they were a good match.
"Dad, come on. Please don't start this again. I...I can't abandon him. It would be so unfair," she replied.
"Seems he wasn't thinking about that when..." he started.
"Please stop," she interjected.
"Okay, honey. I'll put your mom on now, but at least think about it," he said.
Stacy's mom and dad lived in a mid-sized town in Virginia. Her father was partnered with two other men in an accounting practice while her mother worked as an elementary school teacher. Numerous times, they had offered financial assistance and suggested she move home with the baby. It had been a kind and somewhat appealing gesture. However, Stacy knew that they were already helping her brother start a business, so she turned it down. Plus, she had recently been able to land a decent marketing job with a regional distribution company that would help provide for her the needs of mother and daughter while her husband was away.
Visiting days at the facility were Saturday and Sunday and Stacy made sure that she was ready for the first weekend, which involved extensive paperwork. She knew that suddenly being locked up would be a traumatic event for her husband and wanted to make sure he saw a friendly face as soon as possible. So, early on Saturday morning, she made her way to the airport and after a short flight, she landed in Shreveport. From there, it was a one-hour drive and she arrived at the prison just past noon. Making sure to follow the rules to the letter, she went through security and was directed to the visiting room which was filled with well over a hundred people. It took another twenty minutes for Barton to appear, and in that time, she took notice of those around her. There were many families present, including small children, but she also spotted numerous one-on-one situations. All races were represented, and she surmised by the look of some of the people that they were part of a white-collar situation just like her.
The one thing she hadn't expected was the leering looks she got from many of the men, both visitors, and inmates. Stacy, a slender blond, was 5'7" tall, with green eyes and shapely C-cup breasts. She had worked hard to rid herself of her pregnancy weight and had made it to within three pounds, which had settled on her hips, giving her a more mature look. She had purposefully dressed in jeans and a simple long-sleeved blouse to be nondescript, but it didn't appear to matter.
"Stacy," she heard her husband's voice and turning she saw him moving towards her spot.
"Honey," she replied and rose to give him an allowable kiss.
Then, holding hands, they sat, and for the next hour, chatted about the baby and family. She showed him some recent photos she had taken and some coloring Regan had made. She tried to steer clear of asking him any questions about the conditions in the prison, but as the conversation began to die, she finally broached the subject.
"How...I mean...what's it like?" she asked.
"Boring...more than anything, it's just boring," he replied.
"Do you have anyone to talk to?" she probed.
"A couple of people, a couple are okay," he answered vaguely, then added, "There is a group of guys kind of in the same boat. In that group, there are a few."
"Is there anything you need?" Stacy asked.
Instantly, her husband broke out in a smile and said softly, "You."
It made her blush and she couldn't help glancing around to see if anyone noticed. However, her fear quickly faded and a smile filled her face. It was a subject that had come to the forefront of her mind in the last week. As a dating and then married couple, they had enjoyed an active sex life, and before she met her husband, she had always seemed to be in a committed, intimate relationship. In total, she had experienced five men, including her husband, and since high school had rarely gone more than a few months without sex. So, she had begun to consider how best to deal with the lengthy interval. She had never been big on masturbation but now wondered if it was something she needed to reconsider.
"Me, too," she whispered back.
After an hour and a half, with tears welling in her eyes, she left, not wanting to burn too much of his monthly time allotment. Through an internet search, she had located a motel not too far away that met her budget, and twenty minutes later, she had checked in and was driving towards the room. Access was from the outside and she was on the first floor, so she was able to park close. As soon as she opened the door, she knew it had met her low expectations as a musty smell hit her as she took in the drab interior. In addition, an old window A/C unit was growling loudly so she decided to just turn it off. Rationalizing that all she needed was a place to sleep before she returned to Shreveport for the flight back, she accepted the situation and flopped onto one of the two queen-sized beds.
In Atlanta, the demands of her child, in-laws, and work kept her from dwelling too much on the situation. However, now all alone and nervous about venturing out, she had little else to do and it wasn't long before she was staring at the ceiling, thinking about how much everything had changed. She knew their upwardly mobile lifestyle was over and that it would be fortunate if her husband was able to find any meaningful professional employment. Stacy wasn't selfish and didn't need a lot of flashy possessions, although she had to admit she had grown comfortable with their financial position. To her, it was more about how the money brought safety and security, removing many anxieties. As the thoughts churned in her head, for just a moment, she thought about her father's words, and whether she should stay the course.
Later, feeling quite hungry, she did go out to a fast food joint, picked up a chicken sandwich and returned to her room just before dusk. After a fitful sleep, she was up early and made the drive back to the airport where she camped in the terminal and sipped coffee for several hours until her flight was called.
A month later, she was back and this time she brought their daughter, knowing that Barton wanted very much to see her. She almost started crying when she saw his eyes as he spotted the baby, and both of them struggled to end the visit. Then, it was back to the same cheap motel where Stacy played with the child and watched TV until both drifted to sleep.
Two weeks later, her husband's parents made the trip having finally scraped together enough money. When they returned, she could see the pain in her mother-in-law's eyes, and it made her wonder if the older woman was up to the ordeal. Since the sentencing, she had actually recovered some, but the visit took her back, and for the next few days she shuffled around the house, sometimes sobbing softly.
"Hey," a woman about her age said to Stacy as they waited to enter the visiting area. After making eye contact, she added, "I saw you here before."
It had been a month since her visit with Regan, and once again, the young wife had made the trek by herself for the visit. She looked the woman over and saw that she was an inch or so shorter than her, a bit heavier and had strawberry blonde hair that she wore shoulder length. She was wearing jeans with a simple pullover top and on her right arm, she could see a tattoo that disappeared beneath the sleeve.
"Hi," the young wife replied, not wanting to appear rude.
"This sucks, doesn't it," the girl replied in a thick, country accent.
For the next few minutes, the two women talked, and in the process, they explained to each other the nature of their husband's offense. Stacy wasn't sure she understood completely what the woman was trying to say, although it sounded like her husband had been convicted of a drug crime and since he cooperated, he got a reduced sentence.
"I'm Natalie and I'm from Dallas," the woman offered.
"Stacy, from Atlanta," she replied.
"That's a long way, do you spend the night?" Natalie asked.
"Yes," she answered, although she wasn't sure it was the right thing to do.
At that moment, they were let in and the conversation ended. With a smile and a nod, they split and Stacy moved towards the table where the previous meetings had occurred.
"Hi, honey," she heard almost thirty minutes later.
Looking up, she saw Barton stepping towards her and she rose so they could exchange a brief hug before sitting down. Like before, she caught him up on Regan and his family, with lots of talk about how his mother was doing. Then, his voice turned into a whisper and he started becoming intimate with his words. She could see the fire in his eyes and it wasn't long before she felt her nipples stiffen as a tickling sensation started between her legs.
"This is so hard," she whined after listening to him tell her all the things he wanted to do.
"I know...it drives me crazy," Barton answered, and then in an even lower voice, asked, "Have you done... anything?"
She knew what he meant and the question made her blush deeply, and then, with a little giggle, she replied, "No...not yet..."
"You should. So, you don't go crazy, and then next time you can tell me about it," he said.
"Okay..." she whispered back, knowing what he really wanted was some naughty talk from her.
They continued their chat for another twenty minutes and then said their goodbyes. Stacy headed for the motel, and after checking in and dropping her bag, she decided to go to the nearby convenience store for a soda and some gum. She had just stepped out of the small rental car when Natalie emerged through the doors with a pack of cigarettes in her hand.
"Hey," she said as she had at the prison.
"Hi, Natalie," Stacy answered.
"Are you staying near here?" the young woman asked in her deep drawl.
"The Big Sky Motel down the street," she replied.
"Shit, that place is a dump," Natalie said with her face showing concern.
"Yes, it is," Stacy replied, feeling some shame.
"Okay, well..." she started, and then after a pause, a smile filled her face and she asked, "You want to get a drink? I mean not right now, but later. There's a bar down the road that ain't bad and it has really cheap drinks."
"I don't know..." the young mother started, but was cut off.
"Come on! It's better than sitting around watching shitty TV," Natalie pushed.
Stacy didn't say yes, but she agreed to think about it and they discussed a time if she decided to come out. Then, she headed back to the motel, and it wasn't long before the comment about watching lousy TV began to resonate. In truth, she hated sitting in the dreary room but lacked the courage and the money to venture out. She knew that in normal circumstances Natalie wouldn't be someone she would do things with, but these weren't normal times, and since they shared similar fates, it made the idea more appealing.
It was thirty minutes past the designated meeting time when the young wife finally decided to leave the motel room and meet her new acquaintance. It took her some time to get ready, so when she arrived at the bar, she was over an hour late. It was at one end of a long strip shopping center and the area near the entrance was filled with cars forcing Stacy to park some distance away. She had anticipated something less lively, and for almost a minute she sat in the car debating whether to enter. Finally, with a deep sigh, she opened the car door and forced herself to move.
Country music hit her as she got close to the door, and seconds later she was inside the crowded space looking for Natalie. Against the back wall, a band played on an elevated stage, with a dance floor in front, and to her right was a long bar that ran the length of the building. Hoping to be inconspicuous, she moved to a place at the end of the counter, while searching the crowd. She couldn't spot her new friend, so she slowly began walking the length of the bar, avoiding eye contact from numerous men along the way. Finally, halfway down, she spotted Natalie in an animated conversation with a large man wearing a hat. Reluctant to interrupt, she stood several feet away until she was spotted and then was quickly waved over.
"Hey girl!" Natalie exclaimed over the music.
"Hi," the young mother answered meekly.
"Dale, get my friend a drink," she told the man standing with her.
After asking what she wanted, he turned and began an attempt to get the bartender's attention while the two women connected. They spoke briefly about the day at the prison, with Stacy concerned that others might hear before Dale turned and handed her a plastic cup. Then, the discussion turned to lighter topics, and for the next few minutes, the three of them engaged in friendly banter. Stacy could tell by their body language that there was something between them, which piqued her interest, although she dared not ask.
Natalie was wearing tight jeans, a simple pullover top, and sandals. Dale was in jeans as well and wore an un-tucked buttoned shirt and boots. On every visit, Stacy, for some reason, would pack a nice outfit, and she had elected to wear it for the evening. It consisted of slacks, a nice blouse, and low heels, which made her over-dressed compared to most of the other patrons.
"He's a friend," Natalie said when Dale left them to visit the bathroom.
She was fighting back a smile, which indicated it was more than mere friendship, and it emboldened Stacy to probe.
"How long have you known him?" she asked, thinking it was a safe query.
"For a while. Look, you know, it gets lonely and...you know," she replied.
"Yes, I didn't mean to get personal," Stacy followed.
"He's a good man. A nice guy, and look...well, we spend some together when I come out," she added, becoming bolder as she spoke.
"Okay," the young wife responded, unsure what else to say.
With that, they entered into an awkward silence, and as soon as Dale arrived, he took Natalie's hand and led her to the dance floor. Stacy, thinking about the adultery she was witnessing, considered leaving, but the idea of returning to the dingy motel room was not appealing. Plus, she realized it was the first time she had been out since her husband's incarceration. It felt good to her to be amongst people even with the situation with her new acquaintance. Several times, she noticed men trying to make eye contact, which made her nervous, so she turned to face the bar and kept her eyes directed downward until the couple returned.



"You want to dance with Dale? He's pretty good," Natalie asked.
"No, that's okay. I'm fine for now," she replied and saw a brief look of disappointment cross the man's face.
They returned to their conversation, which surprisingly flowed well even though Stacy could tell neither of the two was well educated. They went through another round of drinks and once more the couple left to dance but were back quickly. When she finished her second drink, the young wife thought it was probably time to go, as she had never been a big drinker and being a visitor to the town made her a bit uneasy. She was just about to say goodbye when they were joined by another man.
"Dale! How's it going?" the newcomer asked, extending his hand.
"Stacy, this is Lee," Natalie offered with a broad smile.
"Lee," he said in a deep voice while taking her hand and holding it gently.
He was roughly the same height as Dale, a little over six feet, but was much leaner. In addition, he had a ruddy complexion with dark hair and a tightly trimmed beard. They were dressed similarly, although Lee's shirt was tucked and his clothes fit better. Since his arrival would make her planned departure awkward, she decided she needed to stay for a little longer. Soon, another drink was being handed to her, which she knew she needed to sip very slowly, and the way the discussion skirted around where she was from and why she was there, Stacy guessed that the man knew something about her situation. It made her suspicious about Natalie, but she continued to engage with everyone.
"Ready?" Lee asked, holding out his hand just as Natalie and Dale left to dance.
"I'm not much of a dancer," the young wife responded.
She was unsure about taking the step and nervous that it would mean she needed to stay even longer, but when his hand found hers, she let him guide her out. They joined the throng and fortunately, he held her respectfully as they circled the floor. One song led to another and it was only after they had finished three that they separated and returned to the bar.
"Looking good," Natalie declared in a happy voice.
Feeling a bit flushed, Stacy announced she was going to the restroom and instantly Natalie said she would join her. After standing in line for the toilets, the girls met in front of the mirror and that's when she learned her suspicions about Lee were true.
"Don't you think Lee's hot?" her new friend stated while looking at her with a smirk.
"I...I...really didn't think about it," she answered, hoping to avoid the conversation.
"Y'all looked so good dancing. I can tell he's interested," she replied, clearly crossing into illicit territory.
"Natalie, I'm married," Stacy said with some irritation.
"I know, but it's going to be a long time...you know...and there's no reason not to...have some fun," she replied, now looking a little nervous.
"I'm not ready for that," she said, picking her words carefully to not show judgment towards the woman's affair.
With that, they returned to the men, but somehow Natalie must have communicated through non-verbal signals because everyone was now much more reserved. Stacy waited another five minutes and then said her goodbyes, happy that there was no pressure put on her as she left. On the ride to the motel, she thought about Natalie's arrangement and realized it was difficult to think badly of her. After all, the girl's husband was in prison due to his own actions which had a dramatic impact on her life. However, she wondered if when he was released she would be able to simply walk away. Also, based on what she had witnessed, she contemplated whether it was a normal occurrence. Were there local men that went looking for these types of relationships?
"Stacy, can you take care of the dog?" her mother-in-law called from down the hall.
She had retreated to her bedroom for some privacy which was now being interrupted to perform another chore. More and more, she was feeling resentment about her situation. Losing her home and being forced to live with Barton's parents, she was no longer the head of her household. Instead, she was at the beck and call of his mother who, although usually meaning well, left her with little personal time or privacy. Plus, the older woman was becoming more and more vocal in offering her opinions in the raising of her child, which she found very irritating.
Later that night, after everyone had gone to bed, Stacy lay under the covers staring at the ceiling. Her father's words returned, but once again she just didn't think it was right to abandon her husband. She felt a nervous energy that made it difficult to sleep and she knew that at least part of it was the lack of sex. She hadn't been able to get into masturbation, as the few times she tried, she had become so self-conscious that she quickly began to feel silly. To her, there was no substitute for the real thing and for the thousandth time she thought about how long she was going to be forced to wait.
"Are you still going for a visit this weekend?" the text from Natalie read.
She had exchanged numbers with the woman and had told her the date she thought she would make her next trip. Natalie, being much closer, visited her husband more often and had indicated an interest in meeting up again, but Stacy hadn't heard anything from her in weeks, so the message caught her a bit off guard. She thought about ignoring the text, as she was still miffed about what she thought had been a set-up at the bar, but after several hours, while sitting by herself, she typed out a reply.
"Yes, but bringing the baby," she explained.
She anticipated that her mention of the child would deter any plans that the country girl might have, and when she didn't get a quick reply, she assumed she had been correct. However, an hour later when she heard her phone beep, she read a different message than she expected.
"Cool! Can I meet?" she asked.
Stacy, after thinking about it, decided there was no harm, so she replied, "Sure...after."
The visit went smoothly and Barton was happy to see his daughter. Fortunately, Regan didn't get fussy, so they were able to stay for the complete time. On the way out, she spotted Natalie, sitting with her husband who she realized was quite large, and they exchanged a quick wave. Thirty minutes later, she received a text from the girl, and through the exchange, they agreed to meet at a nearby chain restaurant. Natalie cooed over the child and surprisingly made no mention of their time at the bar which made Stacy wonder if she had been wrong about her. Maybe, she thought, the events of the evening had been random rather than staged. Later, it was another boring evening at the motel followed by the return to Atlanta the next day.
"You coming this weekend?" the text read.
Like before, Stacy had heard nothing from Natalie since she last saw her in Texarkana, but now was being queried about her plans. In fact, she was scheduled to go, and since their last meeting had been positive, she responded to the young woman and confirmed the trip.
"Are you bringing Regan again? I would love to see her," she followed.
"No, just me," she answered, and several more texts followed with some vague talk about meeting for a drink.
On the drive from Shreveport to Texarkana, Stacy thought about the visit and hoped Barton would be in good spirits. His parents had visited two weeks prior and reported that he seemed down. Also, he had been testy in a letter she had received just a few days ago. She knew it was her role to lift his mood, but the grind of the visits and the depressing mood in the visiting area was starting to wear on her. Fortunately, when she arrived, she found his demeanor to be okay, and they were able to conduct a positive visit. He was disappointed that she didn't have any self-play stories and pushed her to overcome her reluctance. She agreed to try and was thankful that the remainder of the discussion centered on his parents and Regan.
"Want to meet?" the message from Natalie read.
Stacy had been at the motel for over two hours and had expected the text long before. Since it was almost six-thirty, she wondered what the girl had in mind.
"Where?" she asked.
"Same place...dancehall," the quick response read, and then as if reading Stacy's mind, a follow on message arrived saying, "Dale and Lee are going."
Stacy was suspicious about the intent of the meeting, and yet she agreed to meet her new friend at nine. Multiple times over the next several hours she came close to abandoning the idea, but each time she rationalized that she was in control and could merely leave if things got uncomfortable. Her last moment of self-reflection occurred when she was standing in front of the mirror having spent almost thirty minutes primping. The effort she was putting into her appearance implied more than just a casual meeting, and although it caused her to stop and take a deep breath, she continued on. Twenty minutes before the scheduled time, she walked out the door of her dingy room wearing a fashionable jean skirt, a sleeveless blouse, and sandals.
All three were huddled at the bar when she arrived, and as soon as they spotted her, both men looked her up and down with smiles. Natalie and Dale were dressed much the same as last time, but Lee looked like he had put in a bit more effort. His jeans were less faded, the shirt was dressier and when she got close, Stacy's nose picked up a whiff of cologne.
"You look good girl," Natalie declared while rising from her stool to give her a hug.
After saying hi to the men, she was asked what she was drinking and quickly a cup of wine was in her hand. It had been approximately two months since she was last with the group, but they had no problem establishing an easy-going conversation. It lasted for fifteen minutes, and then Lee asked her to dance.
"Missed seeing you, it's been too long," he told the young wife when he had her in his arms on the crowded floor.
"It has been a while," she answered, purposefully being vague.
They moved quietly for a while before the man spoke again.
"I'd like to spend some time with you," he whispered into her ear.
Stacy knew what he meant and the fact he said it in such a matter-of-fact way somehow made it feel almost casual. She wondered why he had decided to be forthright so quickly, but after several seconds of awkward silence, she answered.
"I'm married," she said in a low voice, hoping it would deflect his effort.
"I know, but I think you're going to be alone for a while, so I'm just saying I would be interested," he replied boldly like he had practiced the words.
"Thanks, but no," she responded.
After that, there was no more talking and when the song ended, they headed towards the others. She wondered if he would leave, but he showed no signs of annoyance and the group interaction picked up where it had stopped. Stacy finished her wine and was mostly through another cup when she was asked to dance again. Since Dale and Natalie had been out several times, she had concluded that Lee had given up on her, so she was taken a bit off-guard when he took her hand.
The man had been very respectful during their prior dances, which had impressed Stacy, but this time he pulled her snuggly against his body which forced her breasts to be pushed flat against his chest. Still, it wasn't different from what other couples were doing, and thinking he was feeling hurt from her rejection, she didn't protest. She could feel a lump pressed against her tummy that she knew was his penis and for some strange reason, she let it go, too. However, a minute or so later, when she felt his hand sliding from her waist to her ass, she finally spoke.
"Uh uh...no Lee," she whispered.
"Sorry...it's hard not to," he replied and moved his hand.
"Why?" she asked, although she realized that she sounded needy.
"Cause you're so good looking...best in the place," he responded.
Instantly, she felt her entire body blush and even though she knew he was purposefully trying to seduce her, she liked hearing the words. She had been so lonely over the past few months and feeling more and more trapped. Plus, other than the few rushed words she shared in the visits with her husband, there was no intimacy in her life.
This time, they continued dancing when the song was over, and when Lee's fingers started to explore again, she remained silent. Soon, he had his right hand mostly on her ass, and although he wasn't being too overt, she knew that anyone looking closely would see a woman wearing a wedding ring being fondled by a man that didn't. It wasn't until they finished a third dance that they returned to Natalie and Dale, and on the way, Stacy had a ringing in her ears and could tell her pussy was beginning to seep. She tried hard to stay engaged in the discussion with the others, but her mind was in turmoil as she thought about her inappropriate responses. Not only had she allowed herself to be easily manipulated, but her body had reacted. Part of her wanted to flee to the safety of the crummy motel room, and it took some willpower for her to stay in place.
"Stacy? What do you think?" she heard Natalie ask.
She had drifted into her own thoughts and momentarily lost touch of the discussion. The girls' question made her focus on the others and she could see all of them looking at her expectantly.
"I'm sorry, what?" she replied.
"What do you think about going to Dale's trailer," she repeated.
"Uh, no...I can't. I need to get to bed soon," she replied.
A disappointed look appeared on everyone's face which somehow made her feel bad. However, based on events, she thought it was quite likely it was a plan they had concocted to get her out of the bar. Minutes later, she was gone and spent the remainder of the night watching disinteresting things on TV.
"Can you vacuum the living room?" Stacy's mother-in-law asked.
It was the following Tuesday afternoon, and she had only been home from work for thirty minutes when the woman barged into her bedroom. In fact, more and more, despite her full-time job, she was being asked to do housework, and the woman was now making a point of keeping her door slightly open at all times. In reality, Stacy had almost no privacy and coupled with the lack of intimacy, she was becoming increasingly irritable.
"Sure...okay," she replied, deciding not to make a scene.
Unfortunately, it wasn't long before the household demands became the norm, which meant she was only getting a few hours alone each day to spend with the baby and tend to her own needs. One evening, after a difficult day at work, she suddenly exploded.
"I...I'm working all day! I can't come here and work all night, too," she declared, after another request from her mother-in-law.
"Well, I'm sorry. I thought this was our roof that was being provided. The least you could do is share in the work!" the woman fired back.
Once again, Stacy found herself, doing housework, as it was just easier than fighting. However, while she was scrubbing the bathtub, it dawned on her that she was actually looking forward to the trip to the prison. It was a far departure from the beginning, as she had found the hassle of travel, the chaotic scene in the visiting room, and the boring night in the run-down motel very depressing. But now, with the oppressive actions of her in-laws, the opportunity to gain some peace was appealing.
Stacy hadn't communicated with Natalie since the night in the club, but as the timing of the visit approached, she suspected she would get a text, however, none arrived. Thinking about it on the drive from the airport, she concluded that she had likely been written off as a result of her refusal to venture outside the bar. Also, there was no requirement for them to visit on the same day, so they could easily be on a different schedule. She knew it was for the best, although she did feel a small pang of disappointment knowing that her evening was going to be limited to the dreary motel room.
She went straight to the prison and after going through the normal protocols, she was once again sitting with her husband. His demeanor was as she expected, as he seemed to have landed in an emotional place that lacked big highs or lows. They talked about family with a lot of attention on the baby. He wanted to know all the details, with nothing being too small, and it made her feel sorry for him knowing he was missing the early years of their child. Surprisingly, he didn't bring up anything sexual, although she had concocted a story for him, and after almost two hours, she left.
The young wife stopped for a takeout salad from a fast food place, checked in, and started flipping through channels as she picked at her food. There was nothing of interest, and after thirty minutes, she turned it off and settled down for a nap. It felt good to have some time alone, and with no worry about demands from the in-laws, she was quickly asleep. When she woke, she could tell it was dark outside and checking her phone she saw it was just past seven. For the next hour, she alternated between reading a book and watching more TV, but neither was all that appealing. Finally, deciding she needed to get out of the room, she decided to go for a drive and perhaps stop for dinner.
Unfortunately, after searching the area for over thirty minutes, she couldn't find anywhere to eat that looked interesting. She was on her way back to the motel when she spotted the strip center with the bar where she had met Natalie, and strangely, she felt herself slowing. At the last minute, she suddenly turned the wheel and rolled into the lot.
"I guess I'll spend my dinner money on a drink," she said out loud.
The place was not yet at its peak so she easily found a parking space a reasonable distance from the door. Once inside, she went straight to the bar and ordered wine and then tried to find a spot where she felt comfortable. She landed at the far end and immediately received a big smile from one of the bartenders. He made her feel protected, which helped her relax, and she settled into surveying the growing crowd. The band began to play a few minutes later when her cup was half-empty and immediately the dance floor received a half-dozen couples. An hour and another glass of wine later, Stacy decided it was time to go. Since she had been there, the club had filled close to capacity and she had declined several requests to dance. She started making her way along the bar towards the door when she felt a light touch on her elbow and turning, she was suddenly face-to-face with Lee.
"Stacy, good to see you," he said with a big grin.
"Hi...ohhh, hi," she replied, slightly flustered.
She found it very odd that he showed no surprise at seeing her, and then, for some reason, her thoughts went to her appearance. She hadn't dressed to be in a public and was wearing a simple outfit of everyday jeans, a pullover sleeveless top, and casual sandals.
"Are you alone?" he asked, and when he saw her nervous reaction, he added, "Let me get you a drink."
"Lee...I was...you know...I was just leaving," she responded.
"Come on...just one drink," he replied in a soothing voice, and the young wife felt her head slowly nod.
"Thanks, I just had to get out of the lousy hotel room," she said when he returned, feeling the need to explain her presence.
"Yeah, I get it...nothing like being cooped up by yourself," he answered in his deep voice.
At the next song break, Lee took the cup from her hand and led her out to dance. Like the last time, he pulled their bodies close together, and she could feel his bulge pressed into her tummy. Recalling how she had reacted, she thought about saying something but decided to let it go. They were out for several songs and then returned to their drinks, but were back a few minutes later. Besides the light sheen of perspiration their efforts had created, the alcohol and closeness of their bodies had resulted in a warm sensation in Stacy's body.



"I want you to stay," the local man said to her as he stared deeply into her eyes.
"Lee...I...I'm not going home with you," she replied, guessing his eventual goal.
"Okay, but you can stay here and dance," he said without breaking eye contact.
Once more, the slow movement of her head provided her non-verbal acceptance. Soon, more wine was in front of her and they would alternate between chatting and dancing. It wasn't long before the man's hand found her ass, although, unlike the previous time, he now was more open with the touching. When she had almost finished her third cup of wine, she decided it was time to leave.
"Lee, thank you, but I really need to go now," she said in a soft voice.
A disappointed look instantly hit his face, and after a deep sigh, he said, "I'll walk you out."
Stacy wasn't certain it was a good idea, but he had been mostly good and she felt a certain obligation, so she accepted his words. They walked together through the row of cars until they reached her rental, and as soon as she turned to say goodbye, he pulled her into a deep kiss.
"No, Lee..." she gasped when she was finally able to pull away.
She could see the hungry look on his face and suddenly she was being pulled back. His mouth once again found hers and even though she tried to resist, he was too strong and was able to maintain a connection. When his hand found her ass and practically lifted her body into his, she realized that the dampness between her legs that she had felt all night had suddenly become a faucet. It was strange and confusing to her, making her mind spin, but when she returned to the moment she realized she was now accepting the kiss.
"Mmmm...your lips are so soft and taste so good," he whispered seductively when they stopped.
"Lee...I need..." she started but he connected once more.
For just an instant, Stacy tried to fight it, but it just felt too good and she began to eagerly return the kiss. Lee took her arms and looped them over his neck and she started to stroke the back of his head. Anyone walking by would easily conclude that they were watching two lovers on their way to more.
"Come home with me," the man said, still holding her tightly.
"No...I...I can't" she whispered in a voice lacking conviction.
"Nothing has to happen...just come by for a drink. We can visit a little more," he replied while gently stroking her cheek.
Deep inside, Stacy knew there was no way it would end innocently, but the fire was lit and she answered, "You promise?"
"Of course," he said with a smile.
Lee tried to get her to go with him in his pickup, explaining he would return her to her car later, but Stacy was adamant about following, and he finally relented. He suspected she might get cold feet if left to her own, and in fact, several times along the way she was very close to turning around. It was less than ten minutes later that they pulled up to a simple cinder block house on a quiet, working-class street. The house was austere and although it lacked any landscaping, it appeared neat. There was a carport to one side, and beneath it, a motorcycle was parked. Lee pulled into the driveway, jumped out and directed Stacy into the space next to him.
When they stepped inside, he tried to pull her to him as soon as the door was closed, but Stacy declared she needed to visit the bathroom and was able to disengage. Sitting on the toilet, she was stunned to see how much her pussy had leaked. Her juices had wet her panties and she took a wad of toilet paper and cleaned up her mound. When she returned to the small living room, Lee was sitting on a worn sofa and patted the spot next to him to indicate where she should sit. Stacy did move to the couch but took a position further away. Undeterred, Lee slid over and immediately attempted a kiss.
"Lee..." the young wife whined while turning her head.
"Come on sweetheart, one isn't going to hurt," he replied.
When he tried again, she let his lips connect rationalizing it was no worse than the parking lot. The kiss lasted a long time, and along the way, Stacy could feel her body begin to respond. There was a definite tingling in her nipples and a dull ache between her legs. It scared her but was also wickedly delicious, so she allowed it to continue, thinking she could stop at any time. Lee slowly turned her until she felt the back of her head contact the sofa. She was now in a very submissive position, and when the kiss ended, the man's lips began to tickle her sensitive neck.
"Mmmmmm..." came an unwanted moan.
"You're a great kisser," he told her.
Stacy loved to kiss, so his words were happily accepted, and when his lips found hers again, he was delighted to feel her engaging. They stayed connected a long time and with each passing minute, the young wife became more passionate.
"Put your arms up, baby," he suddenly whispered to her.
"Lee? You said..." she whimpered before he cut her off.
"I won't hurt you," he said in a slow voice.
"You promise?" she whimpered.
"Yes," he replied.
There was only a moment's hesitation before the young wife raised her arms. Instantly, Lee took her top and lifted it until it was over her head and off. Her full breasts looked enticing encased in the sheer bra, and after kissing the top of each mound, he reached behind her and unclasped the garment. As soon as it was removed, his mouth found one of her small nipples and as he began to suck, her body had an erotic explosion. Suddenly, gone were her demure sounds which were now replaced by open groans and mews. When Lee reached for the button of her jeans, it was her hands that undid them and she lifted her ass as he pulled them down her lovely legs. Her thong came with them and now she lay before him completely naked.
Lee stood before her staring down at her naked body with her jeans in his hand. Stacy couldn't keep her body from slowly writhing in anticipation which brought a smile to his face. He dropped her pants at his feet and started to work on the buttons on his shirt and when it was free, he threw it aside and kicked off his boots. The young wife's eyes were shamelessly focused on his crotch as he worked his jeans down and when his cock sprang free, she could see that he was not only a bit longer but also much thicker than her husband. In addition, his shaft seemed much harder than Barton's, standing up like a piece of chiseled granite. Lee's body was lean, with little body fat, and unlike her husband who was mostly hairless, he had a thick matting on his chest. She thought she was mere seconds from being penetrated, and for a moment the guilt re-appeared, but rather than move between her legs, Lee exited the room.
He wasn't gone long and when he was back, she could see he held something in his hand. He dropped a small package on a coffee table that she could see was a condom, and then began to open another that was in his hand. Another pang of guilt hit the young wife as she realized she had become so aroused that she had completely forgotten about birth control. She had stopped taking the pill with Barton's incarceration, so she was pleased to see he was thinking for both of them. He began to roll the device down his rigid shaft and when it was sheathed, once more she felt an exciting wave wash through her as she prepared for the special moment. However, like before, she was left to wait as Lee dropped to his knees, positioned her on the sofa, and then lowered his face between her legs.
"Ohhhhh...ohhhh...mmmm...nnnnn..." she whined from the wonderful feeling of his exploring tongue.
Quickly, a wet sound filled the small room in time with the lapping movement of his tongue. Stacy loved when a man went down on her, and several of her lovers had been quite accomplished. Unfortunately, her husband wasn't enthusiastic when it came to giving oral sex, so it had been many years since she had truly enjoyed it. Lee worked her over expertly and several times brought her close, but each time the building sensations would disappear like vapor. Intuitively, she knew it was guilt that was holding her back and began to resign herself to the reality that she would struggle to climax.
"Baby, you taste great," he said, lifting his head and smiling at her.
Lee had made her highly aroused and she didn't want him to stop. Fortunately, she didn't have to wait long because he quickly returned to her trimmed pussy and now the tip of his tongue was magically teasing her clit. Around and around it went with the occasional soft flick, and it put Stacy on a trajectory that she was hopeful would overcome her anxiety. In fact, it didn't take long, and suddenly the young wife found her entire being swept upward to a euphoric level.
"Ohhhh...ohhhh...ohhhh...ohhhh..." she wailed when the climax arrived.
She had gone so long without sexual intimacy that she reveled in the humming feelings coursing through her body hoping they would end. Strangely, just as she was coming down, a second crescendo started and she was once more taken to a special place. A strange out of body feeling came over her and suddenly she was looking down at the couch from the ceiling with her new lover's head between her thighs as she caressed her breasts.
As the second wave began to ebb, Stacy pulled on Lee's shoulders in an attempt to get him to penetrate her, but his mouth stayed locked on her slit.
"Please...please no more..." she finally begged as the feeling became too much.
"You ready for it?" he asked.
Her answer was to nod her head vigorously and the man lifted his body over her and drove his condom covered cock completely inside her soaked pussy on the first thrust.
"Ohhhh...oh God...uhhhhhhh..." Stacy cried out.
The feeling was so intense that it felt to her like she had experienced a mini-orgasm, but she couldn't dwell on it because Lee began a forceful movement. It brought more sounds from the young wife who had abandoned all her previous reluctances.
Even with the condom, the feeling of her snug pussy was magical. Lee had suspected she would be a good fuck as there was something in her eyes. Now, hearing her whines and feeling her hands on his shoulders, he knew he had been right and suspected a great deal of it was the long abstinence she had dealt with since her husband got sent up. He hoped that if he could make the sex truly memorable, she would return for more. It would be damn good to have her as a regular lover, along with the others he tapped, and see what else there might be to discover.
To Stacy, Lee's cock felt incredible. It had been so long and she was so needy that she reveled in the feeling of every inch on each thrust. Several times, the beginnings of guilt tried to creep into her psyche, but she drove them away having decided to give herself permission and make the night about her needs.
"Feel good, baby?" he asked.
"Uhhh...uh huh..." she grunted.
"Just go with it...feel it," he told her.
Only one of Stacy's past lovers had been talkative during sex, and at the time, she had been so young that it had been intimidating. Plus, her husband was always completely silent so the exchange with Lee was something of a new experience.
"Okay...ohhhh..." she whined.
"You need it...I can tell..." he declared and before she could respond, he pushed his lips hard against hers.
"Mmmm...uhhhh...uhhhh..." she gasped when they finally broke.
His kiss had been powerful and coupled with the incessant pounding she was receiving, her whole body felt like it was on fire.
"Feel good?" he asked in between his own grunts.
"Yes..." she whimpered and nodded her head, and then added, "Feels so good...don't stop."
"I ain't going to stop," he declared.
Stacy was being consumed by the sex and it wasn't long before she felt the fluttering deep within her tummy that she knew meant she would soon climax again. Lee sensed it too, and when she became quiet and her legs started to rise, he knew it wouldn't be long.
"Ohhhh...of yes...oh yes...uggghhhh...mmmugghhh..." she groaned.
Feeling her body spasm beneath him pushed him over and after a series of hard thrusts, Lee threw his head back, roared loudly, and released into the condom. When his balls were drained, he started a very slow rolling motion into the young wife and then kissed her passionately once more.
"I'll never forget that," he whispered to her which made her feel both guilty and proud at the same time.
"Why?" the young wife asked, unable to pass up an opportunity to be stroked.
"Your body is special...it was special," he said softly, surprising her with his delicacy.
They fucked again before she returned to the motel, and along the way, she realized it had been the rawest sex she had ever experienced. Her other relationships had all been about caring lovemaking, but not with Lee, he knew what he wanted and somehow what she needed, and went about achieving both in a physical way. Not that he had been rude or inconsiderate. However, when they were connected and he was pounding into her dripping pussy, she knew she was experiencing something completely different.
The next day, on her way home, she was filled with guilt, relentlessly chastising herself for her weakness. She felt shame for committing adultery and her husband's situation made it even worse. By the time she landed in Georgia, her nerves were raw, and she had only been back a few hours when she had a run-in with her mother-in-law. It was a little thing really, but she felt trapped. She felt like a victim to a set of circumstances that had been thrust upon her, making her recall the question her father had raised about continuing in her marriage. It wasn't long before she was rationalizing her encounter with Lee as a necessary act to maintain her sanity.
The texts from the Texas man began in the middle of the week. At first, she ignored them, but when he sent a particularly sweet message inquiring about her state of mind, she answered. It wasn't long before they were exchanging messages daily and slowly the young wife became more open. She explained her unhappiness about living with her in-laws and the fact that she felt her life was stuck. Lee played her like a fiddle, commiserating about her predicament while encouraging her view of being a victim.
On her next visit to the prison, Stacy took the baby, and although she said it was for the sake of her husband, she knew at least a little was for the protective barrier she provided. Even so, as she sat in the motel room after seeing Barton, her thoughts continued to land on the local man. So close, but so wrong, she reminded herself even as she felt the wetness between her legs.
When Lee found out she had been in town without contacting him, he went quiet for several days and surprisingly it made Stacy feel sad. She had grown to enjoy their communication and was worried that he had decided to stop. Thus, she felt a small flutter in her tummy when her phone signaled an incoming text and looking at it, she saw it was from him. It had been eleven days since the last exchange, but they quickly started anew as if nothing ever happened. Several weeks later, when she informed him about the timing of her forthcoming visit, she was confused when he made no effort to initiate a meeting. It was something she had so expected that she had already prepared excuses to turn him down, and now his seeming disinterest, for some strange reason, actually made her feel a pang of disappointment.
"Should we meet for a drink?" she pecked on the small keyboard as she sat at the airport departure gate.
In the intervening days since informing Lee of her plans, she had rationalized that he was acting the gentleman. It was nice to think of him that way but now the thoughts of seeing him gnawed at her.
"Love to," he replied just before she boarded.
Lee wasn't the smartest guy in the world, but he had accurately guessed the right way to play Stacy. Like a fish on a thin line, he sensed that he needed to be delicate. Plus, if it worked out the way he hoped, he thought he could set the hook deep.
Stacy met with Barton and this time, he wanted to engage in sexual talk. She had prepared a made-up story to make him happy, but as she was telling it, she couldn't help but think about her encounter with Lee which made her very uncomfortable. Her husband picked up on it and laughed thinking it was just her normal demure ways, which made her feel even worse. So, by the time the visit was over, she was an emotional wreck.
Stacy went to the hotel and rested for several hours while continuing to think about the situation. Numerous times, she picked up her phone intending to cancel the date, but on each occasion, she dropped it back on the bed in confusion. The closer the time came for her meeting with Lee the antsier she became, and even as she prepared she fully expected she would eventually cancel. Thus, when the time came for her to leave, and she realized how much work she had put into getting ready, there was a moment of surprise.
"Last chance," she spoke into the mirror.
Lee was waiting for her when she arrived and he was pleased by what he saw. She looked damn good, but not overly sexy, and was dressed in jeans, sandals and a simple blouse. There was a freshness about her that he knew, without looking around, garnered attention as soon as she stepped into the room. He gave her a tight hug and over the next hour, they shared several drinks and a few dances. However, when he looked down at her with a questioning smile and she returned it with a needy look, they were quickly out the door. Twenty minutes later, the small house was filled with the sounds of Stacy's passionate wails as he took her aggressively.
"I needed that," Lee announced, still fighting for breath when they finished.
"Me too..." Stacy whispered as her hands slowly moved over her lover's back.
The sex had been great but the young wife had not been able to get over the last ridge of the mountain to achieve a complete release. She knew it was there as he had taken her to the special place the last time, so she hoped he would recover quickly and start again.
"Baby, you're ready for more," he chuckled when he felt her hips move.
"Maybe..." she answered with a touch of embarrassment.
She prepared for him to start moving in her again, but he pulled his cock from her sodden opening and started to remove the semen filled condom. He was reaching towards the nightstand for another when a wicked impulse hit the young wife. In a quick move, her mouth went to his shaft and followed him as he flopped onto his back with a heavy groan.
"Yeah, baby...that's good..." he encouraged, and then added, "Damn, you're good!"
Stacy had always been more about giving oral sex as a duty rather than deep enjoyment, but something about the man had her wanting to please him this way. She licked the entire shaft like a lollipop tasting the remnants of his ejaculate before sucking several inches into her mouth. Lee's cock had been partially erect when she started but in less than a minute, she had him fully hard. Still, she continued, receiving his words of support as her head bobbed, until suddenly, she stopped and lifted her body over his.
"Uggghhhh...ohhhh..." she moaned as she descended, and then when she was completely impaled, she said, "It's so deep."
"Deep and good," he replied as his hands found her hips.
A tingling sensation began that pulsed between her pussy and breasts that was only broken when she realized she was unprotected, "We...we need a condom..."
"Don't worry...ain't nothing left in me," he responded.
Stacy stared down at the man for several seconds and then she began to roll her hips again. Soon, the only thoughts in her head were the amazing sensations coursing through her body. Her lover let her ride him for a bit but knowing what she really needed, he flipped her onto her back, thrust into her and started a torrid pace.



"Ohhh...oh yes...yes...oh please..." Stacy began to call out.
She was already very close and knew she wouldn't last long and suddenly it hit. It was like an explosion went off in her brain as lights flashed and waves of pulsing energy swept through her. Then, she was floating and all thoughts of in-laws and prison were gone as she was consumed by a spectacular orgasm.
When her senses finally returned, she had one arm around her lover's neck and the other on his ass as he rutted against her body. The wet slurping sound of the pistoning shaft plunging into her soaked pussy brought a renewed wave of passion and she allowed her legs to move even wider.
"Damn, you're hot..." he whispered to her.
"For you...all for you..." she answered, wanting to give herself over to the man.
Stacy was so into the sex that the meaning of the man's ragged breathing was lost on her. It was only when he suddenly wrenched free from her arms that she understood what was about to take place. The first blast struck her right about the pussy as he barely made it out while the second and third landed between her breasts. After that, there was a slow ooze that dripped from his opening and fell into her belly button.
"Shit, I thought I was empty," he forced out as he held himself over her on outstretched arms, and before she could reply, he added, "You just feel too damn good."
To the young wife, living through months of negativity, it sounded like a wonderful compliment, and she looked up at the man with a smile. Lee collapsed to her side, pulled her against him and almost immediately began to rub his cum into her full breasts. When it was absorbed, he let his hand drift down and began to run his fingers delicately along the sides of her sex and during the cuddling, several times he stopped and kissed her gently.
"Why do you keep this?" Lee asked as his fingers teased her tightly clipped pubic hair.
"What's wrong with it?" Stacy asked defensively.
"I like'em smooth," he replied.
She had stopped shaving when her husband went to prison as she didn't see the reason to keep it up. Now, she just made sure she was neat.
"How many is that?" the young wife probed, acting possessive.
"Hah! Not going there!" he declared.
"Why not?" she asked, trying to sound playful, and after a pause continued, "Anyway, I use to shave but I stopped."
Rather than respond, Lee got up from the bed and went to the bathroom returning quickly with a razor, shaving crème and towel. He tapped on her knee to get her to open some more and when she complied, he started to lather her mound.
"It'll look good," he told her.
"Be careful," she whimpered.
It didn't take long for him to make her smooth and she even endured the embarrassment of the inspection of her anus for any rogue hairs. After a final wipe with the towel, he planted several kisses around her opening which made her squirm. She enjoyed the attention and let him continue until she felt her pussy begin to seep.
"Here, put this on," she whimpered as she reached for a condom.
Lee cooked breakfast for her the next morning and they sipped coffee until it was time for Stacy to leave. Stopping at the motel just long enough to shower, change and checkout, she made her flight with little time to spare. On the airplane, the guilt started to rise, but she managed to fight it back and by the time she reached Atlanta, she was happily recalling the encounter.
Two weeks later, during one of their back and forth text exchanges, Lee suggested she change her visits to arrive Friday and that she should stay at his place. At first, she was worried about the cost, but the flights were the same and the extra car rental fees were easily offset by eliminating the hotel. Still, it meant she wouldn't have a place to retreat to if things went bad, so she demurred for several days before agreeing to try the arrangement.
The following visit went so well that all her fears were eliminated and for the next few months, the situation was repeated multiple times. Stacy would inform Lee of her desired dates a couple of weeks in advance and stay with him over the weekend. Fortunately, the flight schedule was in her favor and she was able to make a six o'clock flight which allowed her to get to his house by nine. Only once, was there a conflict that required her to rearranged her schedule. Their relationship had advanced to the point that they were in daily contact through text messages along with the occasional phone call and the interactions were now very open and often quite racy. Stacy had even been coerced into sending some inappropriate photos when he demanded that she prove she was shaving, and strangely, it made her very excited. Further, the time with her lover also had a positive impact on her dealings with her in-laws. Now, with a known reprieve on the horizon, she was able to tolerate them more easily. During her time staying at his house, they had been so focused on sex that they rarely ventured out. So, on the next visit, Stacy was a bit surprised when he asked her if she wanted to go out.
"I didn't bring anything...I mean...I didn't think we were going out," she said when she learned he wanted to go to the club.
"I got you something," Lee answered with a smile.
"What?" she asked, feeling both curious and nervous.
Without answering, he disappeared down the hall then emerged with a shopping bag. Stacy didn't recognize the name of the store and wasn't sure what to expect, but she took it and pulled out a small dress. The ruffles and paisley print let her know it wasn't her style and she turned it several times in her hand wondering what to do.
"I really liked it," her lover said, and then suggested, "Try it on."
She knew he had made a sincere effort and he had essentially given her a gift, so she nodded and made for the bedroom. A few minutes later, she was back and as she approached, she saw the man break out in a wide smile.
"It looks good," he declared.
"Lee, I don't know. It's too short on the bottom and too low on the top. I think it's made for a teenager," she whined.
"No...no, it looks really good," he answered, and when he saw her look down at it, he added, "Besides, you look young."
"I guess...if you like it," she replied, giving in to his wishes.
"I do and my sister left some boots in the closet. See if they fit and how you look," he suggested.
The mention of family struck a chord in Stacy as she realized how little she knew about the man. So far, their world had revolved around sex and she made a mental note to ask him about it later. Like most women, to her, an intimate connection needed to exist past the bedroom.
Fortunately, the boots not only fit physically but also matched the dress quite well. Since it was getting late, the couple immediately went about getting ready and they left the house just after ten, hoping to grab a snack before the club. It was almost eleven when they arrived, and Stacy was already feeling a buzz from the margarita she had on the way. Without stopping for drinks, they went straight to the dancefloor and stayed out for three songs before stopping to rest. Stacy was happy to see that her attire didn't stand out in the club. If anything, it was the norm and she wondered why she hadn't noticed it during her previous visits. Lee soon turned to her with a cup of wine and they chatted for several minutes before going out again. This time, when the returned, they were met by some familiar faces.
"Hey, girl!" Natalie called out loudly as they approached.
Dale stood grinning next to her as Stacy tried to recall the timing of their last meeting. She realized it had been months prior when she had turned down an invite to go with them to the man's trailer. However, given the friendship between the men, she thought it likely that he was well aware of their relationship which meant Natalie was as well. The idea made her blush and she was quiet for a moment before she forced herself to respond.
"Hi, Natalie," she said with the most enthusiasm she could muster.
"You look better than ever," Dale interjected.
"Come with me to the bathroom," Natalie said and took her by the arm.
The woman's pull was strong and Stacy stumbled after her. She knew what was going to occur once they were in the semi-privacy of the lady's room and as expected, the questions started as soon as they arrived.
"Tell me about it...everything!" Natalie demanded.
"What?" Stacy answered trying to be demure.
"How long you been seeing him? Is he good?" she pressed.
"Come on Natalie. I don't want to talk about it," she answered.
"He must be doing something right...he's got you all dolled up," the woman giggled, and after a short breath added, "I knew y'all belonged together. You could just see it, so I wasn't surprised when Dale told me."
"Natalie, you know...I'm not really proud of it..." Stacy started.
"Look, girl...look...we girls have to do what we need to do. We didn't make our men get stupid and go to jail! That's all on them!" she declared a bit too loudly.
Eyes were turning their way so Stacy did her best to calm the woman down. She could tell Natalie had been drinking and it finally took agreeing to meet her the following day to chat to get her to end the conversation. They returned to their men and for the next couple of hours, they drank, danced and visited. On the drive back to the house, Stacy thought about the questions she wanted to ask him about his life and family. However, as soon as they were through the door, they embraced, and once his hand snaked into her thong and found her wet opening, all other thoughts evaporated.
"You're his woman," Natalie said with a laugh.
They were sitting at the bar of a chain restaurant where they met after visiting hours ended. For the past twenty minutes, Stacy had been trying to explain her relationship with Lee but Natalie had grown weary of her rationalizations and made the simple declaration.
"I...I'm not sure I would put it that way..." she stammered.
"Oh yeah? What's the first thing you do when you get to town?" she asked.
Stacy knew what she was referring to. The truth was that she looked forward to getting to his house, getting naked and feeling Lee's cock burrow inside. However, she didn't want to admit it, so she tried to deflect.
"It's more complicated than that," she replied.
"More complicated than cumming hard?" she asked, and after pausing for effect, she continued, "That's what I look forward to. A big O so I can forget all the other bullshit...the money...the hassles..."
Stacy realized her words were on target and a small smile came to her face as she replied, "It doesn't hurt."
"Shit, I knew it! How is he? I heard he's big. Dale is okay, but he ain't that big," she responded eagerly.
"He's big enough," Stacy admitted and they launched into a giggling frenzy.
"Stacy...honey...let's be friends. I know I came on strong when we met...but you know...things are different now," Natalie said with a vulnerable look.
"Okay...I think...I'd like that," she answered wanting to make the woman happy.
"Good!" she responded enthusiastically as a huge smile appeared on her face.
After that, the conversation ebbed and the women toyed with their drinks, each lost in their own thoughts. It was Stacy that finally broke the silence.
"Do you think...sometimes I guess...that there should be more...something more...something to show..." she stumbled.
"I know what you mean I think," Natalie answered, and then continued, "I got something...like a wedding ring."
"What?" Stacy asked.
"Come with me," her new friend said and took her hand.
Together they went to the bathroom and entered a stall. Then, with no fanfare, Natalie unbuttoned her top and pulled her bra aside revealing a pierced nipple. However, rather than a straight bar, she had a small-gauge hoop that did indeed look very much like a wedding ring.
"That's for Dale?" Stacy asked, sensing the meaning.
"Yeah, my husband gave me the one on my finger and Dale put the one in my nipple," she stated and then began giggling.
Stacy's question had been meant to be more philosophical, but she understood the motivation behind the woman's actions. Together, they returned to the table and continued drinking with the conversation moving to other things. It was only when they were about to leave that Natalie returned to the adulterous liaisons.
"You should get one for Lee. He likes mine," Natalie said with an oddly serious expression.
"He's seen yours?" she asked, and when the woman nodded, she continued, "Why?"
"You should ask him," she replied as a smile spread over her face.
Stacy found Lee on the couch watching TV wearing jeans with his shirt unbuttoned. He didn't probe about her prison visit as she settled next to him, and it wasn't long until her hand landed on his chest. She ran her fingers through the matting of hair and then, perhaps inspired by her meeting with Natalie, her hand drifted to his nipples and began to tease them.
"What are you after?" the man laughed.
"I'm horny..." she admitted, shamelessly.
"Good," he responded and started to reach for her.
"No, be still..." she demanded, deciding she wanted to be in charge.
Her hands immediately moved to his jeans and after fumbling with his belt and the button, she helped him pull them down his long legs. She was pleased to see he wasn't wearing underwear and quickly jumped between his legs with one hand finding his balls while the other gripped his heavy cock. Stacy's head descended, her lips wrapped around his shaft, and soon her efforts were creating an erotic slurping sound.
Lee realized how lucky he was to have landed the woman. When they first met, he thought the likelihood of his success was quite low, but instinctively knew she would be worth the effort. Pretty, in great shape, intelligent and so far, drama-free, it seemed to him that every encounter was like opening a new present. She had already come a long way sexually and he had high hopes that the trajectory would continue.
"You're on fire," the man grunted.
"Yeah..." she answered and then returned her lips to his cock, but after just a few seconds, she pulled away and said, "I need you inside me."
She kicked off her shoes, started working on her pants, and with Lee's help they were quickly off. Next, she wormed out of her thong and then straddled his waist with her top still on.
"Grab a condom," he said.
"Later," she replied, too consumed with lust to slow down.
Stacy took him in her hand, brought the head to her opening, and after working it back and forth several times, slowly descended. When she was fully penetrated, she merely sat still and enjoyed the incredible sensations buzzing through her body. Lee took her head into his hands and connected with her in a deep, passionate kiss that went on for minutes. He could hear the young wife moaning into his mouth and it had the effect of making his cock even harder. By the time they broke, he was as excited as she was and decided it was time to put her on her back and fuck her hard.
"You ready?" he asked, expecting her full acceptance.
"Lee?" she asked, putting her hands on his shoulders as she stared at him with a serious expression.
"Yeah, baby?" he asked wondering where she was going.
"Will you put a ring in me like Natalie's?" she asked in a tiny voice.
Lee was silent for several seconds, and then announced, "I will later after I get through fucking you."
His words caused a little squeal to come from the young wife and she allowed the man to put her onto her back and then drive his cock back inside. He took her hard and in her submissive state, each thrust felt like a mini-climax. Somehow, in the midst of it, he wrenched her top and bra free and was treated to the enticing sight of her breasts dancing in circles in time with his penetrations.
Stacy had a full orgasm complete with thrashing hair, digging fingernails, and a litany of moans, squeals, and whimpers. As she was coming down, Lee brought his mouth to a nipple and bit it with enough force to make her gasp and cause her body to shudder.
"You ready for it?" he asked, referring to the piercing.
"Yes...oh yes...go...let go..." she responded and he realized she had misunderstood and was instead giving him permission to cum in her unprotected pussy.
Suddenly, even for an experienced man like Lee, it was all too much and in a series of deep grunts he emptied into the young wife as she continued to whimper beneath him. When his release finally ended, it felt like his balls had been turned inside out and with a final deep lunge, he collapsed onto Stacy's sweaty body. Later, they stumbled to bed and slept for several hours before waking and starting again.
"Which one?" Stacy asked as they stood together in the shower with his soapy hands washing her breasts.
"This one," he said lifting her left breast in his hand.
It was the same one as Natalie's which made the young wife wonder if there was some significance in the placement.
"Did you see hers? Natalie's?" she asked, recalling the girl's words.
"Yeah! I was there when she got it," he announced.
"Why...?" she asked, but before he could answer, she added, "I...I think I'll need a drink first."
The concept of a piercing had been much more exciting when her blood was boiling with lust, but now, she was very nervous. Not only was she worried about the pain, but a piercing wasn't something she felt belonged in the nipple of a "good girl". Also, she was worried about the load of Lee's semen that she carried inside her body. Then, like a light switch had been thrown, she realized that she could no longer claim to be good. The realization was troubling, but what made it even worse was the fact that she had done so eagerly.
"Understand," the man laughed, missing the distressed expression on his lover's face, and then continued with, "Don't worry too much. It'll be over fast."
A few minutes later they pulled into a local Mexican restaurant and found seats at the bar. The young wife ordered a frozen margarita, and Lee asked for two tequila shots in addition to his beer. They had just ordered a second round when Dale and Natalie walked in. Stacy hadn't expected to see them and gave Lee a questioning look but he just smiled in return.
"Getting ready for the big event?" Natalie laughed and took the stool next to her.
"It ain't a big deal," Dale chuckled, informing her that everyone was aware of the plan.
More drinks were ordered and for the next two hours, they consumed lots of alcohol. Natalie had such a bubbly personality that she kept everyone entertained and helped calm Stacy. By the time it came to leave, it had been decided that everyone would go to the parlor to lend moral support.
"I...I...shit, I can't believe I'm doing this!" she declared although the alcohol made a smile appear on her face.
"I'm glad you are," Lee replied and the look on his face told her he was very pleased.
It was a short drive and they were soon piling through the door of the small business. Behind a small counter, a thin, fortyish man was standing with a shaved head and a 2-inch goatee sprouting from his chin. He was wearing faded jeans, a button shirt with the sleeves cut off, and he had both ears pierced. Also, his bare arms sported numerous tattoos that showed he practiced what he preached.
"What you need?" he asked with an air of indifference.
"My girlfriend here is looking to get her nipple pierced," Lee stated.
Hearing him use the descriptor to define their relationship caught Stacy off-guard and she shot him a sideways glance. When her eyes returned to the man behind the counter, he was giving her a hard stare.
"You ready?" he asked, and before she could answer, he started towards the back while saying, "Let's go."



Stacy glanced at the others but when Lee took her elbow, she let him direct her to follow. They entered a small room with a low table much like a doctor's office and watched as the man started to wash his hands. He followed this by pulling some latex gloves from a box and quickly pulled them on.
"Just take your top off and get on your back," the man said nodding towards the table.
Stacy was braless and wearing a sleeveless blouse in anticipation of the requirement and was working on the top button with nervous fingers when she realized that the other couple had followed them.
"Lee..." she started but was interrupted by Natalie's booming voice.
"Come on girl, we're here to help!" she called out as she stepped closer, and then added, "Besides, your man was staring at my tits when I got it done!"
Natalie's hands went to the lower buttons and with an accepting sigh, the young wife returned her attention to the ones on top. Quickly, they were freed and before she knew it, her friend was pulling the blouse off her shoulders. Her hands flew to her breasts in a show of modesty, uncomfortable about being partially naked in front of three virtual strangers.
"Get on the table," the man instructed her again.
With Natalie close, she sat on the edge and then as delicately as possible turned onto her back. The piercer had placed some things on a small tray and now moved it close to the table.
"I got this ring. I'd like to use it," Lee announced.
Stacy looked towards him as he held out a small package wondering when he had managed to get the jewelry. Also, she realized the symbolism in it, and she had to fight back a sudden wave of emotion.
The man looked up and replied, "I'd suggest you wait until she heals. A simple bar usually makes things go faster."
The disappointment on Lee's face was obvious, but he nodded his head and said, "Okay."
"Got to move those," the piercer said, nodding towards her hands when he turned back to the table.
Stacy knew she had no choice and with a deep breath, she let her hands fall revealing her lovely breasts to everyone in the room. After that, things proceeded quickly. She let out a little squeal when he took her nipple into the forceps and a much bigger one when the needle penetrated her tender flesh. Then, it was over and Natalie was stroking her arm as she whined.
"Nice," Dale offered, staring directly at her chest.
"Keep it clean now," the piercer said and handed Lee an instruction sheet as he left the room.
A few seconds later, after making eye contact with Stacy and smiling broadly, Lee left too with Dale right behind. Natalie helped her new friend rise and get dressed and by the time they joined the men everything had been settled.
"More drinks?" Natalie asked when they were outside.
"I...I'm feeling a bit queasy," Stacy replied.
In truth, what she was really feeling was intense horniness and she wanted to get back to Lee's house to feel his cock. Fortunately, the other couple accepted her message and they were soon headed home.
"You really sick?" Lee chuckled when she leaned over the console and snaked her hand into his shirt.
"Hush..." she answered which made him laugh loudly.
The two were barely through the door when their hands began working on their clothes. They landed on the sofa, completely naked, with the man's unsheathed cock buried deep in the young wife as she straddled his waist. In between kisses, his eyes kept going to her nipple.
"I love it," he said.
"Do you? It hurts," she replied with a faux pout.
"You belong to me now," he told her.
Stacy contemplated his message as it made her both excited and concerned, and after several seconds she replied, "Not until I get my ring."
"Yeah...it won't be long..." he responded with a huge grin.
"Now, make up for the pain," she demanded and started to roll her hips.
They fucked for hours. Unfortunately, the lingering pain that Stacy was feeling in her breast acted like a block that kept her from being able to climax. Multiple times, she would get tantalizing close only for the magical feeling to disappear. All through it, Lee stayed with her, holding back his own release. Finally, the moment came when she passed the threshold and suddenly, like being caught in a monstrous wave, she was put into a disoriented state with her loud cries of passion seemingly coming from a distant place. As she lay beneath her lover in a catatonic state, she felt his fat cock pulse as he filled her for the second time.
Fortunately, Stacy's period arrived on schedule which relieved her greatly. She had just completed several household tasks for her mother-in-law when the older woman caught her attention.
"The new warden has loosened the rules some. There's more visiting time now for the good prisoners. You want to meet us there with the baby and we can all visit at one time?" Stacy's mother-in-law asked.
The woman's information was correct and just a few months ago, she would have agreed it made great sense. However, her relationship with Lee now filled a special place in her life and she looked at anything that impacted it as an undue intrusion. She knew if the joint visit took place, she would likely have no time to see the man. In fact, her selfishness had reached the point that she was now rationalizing why not to bring her daughter on visits.
"That sounds really complicated," she responded.
"Why? I don't see why it's complicated," the older woman replied as her husband walked up.
"Let me think about it," Stacy said and retreated to her room.
In the end, the young wife couldn't generate a powerful enough defense against their plan and had to participate in the joint visit. The fact that her husband was thrilled and more animated than she had seen him in many months brought pangs of guilt, but they couldn't completely eliminate her desire to make the short drive to see Lee. Despite wracking her mind for a way to make it happen, it didn't, which meant that she was going to have to go two months without seeing him. Of course, they talked or texted almost every day and both were excited about replacing the bar in her nipple with Lee's ring. Still, the distance and time created lots of opportunities to reflect and Stacy couldn't help but challenge her actions. At times, she was able to easily dismiss any negative thoughts, but on other occasions they lingered, gnawing at her psyche. Always, she took comfort in her view that no one was being hurt and she could easily disengage.
Finally, the time arrived for her next visit to the prison which was going to be solo. However, as her excitement was reaching a peak, she had to deal with another obstacle when Lee told her he had to work on the scheduled weekend and asked her to postpone her trip. Even though she felt a bit put out, she did as he asked. Now, a week later, and on her way, she couldn't keep from thinking about their upcoming time together.
Stacy had thought through multiple things she wanted to say when she saw the man, but when he opened the door shirtless, sporting his disarming smile, she folded, "Damn, Lee! All this time and you do this!"
He took her in his arms and they kissed deeply and then went straight to bed. Later, as she recovered from a fulfilling orgasm, he began to toy with her piercing. She watched as his fingers manipulated the metal bar and knew what was coming even before he spoke.
"I think it's time. It looks fully healed," he stated.
"Do you?" she asked trying to be coy.
"Yeah..." he answered.
Lee rose from the bed with his deflated cock still covered by a condom and went to the dresser where he pulled the small box from the top drawer. He had it open when he returned and showed her a small ring with a tiny stone on one side. Unlike her engagement ring, this one had the stone rotated so the back would rest against her breast. With surprising care, he removed the end of the bar, pulled it free and then opened the ring and worked it through her nipple. When he was done, Stacy exhaled deeply as a surge of energy raced through her pussy.
"It looks good," the young wife said to break the silence.
"Yeah...real good..." her lover answered, and then added, "You're all mine now."
Another wave of energy and emotion swept through her body, and when it passed, she looked up at the man and said, "Fuck me."
It was early the next morning when the sleeping couple was suddenly awakened by the sound of pounding on the door of the small house. It took a few moments for them to gather themselves and disentwine their bodies. Lee gave her a shrug as she looked at him with a questioning expression and quickly donned his jeans. Seconds later, Stacy heard voices inside the house and was about to rise to see what was going on when a man appeared in the doorway.
"I need you out here, lady," he said.
"Who are you?" she asked, suddenly very nervous, as she pulled the sheets tighter against her naked body.
"I'm your boyfriend's parole office," he announced and then disappeared.
Stacy was very confused as she donned her clothes that had been discarded on the floor. Afraid to stop in the bathroom to check her appearance, she entered the living room to find Lee in just his jeans sitting on a chair with an angry expression as the man spoke.
"It's okay," Lee said when he saw the concerned look on her face.
"Ma'am, I need to conduct a routine check of the premises as part of the parole process. It shouldn't take long, but I need you to take a seat over there and not move until I'm done," the man explained.
"Uh...okay," she responded and stepped towards the couch, noticing the badge on the man's shirt.
When she was seated, he began, going first to the kitchen. While they couldn't see what he was doing, the sounds emerging let them know that he was opening cabinets and drawers.
"Lee, what's going on?" she whispered.
"Not now...wait till he's gone," her lover replied and she could see he was seething.
The parole officer spent almost thirty minutes in the house and went through every room. Along the way, he made numerous leers at Stacy that she knew were dripping with judgment, and she realized he must have spotted her wedding ring. By the time he finally left, she felt a keen mixture of anger and humiliation.
"Lee, what's going on?" she asked again as soon as the door closed behind the man.
He looked at her without speaking for several seconds and then replied, "Look, I ran into some trouble a while back. Just dealing with the aftermath."
"What kind of trouble?" Stacy probed.
By the look in his eyes, she could tell he was annoyed by her question although she felt she was being exceedingly restrained. After all, she had been practically dragged from the bed without warning.
"Some problems with drugs," he said, and then quickly followed with, "It's over now."
The young wife had many more questions she wanted to ask but decided it was best to let things settle some first so she merely nodded and then retreated towards the bedroom. Less than a minute later, Lee joined her and wrapped his arms around her naked body but said nothing. She could tell his mind was elsewhere and when he left her thirty minutes later, she said nothing.
Things were tense for the rest of the day and when he announced they were going to meet Dale and Natalie at a bar, it came as a relief. Little was said as he prepared a simple meal for them, and after eating, he gave her plenty of time to get ready. Stacy, still confused but wanting to lift his spirits, put on the paisley dress he had selected months ago which brought a smile to his face when she walked into the living room.
"Thanks, beautiful," he said as he pulled her into his arms and kissed her passionately.
Her pussy ended up against his leg and she couldn't help but push against it as their tongues battled. As soon as the kiss ended, he gave her a pinch on the butt and directed her towards the door. Stacy had expected they would head towards the club they usually frequented, so some anticipation built as they headed in a different direction. It wasn't a particularly long drive, but it carried them into a darker part of town to a smaller place with just a smattering of cars. Once inside, Lee took them to a table near the back where they ordered drinks from an overweight waitress. They held a stilted conversation until the other couple appeared twenty minutes later.
The four of them had a lively exchange for a few minutes and then without warning the men started a private conversation in whispered voices with bowed heads. Given what had occurred earlier, it made Stacy nervous and even the normally boisterous Natalie seemed edgy. After a few minutes, she announced she was going to the bathroom and Stacy was happy to accept her offer for some company.
"Natalie...I mean...what's going on?" she asked as soon as they were alone in the restroom.
"What do you mean?" her friend replied although Stacy could tell she was being evasive.
Regardless, she spent the next several minutes describing the visit from the parole officer and how Lee had been acting strange all day. When she finished, she looked at Natalie with hopeful, pleading eyes.
"I shouldn't...I mean it doesn't feel right for me to be the one...to tell you," she started.
"C'mon Natalie. We're friends. You have to tell me," she implored the woman.
"Okay, look...I mean...what I understand is that he...Lee...you know...he had some problems and did some time for it," she answered vaguely.
"He said it was drug problems. Do you mean he was in prison?" she asked.
"Yes, it was drugs...or part of it and he went to prison for...I think like for four years," she confirmed.
"My God!" Stacy replied, looking at the floor as the reality took hold, and after gathering her wits, she asked, "Drugs were part...what was the rest?"
"I think...I'm not completely sure about this, but I think...you know...there was a gun or something which made everything worse," she explained.
The message floored the young wife and she was speechless once more before finally asking, "What kind of drugs?"
"Weed and maybe some other stuff," she replied.
To Stacy, it all seemed quite bizarre as she had never heard Lee mention drugs of any kind let alone seen any around the house. Seconds turned to minutes as she considered the information before finally making eye contact with Natalie.
"I...I just can't process it. It just doesn't connect with him," she said as tears welled in her eyes.
"Look, he's a good guy and he cares about you...you know...a lot... You have to think about that," she replied.
Stacy liked the woman as she was friendly and funny, but she never looked at her as someone to lean on for advice. However, at the moment, she had no one else.
"What do I do?" she asked with pleading eyes.
"Just forget it," she replied, and then a strangely serious look appeared on her face and she added, "Look...you're married girl. When your husband gets out...you can go back. But for now, just...just go with it...enjoy the sex. From what I hear, he's ringing your bell."
"It's...you know...hard for me to think that way," Stacy stammered.
"We're all on in the same boat, honey. I don't have any long-term plans for Dale. I'm just having some fun when I'm in town and he knows that, too. Everybody's getting what they want," she replied, philosophically.
With that, their conversation ended and Natalie helped her freshen up before they returned to the men. Stacy's nervousness made her drink more than normal and by the time they returned to the small house, she was trashed. Lee helped her inside and as soon as the door was closed, he pulled her against him and kissed her hard as his hand moved beneath the short skirt and grasped her firm ass.
"I'm going to fuck you all night, baby. You're all mine," he whispered into her ear as soon as they broke.
Lee had never spoken so provocatively to her and coupled with her new knowledge of his past, the ring he had put in her, and the alcohol she had consumed, a sudden wave of vulnerability swept through her body. Strangely, joining it was excitement and a tingling sensation began firing between her breasts and pussy.
"Mmmm...you promise?" she whimpered.
She was stripped on the spot and then pulled into another long kiss and this time her hand went to his bulge and rubbed it lovingly. When the kiss ended, he guided her towards the bedroom where she squirmed on her back in anticipation as he removed his clothes and put on a condom.
As he hovered over her lovely body, preparing for penetration, he stopped to smile for a moment as he saw his handiwork in expanding the boundaries of the conservative wife. Her pussy was completely smooth and he knew she kept it religiously shaved even when she was in Atlanta. Plus, he understood enough about women to appreciate the symbolic power of the piercing. Dropping his hips, he began to feed her his cock as she whined and when he was halfway inside, she thrust her hips forward to take the rest.
"Uhhhh...uhhhh..." she cried out loudly as he began to move.
When Lee felt her arms and legs wrap around his body, he spoke softly into her ear, "You need it."
Stacy's orgasm came quickly and it was so complete that it excited him and brought on his climax. They remained connected for several minutes, enjoying the lingering aftermath before he fell to her side. The young wife turned so her body was draped over his with her head nestled on his chest and she serenaded him for several minutes with satisfied purrs.
"Tell me more about you," she whispered.
Now that she was physically satiated, she wanted to delve into her lover's life as she realized that she actually knew very little about the man. Oddly, in all their encounters they had never really had this type of discussion. She knew he worked in something called fabrication, although she wasn't really sure what it meant, other than that, she knew almost nothing. The officer's visit had been something of a wake-up call and now she was curious.
"Like what?" he responded.
"I don't know...where you grew up...your parents," she started and after a pause, added, "Have you been married? Do you have any kids?"
"I grew up between here and Dallas in a small town, I've been married once and I have a kid...a son," he answered without hesitation.
"Where is your son? Do you see him?" Stacy responded, quite interested in learning more.
"Here in town. I see him all the time," he replied.
The information had the effect of softening the drug issue in her mind, as she rationalized that a truly bad man wouldn't have a son that he kept up with consistently. However, along with these thoughts, she felt strangely jealous that Lee lived so close to his ex-wife.
"When did you get divorced?" she asked.
"When I went to prison. She didn't want to deal with it," he explained.
"How old is your son?" she pushed.
"He's six. He was born when I was inside," he replied.
"Gosh, that must have been difficult," Stacy said feeling true sympathy.
"It wasn't great," he responded.
"Where are your parents?" she asked.
"They've both passed away," he answered.
"Oh, I'm sorry," Stacy replied, and they were silent for a time before she asked, "Any girlfriends? I mean...after..."
"After prison?" he clarified, and when she nodded, he said, "Just you."
Before she could respond, he connected with her in a deep kiss as his hand moved to her piercing. He started to flick it lightly which made her whimper into his mouth.
"I need more...get another," the young woman gasped when they broke as her hand tugged on the condom.
For the next month, the things she learned on the visit churned in her brain. At first, she couldn't let go of the judgment she felt concerning his criminal activity and prison time. However, as the days ticked by, she slowly moved to a position of acceptance and by the time her next trip arrived, she had decided that he had merely made a youthful mistake. She took comfort in the fact that he had been forthcoming, although she still wanted to probe more.



For this visit, Stacy took the afternoon off from work to take advantage of a special airfare and arrived while Lee was still out. Knowing where the spare key was hidden, she let herself inside, grabbed a soda from the fridge and started straightening up. It was when she went to the trashcan near the backdoor to discard some old newspapers that she saw the thong folded neatly on top of the dryer. Recognizing the garment was not hers, she immediately picked it up to examine, as an intense feeling of betrayal swept through her. They were her size, black and lacy, and intuitively she knew it meant Lee was seeing someone else.
She had calmed by the time she heard the pickup in the driveway, realizing that in truth she had no claim on the man. After all, their time together was limited to one weekend a month and since he was a young and attractive man, she knew he had opportunities. Still, she wanted an explanation so she purposefully placed the garment on the coffee table. Lee grabbed a beer and then entered the living room and when he saw Stacy staring at the table, he spotted the thong.
"They belong to a friend," he said.
"Are you sleeping with this friend?" she fired back.
Lee stared at her without expression for several long seconds before he replied, "Occasionally."
"Well, that's just great...just fucking great. Here I am cheating on my husband and getting cheated on at the same time! Why, Lee? Why am I doing this? Why am I wearing this damn ring?" she spat out, suddenly losing control.
"If you want more why don't you get divorced? You do it because you enjoy it just like I do. We have a great time," he answered with a slightly raised voice, and after taking a breath, he added, "And you have the ring to connect us."
"Connect us? Who else has a ring?" she asked.
"No one," he responded.
"And you know I can't just get divorced. I have a baby to think of," she said.
"I have a child, too..." he reminded her which stopped her in her tracks.
"Not as a mother," she finally replied when she had regained her wits, and before he could speak, she added, "I'm going to rest for a while."
She suddenly felt drained and rose and was headed to the bedroom, but Lee took her arm, pulled her close and began to nuzzle her neck. She stood motionless as he planted soft kisses but when his hand moved towards her breasts, she grabbed him firmly by the wrist.
"Don't baby..." he whispered.
"I...I've got to think about this," she replied and tried to twist free.
"Be still," he commanded and slipped her grip.
However, rather than making another attempt at her chest, he moved her towards the bedroom, and when they arrived, he pulled her with him onto the bed. She settled with her back against his chest and they were still for several minutes before his hand started to wander.
"What's her name?" she asked.
"Stop it, Stacy...there's no need for this," he replied.
She was clearly pouting, although any intellectual analysis would conclude she had no right to expect chastity from the man. Still, she was a female and she just couldn't accept another woman in her nest. Knowing she couldn't stop his caresses, she decided to feign indifference. It worked for a while, but when he unbuttoned her blouse and began to tease her sensitive nipples through the sheer bra, she could feel her body responding.
"Don't..." she whimpered, but she could feel his engorged cock pressing into her ass and knew he wouldn't stop.
Lee pushed her bra over her breasts and massaged them for several minutes before moving to her jeans. Soon, he had them unclasped and started to push them over her hips and down her slender legs. Even without her help, he made quick progress and when they were at her feet, he stood and pulled them off along with her panties. She remained motionless as he disrobed and had to fight back a gasp when his cock sprang free.
"You need a condom," she said when he was about to climb onto her.
With a smile, he found one in the nightstand, and when he was sheathed, he pulled her legs apart and knee walked between them. He began to rub his fat knob over her mound and a wave of embarrassment hit her when she realized she was already quite wet. With a smile, Lee pushed the head of his cock into her which made her legs involuntarily open wider.
"Damn...nice..." he grunted.
"Bastard," Stacy answered.
Lee took her with a steady pace that never wavered as the minutes ticked by. Several times, the young wife thought she was beginning the countdown towards an orgasm but each time the feeling disappeared. Her mind was just experiencing too much turmoil that couldn't be overcome by the physical connection. Lee sensed her state and after giving her time, he finally let himself go, and in a series of deep grunts, he blasted his semen into the condom. With both drenched in sweat, they snuggled together and drifted to sleep.
Stacy and Natalie had coordinated on the visit so she knew she would see the woman that evening. She couldn't wait to pull her aside and interrogate her about Lee's other lover, and she hoped she hadn't been warned. She wanted to catch her off-guard, thinking she would be more likely to get unfiltered information that way. They met at the western club that evening and when they headed together to the bathroom, Stacy thought she had her chance. Unfortunately, it was so crowded it was impossible to have a private conversation, so on the walk back, she pulled the woman into an empty spot at the far end of the bar.
"Natalie, I found some panties at Lee's," she said in a serious tone.
The woman looked at her with a strange expression for a few seconds and then surprised her with her answer, "So what?"
"Well...it just...doesn't seem right," she stammered.
"Why not? I know Dale sees someone else, too. And Lee's pretty hot. You just need to go with it," she replied.
"I don't know...I...I'm not that way..." she answered.
"Look, girl. We had this conversation before. Are you after a fling or something more? You got a husband, so are you going to divorce him? If not, just have some fun," she said.
"Have you met her?" she asked, changing direction.
"I met her once. You're the prettiest one and I know Lee likes you a lot," she replied.
Stacy considered the way she phrased her words and asked, "How many are there?"
Natalie looked distressed by the question and stared at her for several long seconds before answering, "There's two others. One like us with her husband in prison and another that just...likes the sex."
Stacy thought back on the times that Lee had asked her to change her plans because of a conflict and realized it was likely because he had another guest scheduled.
"Shit..." the young wife declared.
"Just have great sex, girl! Hell, if you won't, give me the chance!" she laughed.
Stacy wanted to ask more, but her friend started towards the men and she fell in behind. Her mind was in turmoil but Lee didn't notice her state and took her hand and led her to the dancefloor as soon as she arrived. She put her head on his shoulder to avoid a discussion, happy for the time to gain her composure. Her thoughts returned to the message that Natalie had delivered and she wondered if she was indeed overreacting. Honestly, she had to ask herself what it was she really wanted, as she knew she would never marry a man like Lee. So, why was she upset by the knowledge of his other relationships? Was it selfishness? Perhaps, she thought, she had grown to appreciate her illicit encounters as an oasis, a brief period of enjoyment, in a mundane existence. But, if that was the case, why did she need to hold on so tight?
That night, Stacy drank more than normal, and by the time they decided to leave she was practically hanging on her man. Lee was smart enough to know that it was a reaction to her learning about the other women, but he was happy she had calmed down. When they stepped outside, the fresh air energized the group and a discussion started about a nightcap. It was decided to have it at Lee's house and Dale and Natalie followed them in his pickup.
"Stacy, you got something I can change into? It's hot," Natalie whined.
"Use one of my shirts," Lee replied before she could.
Stacy directed the girl to the bedroom and found a clean long-sleeve work shirt. Peeling off her jeans revealed she wasn't wearing panties and had a narrow racing strip above her slit. She seemed unconcerned about her nudity and casually unfolded the shirt.
"Shit, I'm getting rid of this, too," she declared and quickly unclasped her bra.
Now, standing completely naked, she was about to don the shirt when she looked towards Stacy.
"Change, too...I don't want to be the only one," she said, and when Stacy rolled her eyes, she continued, "C'mon! Loosen the fuck up! We'll drive them crazy."
Stacy gave her a long stare and took several deep breaths before replying, "I can't believe this."
Quickly, her jeans and top were off, and she was about to remove her bra when Natalie announced, "Dale really liked your tits."
Her words brought back the memory of being laid out on the table naked from the waist up, and it made her blush.
"I was drunk," she said.
"Yeah, right! You were loving it!" the girl laughed.
Stacy took her bra off and then peeled her panties down her slender legs which left her naked in front of her friend as she dug in the drawer for another shirt.
"Slick! Nice!" she declared when she spotted her shaved pussy, and quickly added, "You've got your ring in!"
"Lee did it," she replied, for some reason wanting her to know.
"I bet he did! It looks great," she responded, and then quickly added, "Look, please lighten up and just have fun. Someday, this will be over and we can go back to being just wives, but now let's have some fun."
Lee's face broke out into a huge smile when he saw that Stacy had changed, too. The men had taken up positions on either end of the couch and the girls wormed in next to them making it a tight fit. The TV was showing the replay of a past football game and it captured their attention for a few minutes while they chatted, but when Stacy saw Dale's hand move to Natalie's thigh, it wasn't long before the discussion ceased.
As if on cue, Lee pulled her chin up and kissed her hungrily in a lingering connection. When she began to emit little whimpers, he began to unbutton her shirt and was pleased when she made no move to stop him. When he had two undone, he moved his hand inside and began to fondle her orbs and tease her tight nubs. His actions brought more purrs from her and they had just joined in another kiss when they heard the clinking sound of a belt buckle being undone. It made them both look over and they saw that Dale's shirt was completely open while Natalie's was held together by one remaining button. She was on her knees between his legs, pulling his jeans over his hips, and when they came free, his erect cock popped into the air. In the few seconds before Natalie's mouth engulfed it, Stacy could see that it was an average size tool, although it had a plump head.
Stacy's mind told her she should be appalled by the exhibition, but she was already very aroused, and there was something intriguing about seeing others doing it. She had never experienced it before, not even close, but now, it was taking place barely an arm's length away. It all seemed so surreal, and her friend's recent message was rattling in her head, so it was with only slight reluctance that she let her man turn her head back for another kiss.
"Suck me," Lee demanded in a hoarse whisper when the kiss ended.
She looked at him in stunned silence for several seconds and then some unknown force took control of her body and she was on her knees, with her shaking hands fumbling with his jeans. When she whimpered in frustration, he helped her with the button and then lifted his hips as she pulled. The jeans weren't even all the way off when her mouth found his fat cock, and she inhaled the head as both of her hands took hold of the thick shaft. Her lover was left to kick free from the pants and when he did, he opened his legs wide so she could have unfettered access.
Stacy was suddenly in a state of sexual frenzy well past anything she had experienced before, as at that moment, everything in the world was about extracting her lover's cum into her mouth. She moved between sucking the several inches she could handle and licking the length of his shaft while occasionally kissing his heavy balls. The groans from both men kept her on a sexual high, but finally, needing to gain her breath, she stopped and looked into the eyes of her man.
"I'm yours," she declared and when he smiled at her, she added, "I'll do anything you want."
Her statement of submission made her pussy flood and seconds later she returned to her task. She reveled in the gasps and soft grunts she was bringing from the man and thought she must really be doing well. Thus, when she felt the soft tap on her shoulder she was confused.
"Trade with her," Lee said nodding towards the other couple.
At first, the meaning didn't register, but when it finally did, a feeling of shock swept through her body. Minutes ago, she had professed her devotion to the man and now he was taking advantage of it by giving her to someone else. Not only that, but another woman would be where she was, worshipping his wonderful cock.
"Really?" she asked, thinking he might be testing her.
"Yeah," he answered and she could see, that like her, he was very excited.
With a final look, she slowly moved towards the others and when she was close, she tapped Natalie on the shoulder. There was a stunned look on her face, but when she glanced over and saw Lee staring at her with cock in his hand, she practically jumped over. Stacy only made eye contact with Dale for a moment, before she took a position between his legs and reached for his shaft. Nervously, she stroked it several times, but when she felt his hand on the back of her head, she took him into her mouth.
Less than a minute had elapsed since the trade when she heard Natalie cry out, "Shit, it's big..."
A pang of jealousy coursed through Stacy's body but she maintained her connection with Dale. Both his hands were now on her head, and his hips were moving in response to her efforts, so she thought she was pleasing him.
"Yeah, baby...you're mouth feels great," he suddenly grunted, and then added, "Fucking great."
Strangely, Stacy wanted to make him release to show her commitment to Lee and redoubled her effort. By his sounds, she thought she was doing well, but when she felt his hands pulling on her arms she looked up and realized the other couple was missing.
"Where did they go?" she asked.
"Bedroom..." he told her and instantly she knew it meant it was for more than a blowjob.
"Ohhh...okay..." she replied, feeling keen disappointment.
"Yeah...let's go to the other one," he said and started to rise.
Stacy let him guide her down the hall towards the second bedroom that was across from Lee's, and when they got close to the partially open door, they could easily hear the mating couple. The bedsprings were squealing and Natalie was crying out loudly.
"Fuck me...fuck me, Lee...yeah...oh yeah...take it..." she grunted.
Dale kicked the door, partially closing it behind them, and then removed a pile of clothes from the bed while Stacy stood silently. When it was clear, he pushed her onto her back, and with no further foreplay, he crawled between her legs and found her opening.
"Mmmm...ohhh..." she moaned as he burrowed into her.
"Yeah...I've been wanting this," he groaned.
He started fast, and despite everything that was occurring, Stacy enjoyed the feelings she was experiencing. However, it wasn't long before he slowed almost to a stop, signaling to her that he was afraid of cumming.
"I'm not protected...be careful..." she whispered to him.
While Dale tried to regain control, the sounds from the next room continued unabated. Natalie was being hammered and loving every second of it.
"Harder...fuck me harder..." she pleaded.
Her sounds evidently excited Dale because he started moving faster, and although several times he started to slow, on each occasion he would soon return to the torrid pace.
"Dale...remember..." Stacy groaned when she thought he was getting close.
It turned out her words were prophetic, although ineffective, because seconds later in a series of desperate grunts, he deposited his seed into her womb. Then, he was still, panting like a marathon runner from his exertion and with a heavy groan he fell to her side.
"Shit..." he forced out, and then quickly added, "Damn that was hot."
Stacy knew it wasn't a good time for her to be having unprotected sex, but the rutting sounds from the other couple were reaching their peak and captured her attention. She felt intensely horny and wanted desperately to experience a climax, which overwhelmed all other considerations.
"Lee...close...close...fuck me..." Natalie begged.
Seconds later, the girl's orgasm arrived and by her cries and grunts, one would think she was being tortured. Lee climaxed right behind her and Stacy could actually feel his throbbing cock in her pussy as he exploded. Then, in just a few seconds, the house became eerily quiet.
Stacy thought about going to the other room and booting Natalie out so she could be with Lee but was afraid she would be rejected. So, for a while, she merely looked up at the ceiling. However, she was too aroused to remain still and with no other alternative, her hand went to Dale's cock. It was completely flaccid but fortunately, it didn't take much attention to make it stiffen and when she moved so she could lick it, it became completely erect.
"You need more," Dale chuckled, having revived.
Stacy thought it was a stupid statement as she had been left hanging, but didn't want to debate it, so she straddled his waist and guided him into her.
"Mmmm..." she moaned.
Being on top was not a position she really liked as she was never able to reach a climax that way. For her, it was either missionary or doggie. In truth, doggie was by far the best, but she had always been ashamed to ask for it as it seemed so demeaning. Even with her husband, she was mostly silent, getting the opportunity to experience it only when it was his idea. However, this night was different in so many ways, that after several minutes of riding the man, she summoned the courage, lifted off of him and presented herself on her hands and knees.
"C'mon...like this..." she encouraged him.
Dale didn't respond verbally but she could tell he was moving and seconds later she felt his hands on her hips. Then, his cock was at her opening and with a quick thrust, he entered.
"Fuck yeah..." he said as she moaned openly.
This time, he set a deliberate pace and his steady motion soon had her excited body tingling. It felt really good, despite being a strange cock, and Stacy began emitting mews of pleasure.
"Feel good?" the man asked.
"Yeah...don't stop..." she whined.
"Lee said you were a good fuck," he groaned, but she was so excited she just moaned in response.
Stacy was building so rapidly that it was only seconds later that she begged, "Don't...don't stop..."
Her words caused Dale to grip her hips tightly and thrust into her so hard that there connected bodies created a wet, slapping sound. It was the final push she needed to get over the top and just seconds later the huge wave was washing over her.
"Ohhh...ohhh...yes...now...yes...don't stop..." she cried out.
At that moment, if she could have viewed herself, she would have seen a woman with droopy eyes and a gaping mouth thrusting back against her new lover as he looked down on her with a huge smile. It had been a wonderful orgasm, built from an entire evening of enticement, and at that moment, she didn't care at all that she had come on Dale's cock. Less than a minute later, when she felt him preparing to ejaculate, she made no effort to stop the second placement of his seed deep inside her body.



Later, Stacy woke to an empty bed and a quiet house. Rising, she walked naked to the other bedroom where she found Lee asleep. She crawled in next to him and pulled the covers over her, but in doing so she woke him. He took his arm, wrapped it around her body, and pulled her tightly against him.
"You're mine," he stated.
Stacy was silent for a few seconds and then replied, "Did I do good?"
"Yeah..." he responded, and after a pause, added, "We heard you cum."
She absorbed the words and then asked, "How many times...were you with Natalie?"
"Twice," he answered.
Her hand, which was on his leg, snaked between them and she was pleased to find his heavy cock mostly erect. It took just a few tugs to get it completely ready, and she tried to twist in his arms to pull him on top, but he held her in place and lifted her leg then moved until his cock found her hole. Slowly, he filled her until he reached her depth and then stopped. Stacy tried to move against him but she was limited and she started emitting frustrated whimpers.
"Are you mine?" he suddenly asked.
"Yes..." she answered, instantly.
In response to her positive reply, her lover worked his cock into her pussy several times, drawing moans of pleasure from the woman before he stopped again. Her excited sounds quickly turned into ones of distress, and somehow, she managed to break free from his hold. With amazing speed, she moved on top of him with her hand guiding his cock to her hole. The feeling was so intense as she was penetrated that she almost climaxed, again. It took her breath away and she had to pause for a moment before she was able to move.
Stacy's excitement aroused her lover and he let her stay in control for a minute before he flipped her onto her back. Once again, as his shaft descended, a litany of whines escaped the young wife. As soon as he found her bottom, he began to fuck her with deep, powerful thrusts, forcing their bodies to make a slap together when they met. It was more about raw sex than lovemaking but Stacy wasn't complaining. From her toes to the hair on her head, she felt an energy that made every cell in her body feel alive, and it wasn't long before her juicy pussy was slurping in time to the squealing bedsprings.
"Did you take his cum?" he suddenly asked between grunts.
Stacy nodded her head rapidly as she whimpered, and then replied, "Cum in me."
"Going to..." he declared.
The couple built together and when Stacy sensed the tension in her lover's body, she knew he was getting close. She wasn't far off either and wanted badly to achieve a simultaneous release.
"Oh...oh, Lee...it's so good...cum in me baby," she moaned.
"Yeah..." he started, but at that moment his climax arrived. Suddenly, he was grunting deeply and then it morphed into a roar, "Ohhhh fuck...uggghhh...fuck...ahhhhhhhh...fuuucccckkk..."
Feeling his cock throb and watching his face as he let go triggered Stacy and suddenly her body felt numb. An experience of falling overcame her and her fingernails dug into his arms while her legs slapped closed around his waist. Somewhere, in some distant place, she could hear pitiful cries in her voice.
Stacy woke to an empty bed, but since it wasn't uncommon for Lee to be busy on Saturday's she didn't pay his absence any mind. She had just enough time to clean-up before leaving for the scheduled visit, and although quite tired, her hangover was mild and soon she was out the door. All the way to the prison she thought about the night before, the swapping and the magical sex with Lee at the end. However, she did have concerns about being unprotected with both men and knew she needed to visit a pharmacy after the prison visit.
Her time with her husband was uneventful and when she returned, Lee was about to walk out the door. He gave her a quick kiss, explained he needed to do some things, and had his hand on the doorknob when he suddenly turned back.
"I need to go into work for a few hours but this guy is headed from Dallas with a tool I bought from him. Would you mind meeting him for me?" he asked.
"No, I guess not. Is he coming here?" she answered.
"No, I'm supposed to meet him at this Truckstop. It's about a thirty-minute drive," he explained, and when he saw her reluctant look, he quickly added, "Just meet him in the parking lot. It ain't a big deal."
"Okay, I guess..." she started.
"Good," he interrupted, and then quickly added, "It'll be a big help. I appreciate it."
He went to his truck and returned with a sealed envelope that was quite fat. She took it and then listened as he explained the location of the Truckstop and the description of the man's car. As soon as he finished, he left. She only had a short time before she needed to leave, so she grabbed a snack and checked her makeup.
It was twenty minutes past the appointed time, and Stacy was thinking about leaving when she saw a car that matched the description roll to a stop in an empty corner of the lot. Dutifully, she started her rental and drove the short distance until she was next to it. Inside, she could see a fortyish man with long hair and a scraggly beard. She lowered her window and a few seconds later, the man did the same.
"Yeah?" he asked in a gruff voice.
"I'm here for Lee. He sent me for the tools," she said.
The man looked her over and then motioned for her to move to his vehicle. She wasn't thrilled about the idea but did as he asked, and as soon as she got inside, she could see that the man had an average build and was wearing loose shorts and a t-shirt. The car smelled awful and it looked like trash had been randomly discarded throughout. Wanting to leave as quickly as possible, she was happy to see the man take a package from the console.
"You're Lee's woman?" he stated more than asked, and when Stacy nodded her head, he continued, "He always gets the best."
"Is that it? I need to get going," she said, concerned by his words and leers.
"Yeah..." he said and began looking her over slowly.
Stacy prepared herself to flee, but just when she was about to bolt, the man reached out with the package and she took it and then handed him the envelope. With the exchange complete, she immediately turned towards the door, but as soon as she stepped outside, all hell broke loose. Suddenly, four police cars came screaming up and men dressed all in black with bold police lettering across their uniforms ran towards them. It was over in seconds and the young wife was soon face down on the asphalt with her hands in cuffs. Suddenly, everything was all too clear, and in shame and frustration, she started to cry.
For her, the next few months were a journey through hell. As the facts emerged, she was quickly ostracized by her in-laws who immediately started proceedings to get custody of Regan. Already broke from her husband's travails, she had to get help from her parents.
Unfortunately, the package contained a substantial amount of meth, and despite her clean record, her cooperation, and her attorney's ardent efforts to strike a deal to avoid jail time, they were told there was no way she would get off that lightly. In the end, an agreement was made that she would serve fourteen months with the opportunity to get out sooner with good behavior.
Lee, the man she had submitted herself to that had so easily betrayed her, got hit very hard. Violation of his ongoing parole coupled with the new charges resulted in a ten-year sentence. Fortunately, his case didn't go to trial either, so she didn't have to testify. She never saw him again, and although usually, she was grateful for this outcome, there were occasions where she thought about reaching out to him to get closure.
Stacy knew she had to meet with her husband and explain all that had occurred. Despite being exceedingly painful, it was the right thing to do, and after all her indiscretions she wanted to conduct herself appropriately. She knew her in-laws had already told him the sordid details so she wasn't surprised by the look on his face when they met. The meeting lasted only a few minutes as Barton stated he wasn't interested in an explanation and was planning a divorce. He left abruptly, leaving her sitting alone in the visiting room, feeling very small.
Sitting in her cell, Stacy had plenty of time to reflect on the sequences of events that landed her in prison. While she knew she hadn't been dealt the best hand with regard to Barton's mistake and life with her in-laws, she couldn't hide from the reality that she been weak; too weak to deal with the void it had created in her life and the loneliness that followed. She chastised herself relentlessly for abandoning her values to be in the arms of Lee, especially for the ease with which it occurred. Maybe her father had been right. Maybe the best thing would have been to act first and move on. She had thought she was being decent, perhaps even a bit noble for staying with her husband, but she wasn't capable and it destroyed her life.
"Honey, how are you making out?" her mother asked as they settled at the small table.
"I'm okay...thanks for coming. How is dad?" Stacy asked.
"He's fine...worried. He wanted to come too, but I convinced him to let me come alone the first time," she explained.
Stacy nodded her head in concurrence and for the next ten minutes her mother caught her up on what was going on with family. However, she could tell something was on her mind and finally, she broached the subject.
"Honey, they got custody of Regan," she said softly, and after giving her daughter a few seconds to process the message, she continued, "The lawyer said it wasn't worth it to fight it now. It will be much easier when you are released and...established."
"Okay, I guess I understand," she replied, fighting back the tears.
In truth, it was something she had fully expected, so she was prepared for the disappointment. Her mother took her hands into hers and they sat quietly for several minutes before she let out a deep sigh and started again.
"The arrangements for the baby are all made. Once you deliver, we can pick him up," she said as they both glanced at her swollen tummy, covered by the white uniform.
Despite the circumstances, and all the turmoil she endured, Stacy had not been able to bring herself to take care of the problem. Every time she thought about it, she would feel drained, reluctant to deal with another negative situation. She had been six months along when she was incarcerated and now was a member of the not small group of pregnant women in the facility.
"Mom...I'm going to have a baby...in prison..." she sighed as a feeling of shame hit.
"Let's don't think about that. He'll be a beautiful baby and you don't have to worry about his father getting in the way," her mother said.
She knew her mother was doing her best to be supportive, so she merely nodded in response, unsure how she would ever be able to explain to her that she couldn't be certain about the father.
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This is the tale of the sequence of events that occurred over time and changed the direction of my married life. To this day, I am still amazed at how things developed, and what my wife and I learned about each other along the way.
Ellen and I met in college and married three years ago as soon as we completed graduate school. She earned an MBA in finance and took a job with a multinational corporation in their treasury department, while I received a JD and began long hours as an associate with a large firm. Since both of us wanted to spend time together and establish our careers, we decided to put off starting a family. Like most young educated couples without children, we were making more money than we were worth, and were soon able to afford a nice home with a pool in a trendy neighborhood. We settled into a life of hard work and play with lots of dining out and entertainment centered around a close circle of friends.
Ellen is a 5'7" slender woman with shoulder-length brunette hair, long legs, and a killer behind. She has wonderful full lips, a flawless complexion and sweet C-cup breasts that sit high on her chest. She is quite stylish as well but tends towards the conservative in her choice of clothes, and I would often tease her that she looked like she stepped right out of the women's section of the Brooks Brothers catalog.
Like her choice in fashion, Ellen was a bit conservative towards sex. Although she enjoyed making love and was open to new positions and some play, I typically had to do the initiating. Similarly, when I tried to get her to open up about her fantasies, she would always tell me that she had none and quickly change the subject.
With her conservative attitude, you wouldn't have expected her to be highly competitive, but she could be over the top crazy at times. Whether it involved playing a hand of cards, a board game or softball, she very much wanted to win, almost needed to win. Our friends were well aware of this trait and several refused to play with her because she could make things so tense. Not surprisingly, she was very interested in following sports with professional baseball being her favorite. It was not uncommon to see her standing and screaming at the TV for her team to "get after it" when we were watching a game. In fact, it was a baseball game that started us down the strange path.
Ellen is a big Cubs fan even though she is not from Chicago nor to my knowledge had she ever visited. I accused her of being the typical preppy, following the trendy team of the moment. Of course, she denied this, and often we would end up in an animated exchange. Conversely, I am an Astros fan, having followed them my whole life, and coming up was a rare interleague three-game home-stand with the Cubs. We had purchased tickets for the Saturday and Sunday games, and even though the series was still several weeks away, the verbal jousting had already started. The Cubs were doing much better than the Astros, so Ellen was feeling confident, predicting a sweep, and demanding a wager. Truthfully, I didn't think my team had much of a chance to take the series, so I was deflecting her demands to bet.
The weekend before the series we were relaxing around the house recovering from a long work week. Ellen had decided to get some sun by the pool before it got too hot, and was reclining in a chaise lounge in her one-piece suit. I was inside channel surfing on the TV when, out of the corner of my eye, I noticed some movement near the back gate. It took several moments before it registered, that it was our lawn man, Hector. Because of our long work hours, one of our indulgences was yard help. We had signed Hector up about a month ago and he had been coming on Thursdays, however earlier in the week, he had called and asked if he could start coming on Saturday instead because he wanted to have his son help and he had a conflict with school. I had told him that it was fine and then promptly forgot about it. I knew Ellen would not be pleased as she was very self-conscious about being seen in swimsuits, despite her attractive body. Even with friends, she usually wore a t-shirt over her tame suits, so my thoughts immediately went to the apology I needed to have ready.
Hector and his son, who appeared to be about twenty, were several steps into the backyard when they first noticed my wife. They stopped and stared at her, and I suddenly felt my pulse quicken. Strangely, my dick began to stiffen as I watched them enjoy something of a voyeur moment. Even more surprising, I soon found myself hoping she would do something like touch her breasts or adjust her suit that would provide a little show. Unfortunately, before anything happened, Hector turned and pulled the mower through the gate which alerted her to their presence. Immediately, Ellen gathered her things and came into the house.
"Why is Hector here today," she demanded as soon as the door closed.
"He asked if he could change days. I said it was okay, but forgot to tell you. It's my fault. I'm sorry honey," I said, acting cowed.
Ellen accepted my explanation and then left to shower and change. We went about our day, but my reaction to what had occurred stayed with me and left me confused about what, to that point, had been a completely unknown interest. I felt strange, like I was some kind of weirdo, since after all, what husband wants other men looking at his wife with desire? I tried rationalizing it in numerous ways, but I knew I was just lying to myself.
That evening we were at dinner with half a bottle of wine consumed when we got on the subject of the upcoming ballgame. Ellen was in full competition mode, telling me that a sweep was inevitable and that she was going to have bragging rights soon.
"You know talk is cheap. Let's see if you will put your money where your mouth is," I blurted out in frustration.
I was tired of her superior attitude, and even though I didn't have much faith in the outcome, enough was enough.
"You got it, sweetheart. How much you want to go for?" she responded instantly, as I think she was a bit incredulous that I had acted so rashly.
"I don't know," I replied softly, now mentally kicking myself for losing my self-control.
After several seconds of silence, she smiled at me and said, "I don't want money. When I win, I want you to hand wash and wax my car every week for a month. Now, you propose your side."
"I can't think of anything," I said, hoping to worm out of it.
"Well, you better think of something quick. Remember, it was your idea, so don't try to weasel out now," she replied arrogantly.
Suddenly, it dawned on me what I wanted, but I was deathly afraid of saying it and bringing her wrath down upon me. However, as I sat there, she kept pushing for an answer certain that she had outfoxed me. Over and over she pushed, and when she reminded me with a laugh that I was the attorney and supposed to be a trained negotiator, I reached my limit.
"When I win, I want you to put on a sexy bikini and let Hector and his son catch you in the back yard," I said as deliberately as I could while forcing my eyes to stare straight into hers.
For one of the few times since I'd known her, she was speechless with a stunned and confused look on her face. She sat there staring at me while sipping her wine for what seemed like an eternity.
"Where did that come from?" she finally asked.
"That's my proposal," I said, not wanting to discuss it right then.
"You're a freak. You want men looking at your wife naked," she replied.
"I said in a bikini," I countered, seeking some defense.
"You said in a "sexy" bikini I believe," she clarified.
"Yes, that's my offer," I responded.
"No way, pick something else," she finally replied after a short pause.
"So, let me get this straight. A few minutes ago, you were laughing at me for proposing a wager and now it seems you are afraid of losing. What happened sweetheart? Not quite as sure of your Cubbies as you thought?" I said, forcing myself to laugh, and hoping to get her to react with emotion.
She stared quietly at me again and the seconds became a minute before she finally spoke, "You know what? I'm going to take your damn bet, and when you are out in the heat washing and waxing my car, I'm going to be laughing."
"We shall see," I replied meekly.
"Who picks the bikini out? How long do I have to stay?" she asked, now realizing there were details to consider.
"I pick out the bikini, and you stay until they leave the backyard," I shot back quickly.
She began to argue before I cut her off and said, "That's the deal. Take it or leave it."
Her reply was to kick me in the shin under the table.
It had been an interesting, but awkward exchange. However, one great aspect of Ellen is her inability to hold a grudge. We enjoyed the rest of the evening together and made love that night. She tried to get me to open up about what was going on in my head, but I wouldn't engage as my desires were not completely clear to me.
The series start finally arrived and we watched it on TV from the comfort of our living room. Unfortunately, the Cubs destroyed the Astros 6-1 which made my wife almost giddy, and very annoying. We were in the stands for the second game where the Astros had their best pitcher facing off against one of the Cubs' poorer starters. The Astros held on to win a 3-2 contest that set the stage for Sunday. In that game, it was the Cubs ace against weak Astros pitching. The Cubs were up 4-1 and cruising when the starter went cold and had to be pulled. The reliever for the Cubs gave up two runs quickly making them go deeper into the bullpen. Starting the 9th, it was still 4-3 Cubs, although things had become shaky. Ellen had gone from extreme confidence in the 3rd to nervous optimism. With one out in the bottom of the 9th, it was still 4-3 when the Astros cranked a two-run homer to win.
On the ride home, my wife was in shock. She went on a tirade about the Cub's manager blowing the game and the pitching ace being a jerk. I sat there listening with a tiny smile and a hard cock anticipating what was going to occur.
On Monday evening, I went shopping to search for the perfect bikini, but it took until Wednesday before I made a selection. It was a pale red color, and I thought it would be a great contrast to her hair and complexion. The bottom was connected with strings, and I thought it would leave about half her butt exposed. Also, I intentionally bought the top one size too small to make it a bit risqué. I didn't let Ellen see it before Saturday, and when she did, she tried to protest, but I cut her off. She is usually a good sport about her bets, and even though I knew she was pained inside to go through with it, she eventually resigned herself to her fate.
When I first saw her in the suit, I was a bit shocked and wondered if maybe I had gone too far, as it looked too racy, and was way outside her comfort zone. For a moment, I considered relenting, but my lust won out and I smiled at her and told her how incredible she looked. One thing I hadn't counted on was that the snug top forced her small nipples through the thin material and gave the appearance that she was aroused. Fifteen minutes before the scheduled arrival of the lawn men, I had her go out and set up. The pool had a stone apron around it, so she wouldn't have to move as Hector and his son worked. When she had reclined, I pulled a bottle of tanning oil from my pocket and covered her from head to toe. She gave me a strange look but said nothing, and I retreated inside to wait for father and son to arrive.
I watched them pull up through the window and start on the front yard. It was different than their normal process, which had always been backyard first, and now I was worried that the long wait might give Ellen time to get cold feet. Twenty minutes later, they finished and moved towards the back gate while I stepped quickly to a window to see their reaction when they spotted my wife her.
Hector's son was first through the entrance and he took only three steps inside before he froze. Ellen was about thirty feet away from his position, and the angle of her chair provided him a good view. Hector came up behind him and for what seemed like a full minute they stood and stared, while occasionally whispering back and forth. Finally, they moved into the backyard and started working, but their eyes would always return to Ellen. I'm sure they had expected her to get up and leave as she had before and were surprised but grateful when she stayed.
The mixture of oil and sweat on my wife's body made her glisten and gave her an exotic look. The small top forced some of her breasts to push out from underneath, and even from my distance, I could see the small bumps of her nipples. Typically, it took the men about twenty minutes to finish the backyard, but this time, after forty, they were still working. Every hedge was trimmed and the grass was clipped neatly around all the flower beds. Up to that point, nothing had been said, but now I saw Hector's son stop the clipping he was doing, and approach Ellen.
He appeared to be a little over six-foot-tall, and I watched as he boldly took off his shirt exposing his lean, muscled frame that let my wife know that he worked out often. Hector and his family had emigrated from Honduras, and they had the darker coloring typical of people that live along the Caribbean coast. His hair was cut very short and there looked to be a two-inch scar on his right bicep. Even though I had never met him, I sensed he had a serious demeanor as I never saw him smile. The young man was openly staring at my wife's body as they spoke, but Ellen was wearing big sunglasses so it was impossible to tell where her eyes were focused. However, as the conversation continued, I did notice that Ellen was moving her right leg slightly, indicating some nervousness. Soon, Hector moved next to the chaise lounge and joined the discussion. I guessed he was pushing fifty, but with the rough skin of people who make their living outside it was difficult to be certain. He was several inches shorter than his son, and probably forty pounds heavier, with a noticeable belly over his jeans.
As the conversation continued, I saw the men gesturing towards the rear of the yard where there was a lot of landscaping. Then, Hector's son extended his hand, helped Ellen to her feet, and the three of them moved to the spot while they continued to talk. It was clear to me they wanted to see her out of the lounge chair and used some gardening pretext to do so. She stood between them looking so damn hot with her oiled body that I half expected them to throw her onto the ground and take her. Instead, after a couple of minutes of discussion, Ellen started back to the chair and the men fell in behind with their eyes glued to her half-naked ass. They left soon after that, and as the gate closed behind them, Ellen jumped from the chair and came inside. She passed me without speaking and went straight to the shower where she stayed for almost an hour. After hearing the water shut off, it was another twenty minutes before she finally appeared in the living room in her robe.
"I hope you enjoyed that. It was humiliating," she announced while staring straight through me.
"Why Ellen? It was all in fun," I replied.
"Because they looked at me like meat. They were hard. They wanted to fuck me," she said loudly, using language that was extremely rare for her.
"Ellen, all men want you. Don't you realize that? You're sexy and beautiful. Every man you meet has those thoughts," I said trying to play to her ego.
She sat down next to me, snuggled close, and asked, "Do you love me?"
"Are you crazy? I adore you," I replied instantly.
"Why did you want me to do that then? I thought you were trying to give me away," she answered acting very vulnerable.
"I don't know Ellen. Something about it was very interesting," I replied.
"You're a weirdo," she declared.
"Maybe I am, but I'm your weirdo," I answered with a grin.
After the encounter, we quickly returned to our normal life in most ways. Ellen went back to one-piece suits and conservative dress. Her competitiveness stayed intact, and for the next few months, we enjoyed the summer doing things together while making the odd wager, although I stayed away from the voyeurism. In one area though, things did change, as our lovemaking became more frequent and passionate. I don't know whether it was the backyard scene that had awakened something in us, and in truth, I didn't care.
It was in late July when the next episode came to pass. I had been losing all our little wagers for some time and had spent the last month essentially being my wife's slave. I cleaned the house, cars, toilets, you name it, while also buying her clothes and letting her pick out our dining spots. It was starting to annoy me, but Ellen was on a roll, and on top of that, she was beginning to rub it in even more than normal.
One night, we got into a big argument over an arcane accounting rule and how it should be applied. Ellen kept reminding me she was the finance MBA, and it was her area of expertise, but I was certain she was wrong.
"Well, then what are you willing to bet? But be careful you haven't had a win in a long time!" she said condescendingly.
She really knew how to push my buttons and could be ruthless in doing so.
I sat for a long time staring at her and thinking before I finally said curtly, "Thong in the backyard with the lawn men."
"Well I wondered when you'd come back to it," she said shaking her head, and then added, "I guess I will have to think of something appropriate when I win."
Ellen sipped on her glass of wine without talking until she had finished it and then got a refill and finished that one too. I remained silent, wanting to make her respond, although I was becoming quite nervous.
"Okay, if I win, I want a new BMW," she finally said.
"Well, that seems a bit disproportionate!" I declared.
"That's the price for showing your wife naked to other men. Take it or leave it," she said, with her smile indicating the answer she expected.
"Okay," I said, sighing and making a mental note to let her go first in the future.
I rationalized that she was due for a new car as hers was well out of warranty, so I wasn't giving up as much as it seemed. The next day we did the research. Thank God, I won.
The thong was leopard print, and this time I picked it out one size too small, top and bottom. In it, she provided a lovely view of her nipples and a perfectly formed camel toe. Ellen was not pleased when she looked at herself in the mirror and accused me of not playing fair. I reminded her that this was versus a new car, so it seemed very fair to me. She didn't see the humor or logic in my statement and just fixed me with a cold stare. As before, I rubbed her down with oil before she settled in the lounge chair, and I told her that this time I wanted her to be on her stomach when they arrived and then turn over after fifteen minutes.
When I saw their truck arrive, I went out front and chatted with the men and learned that Hector's son was named Ruben. I told them that I was going to run errands and that Ellen was inside resting if they needed anything. Then, I made sure I kept them occupied for fifteen minutes so they would think Ellen had gone outside after I left. I got in my car and drove around the corner and watched until they finished the front then raced back on foot and quietly let myself in.
Ruben was already talking to my wife when I arrived at the window. He was standing over her staring at her ass while he spoke, and her tiny suit was wedged into her butt crack which left almost all of her nicely exposed. She had her arms crossed and her head turned in the young man's direction as they chatted, and I wished I could hear what they were talking about. All the while, Hector worked mowing the grass while periodically giving concerned glances towards his son.



This time, Ruben was in loose shorts instead of jeans, but like before, while they talked, he took off his shirt. He seemed emboldened, which I assumed was driven by a combination of the thong, my leaving, and his belief based on my comments that she was supposed to be inside. I'm sure in his head this meant Ellen was a willing woman wanting attention.
As he continued talking to her, a bulge began to form in his shorts and I knew he was getting an erection. If Ellen was paying any attention at all, then she had to see it too, and while exciting to witness, I knew I would catch hell later. Still standing next to her, the young man picked up the bottle of oil and start playing with, tossing it back and forth between his hands. Then he stopped, looked at the bottle for several seconds, opened it and squirted a stream over Ellen's shoulders and back. She instantly rose on her elbows, turned her head and said something that made him quickly back away. I expected her to jump up and come inside, but instead, she stared at the back of the house for several seconds before laying back down.
Ruben had been scolded, and he set the bottle of oil on the ground and went back to work. My wife remained on display to the men, fulfilling her bet despite the aggressive move by the young man. Soon, she turned over onto her back as we had agreed which showed her breasts and protruding mound.
Despite the rebuke, Ruben didn't stray far and continued to enjoy the view she was offering. Hector was doing most of the work, but even he made sure that his movements occasionally brought him close. The small suit highlighted Ellen's sexuality and acted as a continuous beacon for their attention. Finally, the men finished and reluctantly left Ellen alone in the back yard. Immediately, she got up from her chair, grabbed her things and strode to the door.
I was standing right inside when she walked in which made her stop.
"Are you happy?" she asked flatly.
"I thought it was awesome," I told her, not wanting to be put on the defensive.
"Well good. A stranger almost had his hands on me!" she said, and the tone in her voice indicated she was both exasperated and nervous.
"Well, you shot him down pretty fast. I think he got the message," I said, trying to add some humor, which didn't work at all.
Unfortunately, no further wagers were made that provided me the opportunity to exhibit Ellen again before fall arrived. It was disappointing, as I had truly enjoyed the encounters, but with our busy schedules, there wasn't much time to reflect. On occasion, late at night with Ellen purring softly next to me, I would stare up at the ceiling and replay the events. At first, I was reluctant to be completely honest and told myself that it was just my wife's exhibition that I found exciting. It was certainly true that I loved showing her off, but there was more involved and it frightened me. The reality was that I held an outrageous vision of one or both of the men pushing my wife's scant garment aside and pawing her hot body. In my scenario, she was writhing from their touch with her excitement driven ever higher. Of course, I had to question my sanity as well as my sexual health, and it was certainly something I would struggle to share with Ellen.
"I just want you to remember what we talked about. I intend to have a good time, so no judgment!" Ellen stated.
I took her words to be a sign of excitement, as she had been relentless in delivering the same message since we started planning the vacation. In truth, I couldn't fault her for wanting to twist off some since she had been dealing with numerous issues at work for the past few months.
"I know honey...I know. I promise I will let you get as drunk as you want," I replied playfully.
"Yes, and baby me when I have a hangover," she giggled.
We had decided to make Antigua our destination after doing some research. It was late January, and we planned to depart on a Tuesday and return Sunday which would give us four full days. It wasn't the easiest place to get to, but in a certain way, that was part of the draw. Since we're not the resort types, we had located a home to rent on a hillside, overlooking the water, that had its own small pool. Also, there was an outstanding beach that was within walking distance, and enough restaurants close by to keep us entertained.
The morning of our departure we were up early to catch our flight, and one-stop and eight hours later we were pulling up to the terminal. From there, we made an easy pass through customs, rented a small SUV and set off for the house. We stopped off at the real estate office and Hayley, our agent, followed us over. After getting a tour, and providing us with instructions and tips on the area, she left just as sundown approached.
"I'm fading fast," Ellen announced.
"Me too. Want to run to the restaurant down the road she recommended then go to bed?" I asked.
It was a quick trip down and back, and an hour later we were curled up in the king-size bed drifting quickly to sleep. We were up early the next morning, eager to experience the water and sun, and by nine we had hiked the quarter-mile to the beach that we found almost deserted. Quickly, the towels were out and Ellen was pulling her cover off which unfortunately revealed a stylish, but rather tame bikini.
"I thought you were going to go crazy?" I teased.
"Really? You don't like?" she countered sarcastically.
"It just seems...I don't know...maybe a bit plain," I said.
"Plain?" she replied, drawing the word out.
The look she gave me indicated that she was somewhat offended by my words, so I retreated and fell back onto my towel in silence. Ellen did the same but was soon chatting away having forgotten about what I said. We spent the next few hours cavorting on the beach, swimming and just relaxing, then decided to grab lunch.
"There was a bistro down the road and I think a grocery store too," she said as we headed back.
"Yeah, that makes sense. Let's get something to eat then stock up," I responded.
When we got back to the house, we merely tossed our things on the washing machine then jumped into the SUV. Five minutes later, we were pulling up to the cafe where we grabbed a light snack then headed over to the store. We filled our cart with mostly drinks, snacks and breakfast stuff, as we didn't want to do much cooking.
"Stop at that beach store up ahead," my wife requested as we pulled away from the grocer.
"What are we missing?" I asked, wondering what she needed.
"Just pull in," she said, ignoring my question.
"Should I wait here?" I asked, intending to stay in the car if she was just going to grab something.
"Sure," she answered without elaborating, then left me.
Fifteen minutes later, when she hadn't returned, I turned off the engine and headed inside to see what she was up to. I spotted her in the back of the small store, talking with a salesgirl with a bikini in her hand, and instantly a smile came to my face.
"I was wondering what was keeping you," I said when she saw me approaching.
"Well, you said my suit was plain," she answered with a little grin.
The idea that she might get something sexier had my mind spinning with hope, and when I saw a teal green bikini that looked very small in the clerk's hand, I had to fight back a smile.
"Do you want to try it on?" the young black girl asked.
"I think so," she answered, and shot a glance my way.
The girl handed her the suit and she disappeared into the changing area. For the next few minutes, I chatted with the clerk trying to keep my anticipation hidden. However, it was apparent she sensed my condition because a knowing smile appeared on her face. Finally, Ellen appeared through the curtain and it took willpower to hold back the excited reaction that swept through my body.
The suit was indeed quite small, and while not a thong, it was still daring, and reminded me of the one she had secretly worn for Hector and Ruben. The bottom had strings that left her hips exposed and the front rode low on her taut tummy, while the top only covered the outer half of her breasts with the edge of the material tantalizingly close to her nipples. The salesgirl directed her to turn and when she did, we could see that a good part of her rear was showing.
"Very sexy," the black girl said which I appreciated since my mouth was bone dry.
"Not too much?" she asked.
"No, it shows how sexy you are," she responded, and I nodded my agreement.
"Honey? This one or this one?" Ellen asked picking up a red suit from a table.
I couldn't imagine that it would be any better than what I was seeing, and certainly didn't want to risk her changing her mind, so I pointed towards her.
"I like what you're wearing," I said.
The salesgirl took the tag from the suit and rang it up while my wife changed. Soon, we were out the door and headed towards the rental house.
"I'm not going to wear it to the beach, just the pool," she declared, which instantly disappointed me.
"Ok, honey," I replied, deciding to play it slow.
I was at the pool ten minutes after we arrived, although it took Ellen another thirty before she finally appeared. When she did, she took the lounge chair next to me and lay face down giving me an incredible view of her firm ass. Looking at it protrude from the material, I felt almost like a voyeur, seeing it for the first time, and couldn't help but wonder if our yardmen had the same reaction. It wasn't long before tiny beads of sweat formed, which only made her appear more alluring.
"What are you looking at?" my wife asked, seeing my gaze.
"The most amazing butt in the world. From now on, only suits like this one," I declared.
"Oh, you think so? Not likely! This is my wild vacation indulgence," she announced.
"Well, it will be good to have at home for the next time you lose a bet," I said with a laugh.
"You're not funny. Besides, I don't plan to lose again," she replied, trying but failing to pretend she was annoyed.
For the next few hours, we enjoyed the sun and occasionally jumped into the pool. It was during one of our swims that I backed her against the wall and began kissing her lips and neck until she started to purr. Then, my hand snaked into her small top, and surprisingly she let me fondle her breast and tease her nipple, in broad daylight. In reality, it was unlikely anyone would be around to witness my groping, but it was still a nice departure from the norm. The brief encounter left me energized, but for some reason, rather than running to the bedroom, another thought rushed into my head.
"Let's go to the beach," I suggested, trying not to sound too eager.
"Not like this," she replied quickly.
"Where did all the craziness go? I thought you put me on notice to be ready?" I pushed.
Since she had purchased the new suit based upon my remark, I decided to try and use her own words to manipulate her. Of course, she easily saw through my weak attempt.
"That was about getting drunk, not cavorting around naked," she responded with a roll of her eyes.
"I'll make you a drink to take," I replied while trying not to smirk.
She looked at me for a long time with a serious expression, and just when I was about to breakdown and beg for forgiveness she said, "Make it a double."
One of the hardest things I ever did was walk slowly and attempt to appear nonchalant as I made my way into the house. The liquor spilled from my shaking hands more than once, but a few minutes later I was back with a strong rum drink in a plastic cup and some more in a water bottle I had emptied then filled with the mixture. Ellen slipped on her sandals and the t-shirt she had worn as a cover, and holding hands we set off for the beach.
We got there uneventfully, save for the car horn that blared as we walked a short distance along the main road, and found upon arriving that it was now much more crowded. I directed her towards the water to force her out of the cover and to hide my rapidly growing erection and was pleased when she didn't protest. When we were chest deep, she let me pull her close and kiss her in clear sight of the beach. I could taste the alcohol in her mouth, and when we broke, I looked at her and saw she had a mischievous grin.
"What?" I asked.
"Are you having fun?" she replied.
"Of course, are you?" I countered.
"I'm getting there, but I need more to drink," she said, although I knew she was playing.
"We have plenty, so don't hold back," I told her.
"Let's go back and make love," she answered.
Now, I knew that she was just as excited as me, but I wasn't done with the beach yet, so I said, "Let's walk down to the point and back first."
"Uncovered?" she asked with a knowing smile.
"Yes," I managed to croak out.
Ellen let me lead her out of the water, and after gathering our things, we ambled along the waterline. I caught numerous stares from both men and women and by the time we were through I was practically shaking from the adventure and the anticipation of my wife in bed. I sensed that she was in a similar state, and as we made our way back, each step seemed to heighten the tension.
"Finally!" Ellen let out when we were in the door.
Instantly, I backed her against the wall and my mouth found hers while my hand went to her breasts. We locked in a deep, passionate kiss that went on for minutes before we broke, both of us with fire in our eyes.
"Take me to bed," she demanded.
I did as I was instructed, guiding her before me while enjoying the movement of her ass along the way. She quickly went to work on her bikini, while I did the same with my suit, and seconds later we were naked in bed, back in an embrace.
"Uhhhh...ohhhhh..." she gasped when my fingers split her delicate folds.
She was nicely wet, and the implied message that she had once again become aroused with her exhibitionism fueled my lust. My mouth went to one of her tiny nipples and sucked eagerly as she squirmed.
"You are so hot," I said, breaking to look at her and seeing that she appeared almost out of control.
"Come on, I'm ready," she declared and used her hands to try to pull me onto her.
I followed her lead and easily pushed my dick inside until our bodies met. For just an instant, our eyes locked and then we started to move. Ellen was completely engaged, more so than I could ever recall, and I knew her arousal would make the lovemaking special. As soon as we started moving, she wrapped her arms around me, pulling me close, as she serenaded me with her mews of pleasure. I took her slow to start, delighted to feel her hips roll into me which forced my dick to drive in deeply. My sounds of pleasure quickly joined hers, and as we built towards a crescendo it felt like our bodies had merged into one.
It would have been heavenly to go on for hours, to stay in this special place of sharing and unspoken understanding, but my body was sending signals that I would last long. Fortunately, I sensed that she was in a similar condition and it was only minutes later that she released, with me holding off through gritted teeth just long enough to see her through.
The intense lovemaking left us completely exhausted and in the aftermath, I only had the strength to pull a blanket over us. We cuddled for a bit but it wasn't long before we drifted off. However, when I awoke an hour, my mind quickly began churning with thoughts about causes and effects which left me antsy.
"Let's go exploring," I suggested when I saw Ellen's eyes open.
"I was so relaxed," she replied, pretending to be irritated.
"Well, you can stay and rest," I teased, knowing she would never do that.
"Yeah, right. Let me jump in the shower first," she answered.
Slowly, she rose and her sexy body moved towards the bathroom. I waited until the shower had been running for a few minutes, then joined her. She had her back to me and was washing her hair, but hearing me enter, she started to giggle. I used my hands on her body to help wash her which soon had her butt pushing against my rapidly expanding dick. We were almost at the point of starting another round of lovemaking when I left her and received a squeal of distress as I exited.
"That was mean," she said when she emerged.
"Sweetie, we can't do it all day," I replied fighting back a smile.
"Really? I thought that's what you always wanted," she countered.
"Not on vacation," I responded sarcastically, which made her roll her eyes.
Soon, we were ready to leave and we climbed into the SUV with no real plan. Ellen was dressed in mid-thigh khaki shorts and a short-sleeved button shirt, with her hair still damp. Maybe it was the aftermath of our lovemaking, but I thought that even now she looked amazingly sexy.
"Where to?" she asked as we left the property.
"Left," I replied.
Other than knowing the direction led to a less developed area, I had no details or ideas about what to do. Rather, the intent was just to drive and explore. The road stayed on the coast, and for the next twenty minutes, we were treated to great views of the sea and beaches, along with some spectacular homes. Then, the road left the shore, and soon only the homes and businesses of the local population were evident. We were just about to turn around when we drove over a small rise and suddenly before us was a small town built around a quiet harbor.
"Quaint," my wife offered, responding to the view.
We drove slowly through the village and saw that it was somewhat poor and rundown. There was a small port in the center, with a very well-constructed pier, which suggested that at one time there must have been a more established purpose to the town. Now, rather than the large, expensive yachts that filled the water in other parts of the island, here only small beat-up fishing boats bobbed. We were headed back when I spotted a structure on a small point overlooking the water with a long dirt road leading to it. A weathered sign had the name Ike's Bar, although it wasn't completely clear whether it referred to the building we were looking at.
"How about a drink?" I asked, smiling at Ellen.
"Here?" she replied, showing some trepidation.
It certainly wasn't the type of place we normally frequented, and if it held to expectations, I knew I would be a dive. Still, we were on vacation and up for adventures, so I pressed.
"Let's check it out. One drink," I said, and received her nod.
Driving slowly, we made our way down the potholed road and pulled up next to several older model cars. On closer inspection, we could see it was a concrete structure that looked like at one time it had been a large restaurant overlooking the water, although now the outdoor patio was devoid of furniture and the large windows were quite dirty. Ellen gave me another unsure look, but opened her door and met me in front of the SUV, where together we climbed the steps and entered through a weathered door.
Fortunately, inside was a bit better. The dining area had been blocked off and only the original lounge area was being used. A long, wooden bar with the standard nautical theme ran along the back wall, and several large windows faced the harbor, so the view was interesting. There were twelve stools at the bar, and a dozen or so small tables scattered in an area that I guessed was a thousand square feet. Two patrons were sitting on the stools and four others were at tables. A large, fortyish looking black man was bartending and standing at the drink station was an attractive young local girl with an infectious smile. It was clear that Ike's was not a spot typically frequented by tourists and we felt all eyes upon us. My wife and I made brief eye contact then moved to the end of the bar opposite the others.
"What will you have?" the bartender said in the standard lilting island voice.
"What are the specials?" my wife asked, referring to a chalkboard where it said they were available at a good price.



"Today, it's rum and coconut water or rum punch," the man responded.
Ellen went with the rum punch, while I chose a local beer, and soon we had the drinks in front of us. It seemed a bit surreal that he treated us like just another customer, and looking around, it now seemed everyone had lost interest.
"Wow! Strong," my wife gasped.
"Just what you wanted," I teased, which made her giggle.
We were about halfway through the drinks when the bartender turned on a small TV that was on a shelf behind the bar. Fiddling with the remote, he flicked through channels until he stopped on a soccer match that was just getting started. It involved two teams that had no apparent ties to the Caribbean, so I asked about it when he wandered by.
"Is one of them your team?" I asked.
"No, it's just all that's on," he replied and started to chuckle.
"REAL will win easily," my wife stated with an air of confidence.
Ellen played soccer throughout her school years and had a scholarship to a lower level college, but decided to move on with her life. Even so, she viewed herself as an expert, which could be annoying at times.
"Lady, I must say you are wrong...quite wrong," the black man replied, showing equal confidence.
That started a good-natured give and take, and I think the local man was impressed with my wife's knowledge. Still, he held his ground while receiving some shots from her along the way.
"Maybe we should make a bet," my wife stated, unwilling to back down or merely let it go.
"You are interested in wagering? What wager would you suggest?" the bartender replied, showing interest.
"How about a free drink for every goal," she suggested.
I had to admit I was enjoying seeing my wife so animated as it seemed to be in keeping with the spirit of our vacation. Plus, I thought if she got liquored up, I might enjoy a repeat performance of our afternoon of sex.
"And if I win? I have a bar, but I don't drink," the man laughed.
"I don't know, pick something," my wife responded, clearly feeling she was in control.
The man became silent as he thought and I watched as he looked at me several times before he spoke, "In my case, for every goal, you will undo a button on your shirt."
The stunned look on my wife's face made the man laugh openly, and even I had to admit her reaction was comical. Still, even with everything that had occurred in our backyard, I knew this was way outside her comfort zone, so I expected her to decline, which she did.
"They're going to win," she declared again, as the man moved away.
"No," he replied with his back to her.
"They are," she said, looking at me.
"Okay, honey," I said, and even though I didn't mean to, I knew it came across as dismissive.
She gave me a withering look and for the next few minutes, I watched her stew. It seemed the bartender's challenge of her view and my words, made her unsettled. Hoping that another drink might calm her, I ordered one from the man when he passed. A few minutes later, he delivered another glass to my wife, but this time it was garnished with fruit and a tiny umbrella. The message to her was clear and it did not sit well.
"Okay, you're on," she said, then immediately a worried look hit her face.
"Good, I'm looking forward to it," he declared.
I quickly turned to look at my wife's blouse, wondering what the risk might be, and saw that it had six buttons, although the top one was already undone. Now, I view soccer to be about exciting as watching grass grow, and with scores often ending in 0-0 ties, the risk seemed quite small. In fact, I thought it might work to my advantage by getting her keyed up.
It was only a few minutes later that her team scored a goal, and the bartender dutifully delivered a fresh drink to go with the half-finished one in front of her. This one lacked any of the tourist garnishment and I knew it was meant as a show of respect towards Ellen for taking the bet. She gloated, a bit too much I thought, because just a few minutes after that, the opposing team scored and the black man walked over to watch her undo the button. This brought a bit of her sheer bra into view, and it also drew the attention of the other customers, as well as the waitress.
I could see that Ellen had become much more fidgety and the second drink was soon gone. She was now totally focused on the TV as if her attention could somehow will her team along. Just before the break, the other team scored again making it 2-1 and Ellen undid another button which brought the center of her bra into view as well as some of each cup. Her exposure was helped by the snug fit of the blouse that pulled away slightly as each clasp was freed.
The bartender took a long, unashamed look and it was then that he introduced himself, explaining that he was indeed Ike. Also, three of the men rose from where they were seated and moved so they could get a look which made my wife blush deeply. Things certainly weren't going as she had planned, and I started to think of ways we could get out of the bet. Likely, it would take some cash, and when I noticed she was well into her third drink I broached the subject.
"You want to leave?" I whispered, thinking I was being gallant.
"No, it's a bet. Plus, I'm feeling confident things will change," she replied.
The second half started slowly, and a good thirty minutes had been played before the opposing team scored again making it 3-1. This time, I noticed Ellen's hand shaking as she reached for the button, and when it was released, the garment ballooned open even more. I knew her nipples would be visible through the thin material of her bra, but so far, they had not come into view. Like before, the bartender took a good look, this time smiling broadly, and all the male patrons, which had grown to nine, came by for a view, with one older man taking a seat at the bar one stool away.
I tried to converse with her but her words were stilted, so I nodded to the bartender to bring her a drink as it seemed her team wasn't going to keep her supplied. She immediately sipped on it and was almost finished when, with four minutes left, another goal was scored making it 4-1. Ellen looked at me and I could tell she was extremely nervous, but her hand lowered, found the button and it was released. Instantly, her left nipple sprung into view and I could see that it was erect. When she saw it, her hands moved to adjust the material, but the black man's command stopped her.
"No," Ike demanded, and surprisingly after a brief hesitation, she let her hands fall,
The men once again came over to look and I could see her neck and chest was blushing a deep red that was noticeable even through the beginnings of her tan. Several even made appreciative comments that only added to the bizarre scene. The man on the stool next to her had his eyes locked on the opening, and Ike, anticipating his move stepped over just in time to slap his hand away when he tried to reach over.
"No, Henry, you be still," he instructed the wrinkled man.
I realized my cock was completely hard as I witnessed the events. In truth, it wasn't that much more than what she would show at the beach, and in that situation, she would be wearing the small bottoms rather than her shorts. However, this scene was different, as the control of the bartender provided an erotic, taboo element.
"Baby?" I whispered, not wanting to be called out for lack of support later.
"It's almost over," she replied without looking at me.
It ended 4-1 with the opposing team missing a late goal by inches that would have forced the last button to be freed. The announcers were describing it as a rout, and the timing seemed very bizarre indeed.
With a last look at Ike and a mutual nod, my wife buttoned up just as he brought her another drink. She only took a few sips before we headed for the door, enduring the big grins on the faces of the locals as we left. Once in the car, I pulled her across the console and kissed her hard.
"You okay?" I asked.
"You better never call me a prude...ever!" she said and gave out a nervous laugh.
I had never called her a prude, although I had alluded to it, and I was quick to reply, "Nope...never."
I think I was more on edge driving back than Ellen. Whether it was the drinks she had consumed or the loss of adrenaline, she sunk into the seat, which made me wonder if she would be in the mood for sex when we arrived at the house.
"Are you upset with me," she asked as soon as we were in the door.
"Upset? No, not at all, sweetie," I replied in a reassuring voice.
"Okay, I thought you might get mad...think I went too far," she spoke softly.
I took her in my arms and hugged her then whispered into her ear, "I'm not upset at all. I'm proud of you. That was sexy as hell."
"Really?" she asked.
"Really! I loved it. Now, let's get in bed," I demanded.
For the second time that day, I was treated to the flood of juices pouring from my wife's pussy, and just like the walk on the beach, I knew she had been made aroused through her exhibition. This time, I brought my mouth to her opening and lapped eagerly, knowing that I wouldn't last long inside her. It only took seconds for her to begin to respond, and it wasn't long before she was whining loudly with her legs lewdly spread and her hands on my head directing my efforts.
Her orgasm was powerful and I had to work to maintain contact with my tongue as her body thrashed. Then, she was pulling on my shoulders and I was quickly inside, prolonging her release, and staring into her excited, yet vulnerable, face. My climax came fast and in a series of strong, deep thrusts my semen jetted into her leaving me completely spent. Sprawled over her body, I took deep breaths as her hand slowly played with my hair.
"I love you," she whispered.
"Mmmm...I love you more," I replied, and her arms squeezed me tightly.
Later that night, I awoke to find her playing with my dick and we connected again, this time with slow, sensual lovemaking. She didn't orgasm but held me close as I did for the second time. As I was drifting off with her in my arms, I knew that there were now enough dots, enough data points, to indicate that my wife could be sexually adventurous under the right circumstances. The question I couldn't answer was how to bring it to the surface so we could discuss it. If I couldn't find a way, then we would likely just occasionally find ourselves in an interesting situation that might turn fruitful. It was a path, but not one that could be relied upon, and after the encounter with Ike, I knew I wanted more.
The rest of the vacation was uneventful, save for Ellen removing her top in the privacy of our pool the following day. It didn't take much cajoling to get her to agree which I took as another positive sign, and after several strong drinks, I almost gathered the courage to initiate a discussion about my thoughts and her reactions. However, I just couldn't force myself to take the final step.
Waiting at the airport for our connection on the flight back, a sudden thought hit me and I grabbed my phone. After a brief search, I confirmed that the soccer match Ellen had bet on had already been played and Ike was no doubt aware of the outcome. I should have guessed it giving the time difference, but missed it with the liquor flowing. I had a brief giggle as I thought about the situation and whether I would have said anything to my wife. I decided to keep it to myself for the time being as it would only upset a good memory.
"I wish you had sunbathed topless more. You could have lost the rest of the white," I teased Ellen as we cuddled on the couch.
We had returned from our vacation the week before and quickly settled into our normal routine. That evening, we had met friends for dinner and described the trip, skirting around the racier details. Neither of us was feeling any pain, and I had removed her top and was slowly fondling her breasts.
"Mmmm...I should have," she sighed, as she looked at me with an impish grin.
"Yeah..." I answered and took a nipple between my lips.
It wasn't long before I led her to our bed where I took off the rest of her things and then my own. With her spread across the comforter, I moved my head between her legs and started to slowly lap at her juicy opening. I had barely started when Ellen began to pull on my shoulders indicating that she was ready for more, but I was enjoying her taste and wanted to continue. She often experienced monster orgasms from oral sex, and although I wasn't sure she could be still long enough, I knew if nothing else she would get wildly aroused.
"Come on, I'm ready..." she pleaded.
"Be patient...think of your guy..." I replied.
I wondered if she would realize what I meant, but she answered that question when she swatted me on the head and said, "Which one?"
Her response piqued my interest, and suddenly I wanted to be able to communicate, so I moved over her body and pushed inside her dripping slit.
"Damn..." I gasped from the incredible feeling.
"You like that?" she whispered into my ear.
"Yeah..." I moaned, and then feeling excited, I added, "You've been showing yourself."
"Yeah..." she replied simply, and since it wasn't the answer I anticipated, I wondered whether she was even aware of my words.
"The yardmen...and Ike," I offered, seeking to gauge our connection.
"It wasn't that bad," she answered, letting me know she was with me on the conversation.
I realized we were now stepping slowly into the realm of my strange desires and I felt a sudden sense of trepidation, wondering when she might react negatively. Seconds went by as I thought through how to proceed and several times I decided to back off, but something kept drawing me back.
"They all got you horny," I probed.
"No, they didn't...stop it," she replied with some playfulness.
"Yeah, especially Ike," I said, now getting specific.
The interaction with him had been somewhat personal while the others were essentially detached voyeurs. Plus, it was quite true that the sex after our visit to the local bar had been incredible with Ellen waking me for more in the middle of the night.
"Stop..." she said again, but at the same time, I felt her legs close on my waist.
It was a key moment, and one that should have taken some thought, but I was so worked up that I only paused for a moment before I pushed even more.
"I wanted you to lose," I whispered.
A little gasp came from her and I prepared for the worst, but a few seconds later she replied, "Why?"
"So, he would see you," I said.
"He did see me," she answered, this time without a pause.
"Not much...not enough," I responded, as I pushed inside, forcing more groans, and then suddenly more was coming from my mouth, "I wanted him to get your shirt off...and see you...see your breasts."
"You're crazy," she answered in a way that made me think she felt I was kidding. However, after just a short pause, she added, "Why?"
It was my turn to pause for several seconds before I responded, "It would have been so hot."
We continued in silence for several seconds, and then Ellen's body became stiff and she took my head in her hands as our movements stopped. She stared up at me, causing me to feel intensely guilty before she spoke.
"What's in your head?" she demanded, and when I didn't immediately answer, she added, "Something is and it's been going on for a while. Back to last summer and Hector and Ruben."
"You won't like it," I forced out.
"Try me," she challenged.
"I...I don't know how to explain it. It's so awkward...I guess I just like...seeing you...seeing the reaction you get..." I stammered.
Again, there was some silence before she asked, "But, you want more..."
"Maybe..." I croaked.
"Tell me," she said in a purposeful voice that lacked anger.
"Maybe some more...maybe seeing your breasts...you know..." I replied.
"And? Tell me it all," she pushed.
"The rest...it's not real...just...some visions that pop into my head," I said, now very nervous.
"Tell me about them...what's happening?" she replied.
"I guess...you know...the yardmen have your suit off and they're touching you...and you're...uhhh...enjoying it," I answered preparing for her angry response.
"And Ike?" she asked.
"Uhhh...he's holding your breasts...and...then the others..." I stumbled.
"The other men in the bar, too?" she clarified, and when I nodded my head, she asked, "That's it?"
"Yes..." I lied.
After several seconds, she put one hand on the back of my head and pulled it into the crook of her neck while the other landed on my ass and helped me to start moving. We made love in silence but the passion was now completely gone, and since neither of us was progressing, I wondered how it would conclude.
"I knew something was going on...I knew there was more. More so with the yardmen, but even with Ike there was a wild look in your eyes," Ellen stated without warning.
"You had a wild look, too," I responded defensively.
"Mine was fear! Now, I know yours was excitement!" she replied.
Even though I knew she had every right to judge, I still felt rebuked and before I knew it, I was firing back.
"As I recall, you were horny as hell after each time," I answered.
"No...I was thinking about us and getting into bed. Be careful, you're kind of calling your wife a tramp," she said, this time showing clear irritation.
"Mmmmm...definitely not a tramp," I replied while slowing my movements.
When we had stopped, I took her head in my hands, kissed her hard, rolled to her side, and then pulled her firm body snuggly against me.
"I guess I was right all along. You are a pervert," she giggled with her back to me.
My response was to pinch her nipple lightly which made her thrash for a moment, and when she calmed, we both drifted to sleep.
The following day, I reflected on everything that had occurred and had to shake my head at the seeming randomness of it all. The situation with the yardmen and Ike were only connected through my wife's over-developed spirit of competition and yet both scenarios resulted in Ellen exhibiting herself under duress. Adding to the weirdness was the discovery of my heretofore unknown interest in exposing her along with her reactions, as in all the events, I knew that she had been made aroused. The pillow talk of the previous night had been quite open and we had fortunately made it through without any apparent damage. Now, I was left to ponder where to go next. There was no question I would eagerly support another opportunity to exhibit her, but how was I to do it? And, since I had shared my inner thoughts, would she be too self-conscious to participate?
"I thought you could take me out to dinner later," Ellen said when I came in from running errands.
"Casual or fancy?" I asked.
"Fancy!" she shot back.
Ellen loves to get dressed up and go to nice places, so I was certain she would make the selection if given the chance. It had been almost a month since our candid conversation, and although it was still very much on my mind, I wasn't sure how she had internalized it. So, I knew I was running a risk with the idea now formulating in my head.
"Only if you dress sexy for me," I said softly into her ear as I pulled her close.
"How sexy?" she replied and tried to look up at me, but I held her firm.
"My favorite cocktail dress," I answered.
My wife had purchased a lovely mid-thigh black dress that had a v-top that she wore just one time. In public, she had become quite nervous about her exposure, and despite my constant reassurances that she looked fabulous, she couldn't relax. Numerous times since, I had tried to get her to wear it, but was rejected on each attempt.
"Not that one. I don't like it. Plus, you need to calm down," she replied, hinting at my recent revelations.



"Yes, that one," I demanded, unshaken.
"No, honey. I'll dress nice, but I'm not wearing that one," she responded.
This was the point I usually backed down, but living through my admissions had made me bold, and I replied, "Okay, we'll go to Olive Garden."
"Oh, I see. So, you either get your way or forget it," she answered.
"Yes, since you want me to spend a lot of money on a fancy place, I expect to get my way," I said.
"Nope, not happening. Now, make reservations at the French restaurant we've been wanting to try," she demanded, ignoring my words.
"I will when you change your mind," I answered, leaving her standing in the living room as I walked to the bedroom.
"Why are you being a jerk? Are you drunk?" she asked seconds later when she appeared in the room.
"I have a very beautiful and sexy wife and I want her to dress in a manner worthy of her looks," I replied, quite pleased with my choice of words.
"Honey...be nice..." Ellen whined, and then quickly added, "Plus...you know...I'm worried about you."
"You'll be fine," I said, and feeling singed by her comment, I continued with, "And don't make me feel stupid for sharing things with you."
"Uhhh...don't try...umm sorry..." she replied.
At six-thirty, I was waiting in the living room for her to appear wondering what she would have on. After more prodding, she had reluctantly agreed to dress as I requested, but it was with little conviction, and I felt it likely she would renege. The clicking of her heels on the hardwood floors signaled her approach and seconds later she appeared in the sexy dress. My eyes began a slow lingering inspection intended to raise the tension as I took in the sight. The hem was higher on her thighs than I recalled, but what captured my attention was the exposure of the sides of her breasts. It was an amazing look, and a more sexually confident woman would leave a trail of besotted men in her wake.
"Incredible," I declared.
"I feel naked," she responded and used her hands to tug on the bottom.
"Stop it," I said, and motioned her to me.
"The things I do for you. I must really love you," she said as I embraced her.
"There's one more thing you need to do for me," I whispered.
"What?" she asked with clear trepidation.
"Take your panties off," I replied.
"What! Absolutely not!" she cried out while looking at me with a stunned expression.
It was another moment where I would typically back down, but now I was determined.
"Ellen, I'm going to take them off," I said sternly.
"Why..." she started, but my hands were already snaking underneath the dress.
To get to them, I ended up on my knees and surprisingly she allowed me to remove them with little push back. Once over her heels, I inspected the red lacy garment and then stuffed it into my pocket which brought a strange look from her.
"I'm ordering Champagne," she stated, which made me laugh.
"Honey, anytime you are sexy for me I'll get you all the Champagne you want," I replied.
Like I knew would happen, she attracted a lot of stares at the restaurant from the valet and the male patrons. At first, she was quite fidgety, but after two flutes she began to relax, and after a glass of Cabernet she was totally at ease. I made sure to continue to compliment her and enjoyed the numerous furtive glances thrown her way.
"How are you doing?" I asked while we ate our appetizers.
"You owe me big time," she replied, giving me a faux scowl.
"You look so incredible. I want to throw you on this table and do it right now," I whispered.
"Stop it," she gasped while looking around quickly, but her smile let me know she liked the message.
By the time the check came, her anxiety had vanished and we were laughing and joking like teenagers. As soon as we were in the car, I pulled her across the console and brought her lips to mine. While we engaged in a deep, passionate kiss, I slipped my hand into her dress, and with the valet attendants nearby, I gently massaged her breasts and tweaked her small nipple.
"My God! What's gotten into you," she said when we separated.
"I can't help it," I answered as I pulled away, and when we were on the street, I added, "You better get ready."
"Oh, you think so? After being so bossy?" she replied, but the sparkle in her eyes let me know that she was excited, too.
Twice, between the car and the bedroom, we stopped and began kissing passionately, and each time, I lifted her dress and massaged her firm ass. The absence of panties drove me to an even higher state of excitement and by the time we reached the bedroom, I was practically shaking.
"Hurry," she panted after I helped her pull the dress over her head.
I took in her lovely form as I fumbled with my clothes, but when she reached for the strap on her heels, I stopped her, "No, leave them on."
"You've gone crazy," she declared, but rather than argue, she climbed onto the bed and scooted to the center.
My dick was as hard as I could ever remember, and once I was completely naked, I joined her and immediately dove my head between her legs. She was soaked, completely and utterly gushing, and without her panties, her juices had been spread all over her groin. As soon as my tongue landed on her pussy, all kinds of sensual mews and whimpers sprang forth. Twice, she tried to stop my efforts and pull me into her, but I stayed in place until I was rewarded with an outpouring of more liquid as she experienced a nice orgasm.
Please...please put it in," she begged, and this time I lifted over her and easily pushed my dick inside.
It only took a few full strokes until I could feel her wetness coating my balls. I became even more excited, which drove me to take her even faster, and I soon realized I was pounding into her harder than I ever had. For just a brief moment, my mind raced through past events. So much had occurred and everything related to the exposure of my wife to others.
"You are so sexy...so damn hot..." I whispered into her ear.
"Mmmm...I love you," she purred, and then after emitting a little squeal, she added, "Don't stop...please..."
Although we had never made love so aggressively, she showed no sign of distress. It was quite the opposite as the movement of her body and her sounds indicated that she was completely engaged.
"Are you going to cum for me again?" I asked.
"I want to...I'm close..." she whined.
Ellen rarely climaxes more than once, so her state was further proof as to her level of excitement. I began to shower her face and neck with swift, gentle kisses while I moaned seductively, and it seemed to help her build.
"Cum for me sweetie...I want to feel you," I told her softly.
It was the final push she needed, and seconds later, her release arrived, "Ohhh...ohhh...oh yes...ohhhhhhh...ohhh baby...mmmm...uhhhh..."
Then, she went completely silent and pushed hard against me as her body stiffened. It lasted for several seconds and when she relaxed, she instantly started to sob. Three full strokes later, with a deep grunt, I erupted and then fell onto her while I tried to regain my breath. It took us several minutes to recover, and then we were kissing and mewing to each other.
"See what happens when you dress sexy?" I teased.
"No talking," she answered and found my lips with hers.
Sometime later, I awoke to the feeling of Ellen's hand pulling on my dick. I stayed still, feigning sleep, and let her continue for several minutes before my hand went to her breasts.
"What a nice surprise," I whispered.
"Mmmm..." she moaned and immediately pulled me on top of her.
I was in her in seconds and we quickly established a nice easy rhythm as we serenaded each other with moans and sighs. Several times, she pulled me down for a passionate kiss before dropping back onto the bed.
"You feel so good," I whispered.
"You showed me off again," she responded, giving me a hint about what was in her head.
"Yes, it was incredible," I replied shamelessly.
"We're you serious about the men...Ike and Ruben?" she asked, referring to the fantasies I had shared.
"Yeah..." I answered, and then added, "They made you hot."
"No..." she started to protest, but I cut her off.
"Yes, they did. Admit it to me, Ellen. I admitted things to you," I demanded.
She was silent for a few seconds, before replying, "Some...I guess some..."
"Yeah, they got you horny as hell and then I got you," I said, being intentionally provocative.
"Mmmm...yeah...you did," she sighed.
When I looked into her face, I saw that her eyes were squeezed shut and I wondered at that moment what she was thinking. I suspected that she was merely reveling in the feelings generated by our coupling, although strangely, a little piece of me hoped that some of her thoughts were on Hector, Ruben, and Ike. The idea caused my balls to begin to tingle and I began to fight back my release hoping Ellen could catch up. Unfortunately, I failed and soon I was firing my remaining semen deep into my wife's depths. If she was disappointed, she didn't show it, and before long we were back asleep.
The rest of the winter and most of the spring was uneventful. Occasionally, one of us would bring up my strange interests and we would dance around the subject. In truth, it was a difficult thing to explain because it existed as a vague, ever-morphing concept. Ellen was no longer shocked about it and other than calling me a pervert now and then she was non-judgmental. I continually tried to think about scenarios to exhibit her but they always felt forced and staged. I was still trying to determine a course when something occurred that changed everything.
"I'll take the Rangers," Ellen said as we waited for the game between Dallas and Houston.
It was early spring and we had enjoyed a nice run of fine weather. The bright sunshine and the warm weather had put us, like most in the city, in a good mood. We had just finished a glass of wine in the backyard and moved into the house to watch the game.
"Okay...for what?" I asked.
"A nice dinner...a really nice one," she answered with a cute smile.
"In my favorite dress?" I asked.
"That can be your choice if you win...if it's what you want," she replied as her smile morphed into an impish grin.
Suddenly, it dawned on me what was happening. Ellen didn't care about the Rangers. In reality, she was giving me the chance to pick a naughty wager. I smiled back at her for several seconds before taking the glass from her hand, setting it on the table and pulling her into my arms. Several times, I brushed my lips against hers before I got the courage to speak.
"I want you topless in the backyard," I whispered.
"Topless?" she asked, and her body snuggled closer to me before she added, "Really?"
"Yes, really," I answered.
She was quiet for a few seconds before she responded, "Only Hector's been coming."
The way she spoke gave me the impression that she was disappointed that Ruben wouldn't be present. It was an interesting message and it encouraged me to push harder.
"It's okay...Hector's fine. I want you in just your leopard print bottoms all oiled up when he walks through the gate," I declared.
"Shit!" she cried out, and then quickly added, "Then we're going to the best place in town if I win!"
The ease with which she gave in was another indicator that she was playing into my fantasy. However, I knew it would be unwise to probe, so I allowed the façade to stand. Perhaps afterward, if I was lucky enough to win, I could try to get her to open up but for now, I just wanted to use all my psychic energy to try and will the Astros to victory.
As soon as the game began, Ellen's competitive spirit rose to the forefront and we had a lively time drinking and watching the game. Fortunately for me, the Astros proved much too strong and cruised to an easy 7-3 win. I could see the reality hit her several minutes after it was over and she shot me several distressed looks but never tried to get out of the bet.
"Are you sure?" Ellen asked later when we were cuddled in bed.
I was quiet for a while as I contemplated whether the tone in her voice indicated distress or interest, and I hadn't reached a conclusion when my lust finally won out.
"Yeah..." I whispered.
"You better never get judgmental," she warned.
"Never!" I acknowledged instantly.
Hector was still coming on Saturday's and the days leading up to his visit went by with minimal angst. After moving my car around the block to give the appearance I was out, I returned to the house, and when we heard the mower fire up in the front yard, I noticed Ellen's body stiffen. Now, each minute seemed to drag by, and I made several trips to the front window to gauge his progress. When It looked like he was finishing, I had my wife remove her robe and I oiled her entire pale body while paying special attention to her lovely breasts and the soft areas near her small bottoms.
"It's time," I said in a soft voice.
She made no reply but gave me an awkward smile as she turned and made her way towards the door. Just a minute later, she was on her back on the recliner, covered only by the leopard print bottoms, wearing her big sunglasses while pretending to read a magazine.
Hector got a full-frontal view of her topless body when he stepped through the gate and it stopped him cold. I suspected he thought she would flee, so when she remained in place, seemingly ignoring his presence, it made him confused. It took him a good thirty seconds to regain his wits, and the whole time his eyes were locked on my wife's wonderful breasts. I could only imagine what was running through my wife's head during this period, but finally, he turned back to the mower and wrestled it through the gate. The roaring sound of the engine seemed to calm him and for the next few minutes, he went about his task. Slowly though, despite his efforts to ignore her, his eyes began to make glances her way.
It was an amazing thing to witness and my thoughts were focused on what was going through Ellen's mind. Hector, I thought I understood, but what was my wife thinking? I suspected that it was probably an emotional stew of worry, embarrassment, nervousness, and shame, but were there other elements, too? I hoped traces of excitement and arousal, however small, were part of the mix and took encouragement from her prior vague admission.
Adding to the erotic scenario was my role as the manipulator, or ringmaster, for the performance. However, as the minutes ticked by I chastised myself for not thinking through more of a plan. Should I have told her to approach him or call him over to create an interaction? Suddenly, I was concerned what I was seeing was all that would occur. Fortunately, Hector acted to fill the void when he suddenly stopped his mower, and after staring at my wife for several seconds, he stepped her way.
In the previous backyard setups, Ruben had been the bold one while his father had stayed mostly in the background. Thus, I was unsure how to take his advance, and prepared myself to come to my wife's rescue. When he arrived at her side, he stopped and stared down at her body and began to speak, and just for a moment, Ellen's head turned towards the door before she engaged the older man in a conversation. I relaxed some when she showed no signs of distress and for the next few minutes, I watched them interact while dying to know the nature of their discussion.
In a vain attempt to understand what they were saying, my eyes had been entirely focused on their lips, so when I casually looked at my wife's breasts and saw her nipples had become erect, I was totally stunned. Instantly, I wondered whether her reaction was merely a result of the erotic situation or if Hector's words were the cause. And if it was the yardman, what was the nature of his effort? Was he trying to seduce her? Was he being provocative? In the course of just a few minutes, he said more to my wife than in all the conversations I had with him. Of course, he had a higher motivation than he did with me, but I still was shocked to see him able to keep things going.
Then, without warning, he lowered his body until he was squatting next to the recliner which caused Ellen to begin to rise. I thought for sure that she would race into the house, so when I saw her stop and then slowly relax, I was once more surprised. They began to talk again, but I could see Hector was getting anxious, and seconds later when his hand reached out and softly felt her left breast, my surprise turned to outright shock. I was stunned to see Ellen accept the touch with her eyes locked onto his hand, and for what seemed an eternity, he traced over her firm flesh while occasionally contacting her nipple. However, when he made for her other orb, she suddenly lifted herself and made for the door. Just before turning to meet Ellen, I took a last look towards Hector and wasn't at all surprised to see the corners of his mouth curled into a smile.
"Wow!" I declared with a huge grin when my wife appeared.
"Yeah..." she answered and made to get by me but I pulled her tightly into my arms and kissed her hard.
"That was damn hot," I said to her when we finally broke.
"Don't ever call me a prude," she answered, reminding me of the message she had delivered on our vacation.
"Never!" I told her and began prodding her towards the bedroom.
"Hurry," she declared when I had her on her back and began working on my clothes.
I had been concerned about her state of mind so her demand let me know that she was thinking sex. As soon as my shorts cleared my hips, my dick sprang forth and pointed towards the sky reminding me of when I was sixteen. Ellen's eyes were locked onto it and it was only when I pulled loose the strings to her bottoms that her attention was broken. She grabbed my arm and began trying to pull me on to her, which I fought at first.
"I want to go down on you," I said.
"No...I don't need it. Come on," she replied with urgency.
With that, I started to climb over her and she quickly grasped my shaft and pulled it towards her slit. As soon as my head split her folds, I could tell she was completely ready, and her hands moved to my hips and urged me downward. Together, we moaned and sighed as I made my way inside and when we were fully connected, I paused for a moment, withdrew and then pushed into her hard.
"Unnnhhhh...ohhhh...oh yes..." she groaned.
Ellen's pussy felt magical as if it was caressing every tiny segment of my dick. I tried to go slow and maintain control, but within seconds I was accelerating and soon I was pounding into her hard. It was all about excitement and lust, but my wife wasn't holding back. In fact, her whines and the movement of her body indicated that she was equally needy.
"Damn, Ellen...it was so...so hot," I gasped, suddenly feeling the need to speak.
"Yeah..." she grunted and one hand went to my ass and pulled.
"You let him touch you," I spewed out.
"For you, baby...you said you that's what you wanted..." she moaned referring to what I had said when I explained my fantasy.
"You were excited. He got your nipples hard," I pressed.
"Sssshhhh...shut up and fuck me," Ellen demanded.
I did as I was told and for the next few minutes, I pounded into my wife relentlessly while using all my will power to keep my balls from exploding. Along the way, I listened to her constant mews and whimpers which drove me to ever-higher states of arousal. I knew I was rapidly reaching the point of no return when I felt my wife's body stiffen.
"He's here...he's watching..." she whispered in a frightened voice.
It took a moment for her message to sink in, and then with a rapid turn of my head, I spotted the yardman standing in the doorway with his hand rubbing his cock through his filthy jeans.
"Hector, get out of here!" I demanded as we came to a complete stop.



The Hispanic man showed no signs of leaving and the determined looked on his face made me think it might take physical force. Ellen's fingernails were now biting into my bicep, although her other hand remained on my ass. Initially, she had hidden her face beneath my body, but I sensed movement and when I shot a glance at her, I could see that she was peeking around me.
"Honey?" my wife whispered nervously.
"Hector..." I started in another attempt to make him leave, but he interrupted before I could finish.
"Fuck her, man...fuck her good," he stated while continuing to stroke his cock.
For just a moment, my anger flared, but then I recalled all the teasing games we had played and a wave of guilt hit me. No doubt, Hector felt by her actions that she was looking for more and I could only imagine his thoughts when he found us in bed.
"Come on, Hector. Go outside and I'll come talk to you," I tried.
"I want to watch you fuck her," he replied.
I didn't know enough about the man to understand whether he was normally so bold or if the event in the backyard had excited him to a point that he couldn't maintain control. As I contemplated what to do, I felt Ellen move and my attention was suddenly pulled back to my wife's pussy. It felt so damn good, and I knew I would have to leave her to make him leave which wasn't appealing. Plus, I felt sorry for Hector.
"Just for a bit, okay?" I called out.
He didn't respond, but my wife's nervous whisper quickly hit my ear, "Honey?"
I knew that explanations would be pointless at that moment, so rather than try, I kissed her hard and began to move slowly. I kept our lips connected until I felt some tension leave her body and when they parted, I braced myself for a strong rebuke. So, imagine my surprise when all I heard was muted whimpers. Looking down, I could see her eyes tightly shut, and I could only surmise that she was deferring to my decision. The thought emboldened me, and I started to move with more purpose which brought forth an unexpected reaction from my wife.
"Mmmmm..." she moaned openly.
Thoughts of making Hector leave evaporated as I considered Ellen's reaction to his presence and suddenly, it was like the erotic floodgates had been opened. When I began to move faster, and she emitted more sensual sounds, I knew we were going to experience something very different.
"Harder like before," I heard Hector say from over my shoulder.
I don't know why, but I did as he instructed and started to hammer into my wife. Almost immediately, Ellen wrapped her arms around my neck and she began releasing a litany of sexual sounds. Less than a minute elapsed when suddenly, my wife's whines, coupled with the squeaking bedsprings, the smell of sex in the air, the wet smacking sound of our connection and the man watching us from just feet away, overloaded my senses and my semen started the final countdown towards release.
"I...I can't..." I groaned.
"Wait..." Ellen tried, but it was much too late.
In a series of heavy grunts, I fired into my wife until all rhythm was lost and I collapsed onto her sweaty body. Together, we struggled for air, and as I panted I realized that all my strength had left me. With my climax, I had lost focus on Hector, so I wasn't ready when I felt his hand pushing on my shoulder.
"Get off," he demanded.
"Fuck Hector..." I started but before I could finish, he shoved me again.
This time, it was with enough force to knock me off my wife and as I looked up from the side of the bed, I could see he was now naked and an impressive uncut cock extended from beneath his thick midsection. Ellen tried to turn to hide her body, but one of his calloused hands landed on her shoulder and pinned her in place, and at that moment, I realized he intended to mount my wife.
"No! Stop! Honey, stop him," she cried out.
I was in the process of climbing off the far side of the bed when I spotted his free hand land on her breasts. For some reason, it slowed my movement as I recalled his recent fondling of her outside. His fingers quickly found her nipples and as he rolled them, I watched my wife's leg slide across the bedspread in response. Suddenly, I knew what I wanted and realized it was what I really desired all along. For the first time, I let my true sordid feelings come forth.
"You let him before," I said, unable to think of anything else.
"Are you crazy?" she shot back when she saw me stop at the foot of the bed.
However, as her accusation hit me, I noticed her leg was still slowly moving. She was responding to his touch, even though she might not be conscious of it, which made me wonder how much sexual energy was still surging through her from our recent coupling. I had left her hanging, so I surmised her body must still be at a high level of arousal even in the bizarre circumstances.
"Let him," I told her, and instantly I saw a shocked look fill her face while the Hispanic man turned to me and smiled.
"No fucking way!" she replied loudly.
She was about to add something else when Hector pinched a nipple which stopped her and brought forth a squeal. Our yardman continued to hold her firmly in place with one hand while he worked her breasts with the other, and several times, he had to stop her attempt to twist free.
"You tease too much...no more teasing," Hector said to her.
Sensing the meaning of his words, she tried to break away again, but he stopped her and then started to climb onto the bed. He was halfway up when he stopped and bent his head down to suck in a nipple and I could see his cock and heavy balls were now resting on her thigh.
"No...don't...it hurts...don't bite..." she cried out as her shoulder squirmed.
"Be still then," he commanded.
She continued to move for several seconds but finally stopped as I surmised she realized she had no alternative. Hector remained hovered over her and I could tell his mouth was moving from one nipple to the other. Like with his fingers, the only response I could see was Ellen's leg that was still moving slowly. She would bring her foot in, causing her knee to rise, and then drop her leg flat before starting the cycle again.
Despite my excitement, I knew I couldn't let my wife be forcefully taken, and I needed to try and convince her to accept the man. When I saw his head rise from her breasts, I knew it was time.
"Ellen, let him...it's okay," I said.
"It's not okay...it's really not okay," she responded.
"Let him," I said again.
This time, there followed a period of silence before she asked, "Why?"
"I just want you to...it's okay," I replied.
The room became quiet and seconds later, when Hector resumed his climb, I could see that the head of his cock had completely emerged from its foreskin and was wet and shiny. Then, he was over her, blocking her almost entirely from my view. I could only see her forearms and her legs from the knee down so I knew that much of the story would be told through sound. One of the Hispanic man's hands left her shoulder and snaked between them and I guessed he was lining up his cock. More fumbling ensued and I braced myself for the fateful moment when my wife suddenly spoke.
"Is this what you want?" she asked in a desperate voice.
"Yes, Ellen...let him..." I replied.
"My God," she responded, and then there was more fumbling before she said, "Wait...Hector wait. Uhhhh...wait..."
"You're ready," the man declared.
"Ohhh...oh my God...unnnhhhh..." she suddenly cried out as Hector's hips fell forward.
I knew that with her already well-fucked pussy he had managed to plunge into her in one swift movement and now was completely embedded in my wife. As I stood there looking down at the bizarre scene, I realized my dick was completely hard, painfully so, and was pulsing in a way that let me know that any touch would quickly lead to another ejaculation.
Hector stayed still for a moment and then I watched as his sweaty body lifted and pushed back into Ellen. This time, there were no sounds from her, and I suspected she was trying hard to not respond. She lasted for a time, but as he picked up the pace, small grunts began to emerge that were soon joined by gasps and sighs.
"Your pussy is good for fucking," the yardman stated which caused her to cease her erotic sounds.
"Are you there?" she called out just seconds later.
"Yes, baby," I answered and then thinking she needed encouragement, I added, "Enjoy it, Ellen."
"I...I can't..." she whimpered.
"Let go...just let go..." I replied.
Hector was relentless in taking her with deep thrusts and soon her sounds returned. It wasn't long after that when I noticed her hands had moved from his arms to his back and her feet, which had been resting on the bed, were slowly lifting. Whether it was my words or the feeling of the man's cock, she now appeared to be responding. Not long after, I realized she had completely given up her defenses when she pulled her knees back until her feet were touching the back of his thighs. For better or worse, she was now into the mating which caused a strange sensation to course through my body. It was like an erotic cocktail mixed with equal parts excitement and concern, but at that moment, all I wanted to do was focus on the former.
"Uhhhh...mmmm..." Ellen suddenly moaned in a louder than normal voice.
"Yeah...you feel it. Better than your fucking teasing," Hector announced which left me wondering what had occurred.
The Hispanic man began whispering something to my wife I couldn't make out, and even though I wasn't completely sure, I swear she answered, "Close."
"Yeah...fucking good," Hector said in his normal voice.
It wasn't long after that I sensed my wife was moving towards an orgasm. It began with her feet rising in the air which was soon followed by her hands moving across the man's back. Also, her groans and sighs became more pronounced, so I wasn't at all surprised when it hit.
"Ohhh...oh God...ohhhhh... Don't...don't stop... I'm there...please..." she cried out.
"I won't stop," Hector grunted, and then added, "Squeeze it...squeeze me."
Our yardman rode my wife through her release, never slowing, and continued to push into her after her body went limp. Suddenly, I felt incredibly claustrophobic and in need of air. I quietly turned and left the couple, went outside and calmed myself by taking deep breaths. I guessed I had only left my wife for a few minutes, but when I returned the scene had dramatically changed.
Hector had placed Ellen on her hands and knees and was now taking her from behind while he stood next to the bed. Her body, which had been shielded previously, was now on complete display. It was covered in sweat and on the sides of her breasts, which danced in circles in time with his thrusts, I could see several hairs from the man's body stuck to her skin. Her head was lolled downward, her mouth was open, and she grunted openly as she was fucked. On top of it all, the wet slurping sounds emanating from her pussy were now more pronounced and I wondered if she might have climaxed again. It was a truly wanton scene and certainly one that I never thought I would see Ellen in. She seemed oblivious to everything around her which made me wonder if she was even aware that I had stepped out. Despite the dominant nature of the position, she was clearly enjoying it, and when I glanced at Hector a thin smile appeared on his face.
"She loves my cock...loves to fuck. Don't you?" he declared and with his hand, he grasped her hair and lifted her head.
Now, my wife's pretty face was aimed towards the far wall, and while her eyes were squeezed shut, her mouth hung obscenely open emitting loud grunts in time with his thrusts. She sounded like an old fashion locomotive chugging along and despite Hector's words and actions, she remained cocooned in her own world.
"When are you going to finish?" I asked, suddenly wanting a conclusion.
"Soon. Going to fill her up," he grunted, and then he launched into a dirty tirade, "Ruben wants to fuck her, too. Next time I'll bring Ruben so he can fuck you...we'll both fuck you good. You want to fuck Ruben?"
This time, his voice brought her back to the moment and she made eye contact with me as the yardman maintained a grip on her hair. I could tell she was completely consumed by the sex and wondered how far he could take her.
"You want to fuck Ruben?" I asked.
She didn't reply, nor did her expression change which made me wonder if she was capable of processing the question. However, it really didn't matter because, at that moment, our yardman reached his peak and began to cum into my wife.
"Ughhh...fuck yeah...fuck yeah..." he grunted and then suddenly he lifted his hand and brought it down hard on her naked ass while calling out, "Squeeze it...squeeze it again!"
The satisfied look that appeared on his face indicated that she might have fulfilled his demand. While he was slowing, I watched as Ellen dropped her head to the bed while her nails dug into the fabric. It wasn't clear what she experienced, but something had happened and as soon as the Hispanic man's cock left her hole, she fell to her side with a whimper.
Fortunately, Hector didn't dawdle in departing, and as soon as he left the room, I climbed next to my wife. I pulled her next to me with her back against my chest and saw that she was staring down at the bed.
"Ellen?" I whispered.
"Why?" she asked in a tiny voice.
Strangely, at that moment, the mower came to life which meant Hector intended to finish the yard. It caused us to stare into each other's eyes for a long time before I summoned the courage to speak.
"I'll be honest...I think I've wanted it for a while. I know I pushed, but let's don't be negative," I offered.
"You made me a slut," she responded.
"You're not..." I started but was cut-off.
"What married woman has sex with the yardman? That's the definition of slutty!' she
declared.
"Let's make love," I suggested hoping it would calm her.
"No...no I want to shower and get this...get him off me," she replied.
Ellen practically jumped from the bed and went to the bathroom where I heard the shower start immediately. I gave her a few minutes and then followed, joining her beneath the hot water. Taking the soap from her hands, I started to wash her body and was pleased that she let me without protest. There was a clear handprint on her butt where she was struck, but other than that she appeared unscathed. However, when I moved to her vagina, I could see that it was red from the pounding it had received from Hector's cock.
"I'm sorry...you're upset," I whispered.
"You're not sorry you let it...made it happen? Just that I'm upset?" she replied.
I let several seconds go by before I answered, "Yes."
"So, you've decided you want a trampy wife! Hell, I'll just fuck him every week. Maybe we can get a discount on the yard!" she responded, angrily.
"Quit it. We did it together," I said, hoping to defuse.
"Why? Don't you love me?" she asked suddenly showing keen vulnerability.
"Are you kidding? I worship you," I responded and pulled her into my arms.
"What do you want?" she asked in a whisper, and quickly added, "What?"
"Right now? I want to make love to my beautiful wife," I said.
Just a hint of a smile appeared on her face, but it was all I needed and I directed her out of the shower, quickly dried us both and made for the bed.
"He...his stuff is still in me," she said, and at that exact moment, the mower stopped. It seemed almost staged and put an exclamation point on all that had occurred. Ellen looked up at me and said sarcastically, "Last chance before he leaves."
I was thankful when she let me ease over her body, separate her legs and find her opening. I moved carefully to start, remembering her raw vagina, but if she was sore, it didn't show. Soon, she had lubricated nicely, and we engaged in a slow coupling while I showered her with kisses.
"I guess things did...go too far," I offered after several minutes.
"You think?" she fired back.
I let more silence ensue before I said, "But, you did look so hot. Outside and ..."
"Be careful," she interjected.
"You did. I can't help saying it...you did," I responded.
"I don't understand you...what you want...why you want it..." she answered showing clear frustration.
"It's hard to explain...really hard. I like when you are the center of attention. In a bikini in the backyard or on the beach and what happened with Ike, too. I guess I knew there was more to it...in my head...and I guess we discovered it...today. Seeing you...the orgasm...it was unbelievable," I attempted to explain.
We had stopped moving, and as I looked down at her a tiny smile appeared, and she said, "I couldn't help it."
"I didn't want you to help it. I wished you would have had more!" I replied.
"There was more than one," she admitted with a guilty look.
"I thought so...how many?" I asked eagerly, happy to have her engaged in the discussion.
"More than one," she responded, and then asked, "Why did you ask about Ruben?"
"I...I didn't think you heard me," I stammered.
"I heard," she replied.
"I don't know...maybe I was just overwhelmed at the moment," I said, trying to deflect.
Suddenly, Ellen directed me onto my back and then straddling my waist, she fed my dick back into her pussy. She moved her hips several times, as if seeking a good spot, and then placed her hands on my shoulders and looked down into my face.
"I have a yes or no question. You can only answer yes or no," she said, and when I nodded, acknowledging her conditions, she continued, "Do you want Ruben to fuck me, too?"
"Yes," I answered quickly.
"My God! You didn't even have to think about it," she gasped, and then added, "Father and son with their semen in your wife?"
"Yes," I said.
"What about Ike?" she asked after a short pause.
"Next vacation," I fired back, and feeling things were progressing down a good path, I added, "And only hot bikinis and sexy clothes from now on."
Her initial response was to start moving on my dick and after a dozen strokes, she said, "You think so?"
"I do. Now, tell me about Hector," I pushed.
"What about him?" she asked, trying to be coy.
"You responded...you liked it. He made you cum," I said, knowing I was running a risk.
"He wore me down...he just wouldn't stop. I tried but I couldn't help it," she explained.
"I'm glad you couldn't," I told her, and then quickly followed with, "You think Ruben will be the same?"
"I have no idea," she said while giving me an annoying stare that I thought was fake. Seconds later, my suspicions were confirmed when she added, "What am I supposed to do? Just say come on inside and fuck me?"
"I'm thinking you are sunning completely naked when they arrive," I replied, fighting back a smile.
"My God...I won't make it out of the yard," she gasped.
"Probably not," I agreed.
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Audrey Henderson finished her slide presentation and looked expectantly towards the twenty listeners hoping they would ask questions to indicate their engagement in the subject matter. Instead, there were only a few seconds of nervous looks before everyone slowly rose and began leaving the room. It was her third session in as many days and in each case, the vibe had been the same. She knew the company was counting on her to get the message across and the lack of connection was causing her distress.
Audrey's company had recently made a significant acquisition in Asia and she was part of the integration team. As a young attorney, she had been tasked with establishing a compliance monitoring process, and to conduct training. The headquarters was in Bangkok and she had been in-country for almost four weeks. Before her lay another four to six weeks of work before she could return to the states with multiple follow up trips likely for the next year. Her area had been one of the primary points of emphasis as the CEO had clarified he didn't want to deal with any ethical issues. This was the main reason Audrey felt stress since she knew the company was counting on her to get the message across.
"When are you leaving?" Audrey asked Bill Martinez, one of her colleagues from the states.
"Saturday. My wife is about to drive me nuts," he replied with a laugh.
"Colin too?" she followed, even though she already knew the answer.
"Yes, and Warren and Tom," he responded, then added, "Looks like you'll be holding down the fort."
The names he called out represented the remaining team members still in Thailand. Several others had already finished and left, and now she would be the only person remaining. She knew that several would be returning in a month to take up permanent residence, but she still felt somewhat abandoned.
When the opportunity to be part of the team first came up, she had been excited and made it clear she was eager to go. It was a good time for her as she had been in a rut since ending a relationship several months prior and was ready for a change. At first, it had been all she had hoped. It was interesting to see a business being purchased, and the team leader had mixed in some fun with the work. Thus, they had seen the sights in Bangkok and even made a few quick forays into the surrounding countryside. However, she had started to long for the familiarity of home and wondered how she would cope with being on her own.
On Friday, she noticed that most of her colleagues had stopped by to say goodbye in the early afternoon. She suspected that they were leaving early to discreetly explore some of the more sinful elements of the city before going home. She wasn't naïve and knew that it wouldn't be the first time, as there had been plenty of snickers and innuendo. At three, when she left her makeshift office to get some water, she made a point of walking the floor and realized it was just her and the locals.
"Audrey, you work so hard," a female voice in a lilting accent said from the door.
Looking up from her work, she saw it was Pattaree Chandraprasong, the wife of the man that had owned the company. The plan was for her husband to stay on for six months to help effect the transition, so it was not uncommon to see her in the building. Since she had a Ph.D. in education from the local university, she was commonly referred to as Dr. Pat or just Pat. Audrey had gotten to know the woman through several social functions and enjoyed her easy charm and constant smile.
"There is always something to do," she sighed.
"If I understand, all your friends are leaving," Dr. Pat said.
"Yes, they're leaving me behind," she laughed.
"Would you be my guest tomorrow at the spa? It would be a pleasant experience," the local woman asked.
It took her only moments to realize that getting out of the hotel and away from work would be a nice break, so with a smile and a nod she replied, "I'd love to. Thank you very much."
After that, they chatted for several more minutes, and then, after agreeing on a time to meet, Dr. Pat left. Much later, when she was snuggled into the soft bed of her 5-star hotel, Audrey's mind wandered to her male co-workers. She wondered what mischief they had found and if any had taken it to an extreme. Were they at that moment in a sexual situation while their wives remained oblivious half a world away? She doubted Bill or Warren would partake and Colin was iffy, but Tom could be a real dog, so if she had to bet, he would get her wager.
Audrey was standing near the front door of the hotel when a black Mercedes sedan pulled up. As the window rolled down, she spotted Dr. Pat. and quickly hopped into the back seat.
"The spa we are going to is the best place in the city. The prices are Thai prices. Not the tourist prices like the hotels," her hostess explained.
Even in the heavy traffic, it only took a few minutes to arrive at the place situated in a small shopping plaza. The building wasn't fancy like some of the newer centers, but it was well-maintained and they walked to the central courtyard then took a small elevator to the third floor. An ornate wooden door identified the spa, and as soon as they entered, the young girl at the counter snapped to attention, clearly recognizing Dr. Pat. There followed a flurry of a discussion in Thai between the two women, and when it ended, the Thai woman turned to Audrey.
"I told her we want the combination of facials and massages, but perhaps you would like to try something else," she said while handing Audrey the list of services.
"That sounds fine with me!" she replied without looking at the paper.
Immediately, they were led down a corridor to a changing area and provided fluffy white robes. Dr. Pat explained that behind the doors along one wall were small changing rooms and when she stepped towards one, Audrey did the same. Inside, the young foreign woman slowly disrobed and when she was down to her bra and panties, she decided to leave them on. Her hostess was waiting when she emerged and an attendant collected their things and locked them in a nearby cabinet. Then, the two women were led to a pleasantly appointed room with soft oriental music playing and for the next hour, they were pampered with a facial treatment.
Audrey sensed when things were winding down, so she wasn't surprised when her hostess declared it was now time for their massages. This time, an attendant directed them to a long hall with several small rooms accessed through sliding doors. Each room had a waist-high table prepared, and Dr. Pat was left in the first one while Audrey was taken to the next. She was instructed to position herself face down with her head resting on a pillow, and then the attendant departed, sliding the door closed behind her. The young American woman did as she was instructed, removing her robe in the process while covering herself with a large towel left on the table. It was only a few minutes later that she heard the door sliding and when she lifted her head, she could see she had been joined by a middle-aged woman.
The woman spent a minute bustling about without speaking before Audrey felt the towel leaving her shoulders and seconds later, she felt strong hands on her shoulders. The masseuses' movements were slow and deliberate and soon, Audrey drifted off. It was only when she felt a gentle tap on her arm, she realized it was time to turn. She rolled to her back with her eyes closed and the woman's hands immediately returned. She discreetly worked around her bra and panties while working her muscles and then spent a few minutes stretching her legs before ending the session.
"Did you enjoy?" Dr. Pat asked when they met in the changing room.
"Oh, yes!" she declared without hesitation.
It had been a relaxing experiencing and she was happy to spend some time away from the hotel. Quickly, they changed, and were soon in the car, chatting happily during the ride back to the hotel.
"Take this," Dr. Pat said, handing her a card from the spa.
"Oh, thanks," Audrey replied, and after some final pleasantries, she exited the vehicle.
Later, just as the sun was setting, she went down to the bar for a drink, but the massage had left her so relaxed that she barely finished one before she retreated back to her room and went to bed.
The following week, she felt lonely and awkward at work without the other team members. In addition, she seemed to get a different vibe from the local staff. It wasn't something she could describe, although the feeling stayed with her. Compounding the change was the fact that she no longer had any companions for dinner, so all week she took room service. Walking through the lobby of the hotel on the following Friday afternoon, she passed the bar and saw it was crowded, and not wanting to spend another lonely night alone in her room, she dumped her bags on the bed, and then returned to get a drink.
The room was a mixture of locals and foreigners and she took a seat at the bar next to a group of three older men. From their accents, she easily identified them as British, and she had barely received her drink when the nearest man turned and initiated a conversation.
"Good afternoon," he said in a confident voice while letting his eyes wander over her body.
Audrey was still in her work attire which consisted of a modest knee-length dress and medium heels. It was far from sexy, but she knew she looked good and decided to engage the man.
"Hello," she replied with an easy smile.
"A yank I see," he answered, which brought laughs from his friend and Audrey.
For the next two hours, she chatted with the trio and let them buy her multiple rounds. The man closest to her, named Malcolm, made his interest clear, and his innuendos became bolder as the night progressed. However, while Audrey enjoyed the company, she wasn't ready for a night of sex with a stranger, so with some effort, she said her goodbyes and dealt with the disappointed pleas of the men. On the way upstairs, as she struggled with wobbly legs, she realized just how drunk she was, and it took several attempts with the card key before she could get her door open.
Quickly, she was out of her dress and glancing at the clock she saw it was not quite eight. On the nightstand next to the clock was the card from the spa that had been there all week, and suddenly a massage before going to bed seemed like an excellent idea. She knew it would be easier to call down to the hotel health club, but they were expensive, and while her company wasn't cheap, it was something that definitely couldn't appear on her expense report.
"Uh, hello," the young woman said after she heard the voice from the spa speaking in Thai.
"Yessss? Helllloooo?" the voice replied.
"Are you still open?" she asked.
"Yesss..." the voice said.
"Okay...uhhh...can you come to a hotel?" she asked, deciding the trip over would be a hassle.
"What hotel and what service?" the female voice asked.
"Massage," she replied and gave the hotel name.
"Hold on," the woman said, and then she could hear rapid-fire Thai being spoken before the woman's voice returned, "Sorry, no one available."
"Oh...okay..." she responded with a sigh that signaled her disappointment.
"Hold on," the voice said again, and after several seconds of background conversation she returned once more, "Only man available."
"Man? You mean a man to give the massage?" she asked, unsure in her inebriated state if she understood correctly.
"Yes, man. Masseur. Very good masseur," she replied.
Audrey was just about to decline when the craziness of it all hit her and she had to fight back a laugh. It would be one thing to have an American man as a masseur, something she had yet to experience, but this was an Asian, which made it seem risqué. Still, she considered it, and then, suddenly, she was giving the woman her room number.
As soon as she hung up, she had an urge to call back and cancel, but she fought it off deciding it was a legitimate spa and she was overreacting. She had been told it would take about thirty minutes for the man to arrive and with nervous energy she put on a robe and then moved about the room, sometimes stopping to watch TV while occasionally checking herself in the bathroom mirror.
It was twenty-three minutes after she ended the call when she heard a light knock on the door. With a deep breath, she took the few steps over and looked through the peephole. A mature Thai man of average stature stood looking at the floor.
"Hello," Audrey said, slowly opening the door.
The man gave her a quick nod, but didn't speak, and entered the room carrying a backpack. While she stood back and watched, he went to the bed, removed the comforter and prepared a spot with a single pillow near the headboard. Next, he disappeared into the bathroom, returning seconds later with a towel he placed on the bed. Then, with a simple nod, he returned to the bathroom. The young woman knew he was giving her space to discreetly place herself under the towel, so she dropped her robe on a chair, lay face down on the bed in her bra and panties and covered.
Somehow, the masseur knew the moment she was ready because she could hear his movements. The TV was deftly switched to a music channel, and the lights were extinguished leaving the room only illuminated from the bathroom. The towel was moved so it was positioned better on her body, and then he turned it down exposing her entire back down to the beginning of her shapely ass. There was a pause in his actions that created a certain tension as the seconds slowly ticked by, and just when she thought she might turn to see what he was doing, his hands landed on her shoulders carrying with them warm oil. The sensation caused an involuntary sigh to escape her mouth and made her body trembled for an instant.
At first, the man's touch made her tense, but his efforts were so rhythmic and professional that Audrey soon lowered her guard and surrendered to the experience. He worked her neck and shoulders diligently, only touching her bra to reposition the straps, and then proceeded down her back until he arrived at the bottom of her spine. Audrey had been drifting in and out of sleep, but she suddenly became alert when she felt the movement of her panties, and it took her a moment to realize that it was occurring due to the therapist's adjustment of the towel.
Audrey was not a big spa person and had never received a massage from a man. The drinks had left her in a playful mood, but she had still elected to keep her undergarments on. Nothing so far had indicated that the man would try to take liberties, but now that she was back in the moment she began to concentrate on the slow movement of his fingertips. He was stroking her lower back while occasionally letting his fingers rise up on the swell of her tight rear. However, each time he came into contact with her panties, he would stop and move in the opposite direction.
"Okay?" she heard him ask in a way that made her think he spoke little English.
"Yes...fine," she quickly replied, wondering if she was giving off a bad vibe.
With that, the man's hands left her and seconds later she felt the towel being pulled over her back. Its size covered her from her neck to her knees, but seconds later she felt the bottom being folded back onto her rear. It was impossible for her to tell exactly where she was exposed and she fought the urge to rise on her elbows and look. Then, she felt his hands on her left thigh, right above the knee, and once more he started a slow sliding movement.
The minutes ticked by as he worked her leg slowly, but his location and movement had Audrey's full attention. Thoughts of dozing were long gone, and as he moved upward and his hands found her soft inner thigh, her concentration became more acute. When his fingers were mere inches from her vagina, she got nervous, and it was then she felt small movements of the towel informing her where it rested on her body. Shockingly, she realized it was likely he had a nice view of the crotch of her small panties.
The Thai masseur started a circular motion with his fingers and on each cycle, he seemed to move just a little bit higher. It made Audrey wonder how close he would dare get, but for some strange reason, rather than stop him, she decided to let it play out. When he started purposefully moving lower, she actually felt disappointment and let out an involuntary sigh. She didn't know if her sounds provoked his next move, but he began to move higher again, and that's when she realized she had become wet. It was a surprising development and compounding her concern was the thought he could see it.
Audrey tensed as his touch grew closer and her nervousness caused her to bite her lower lip. However, his attention to her soft inner thigh only lasted a few seconds and then he was descending once more, this time moving all the way to her calf. Strangely, her mind vacillated between thankfulness and disappointment and her thoughts still weren't resolved when she felt him lift her leg by the ankle and pull. For the next few minutes, he performed stretching exercises, and as her body was forced to move, she was certain she had become even more exposed.
When he was through with the stretching, he moved to her other leg without adjusting the cover. It heightened the strange feelings coursing through her body and as his fingers started their circular motion on her inner thigh, she felt her pussy begin to throb. Like before, waves of confused feelings washed over her making her tense, and when he worked her upper thigh without coming into contact with the towel, she was certain he was getting an eyeful. His descent down her leg allowed her to relax and he performed the stretching without incidence.
When he finished, he had her turn while holding the towel up and turned his head to provide her some modesty. It was the same method she had experienced in all her massages, and she had to admit that other than some potential exposure, the local man was acting professionally. In fact, it was her own thoughts that had bordered on the inappropriate.
The masseur adjusted the towel to coincide with the top of the cups of her bra and worked her neck and shoulders. She had expected her front to be uncovered as the masseuse had done at the spa and simply work around her covered breasts. Although the garment was sheer, she was mentally prepared, and once again she felt an odd twinge of disappointment.
He skipped her torso and turned his attention to her legs where, using gentle pressure, he got her to spread slightly and worked on her upper thighs. Almost immediately, Audrey's naughty feelings returned and with her eyes shut, she tried to imagine what he could see. She knew that if he had a view of her panties, he could likely see the effects of her secretions. However, unlike when he had her positioned face down, he proceeded quickly and soon, he moved to her other leg. Just a few minutes later, he was finished and he said something indistinguishable while tapping her lightly on the shoulder. Audrey understood the meaning and she opened her eyes to see him moving towards the bathroom.
As soon as she heard the door close, she rose and put on her robe. She was sitting nervously on the edge of the bed when he returned and watched as he collected the bottles of lotion and placed them in his pack.
"Thank you," she said and held out the agreed fee plus a good tip that together totaled a mere fifty dollars.
"Ahhh...thank you," he answered and gave her a bow with praying hands. Then, he took the money and started to put it into the pack, but stopped and turned back, "You call again when you need massage. Any time. Any time is okay."
"Okay, thanks," she replied, and then asked, "What's your name?"
"Sonchai. You call Sonchai," he eagerly responded, and then went to the desk, wrote something on a pad and handed it to Audrey, "Call number when you need massage. Any time."



The young woman took the paper and after another bow, Sonchai departed. As soon as the door closed, she headed for the bathroom wanting to take a bath to remove the oil from her body. She also wanted to deal with the warmth emanating from between her legs and knew that the tub was the answer for both her needs.
She started the water and after testing it for temperature she disrobed. When she had her panties over her feet, she picked them up for inspection and was surprised to see just how wet she had become. There was an easily distinguishable spot several inches long, and it made her wonder whether it had been the reason that Sonchai left his number. It was a naughty thought and she felt her nipples tighten, which further motivated her to get into the tub. She thought about washing first, but she decided to deal with her arousal and moved into her well-learned position. In her early teens, she had discovered the joy of a dripping faucet and it had become her favorite means for masturbation. With a final adjustment of the faucet, she lay back and enjoyed the warm water of the partially filled tub.
"Mmmm..." she let out when the trickle found her nub.
For the next few minutes, with her legs pulled back, she whimpered as the well-proven technique moved her rapidly towards an orgasm. Surprisingly, it was thoughts of Sonchai's fingers finding her wet pussy that filled her head. It was uncharacteristic for her, but she found it deliciously exciting. As her passion built even higher, her hands went to her breasts and she pulled on her small nipples.
"Oh, yes...yes...oh...oh...ohhhhh..." she cried out as the waves of orgasmic pleasure swept through her body.
It was a nice climax, and she was still moaning softly when she finally came down. A minute later, with a supreme effort, she moved so she could finish her bath. After that, it was straight to bed where she was asleep within minutes.
For the remainder of the weekend, she thought about the encounter, and rather than beat herself up, she accepted it as a unique experience. However, it quickly moved to the back of her mind as the demands of work kept her occupied.
"Come with us. It will be fun!" Lucy said in a pleading voice.
She was the administrative assistant for the legal department and alongside her were several of the younger girls in the office trying to convince Audrey to go with them to a dance club on the upcoming Saturday. It had been an ongoing request, but so far, she had declined each invitation. However, this time the girls sensed some openness and were pressing hard.
"I'm too old to stay out all night," she declared half-heartedly.
"Not too old," one of the other girls countered.
"Stay until you get tired," Lucy said, deciding to take what they could get.
"What time do we go?" she asked, knowing that trendy clubs never got cranking until late.
"Eleven or midnight," Lucy responded, knowing it wasn't a good message.
"That's what I thought! That's too late for me. Why don't we meet for a drink before and then you girls can go to the club," she suggested.
Audrey was happy to see they accepted her suggestion with enthusiasm. She even told them to pick a fancy place and she would treat the group. That offer was received with even more excitement and with that, the plan was set. For the remainder of the week, the girls were practically giddy thinking about the event.
Audrey put the final touches to her makeup and then headed down to catch a cab for the bar. It was actually at another five-star hotel, and Lucy said it was one of the current hot spots in the city. With that information, she had elected to dress up and was wearing a stylish skirt, cut several inches above the knee, a silk blouse and three-inch heels. It was a twenty-minute ride, and when she arrived, all but one of the local girls were there. They were all dressed for the club in attire that was sexy, and in several cases, risqué.
For the next several hours, the girls drank, chatted and cutup. Audrey was having a good time, although since she was headed back to the hotel after, she wasn't watching her drinking. Conversely, of the local girls, only Lucy was drinking alcohol and she was definitely pacing her intake. The rest were either sipping on soft drinks or juice.
"Come with us," Lucy tried one last time as they moved towards the entrance.
"I'm sorry, I can't. Just too old I guess," she laughed.
The girls let Audrey take the first cab and after quick hugs, she was on her way. She was halfway back, engulfed in the never-ending traffic of Bangkok when she thought about leaving the girls. Even though she had laughed about it, it was a reality that age was the determinant factor in her decision. Just for a moment, she felt sad, but she forced herself to move on rather than dwell on the thought. Looking out the window, she saw the flashing lights of a spa and it instantly made her think about her first male massage that had occurred just a week before. The naughtiness she had experienced, at least in her own mind, was like salve on her thoughts about being old. Then she recalled the phone number she had been given and the fact that it was in her purse. Sonchai had said to call anytime, but it was almost eleven which she thought might be too late. However, like the previous time, the drinks she had consumed made her thinking more aggressive and suddenly she was digging through her purse.
"Hello?" the voice said after answering on the third ring.
"Sonchai? This is Audrey. You came to my hotel for a massage last week. I wanted to see if you were available now," she forced out before she could change her mind.
"Yes, available. I be there in thirty minutes," he replied eagerly.
"Uhhh...okay," she responded, surprised by how quickly it had been set.
Audrey took another twenty minutes to get to her room, so she worked quickly to get ready. Out of habit, when she took her top off the bra followed and she had tossed in on her suitcase when she realized what she had done. She stared at the garment for several seconds, and then her hands went to her skirt. Seconds later, with a little giggle, her panties joined the bra.
She felt wicked as she moved about the room, nude beneath the fluffy robe. It made it almost impossible to be still and she had just gone to the mirror for the third time when she heard the knock on the door. Sonchai entered with a huge smile that made Audrey wonder if he knew she was naked. He followed the same process of preparing for the massage before leaving for the bathroom so she could get ready.
When her robe left her shoulders, Audrey almost lost her nerve and she glanced for a moment towards her underthings. Then, a tiny smile came to her face, and she moved to the bed, positioned herself face down and placed the towel over her slender body. Sonchai returned a minute later and her thoughts immediately went to the reaction he would have when he learned she wasn't wearing a bra. It made her wonder about what was normal in his work; what did people usually wear and whether he usually massaged men or women.
Sonchai adjusted the towel and turned it down to her butt as if a topless foreign woman was a normal everyday occurrence, and immediately worked her neck and shoulders as he had done on the last visit. Audrey's mind had made it so significant that she was surprised when he didn't respond, and she quickly decided that her inexperience was causing her mind to create an erotic situation that didn't exist. She concluded that Sonchai was a professional just doing his job, which let her relax, and soon she felt herself drifting away.
This time, she didn't stir until she felt his hands move to her leg. It took several seconds for the fog to clear and when it did, she quickly realized that the towel was only draped across her rear leaving both her legs and back exposed. This departure from her expectations rekindled her sensual thoughts and she once more focused on his actions.
He worked her thigh just above the knee using the slow circular strokes, and she realized that by now he must have determined that she was naked. As his touch rose, she kept expecting his hand to bump against the towel and provide her information on its position. However, when he reached a point just two inches from her mound with no contact, she knew he must have a good view of her smoothly shaved pussy. At that moment his hands pulled gently on her thigh and she let him open her legs several more inches. She suddenly felt very naughty, almost slutty, but it also brought an immediate throbbing sensation to her juncture.
His fingers continued to rise and she felt for certain he would touch her, but suddenly he descended, once more leaving her feeling pangs of disappointment. Seconds later, as she thought about her strange desires, a wave of shame hit which caused her body to shudder slightly.
"You okay?" Sonchai asked in his heavy accent.
"Yes...yes, I'm fine," Audrey replied, now feeling embarrassed.
The Thai man spent a lot of time on her foot and in the young American woman's mind, it was because he was feasting on the view between her legs. Several times, she considered reaching back to pull the cover further down, but something held her back, and she wasn't sure if it was due to her reluctance to create an issue or an exhibitionist desire.
When he moved to her other leg, Audrey had returned to the view that anything sexual existed only in her mind. However, as his fingers worked upwards again, it became harder and harder to stay detached. She thought he was getting closer than he did on her other leg and felt he must be less than an inch away from contact. It was driving her crazy and she bit her lip to endure.
"Mmmm..." she sighed involuntarily, losing the battle.
"You okay?" Sonchai asked once more.
"Yes..." she croaked in a dry voice.
Seconds later, the back of his fingers brushed her vulva making her bite down hard on her lip while her hands clutched the pillow tightly. It happened again with the same result and the third time it occurred she knew it was no accident. The Thai man was purposely teasing her pussy and making her very excited.
"You okay?" he asked again, but in a much softer voice.
"Uh huh," she forced out, but when he let his hand slide several inches alongside her now very wet pussy, she gasped, "Ohhhh..."
Suddenly, he moved away, making Audrey want to cry out in frustration. He had successfully teased her, toyed with her, made her aroused, and now was moving on. It was a strange move she didn't understand as she knew she was past the point of stopping him, but deciding to salvage her dignity she remained silent.
When her leg was finished, Sonchai's touch momentarily left her and she suspected he was positioning for her to turn over. Audrey had prepared herself to show him her naked breasts, and in an odd way was actually looking forward to it. Thus, when he unfolded the towel and covered her body from neck to mid-thigh, she had to fight back a groan.
"Turn over, please," he directed.
She did as he instructed and noticed that he was looking over his shoulder like before. It was impossible for her to rationalize his inconsistent behavior and it left her confused and annoyed. When she was settled, Sonchai started on her neck and shoulders. Occasionally, his fingertips would venture beneath the towel and reach the beginnings of the swells of her breasts. However, he showed no inclination to go further. Suddenly, Audrey, fueled by frustration and more than a little alcohol, reached up, took the edge of the fabric between her fingers and peeled the towel down below her bellybutton.
She had expected a strong reaction; words, a question, some startled response or perhaps even the termination of the massage. So, it rattled her when he simply continued his work showing no sign he had even noticed. However, things didn't stay that way for long because soon his hands left her and seconds later, she felt drops of warm oil from his bottle falling on one breast and then the other. His hands, when they returned, went straight to her mounds and he began to gently knead them. The dull ache between her legs suddenly became a raging inferno and almost instantly she could feel herself getting slick.
He worked her slowly and her favorite part was when he would cup the undersides of her breasts and lift, letting them slide through his hand with her sensitive nipples being brushed. Over and over he repeated the sensual process taking her to ever-higher levels of arousal. Audrey's pussy was now throbbing so intensely that it spread throughout her pelvis, and several times she caught herself as her hand subconsciously tried to descend and provide relief.
"You okay?" Sonchai asked.
"Yes..." she replied, opening her eyes enough to see the strange smirk on the local man's face.
Her arousal had become so advanced that she had her back partially lifted from the bed, and was pushing her breasts into his hands. It made her realize that she had reached a point of complete abandon and she was his to do as he pleased. She hoped it would soon lead to relief.
Finally, he ended his work on her breasts, which brought a disappointed whimper from the young lawyer. His hands descended to her flat, toned tummy where he used his fingertips to probe gently over her muscles. Soon, she felt movement in the towel, and she knew he was pushing it lower, past the point where she had left it. His fingertips got closer and closer to her pussy, and it wasn't long before she was pushing her body into his hands once more, seeking his touch. However, like before, he suddenly stopped his effort and moved to another part of her body.
This time, it was to her upper thigh and he positioned the towel so it was merely a strip that crossed her waist barely hiding her seeping pussy. He opened her legs wide and his fingers instantly went high on her thigh which made Audrey squirm as small squeaks escaped her mouth. Then, as he had done earlier, he let his moving hands brush against her vulva.
"No, hands down," Sonchai barked when Audrey tried to play with her nipples.
"Please..." the young woman begged.
"You want to cum?" the Thai masseur asked.
"Yes...please! Let me cum," she pleaded.
Without hesitation, he placed a finger on either side of her pussy and slowly traced up and down on the sensitive flesh where leg met pussy. Sonchai could feel how swollen and wet she had become. He had made many women climax in his life, but never a pretty foreigner, so he was determined to take his time and enjoy it. He thought about releasing his hard cock that was straining against the linen of his pants, but he decided against it, not wanting to take the risk of disturbing the woman's arousal.
"Yes, you cum good," he whispered.
"Ohhhh..." Audrey moaned when he used his fingers to squeeze her lips together, and when he pushed a finger deep inside, she cried out again, "Ughhhhh...ohhhh...oh my God."
It was a delicious feeling and it was something she desperately wanted. Sonchai stroked her slowly, bringing mews of pleasure from her each time, and deciding it was no longer needed, he used his free hand to toss the towel aside. Now, the young woman was naked before him, and he could see her lovely, unfettered pussy, wet and inviting, just inches away.
Sonchai had fathered four children in his lifetime, a son when he was still in his teens, with a girlfriend and two daughters and a son with his wife. As he watched Audrey's flat tummy churn in response to his fingering, his mind went to the idea of her belly swelling with his baby. The idea was so exciting that he felt his cock pulse and a drop of semen escape.
Knowing she was ready he added a second finger to her snug hole which brought more sounds from her lovely mouth. Her legs spread even wider, signaling her submission, which made Sonchai's smile grow. He wanted her release to be large and complete. Something she would remember for a long time. So, he took his free hand and used his index finger to lightly tap her engorged clit while he continued the finger banging. It only took a few seconds for her to respond.
"Ohhhh...oh Son...oh I'm close...close...don't stop..." she moaned as her head moved back and forth.
"You cum now," he commanded and added a third finger to her hole.
"Ahhhhhh...ohhhhh...uggnnnnn..." she cried out loudly as it hit, which was quickly followed with, "Yessss...don't stop...ohhhh...ohhh don't stop..."
Sonchai could feel her opening contracting around his fingers and he watched as Audrey tried to rise on her elbows to look, but she lacked the strength and fell back with a deep groan. Deciding it was time for the final step, he stopped his tapping of her clit, took one of her small nipples between his fingers and squeezed hard.
"Ohhhh God help...ohhh...ohhh my God..." she moaned loudly.
Her spasms, which had ebbed, returned with force and Sonchai felt a fresh release of her fluids coat his fingers. With that, he knew he had achieved his goal as she would not soon forget the experience. He kept working her pussy while maintaining a firm hold on her nipple until he sensed she was truly spent. Only then, did he removed his fingers and he was thrilled to see the opening of her pussy still experiencing tiny spasms.
Audrey closed her legs together tightly and rolled to her side with her arm over her head. Sonchai watched her for a moment, thinking about the bragging he would do later while drinking beer with his friends. Suddenly, a thought struck him and quietly he found his cell phone. In a series of deft motions, he turned off the flash and then turned on the desk light hoping it would be powerful enough while not attracting the young woman's attention. Fortunately, she remained still, and in just a few seconds he took several pictures that showed her wonderful ass and one of her firm breasts. He knew he now had proof, that along with the smell of her sex on his fingers would make it impossible for his friends to deny his boasts.
The Thai man packed quickly and when he was finished, he touched her shoulder and said, "Time to pay."
Broken from her trance, Audrey looked for the towel to cover herself, but it was out of reach, so naked, with her juices coating her inner thighs, she stepped to her purse and retrieved the money. Sonchai gave her a smile and a quick bow before turning and departing. For a moment, she debated whether to return to the bed or head for the tub, with the warm soothing water eventually winning.
When she was relaxed neck-deep in the water, she let her thoughts go to what had just taken place. She couldn't deny that it had been a wonderful orgasm, powerful and complete. If she was being honest it well might have been the best she had ever experienced. The knowledge she had paid a stranger for the adventure caused her some distress, and she contemplated how much of her arousal had been created by his touch and what occurred because of the illicit nature of the act. Was it the same with men and prostitutes she wondered? Was part of it just the excitement of being bad?
"Audrey you're a slut," she finally giggled.
She decided she wouldn't dwell on the subject and beat herself up. Besides, it had all been very discrete within the privacy of her hotel room. Thus, it could remain a thrilling memory for her that no one would ever have to know about.
Little did she realize, that just an hour after she was having these thoughts Sonchai's phone was being passed around to show his friends the pretty American woman he had just made orgasm. Chet was a non-believer, but that was the way he always acted. However, when Sonchai pushed his fingers beneath his friend's nose and let him inhale Audrey's sweet aroma, even he came around. As he hoped, his prowess was rewarded by multiple rounds of free beer.



"Where have you been? Have you been drinking with your friends? Did you massage that girl?" his wife asked in rapid Thai when he stumbled in well after midnight.
"Yes, I did massage," he replied with a guilty, drunken smile.
"What happened? Something happened," his wife, Ploy, the spa owner, demanded.
He explained everything that had occurred, leaving nothing out, but when he finished, she still eyed him with suspicion, thinking there must be more.
"Did you have sex with her?" she asked.
"No, of course not," he answered, thankful that he was on solid ground.
"Hmmmm...well, I think I will tell Pattaree," Ploy said, referring to her friend.
Knowing that in his condition it was best not to argue, Sonchai merely shrugged his shoulders and headed towards the bed.
"Ahhhhh, quite interesting," Dr. Pat laughed when her friend explained the encounter.
She wasn't sure whether to believe the story given Audrey's age and looks versus the local man's, but if it were true, it meant that the American woman, who she thought naïve and innocent, had a dark side. After agreeing that her friend would share any further information, their call ended. She thought about telling her husband, as more than once she had caught him ogling Audrey's tight bottom, but decided against it, at least for the time being. For the rest of the day, she contemplated the situation and decided she would spend more time learning about the girl. Bangkok could be a wild city, very wild in fact, and she wondered if the apparently sweet young woman was taking advantage of what it offered. Was she out hitting the clubs, dancing until early in the morning and hooking up?
Rather than feel guilty, Audrey had steered her psyche down a more favorable path that considered the event a naughty indulgence. As a result, she was able to return to the power of her orgasm and how she had been magically fulfilled. Wednesday night, four days since the event, she was about to order room service when she realized she was horny. She knew that if she ate, she wouldn't be in the mood for a massage, so she considered masturbating in the tub. That was an option, but the more she thought about it, the less appealing it was compared to Sonchai's fingers. The inexpensive cost of the massages helped propel her forward and soon, with some hunger pangs that only seemed to heighten her arousal, she dialed the Thai masseur's number.
Sonchai's wife was nearby when the call arrived and she queried him hard. It seemed strange to her that the pretty girl would seek his services again so quickly unless more was happening. However, he stood firm about the previous visits, so with a warning from his wife to be prepared to provide explicit details, he departed.
Like the previous times, he arrived within thirty minutes of her phone call. She had expected some awkwardness when they met, but he set up with no drama. In fact, he followed his standard routine and retreated to the bathroom to provide her the opportunity to move into position, which was something she hadn't anticipated. In her mind, with their new familiarity, she thought everything would be more direct and open. However, it appeared that Sonchai wasn't going to deviate from his protocol, and in the end, she was pleased that he didn't.
Audrey had been horny when he arrived and was ready to experience an orgasm quickly. However, Sonchai went through his slow, deliberate process, with heavy teasing, and when he finally let her climax, it consumed her completely. The one major difference was this time he used his teeth to bite on her nipple rather than squeezing with his fingers. To her, the act seemed more intimate, which scared and excited her simultaneously. When they finished, he even had her turn back onto her front and slowly rubbed her back for several minutes which she thought was a nice touch.
What she didn't know, was that the final backrub was an effort by Sonchai to get her into a position where he could take more pictures, and while she rested with her head in her arms, he got multiple shots of her pretty bottom. There was an even a perfect shot of her pussy that required him to move in quite close. He was terrified she would discover his sneaky actions, but fortunately, she remained oblivious.
"Such a pretty body. Remember when we were young?" Dr. Pat said.
Sonchai had shared the pictures he had taken with his wife and she had texted them to her friend the following day.
"When she gets pregnant, she'll be like us," Ploy replied, causing them both to laugh.
"I would never have guessed she would be such a bad girl," Dr. Pat stated.
"What are you thinking?" her friend replied, sensing something.
"Let me think some more and I'll call you back," she replied.
Dr. Pat's husband, Sakda, the owner and CEO of the acquired company looked on in disbelief as his wife explained the events her friend had relayed about Audrey. She knew he found the young American woman desirable, which was evident by the looks he gave her, so she wasn't sure why she shared the information. Perhaps it was because she wasn't sure what to do with the knowledge or maybe she just wanted to knock her down a peg or two in her husband's eyes.
"Very odd. I'm not sure what to say," he finally stated.
"Why do you think it's odd?" she asked.
"Sonchai is older and not particularly handsome," he answered quickly.
"Maybe you don't know women as well as you think!" his wife teased.
Her words made him laugh, and thinking the conversation was over, he returned to his paper, but with a sudden thought he said, "Send me those pictures."
His wife had expected the request, so she was prepared, "You know, we talked about going to Europe..."
The message came through loud and clear to Sakda who smiled and rolled his eyes, leaving Dr. Pat to bounce happily from the room, knowing she would get her way. Later that evening, when they were in bed, her hand snaked its way into her husband's pajamas and found his flaccid dick. When they were younger, they couldn't keep their hands off each other and the Thai wife's libido had been equal to her husband's. However, age and family had slowly taken a toll, and sex once every couple of weeks was now the norm. She tugged gently on him which immediately got his attention.
"You have something in mind?" he asked with a grin.
"Maybe..." she answered, and then added after a pause, "What do you think of the American woman?"
Her words delivered the message it was still a subject very much on her mind. As a well-educated woman, Dr. Pat had been relentless in trying to understand Audrey's mind. However, none of her thoughts seemed to make sense. She kept coming back to the conclusion that the attractive girl had a slutty streak, but that was so simple and basic it wasn't appealing to her. She had hoped she could engage her husband and get his opinion.
"I think you should leave her alone," he replied, and after giving her an exasperated look he continued with, "It's none of your business...or your friend's."
"Don't act so smug. I've seen you look at her. You would sleep with her if you had the chance," she responded, annoyed with his superior attitude.
They both became quiet, although she continued to play with his shaft. Dr. Pat knew her husband had not always been faithful. There were at least five affairs she was aware of, all with young single women, and likely many others. It was part of the culture in her country, especially with successful men like her husband, and to his credit, he had been discrete, with only one situation occurring that brought her shame. She was certain he was the kind of man that could distinguish between family and sexual dalliance, so she had never become too concerned.
When she had his cock at a reasonable level of stiffness, she tugged his bottoms down and straddled his waist. Even though he might not be interested, the thoughts of Audrey's encounters had got her worked up and she needed relief. Fortunately, after just a few strokes, she could feel him getting even harder and his hands went to her top and released her breasts. He could tell by her expression this was more than the well-established coupling of husband and wife and suspicious of the timing, he guessed it related to the young lawyer.
"You want a dirty massage like her?" he said, fighting back a smile.
Her first reaction was to slap his arm, but seconds later a smile broke out and she answered, "I know you want her."
"Maybe I will so you will quit bugging me," he replied, showing his own smile.
Dr. Pat's hands went to her husband's hairless chest where her fingers found his nipples and pinched. She knew from experience it drove him crazy and instantly his hips lifted against her.
"Have you looked at the pictures I sent?" she asked.
The guilt on his face was evident, providing the answer before he spoke, "Yes."
He had spent almost an hour looking at them, taking in every detail they provided. She was a good-looking woman with a fit body, and he had contemplated what it would be like to sink his cock into her shaved hole. However, he was wise enough to know that the possibility of it happening was remote and the risk involved in trying was profound. That's what he didn't think his wife appreciated; that for Audrey and Sonchai there was almost no risk.
"Help me," the Thai wife pleaded as she continued to move, and then added, "Let's see if there is more."
The conversation had further excited him and now he just wanted to empty his churning balls into his wife. Suddenly, he flipped her onto her back, re-entered, and pounded her mercilessly. Soon, her high-pitched squeals began and he used all his strength to continue the pace and hold on until she climaxed. He made it, barely, and as his wife thrashed beneath him, he let his semen into her womb.
"What's your idea?" he asked minutes later when they were together side-by-side.
"See if there is more. See if she will do more," she whispered.
"Why? She is young and single. There is nothing wrong with it," he replied.
In reality, he understood what his wife was saying. Here was an educated woman from America in a foreign land experiencing sexual fulfillment with an older man with average looks at best. She was attractive and could be out on the town with people her own age, yet she sought out Sonchai. That it had happened multiple times indicated it wasn't merely the result of being drunk or letting things go too far. No, there was something more involved, and his wife wanted to know it all.
"She is being naughty and I don't think she is normally so," Dr. Pat answered, perking up now that her husband was at least discussing the matter.
"See if Sonchai can fuck her," he said, intentionally being provocative with his choice of words, and after a moment he added, "Will his wife let him?"
"Maybe not...no..." she replied, as she knew her friend was very possessive.
"Well, then find another man. A younger, handsome man. See if she acts the same and maybe he will be successful," her husband suggested.
"Perhaps..." she answered.
It was a logical approach and she thought he was on to something. If it could be arranged, it would quickly determine whether Audrey's reaction was specific to Sonchai or if she held broader desires. She decided she would meet Ploy for lunch and discuss the subject. Maybe she knew of someone that would fit the need.
After her second monumental orgasm in four days, Audrey decided to take it easy for a while. Still, she found it difficult not to pick up the phone when she was feeling needy. It was just so easy. A simple call and thirty minutes later, she was getting a good massage followed by a soul-crushing climax. Then, there was the incredible sleep that followed that left her completely rested. She knew she would call again, but decided it was best to consider it a special treat.
"Do you know of anyone?" Dr. Pat asked the spa owner after explaining the idea.
"Not immediately. Most of the masseurs in Bangkok are gay," she replied.
Even though Dr. Pat was an old and dear friend, she was taken aback by the request and worried that the reputation of her spa might be damaged. She knew that if the American woman was molested, or even registered a complaint, that she would be dealing with lots of issues.
"Yes, I suspected that," Dr. Pat responded, and sensing her friend's reticence, she added, "Well, think about it."
The two friends ended their lunch, and Dr. Pat left thinking her conspiracy had ended before it began. Thus, she was surprised when just three days later she received a call from Ploy with a request she come by. She arrived a little after three and was quickly ushered into the woman's office.
"I think that maybe I have found someone as you suggested and I wanted your opinion," Ploy stated.
"Yes, okay. Please proceed," Dr. Pat responded with enthusiasm.
The spa owner started a long explanation about the process she followed leading to the candidate she had identified. It had involved emails to numerous colleagues in the profession along with multiple follow-up phone calls. Most of her efforts proved unsuccessful and she was losing steam when she was referred to a spa owner near the airport she didn't know. It took her a day to connect, and even though she tried to be discrete, the man demanded lots of information before he would provide anything from his side. Finally, he seemed to become satisfied and she received an email with a brief bio on the man along with several pictures.
They looked at the description first which said that he was in his late twenties, 5' 11" in height, which was tall for a Thai, and weighed 160 pounds. He was from the outer environs of Bangkok and had been giving massages for several years. While his specialty was servicing traveling business women staying near the airport, he would also massage males for the right price. The spa owner had become emboldened by their eagerness and stated that if they wanted to "borrow" him, the price would be $150/hr.
From there, they moved to the photos and the first one showed a reasonably attractive man with an arrogant smirk. He was shirtless which allowed them to see he was in incredible shape. His arms and chest were muscled, he had six-pack abs, and clear lines of definition disappeared beneath his pants towards his crotch. The Thai women looked at each other and giggled, but when they opened the next file their laughter ended.
The picture showed the young man with his pants lowered and hanging between his legs was a fat cock that had to be at least 8" long. At the end was a bulbous head that was several shades darker than the shaft, and beneath hung a pair of impressive balls. He was shaved smooth and oil had been added to his skin which provided a lustrous look.
"What do you think?" Dr. Pat asked her friend.
"Maybe he's too much?" Ploy replied.
"Maybe..." Dr. Pat acknowledged, and then it dawned on her they still knew little about the man and it would be prudent for them to meet him before letting him visit Audrey. She turned to her friend and said, "You should have him come here and give you a massage. See if he is any good and if he acts okay."
"Hah! You get the massage. It's your idea!" Ploy answered, finally having had enough.
"Maybe one of the girls here..." she tried but was cut off.
"No, Pattaree! You!" she said adamantly.
While Dr. Pat felt a certain sense of foreboding, she nodded her head slowly, acknowledging the demand, and left it to her friend to arrange. Thirty minutes later as she was driving home, she received a phone call telling her the session was scheduled for the following day at seven in the evening.
Dr. Pat arrived early, deciding she would get a facial before her time with the masseur. Overnight, she had grown comfortable with being the test subject, as it was important to know how he would act, and since it was her idea, she knew it was unreasonable to ask her friend to be the guinea pig. However, as the designated time approached, she became nervous, and when the attendant interrupted the facial to tell her he was ready it took all her willpower to rise. She was led to one of the private rooms she had been in often, although this time when she entered, she was met by a man.
Udom introduced himself and she saw he was sporting the same arrogant smile she had seen in the picture. He was dressed in hospital scrub bottoms and a tight blue t-shirt that showed his bulging muscles. She expected him to leave while she got into position, but he merely turned his back while she placed herself face down on the table and pulled the towel over her body.
"Dressed or undressed?" he asked in rapid Thai.
"Uh? What?" she responded.
"Do you want me dressed or undressed?" he clarified.
"Dressed," she answered, wondering how Audrey would react to the question.
He began the massage, and while he wasn't perfect, he allayed her fears he would eschew any attempt at legitimacy and try to go immediately to sensual touching. When he started on her back, he swiftly unclasped her bra and moved the straps out of the way, which surprised her, but she didn't challenge him. He left it unclasped when he moved on and also left her back uncovered which made her wonder what she might have to deal with later.
Amazingly, when he started on her butt, his hands which had been almost furtive in their movement slowed considerably. He had clearly moved to sensual, although so far, he had remained professional. It was when he started working on her thigh that Dr. Pat lost herself. His touch was firm but surprisingly gentle, and soon, the erotic aspects invaded the Thai woman's head. She tried to focus on her purpose concerning Audrey, but more and more she thought about her own feelings.
"Maybe, undressed," she heard herself whisper, rationalizing it was what they wanted for the American woman.
There was some movement, and then before her eyes appeared Udom, wearing only a thong with a fabric pouch that bulged in all directions. His body was like a finely chiseled work of art and it dawned on her she had never been so close to such a sexually potent male. She had only experienced her husband, but now her mind considered what it would have been like as an eighteen-year-old to be ravaged by a stud. Several times, she was caught by Udom while staring at his cock, but she couldn't force herself to look away.
His fingers were now as close to her pussy as they could get without touching and it was driving her crazy with lust. She was almost to the point of abandon when, with a monumental inner will, she stopped him.
"No...no stop please," she said.
He did as she requested, but his eyes bore into hers with a determined look. Modestly, Dr. Pat rose and turned on the table until she was seated facing the man while holding the towel in front of her.
"Let me explain," she started.
For the next ten minutes, she described the situation, and how Audrey had given herself to Sonchai. She told him they wanted to see if Audrey would progress to sex but thought that Sonchai lacked the age and physical attributes. After she paused and showed him the pictures of the American woman, Udom became much more engaged and started asking questions. It was clear that he was interested in the idea, and on his own, he suggested it would be good for him to speak with Sonchai and understand his routine. Realizing the value of the suggestion, she had him turn while she dressed, but before leaving to fetch Ploy's husband, she stopped and looked at the young man.
"May I see it?" she asked.
Udom, still in the thong, smiled broadly and without hesitation, his hands found the pouch and pulled it down. His large member sprung forward, looking more menacing than it did in the picture. Then, with a deep breath, she left the room to collect her friend's husband sleeping in the back. The two men talked for almost thirty minutes, and when they finally appeared, Udom wrote down a phone number for them to call when ready and then departed.



"He might not be available when needed," the spa owner stated.
"Yes, I know. Or she may never call again," Dr. Pat replied.
"What did you tell him?" Sonchai's wife demanded.
She had sent an attendant to find him and now he stood before the two women looking uncomfortable. It was one thing to talk to his wife but quite another to explain things to her friend. It took him some time to describe it all, but in the end, the two women were pleased that he had conveyed the sequence he followed and where he had made his moves.
Since meeting Lucy and the other girls at the hotel bar, Audrey had been constantly pestered to do it again. Collectively and individually they told her she should have gone to the club with them as they had danced all night, and one girl had actually met a nice boy. While the girls were sincere about her joining them at the club, they were more than pleased for the opportunity to meet for drinks, as it allowed them to visit a nice place without being subjected to the high prices. Audrey suspected it was part of the reason for her presence, but she didn't mind. She was happy to be around their energy and it got her out and about. So, she agreed to the same scenario for the upcoming Saturday and suggested to the girls they pick the spot.
"Some bad news," Ploy said after exchanging pleasantries with Dr. Pat.
"What?" she asked.
"Udom is not a good man. I did some checking and he has been in jail," she explained.
"Oh no! What did he do?" Dr. Pat asked.
"Theft from a hotel room," she replied.
"Oh...how long ago?" she asked.
"I think seven years," her friend answered.
"That's a long time. Maybe he has changed," Dr. Pat suggested, leaving her friend with the feeling that she wanted to rationalize the information away.
"Yes, or maybe not..." Ploy offered.
"I think it's okay. Nothing more, right?" she asked.
"No, nothing more that I have found," the spa owner responded.
"Then, I think it must be okay," she said.
Audrey met the girls at a rooftop restaurant and bar that provided a fantastic view of the city. They elected to sit outside and were serenaded to the sounds of jazz wafting from inside. When the server arrived, the young lawyer was delighted to see that Lucy selected the same cocktail as she, and was surprised when one of the other girls did, too. She laughed to herself thinking her lasting impact on the country might be her corruption of the local single girls. It wouldn't be her compliance work, as, despite her hard efforts, she was getting little engagement.
Just as the drinks arrived, a group of four drunken Australians took the table next to theirs and almost immediately tried to start a conversation. They were relatively good looking and in less inebriated circumstances, it might have been fun to engage in some give and take. However, they were just too far gone to waste the energy. Evidently, thinking Audrey was the only one in the group that spoke English, they directed most of their attempts towards her, which brought giggles from the others.
"I think you have admirers," Lucy whispered.
"Yes, the story of my life. I only attract the hammered ones," she laughed.
"You've been here a long time, have you found a...boyfriend?" the Thai girl asked.
It was by far the most forward any of the group had been and it caught her off guard. Lucy, realizing she had been too bold, looked away in embarrassment.
Not wanting to have her feeling bad, Audrey patted her shoulder and with a wink, replied, "No."
The brief exchange made the American woman wonder about the sex lives of young Thai girls. They were so bubbly and fresh that she assumed they were not active. However, as she contemplated her view, she realized she could be completely wrong, and it made her consider if any of them would hook-up that night. Just for a moment, she considered tagging along, but she knew it wasn't her scene.
The Australian quartet was so boisterous that they were asked to leave, which they did without causing a scene. This left the girls alone to chat and enjoy each other's company before it came time for them to depart. It was earlier than before as they wanted to swing by a hot pub first, but despite their pleadings, Audrey headed back to her hotel. It was nine-thirty when she entered the cab, and because of the early time, she debated whether to get another drink at the hotel bar or call Sonchai. She hadn't quite reached the interval she had set with herself since his last visit, but since she was already feeling the liquor from her three drinks, she elected to make the call.
"Uh...I'm trying to reach Sonchai," she said when a female voice answered on the eighth ring.
The middle-aged masseur had been counseled repeatedly by his wife to hand the phone over if he received a call from the American woman. He had been at the opposite end of the house when the call came and had to race to give it to her.
"Sonchai busy tonight, but other masseur available," the woman replied.
"Oh, I see...uhhh...never mind," she said and hung up.
Now, feeling sorry for herself due to her bad luck, she resigned herself to a quick bath and maybe some TV. However, as the cab moved through the busy street, the idea became so unappealing that it felt like punishment.
"Yes, may I help you?" Sonchai's wife asked in her best soothing voice when Audrey called back minutes later.
"Hi, yes...do you have another massage therapist available to come to my hotel?" she asked.
"Male only right now," she replied.
"Okay, that's fine," she answered and gave the Thai woman her room number.
The spa owner immediately called Udom hoping he would answer and be available. Amazingly, he answered on the second ring and confirmed that he was free. Ploy got his commitment to arrive at the hotel within thirty minutes and then reiterated their understanding he was to accept only the money Audrey gave him and get the rest from the spa before ending the call.
"She called. Udom's on the way," she told Dr. Pat seconds later.
"Ahhh...it's so exciting," she replied, and then added, "Call me as soon as you hear from him."
By the time Audrey reached the hotel, she had talked herself out of the massage, so she called Sonchai's number to cancel. However, no one answered and when it quit ringing the Thai instructions that followed left her unsure about what to do. Ploy had seen the incoming call but decided not to answer, correctly guessing it would be a cancelation request. She thought about phoning Udom to inform him but decided to just let things play out.
Sonchai had always been so prompt that when thirty minutes had passed, she assumed her cancellation request had been received. After scanning through the TV channels for the umpteenth time, she decided to take a bath before going to bed and turned the TV to a traditional Thai music station. Down to her panties, she was just about to enter the bathroom when she heard a distinct knock on her door and looking through the peephole, she saw a local man she knew was her masseur.
"I'm sorry, I canceled the massage," she said, opening the door enough to speak while keeping the security device in place.
Her words caught Udom off guard, but he was clever enough not to give up.
"Oh, too bad. But I've come all this way and I'm here, so why not," he replied using his best smile.
"Uh, I don't know," she said, pondering his words.
The man standing before her was so different than Sonchai. Younger and much more fit, he had a relaxed and confident posture that was a complete opposite of the diminutive man that had twice rocked her world.
"I am quite good," he added as he saw the wheels spinning in her head.
"Just a minute," she finally replied after another pause.
Quickly, she found her robe and went back to the door. Opening it, the young Thai man walked in confidently while eyeing her up and down as he passed. He had been intrigued by Sonchai's descriptions of her arousal and hoped before the night was over to have her begging as she took his cock.
Udom was wearing a sports coat over a quality t-shirt with dress slacks. He looked more like a young man out on the town than a masseur, having purposefully selected the attire as a counter to Sonchai. Following the directions the older man had provided, he set up the bed in the same way and then disappeared into the bathroom to give Audrey time to get ready. After several minutes, he returned and found her face down with a towel covering her body. The twitching of her foot informed him she was nervous, so he knew he needed to be cautious to start.
In his time working the airport hotels, Udom had experienced many foreign women. Most were middle-aged or older and in poor shape, although sometimes he would get lucky with an attractive, younger girl. He had learned that the younger ones were the most difficult to fuck. Even though they had consciously decided to step across the line by calling him, they were usually still reluctant when the moment of truth arrived. So, despite Sonchai's description, he wondered as he turned down the fabric from Audrey's back just how far the pretty American girl would go.
For the next twenty minutes, the massage proceeded without incident. Purposefully playing things slowly, while following the process Sonchai had described, he was pleased to see her body relax. Hopefully, he could establish the trust that would allow her erotic needs to emerge. He wanted to see her get excited, for the challenge and because she was a very attractive woman, however, he was being paid well for his time, so it didn't really matter.
Although the massage felt good, Audrey struggled to give herself completely over to the man's hands. Sonchai's touch had always been non-threatening even when sensual, but with Udom something was different. Even with the liquor she had consumed, her instincts were telling her to be careful, and there was something suspicious about the man. Those same thoughts had earlier told her to keep her panties on and now she cringed as the masseur's fingers traced the top of the thin garment.
"Are you okay?" Udom asked, feeling her body stiffen.
"Yes, it's just been a long day," she answered, and forced herself to relax.
"Don't worry...I make you feel good," he whispered.
Udom pushed his fingers beneath the edge of her panties and worked the top of her ass. Once more, she forced herself to remain still, but when he tried to push the material over her rear, she reached back and stopped him.
"No...no, please leave them on," she said.
At that moment, Udom knew that either she wasn't comfortable with him or Sonchai had been lying. Deciding to give her more time, he proceeded with the massage making no further sensual moves. When it was time for her to turn, he wondered how she would react and was pleased when she didn't try to cover her breasts. With the towel draped across her hips, he kneaded on her shoulders but his eyes were drawn to her creamy, firm mounds, perfectly proportioned with little pink nipples. He hoped he would get to feel them and slowly worked lower. He took his time, and when he received no warnings, he let his hands slide down her ribs and then up and over her breasts. Slathering her with oil, he worked them as the minutes ticked by, while occasionally rolling her nipples gently. He marveled at their firmness and decided they were some of the best breasts he had ever touched.
Audrey knew it was coming so she was prepared and made no outward response. She had thought about telling him to skip that part but decided the path of least resistance was to just get it over. He had built no trust with her, and even though she wasn't sure it was all his fault, any playfulness she may have harbored had been extinguished.
Udom knew from long experience she wasn't progressing, so he went for broke. Slyly, he undid his loose-fitting pants while maintaining a hand on her body and let them drop to the floor. Then, breaking their connection for a few seconds, he slipped his shirt over his head leaving him standing in just his thong. The young lawyer's eyes were closed as she drifted, and minutes ticked by as he massaged her body before she learned of the man's state. He was standing to her side, with his finger tracing the inside of her thigh coming close to her covered crotch when she finally looked up. This time, she couldn't hide her reaction and her body gave a start as she saw the man's bulge.
"Relax..." Udom whispered.
Audrey remained silent, but seconds later when the back of the man's hand contacted her vagina, she used hers to push it away and then pulled the towel further down. The message she delivered was clear and Udom decided nothing more was to be done, so he quickly finished. She was thankful that he disappeared into the bathroom to dress which gave her space to put on her robe, and when he returned, she handed him the money and directed him out of the room.
Typically, after a massage from Sonchai, she was shattered and barely had the strength to rinse off before collapsing onto the bed. However, this time she felt anxious and made for the minibar where she fashioned a gin and tonic. She opened the curtains and fell into a leather chair while staring across the teeming city, trying to understand what had just occurred. Letting several thoughts trade across her mind, soon, she decided that she must have established a reputation at the spa. His aggressive approach and his disrobing could only mean they were trying to give her what they thought she wanted. The realization made her feel deeply ashamed and knowing that Dr. Pat was close with the owner, she wondered if her activities had been shared. It was distressing and she knew that she could never call on their services again.
"So disappointing. I was hoping for more," Dr. Pat said to her friend the next day over tea.
"I think you watch too much TV," Ploy said, giggling openly.
The whole situation had made the woman nervous and she was happy that nothing crazy had occurred. Now, her friend would calm down and things could return to normal.
"Oh, don't pretend you weren't interested," Dr. Pat replied, and then added, "My husband will be disappointed, too."
She had noticed that he had seemed to get more interested in the plotting, and when she informed him that Udom was on his way to meet Audrey it looked to her that the wheels were spinning in his head. It made her think he had something in mind, although it had probably died along with the Thai gigolo's failure.
"No more of this nonsense. It's not good anyway," the spa owner blurted out, letting her feelings be known.
"Hah! What about your husband? What about Sonchai? She prefers him! Will you let him go to her?" Dr. Pat laughed, which brought an irritated look from her friend.
Audrey stayed true to the commitment she made and didn't call the spa again, nor did she use the hotel services. She was too flustered by what had occurred and for the next week, she lived in fear she would get a visit from the CEO's wife. Plus, she was mortified about the information getting back to the states. If it did, she knew that resigning would be her only real option as she could not face her co-workers.
A month later, it was time for her to leave and the day before her flight, there was a farewell party held in the conference room with Dr. Pat in attendance. She had bumped into the woman several times since the fateful night and even once turned down an invitation for lunch, but she still felt awkward every time they were together.
"Audrey, we'll miss you," the older woman said while patting her on the arm.
"Yes, we miss you," Lucy declared with several of the other girls joining in.
"You've made quite the impression!" Dr. Pat laughed and gave the young lawyer an odd stare before looking towards the girls.
It made her wonder if there was a hidden message in the statement and she was silent for a moment before saying, "Thanks, it was fun."
"When you back?" one girl asked.
"Three months. Then, I'll be here for a month," she explained.
"Oh, not too long. We'll be ready for you," Dr. Pat said.
Audrey's return home was greatly needed. She had been away from friends and family too long and during the latter stages of her time in Bangkok, her hotel room had felt very small. She was given a week off by her boss to get her feet under her and took another week of vacation time. Fortunately, the company had done an outstanding job keeping up with her bills and mail, so after a check-up with her doctor and trip to the dentist, she was free. Friends inundated her with calls and invitations, keeping her social calendar busy, and a month after returning, she even met an interesting guy. A relationship blossomed but suddenly fizzled when she discovered he was occasionally seeing a woman with whom he had a child. It was very disappointing for her as she wanted the stability and to top it off, he had been a very good lover.
"Might as well go back to Thailand," she commiserated with her best friend over a cocktail.
"There are other guys, and damn girl, you're so beautiful," the young woman responded.
"I don't know..." Audrey started, and then said, "I need the time to get my head clear. It will be good and it's only a month."
"I wish I could visit," her friend whined.
"Why don't you?" the young lawyer asked.
"I'm broke," she answered which made them both laugh.
Audrey landed on a Sunday and when she arrived at the office the following morning, she was met with smiles by everyone she encountered. Especially elated were the young girls who immediately asked her to go out with them the following weekend.
Since her departure, the permanent team, including the man that would take over as CEO had arrived, which made her feel more stable. Later that morning, she met with the leadership team, and after finalizing her program, she moved to her office to work on the details.
"Audrey, I heard you had come back to us," Dr. Pat said from the doorway with her husband at her side.
"Yes, so good to have you back," Sakda added with a big smile.
"How long will you stay?" the Thai woman asked.
"About a month, I think," she replied.
"Good! We will have time to get together," she responded.
Later, several expats asked if she was up for a drink, but she begged off due to the jet lag. The rest of the week flew by and she had mostly acclimated when Friday arrived. For the past few days, her younger colleagues had been begging her to go out with them and she had just finished another conversation with them when one of her older expat colleagues walked up.
"You want in on this?" Audrey asked, already knowing the answer.
"Are you kidding? No freaking way! That's your job as a single person," he laughed.
"I can only last for a while and then I leave," she told him.
"Good plan," he responded and wandered off.
Audrey went to the hotel for a nap and to clean up before meeting at nine. Like before, they had agreed to gather at a trendy bar for a drink before the local girls headed for the clubs. They were a lively bunch, five in all, and one girl joined Audrey in a cocktail while the others sipped sodas. The young lawyer was feeling energized, despite her recent arrival, and over the course of an hour, downed two drinks.
"What happened to Lucy?" Audrey asked the crew.
She had noticed her absence when she arrived, but none of the expats knew the reason and the locals all deftly deflected her questions.
"She left for new job," a girl named Sopa said who seemed to have taken Lucy's place as the ringleader.
"Oh, I miss her," the young lawyer said and the quick glances between the others made her think there was a story.
She made a mental note to investigate further but not wanting to cause distress on their night out, she dropped the subject.



"One more, please?" Sopa whined to the American woman when she returned from the restroom and spotted a new drink on the table.
"What? I've already had too much," she replied while starting to laugh.
Audrey could see that the other girl had a fresh cocktail, so she accepted the offer. Quickly, they were back in their animated discussions, and by the time her drink was gone, she realized it was almost eleven.
"Time for this old woman to head to the hotel," she announced.
"No! Stay with us. The club is very close. Come with us for a short time," Sopa pleaded and was immediately joined by her friends.
Things went back and forth multiple times with Audrey trying to beg off while the Thai girls tried to convince her to come with them even if was only for a little while. Finally, feeling guilty for all the times she had turned them down, she agreed to join the group for a little longer. The girls were thrilled by her acceptance and they immediately left the bar and grabbed two taxis for the short ride to the dance club.
As soon as she stepped through the door, Audrey felt more than heard the deep throbbing beat of the music. It had been years since she had visited such a place, and since it was still early, there were tables available. They had barely had time to sit when she felt Sopa tugging on her arm and she let the local girl guide her out. At first, it was just the two dancing, with the dazzling lights flashing all around them, but soon the others joined. For the next hour, as the club filled, Audrey allowed herself to be directed by the girls. They mostly danced with each other although occasionally they would be joined by one or more men. After downing another drink and a half, she decided she had imbibed enough and despite the cries of disappointment, she said her goodbyes.
Fortunately, there was a line of taxis waiting in front and she was quickly on her way. A smile came to her face as she thought about the evening and realized she had truly enjoyed herself. The energy she had put into dancing had dulled the impact of the alcohol, but now in the car, she realized she was pleasantly drunk. Out of habit, she pulled her phone out and checked messages and when she finished, something made her look for Sonchai's number to see if she still had it saved. Sure enough, it was there, and she giggled softly as she recalled his manipulation of her body. She laid the phone in her lap and stared out the window as the taxi crawled through traffic towards her hotel, but seconds later, when she looked down, she realized that somehow the number had been dialed.
Friday night was Sonchai's main time to meet his friends and drink. It was getting late and he was just about to depart the bar when he was surprised to see the American woman's number appear on his phone. They had not connected since before his wife's plot with Dr. Pat, so he wasn't sure what her call meant. However, in his inebriated state, his curiosity quickly won out, and he returned the call.
The light on the screen indicating an incoming call caught Audrey's attention and she realized it was from Sonchai. At first, she ignored it, but as it continued to ring, something made her answer.
"Hello?" she said in a low voice.
"Hellooo? This Sonchai. You want massage now?" he asked.
"No, Sonchai. I dialed your phone by accident," she explained.
"Okay," he said, and after a short pause, he continued, "You want massage? I very close to hotel."
Instantly, her thoughts went back to the nice massages she had received from him that had been suddenly interrupted by the visit of the other masseur. It had caused her to cease all contact with the spa although she never determined exactly what had occurred. It was hard to view him as a bad guy, he just didn't seem to have that demeanor, and now that he was on the phone, she wondered if she dared take him up on the offer.
"Not tonight," she said, deciding it was best to just go to bed.
"I very close. Very good massage for you," he responded.
"How close?" she heard herself ask.
"Twenty minutes," he said.
Audrey looked up and saw that her hotel was about five blocks away. After a short pause, she told him her room number and seconds later, the call ended. Strangely, perhaps helped by the drinks she had consumed, she felt her nipples stiffen as she thought about his hands moving across her body. As soon as she was out of the taxi, she raced through the lobby and up to her room to give herself time to get ready before the man's arrival. With each step, she rationalized that her experiences with Sonchai, while often risqué, had been positive and that he had nothing to do with Udom.
Sonchai had decided long ago that if the young American woman ever called again, he would hide it from his wife. Fortunately, it was his normal night out with friends, and she was normally asleep when he got home, so he thought he was safe. He was in a taxi within seconds, but ran into some heavy traffic and soon realized he would be at least twenty minutes late. Repeatedly, he cursed his luck and tried to will the car forward. He had paid the driver when it arrived at the hotel and he bolted from it and made for the elevators. He had his backpack with him and while it didn't have everything, it contained the oils he needed.
"Hellooo..." Sonchai said when she opened the door for him.
His late arrival had made Audrey anxious and she was relieved that he had finally appeared. Feeling nervous, she flitted about the room while he got ready and only when he looked at her and smiled, did she finally calm down. When Sonchai stepped into the bathroom, she undressed and then stopped as she thought about past events. Finally, deciding she could remove her bra and panties later if she desired, she lay on the bed and positioned the towel over her body. Like previous times, he seemed to know when she was ready and she heard the door open and his footsteps as he approached.
Sonchai had warmed the oil in the sink and when she felt it on her neck, she gave out a deep sigh. His hands kneaded her shoulders for several minutes and then he turned the towel down to the rise of her ass. If he was disappointed by her bra, it didn't show, and he worked her back slowly and deliberately. Audrey's mind returned to Udom and how his touch didn't create the same level of trust she was currently experiencing. There was just something about Sonchai that was different and for the next few minutes, she tried to determine whether it was pressure, speed, rhythm or something else that distinguished his style. She never reached a conclusion, finally deciding to quit trying and just enjoy it.
The young lawyer could feel the man's hands working around her bra and she thought about removing it, but she wasn't completely over her session with Udom so she elected to keep it in place. Sonchai found her panties and worked along the edge but never tried to go beneath or move them. It built more trust with Audrey and allowed her to relax even more. Rapidly, she was approaching the same comfort level she had previously experienced with the man and felt her mind drift. However, when he left her back and moved to her legs, she was quickly back. Up and down her thigh his hands slowly glided, and although they stayed well away from her juncture, the movement against her sensitive flesh was arousing. Soon, she wanted more and thought about pushing her rear against his hands as a signal but lacked the courage to try. The experience was repeated on her other leg and as it ended, Audrey realized her hands, which were next to her head, were gripping the sheet tightly.
Sonchai knew she was excited and hoped she was interested in more but decided she would need to be the one to take the step. He had missed their sessions and was deeply disappointed he no longer had evidence to share with his drinking buddies. In addition, he felt he was repairing the damage done by Udom, which was best done through time. Maybe, she would call him again and perhaps then she would be open for more.
"You turn now," he said in a soft voice while tapping her shoulder.
The pretty woman felt the towel leave her body and opening her eyes she saw him holding it with his head turned. With a deep sigh, she started to twist but stopped midway and a wicked smile came to her face as her hands went to the clasp on her bra. Quickly, it was off and she tossed it over to a nearby chair. She thought about wiggling out of her panties too, but couldn't force herself to take the step.
Sonchai noticed the missing straps and spotted the garment on the chair. It brought a smile to his face and gave him hope she was becoming aroused. He started on her neck and shoulders but went slowly instinctively knowing it would help soothe her worries. He noticed her eyes squeezed shut, but after several minutes when he saw that her mouth had become partly open, he decided it was time to move on, so he took the towel and pulled it down her toned body. When he was finished, it was very low, past her hip bones with a small piece of the top of her small panties in view. For the next few minutes, while standing near her head, he stroked her arms and sides and then deciding it was time, he let his hands run gently under her breasts.
"Mmmmm...uhhh..." Audrey sighed involuntarily.
"You okay?" he asked, fighting to hold back his smile.
Rather than speak, she merely nodded her head and the older Thai man turned all his attention to her mounds. Using plenty of oil, he went over, under and around and soon she was glistening. Occasionally, he would roll her small nipples between his fingers and as the fondling continued, his squeezes became firmer. He knew he was doing something right when he saw her right foot start to roll back and forth and felt her chest pushing against his hands.
Finally, it was time to move on and he worked her taut tummy all the way down to her panties. He had barely begun when suddenly, Audrey lifted her arm, grabbed the towel and dropped it onto the floor. It was a clear message about where things were headed, and the local man felt a surge of excitement course through his body.
"You want to cum?" he whispered to her.
Audrey nodded her head rapidly and in a croaking voice replied, "Yes..."
She told herself she couldn't help it as his fingers seemed locked into the natural frequency of her body. She had been made very aroused, and although she thought she could remain in control when his fingers worked her inner thighs, she lost the battle. When his fingers found her nipples, it was definitely over and now she desperately needed a release.
Sonchai looped his fingers through the bands of her panties and slowly pulled them down her slender legs. Now, she was naked and her eyes opened and connected with his. He understood by her look she was very excited and that she was giving him permission to do what he wanted. However, he wanted to continue to build her arousal so he worked on her feet and calves.
"Sonchai?" Audrey whined in a needy voice.
"You wait...massage first. Massage...then you cum," he responded.
"Please..." she whimpered and her hands reached for her breasts.
"No...no touch!" the man declared and swatted them away.
His action actually made her even more aroused. She had never felt she was submissive, but now she was being made deliciously horny by allowing the Thai man to take charge. Small whimpers filled the room as he returned to her legs and slowly worked his way until he was passed her knees. When his hands reached mid-thigh, he slowed even more and moved his fingertips in a deliberate manner he thought would take her even higher.
The man's touch was excruciating to the young woman in the way it continued to build anticipation. She vacillated between deeply enjoying the slow eroticism to the burning need to experience an orgasm. Sonchai had never been so determined with her before, but rather than irritate her, she realized she liked it.
"Oh...oh Sonchai..." she groaned when his touch reached the edge of her leaking pussy.
The man didn't respond and continued to slowly circle her opening using a combination of light and medium pressure. Then, with one hand on either side of her sex, he separated her lips and looked directly into her soaked opening. His first thought was about the value he could extract from his friends if he could somehow get a picture of what he was seeing. He knew he would drink for free for at least a month once they saw it, but accepted there was no practical way to make it happen. Then, he thought about tasting her as the pink flesh looked so inviting. He had never been big on oral sex but would make the sacrifice for Audrey. However, he realized that if his attempt failed it would all be over quickly and he didn't want to run the risk.
"You want to cum?" he asked again, feeling the silence needed to be broken.
"Yes..." she answered without hesitation.
The need in the young woman's voice was clear and it empowered Sonchai to drag one finger along her slit which made her back arch as she expelled a deep moan. He repeated it several more times, and then without warning, he pushed a finger completely into Audrey's slick opening. A heavy grunt came from her and she instantly pushed back against the man's finger in a wanton display of arousal. He left it completely within her for several seconds and then started a slow in and out motion.
"You like?" he asked the whimpering woman.
"Yesss...please Sonchai..." she groaned, once more reveling in her submission.
The local man added another finger and moved faster which brought a fresh wave of sexual sounds from the young lawyer. He was so focused on watching his digits disappear inside her dripping hole he didn't realize at first that her hands had found her nipples again.
"No...no touch!" he said loudly and pushed them away.
"I need..." Audrey started but was cut off.
"No...no touch," the man repeated.
His attention returned to her pussy and he was just about to tap on her clit with his free hand when the young woman did something totally unexpected. Suddenly, Sonchai felt her hand on his groin and after just a bit of fumbling, she gripped his cock through the thin material of his pants. Audrey did it before she even realized what was happening and it was borne from her lust and the mere fact that she couldn't keep her hands still. When they made eye contact, she saw a smile on the man's face and he nodded his head in encouragement. Strangely, it was enough and the pretty young woman continued the fondling.
The woman's actions threw Sonchai for a loop. He had happily assumed that he would bring her to a huge orgasm, hopefully, take some new photos, and then prepare himself to brag to his friends at their next gathering. Now, there was a whole new dimension to consider, and he wondered if something more might be possible. Would she stroke him until he released, perhaps even across her lovely breasts? Would she take him into her mouth? Would she let him fuck her? It took all his strength to stay in control as he thought through his options while continuing to stroke the woman's dripping pussy.
After a few moments of consideration, Sonchai decided what he wanted to try but realized it came with big risks. Still, it was too special a moment to pass up, so he suddenly removed his fingers from the woman's pussy and in a series of rapid movements removed his pants and shirt. Now, just like Audrey, he was naked. It was the moment of truth, and he half-expected the young woman to bolt to the bathroom, but she remained on the bed, although she stared up at him with a confused expression. Sonchai knew he had to move quickly past the awkward moment so one hand returned to her slit while the other took her hand and brought it back to his cock. He was thrilled beyond measure when after just a few seconds she started to slowly tug on his shaft. The middle-aged Thai man knew his cock was not anything special. In fact, he was quite certain he was completely average in length and girth but at that moment he felt like a porn star. Now, with things seemingly on course, he moved his free hand to her breasts while continuing to piston into her hole with two fingers.
Audrey had been shocked when he suddenly disrobed but she was so horny that all she could think of was getting his hands back on her body. She rationalized her gripping of his cock had been the impetus for the action and with her trust in Sonchai, she was convinced that she could end things at any time. Thus, she decided to continue so she could achieve the release she so desperately desired.
"Uhhh...ohhh..." she groaned when she felt the man pull on a nipple.
"You okay?" he asked like before, although this time she felt she sensed some taunting in his voice.
"Yes..." she sighed.
"You cum...you cum big..." the man responded.
"Yes..." Audrey whined with need.
Sonchai removed his hand from her breasts and brought it back to her pussy where he started the tapping of her clit that had driven her crazy the previous times. Within seconds, she was groaning openly as her legs separated further providing ample evidence he was on the right course. However, seconds later, when she released the man's cock, he reacted by ceasing his attention to her nub while grasping her wrist and bringing her hand back to his shaft. Fearing he might withhold his efforts if she didn't play, Audrey resumed her tugging and seconds later she felt her hand being bathed in oil. She glanced up just in time to see him drop the small bottle next to her and then return his attention to her pussy. When he resumed the tapping, a fresh wave of excitement washed through the young woman, which brought even more sexual sounds from her mouth.
The feelings generated by his fingers were so intense that Audrey knew she wouldn't last long. Somehow, it continued to build and reached the point it almost felt painful, before her body suddenly exploded. Now, her pussy was eagerly pushing against his fingers and her nipples felt like they would pop from her chest as stars appeared before her eyes.
"Ugggghhhh...ohhhhh...ohhhhh...I...I...my God...oh God...ohhhh..." she called out loudly.
Sonchai maintained his efforts, making her orgasm linger until she thought she might actually pass out from the intense feelings. Finally, it ebbed, and the older man, sensing where her pleasure might turn into pain, slowed to a stop. She was left heaving, trying to suck in needed air as her body occasionally jerked from random electrical aftershocks. Somewhere along the way, she had lost the connection with his cock and when she opened her eyes, she saw that the Thai man was staring down at her with a huge smile.
"You cum good...very good..." he stated which made her nod her head in agreement.
Her eyes fell to his waist and saw his fully erect cock and she reached out and stroked it several times. However, even that amount of energy was too much of an exertion for her and once more she let her hand drop. Unbeknownst to her, that simple action lit something in Sonchai she would soon regret.
Sonchai had her turn onto her chest and he slowly glided his hands over her back and legs. Audrey assumed that it was meant to give her time to recover and allowed herself to drift into a comfortable place. She was so out of it she didn't react when the man worked a pillow beneath her waist, and at first, she didn't understand the significance of the movement on the bed. It was only when she felt Sonchai's hands on her hips and a force against her pussy she reacted, but by then it was too late.
"Uggghhh..." the Thai man grunted as his cock went into the pretty woman balls deep.
"Sonchai...wait...no...stop...huhhh..." she tried but was cut-off when his shaft plunged into her again.
"Uggghhh..." he grunted as he made yet another thrust.



After her huge release, he had been contemplating what to do, and when she reached for his cock on her own, he concluded she was ready for more. Now, he was committed to the fucking and when she tried to scoot away, he pulled her back into place.
"No...stop...please stop..." she tried once more but it had no effect.
Despite her movements, he continued to work his cock into her and marveled at the softness and heat that enveloped his shaft. Unfortunately, he was so excited that he couldn't maintain control and lasted a mere dozen strokes before his balls fired their contents into the American woman's womb.
"Uhhh...uhhh...uhhh..." he groaned in time with the jets of semen leaving his opening.
Audrey lay beneath the local man in shock as she realized she had just been inseminated. Her recent relationship back home had not progressed past the condom stage and she was completely unprotected. She tried to recall the timing of her last period and was terrified when she realized she was at a bad point in her cycle.
Twice, Sonchai stopped her efforts to crawl from beneath him as he wanted to leave his cock in her a little longer and enjoy his conquest. The excitement he felt from being inside her pussy made him think about his youth and the sexual experiences he had enjoyed. Suddenly, he was recalling the firm, well-proportioned, bodies and the desperate passion of those encounters. Fucking Audrey had brought them rushing back and he didn't want the moment to end. He looked around the room for his phone and spotted it nearby on the nightstand. It was within arm's reach if he stretched, and he somehow retrieved it without alerting his partner.
"Sonchai...please...please get off..." she begged as waves of despair drove away all the wonderful sensations she had experienced just minutes ago.
He knew that as soon as he lifted from her, she would likely flee to the bathroom so he prepared the camera. Then, slowly pulling away, he placed a hand firmly on the small of her back as his cock popped free and in rapid succession, he snapped several pictures of her pussy.
As he expected, she jumped from the bed when his weight was off and made for the safety of the bathroom. Sonchai inspected his phone and saw that one photo had turned out quite well. It showed in fine detail her very wet and slightly frothy hole with her inner lips flowered open. He knew his friends would marvel at the picture and beg him to share.
The ejaculation had drained him of strength so he took several minutes to put on his clothes and when he was finished, Audrey was still locked behind the door. He knew she was not happy, that was clear from her reaction, but he felt it had been worth it even if she never called again. Finally, after giving her a few more minutes to emerge, he knocked on the door.
"Need money," he said.
Audrey had hoped that the man would just discreetly leave and was appalled that he now had the audacity to ask for money after essentially committing rape. She thought about ignoring his words but decided she just wanted it over with so she opened the door and stepped out with a towel wrapped around her body.
"Here," she said, defiantly looking into his eyes as she held out the cash.
"Okay...you call soon," he responded showing no signs of guilt.
As soon as he left, she rushed to the shower and washed before going to bed. On Sonchai's previous visits, her satiated body would barely stay conscious for a few minutes before she fell into a deep sleep. However, this time, she stared wide awake at the ceiling as she thought about what had occurred. Things had started so well before suddenly going wildly off-track. She knew that fondling his cock had been a huge mistake and that she might be partly culpable for the outcome. Perhaps, he had read it as an open invitation, but she had been vocal in telling him to stop. Did the language barrier cause confusion? Was he too far gone for it to register? Or, had he just decided to take what he wanted? She hadn't reached a conclusion before sleep mercifully took her away.
Audrey spent several hours the next morning searching for a pharmacy that stocked the morning after pill. It was an embarrassing process made even worse by her visions of Sonchai's eager sperm cells surrounding and attacking her defenseless egg. In the end, she had to rely on the counsel of an older Thai pharmacist who was adamant that the small box, marked only in Thai, was what she was seeking.
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Audrey spent the remainder of the day trying to come to grips with the previous night. Sonchai's sudden action had caught her off-guard, but as she contemplated the evening, as well as her previous sessions with the man, she knew she had to accept some responsibility. Communications had always been challenging and she realized she had given off some aggressive vibes. It made her think back to her last time in Thailand and how she had become concerned about her reputation with the spa. That had made her cease contact, and now she kicked herself for getting so drunk that she agreed to last night's massage. She decided she needed to conduct herself like she did back in the states and quit succumbing to the exotic temptations that abounded in the Asian city.
Sonchai felt fortunate that his wife was asleep when he arrived home. It was well past the normal time he returned and he dreaded the thought of having to deal with her questions. He immediately slipped into bed quite pleased with his fortune and was quickly out. Unfortunately, what he didn't know at that moment was that his wife had been up until an hour before he arrived. Already suspicious about his activities, she was made even more so when her sensitive nose picked up what she thought was the faint smells of sex on his pants when she gathered them from the floor the next morning. She let her husband continue to sleep, but by the time he rose an hour later, she was practically seething.
"Who did you fuck last night?" she demanded angrily, and before he could respond, she added, "I can smell it on your clothes!"
"You're crazy," he replied, although he realized he was acting guilty.
"I'm not crazy! Who was it? Who was your whore?" she pressed.
Unlike her friend Dr. Pat, who was open-minded about her husband's affairs, Ploy was extremely possessive. She was constantly on the lookout for any sign of her husband straying and she was now convinced that something had occurred.
Sonchai knew he wasn't ready to take her on, so he merely walked away which enraged his wife. She followed him and continued to demand answers, which eventually drove him from the house. He realized he needed time to think, regroup and concoct a story as his wife would not cease until she felt her questions had been adequately addressed. Two hours later, he headed towards home having decided to explain that one of his drinking friends had a new girlfriend and she must be sensing her presence. The house was eerily quiet when he entered and he finally found his wife sipping tea with the housemaid. She had been with the family for years and more than once took the side of his wife in a dispute. It was not a good sign and he could feel his body tense.
"Who was it? Don't lie. I know when you lie!" his wife declared before he even sat.
Sonchai rolled out his story to the two women but half-way through, he could tell they weren't buying it. He forced himself to finish and then looked at his wife as she stared back with disdain.
"Maybe, I'll divorce you," she said in a frighteningly calm voice.
The message terrified him as her spa was their primary source of income and she had never made such a pointed threat.
"It's true! I didn't have sex," he declared, although his voice held no conviction.
"It's not true. You fucked last night. May can smell it, too," she said referring to the maid.
"No..." he tried but was again interrupted.
"Smell! Smell it," she said and forced the clothes beneath his face.
Sonchai knew his wife had an acute sense of smell and thought she must have picked up a faint whiff. However, with his garments close, even he could smell the result of his time with Audrey. Suddenly, with her threats and the solid evidence presented, he felt his defenses crumbling.
"No sex...just massage," he replied in a low voice.
"Who?" his wife demanded.
He looked at his wife still seeking a way out, and when he saw her determined stare, he replied, "The American woman."
"The one Dr. Pat knows? You fucked her?" she fired back.
"I didn't..." he started but was cut off once more.
"Yes...yes, you fucked her. This is the smell of fucking," she declared.
It took several more hours of constant pestering but finally, Sonchai admitted having sex with the pretty woman. Her husband's admission cut the woman to her core as she felt threatened by Audrey's youth and looks. In addition, she was angry with her friend who she felt was culpable due to the sordid attempt with Udom. She retreated to the back of the house and was on the phone with Dr. Pat for several hours. With each passing minute, Sonchai became more concerned as things had a way of going bad for him when the women conspired, and in this particular situation, he knew it would be much worse than normal.
"She wants revenge," Dr. Pat told her husband later that evening after explaining things.
"Sonchai and Audrey? Are you certain?" her husband clarified as it seemed so bizarre.
"She thinks so and he admitted it. He could be lying but she doesn't think so," she responded.
"What revenge is she seeking?" he asked, concerned about the potential impact to the company.
"She wants to make her a whore," Dr. Pat said.
"You said...I thought she already said she was a whore," her husband replied with a grin.
"Ha! You're not funny," she replied with a giggle and then added, "She wants to make her be with others. Use the pictures he took."
Sonchai could not stand up to his wife's onslaught and finally broke down and shared the new pictures. They caused her to launch off again as the last vestiges of doubt about her husband experiencing the young woman were erased. In her mind, he had to be telling the truth to get such a nasty picture.
"That's blackmail," Sakda said as a worried look appeared on his face.
"Yes, she's very angry," his wife confirmed.
"Are the pictures that bad?" he asked.
He had seen several that Sonchai had taken during Audrey's last visit and none showed her face which would be essential for blackmail. Rather than respond, his wife fiddled with her phone and then handed it over. He scanned through the recent pictures and while racy, none showed her face.
"They're disgusting," his wife said.
It wouldn't have been the word he would have used as he thought they were extremely erotic. In fact, he felt his cock stirring and hoped it would stay down so his wife wouldn't notice. Also, he was convinced by the photos that Sonchai had indeed had his dick in the young woman which brought forth a strong pang of jealousy.
"They won't work, no face shots," he said handing the phone back.
"If it's done well, perhaps they aren't needed," Dr. Pat replied, and her husband realized there was more to the conspiracy.
His wife described the outcome of the long discussion she had held with her friend. They had convinced themselves that the pictures could work as a catalyst if the message was delivered by an authoritarian figure. Partway through the description, he realized where she was headed, so it came as no surprise to him when she explained that they had decided it would work best if he was the one to confront Audrey. Although he couldn't say outright that the plan lacked merit, he had no interest in getting involved as it was deceitful and he had no issues with the young woman.
"Why would I do that?" he asked with an annoyed expression.
"Don't tell me you don't want to sleep with her. You'd do it in a second if you had the chance," his wife countered.
"Even if I was sexually attracted to her, this is not the same thing," he answered.
"You didn't mind her with Udom," Dr. Pat tried.
"That was learning about her limits and it was consensual. This is quite different," he replied.
His wife stared at him as the seconds ticked by and he could tell something was churning in her head. He wasn't sure what to expect although he had some suspicions that seconds later were proven true.
"I know about Lucy," she said.
Lucy was the administrative assistant in the legal department or at least had been until a few weeks ago. She was also the young girl that had befriended Audrey and convinced her to come out for drinks several times. Dr. Pat's husband had been involved in a months-long fling with the girl that recently ended when she became pregnant. He had the situation discreetly taken care of and then gave her money to go elsewhere and start anew. He had no doubt that his wife knew every detail as once she got locked onto something, she always saw it through.
"It's over," her husband answered.
"Yes, I know but you were reckless and indiscrete. You shamed our household," she replied.
"And my penance is to blackmail and fuck poor Audrey?" he asked.
"Yes, for my friend," she acknowledged.
For the next few days, Dr. Pat thought about the strange conversation. Intuitively, she knew it was about more than helping her friend. Part of it involved addressing Lucy and that her husband had come close to fathering a child. It was by no means the first time her husband had enjoyed an affair and she was never the naïve wife that thought a powerful man wouldn't have dalliances. However, unlike the others, she knew Lucy well and the fact that she had been made pregnant threatened her home. Thus, she wanted it all on the table and she wanted something for it, too. Audrey's blackmail was a start, although she knew she would be making other demands. In addition, something about the American woman intrigued her. She couldn't fathom why she would involve herself with Sonchai while eschewing Udom and had been disappointed when her plot didn't work out as it had been an interesting diversion. Now that Sonchai had fucked her, she wanted to learn more about the woman and her friend's revenge plans provided that opportunity. Then, there was the part she hadn't shared with her husband. She knew he was essential in setting the trap with Audrey, but she wasn't sure whether she would let him be the one to reap the rewards.
It was several more days before Sakda acquiesced to his wife's demands. She had been persistent with him and he felt guilty about how things turned out with Lucy. He had received all the money for the sale of the business and his transition period was almost over so the financial risks were negligible. However, there were still plenty of reputational risks, and even in Asia with its more open view towards inter-office interactions, he wasn't sure what he would do if Audrey made a claim.
Friday morning, Sakda asked Audrey to join him for lunch, on the pretext of her compliance progress, and she was only too happy to agree. He wanted her in a public place where she would be less inclined to make a scene and his driver took them to a fashionable bistro on the top of a nearby building. It was after they had eaten that the man finally broached the delicate subject.
"Audrey, I think you know that my wife is friends with the owner of a spa," he started and let his words sink in before continuing, "Through that relationship, some disturbing news has come back that I felt we needed to discuss."
The young woman's body immediately stiffened and her ears rang as his words could only mean one thing. She tried to remain calm and forced a confused look his way.
"Oh? What is that?" she asked.
The CEO knew she was putting on a façade but went slow, "The message we were told is that you have been receiving massages in your room from certain employees of the spa."
"I'm not sure what this is about, and my personal dealings are really none of your concern," the young lawyer flashed.
"Audrey, I think this is something you should listen to," he responded in a stern voice.
She stared at him for several seconds and then after a deep exhale, she said, "Okay."
"It is my understanding that you have been receiving...very personal massages from a male employee that have been...let's say...sexual," he said in low voice, and before she could respond, he continued, "I have reason to believe the information is true and I'd like to show you something."
With that, he pulled his phone from his pocket, manipulated it for a moment and then handed it to the young woman. Instantly, she could see the screen filled with the picture of a very wet vagina and based upon the body, the bed, and the parts of the room that showed at the edges, she knew it was her. Her hands shook and she tried to use her finger to scan for more photos but it was the only one in the file. She was still looking at the device when the Thai man reached over and took it.
"I...I...look...I...I don't know what to say," she forced out while fighting back tears.
It was the moment where he needed to allude to more evidence and set the hook. If she gathered her wits and challenged him, the whole scheme would likely fall apart, so the next few minutes were crucial.
"There are many other...many...and they certainly compromise you," he told her.
"I...how...I...I'm so embarrassed," she stammered, and after a short pause, she asked, "What's going on? What do they want?"
Dr. Pat's husband took a slow sip of his water, set it down and then looked at her and said, "It's not what they want, it's what I want."
"And what's that?" she asked in confusion.
"I want you in my bed," he responded.
Audrey's gasp caught the attention of half the room and after glancing around, she bent forward and said in a low voice, "You must be joking."
"I'm not joking. I'm quite serious," he answered with a stern expression.
"There is no way that's going to happen and in fact, I'm going to call back to the states and speak with the Chief Counsel. You will be out by Monday," she declared.
"Perhaps, that would happen, but please remember I have all the pictures and I can do a business-wide email. Every one of your male co-workers will have a saved version of your pretty pussy. You will have to leave the company and I am quite sure your reputation will follow you wherever you go," he responded, and when he saw her shoulders slump, he added, "I will be gone from the business in a few weeks so my risk is quite low. Yours, on the other hand, is extremely high."
With that, the man rose, but before departing he placed a card in front of her she saw had a date, a time and an address. Instantly, she knew it was his demand for a rendezvous where he intended to take her to bed. Five minutes later, completely in a daze, she followed him out of the restaurant and when she was in front of the building, she saw he had left the car for her. Deciding she needed space, she waved it off and walked until she located a suitable bar in a nearby 3-star hotel.
There had been rumors about Sakda going back to the due diligence phase of the acquisition concerning his philandering, so his interest in extramarital sex was nothing new. Since the acquisition had closed, the local staff would occasionally provide information in the form of innuendo, with the most recent example being the situation with Lucy. She had considered the young girl a friend and when she had discovered she was gone, she tried to ask around but was mostly ignored. Only one person, one of the other girls that had accompanied them on their forays out, offered anything and it pointed back to the CEO. Still, he had never been inappropriate with her, so his demand today took her by surprise.
Then, she thought about Sonchai. Her instincts had told her to trust the man, but they proved to be disastrously wrong. She was shocked he had taken pictures and could only surmise it occurred after she had climaxed and was in her own world. Sakda was right about the impact on her job and career. There was no way she could return to the office and face her co-workers if the information got out and the story would follow her regardless of where she went. It left only two options; immediately resign and negate the value of the information or make the meeting.
Sakda felt conflicted as he made his way back to the office in the taxi. He could be a hard and ruthless man, but that usually occurred when he was dealing with a business situation, especially if he didn't like the person. He certainly wanted to fuck the young attorney, he had eyed her since he first saw her, but that was through seduction. The cost for everyone in this crazy plan just seemed too damn high. Also, he was greatly annoyed with his wife, but there had been something in her look when she brought up Lucy that was different. He sensed she took the situation much harder than his prior affairs. Perhaps, the best outcome would be if Audrey didn't show up to the rendezvous. Then, he could claim she called their bluff and wash his hands of it all.
After the drink, Audrey returned to the office grabbed her things and headed for the hotel. As soon as she arrived, she wrote her resignation and then stared at it for over an hour before she left for the bar. The sun hadn't even set when she stumbled to her room completely hammered and looked at the document again. It was there the next morning when she woke up, nursing her hangover, it was still there when she took a nap later that afternoon, and it was there when she left the room to make the designated appointment time on the card.
Audrey approached the bellman wearing jeans, a simple blouse, and sandals trying hard to look plain. The man directed her towards an elevator bank and pressed the appropriate floor before letting the doors close. She was practically shaking during the ascent and when the door opened, she was in a small alcove with two entrances. The one on the left was the designated number, but before she could knock, it opened and a middle-aged Thai woman directed her inside. Quickly, she realized she wasn't in some pied-a-terre where Sakda had his affairs. Instead, she was in his home which made her immediately wonder about his wife.
"Come in Audrey," Dr. Pat said in a bubbly voice as she stepped into the hallway.
Her presence confused the young woman and for a moment she wondered if she was being brought into some strange swinging scene. However, it also gave her hope that maybe there was an outcome other than sex. She let the older woman lead her into a sitting room and the maid quickly returned with a pot of tea and three cups. The maid poured the liquid and just as she stepped out, another woman entered that Audrey recognized as the spa owner. Unlike Dr. Pat's smile, this woman's face had a deep scowl and after accepting her tea, she fell heavily into a chair.
"Audrey I'm sure you're curious, so let me explain," her hostess said, and then proceeded in a calm voice, "My friend, Ploy, whom you know from the spa, is the wife of Sonchai. When she learned of your...intimacy...she became very angry and now wants revenge."
"You a whore," Ploy added angrily.
"No...no...I didn't want him to...I was resting after the massage and he ra...he just did it," she tried to explain, and the quickly added, "It wasn't my fault!"
Her words made the two women launch into a long discussion in Thai. It lasted so long that it seemed they had forgotten about her and raised her hope she might have a way out, but finally Dr. Pat turned back her way.
"Come with us now," she said and rose.
"Why? I told you it wasn't my fault," Audrey responded nervously.
"Yes, your fault. You fuck Sonchai. I smell you all over his clothes. I smell your pussy," the woman declared.
"Really...I'm not going to do this. It's crazy," Audrey declared.
The two women had anticipated she would make a final attempt to avoid her fate, and Dr. Pat was ready, "Audrey, that's fine. Just know that your pictures will be emailed out within the next few minutes."
"This isn't fair...it's just not fair. I didn't do anything wrong!" she declared as she started to rise.
The Thai women didn't respond, and Audrey let Dr. Pat take her by the arm and guide her through her home until they arrived at a room with a large bed.



"Take your clothes off and get on the bed. Ploy will stay with you," the woman said and then quickly left, closing the door behind her.
Dr. Pat found her husband in his study and she could tell he was nervous. However, she didn't know if it was due to his sexual excitement or the circumstances of the American woman's presence. He had continued to voice his concerns about their plans, although it never went as far as rejecting the opportunity to bed the young lawyer.
"How is she?" he asked.
"She is preparing," his wife explained, and after a pause, she continued, "It won't be you. Ploy and I will used others."
"Others? In our home? Why would you be so crazy?" he asked.
"Our home? You fucked Lucy in our home more than once and you made her pregnant. Everyone knows. Everyone! You've shamed our home and you've shamed me. It will not be forgotten! Not for a very long time!" she replied, and Sakda could see the anger in her eyes.
He had hoped she had moved past his mistake with Lucy, and her recent demeanor had indicated she was softening. Now, he realized it wouldn't be so easy, and since nothing was more important than his home, he accepted his wife's message with a simple nod.
"Who, then?" he asked.
"Udom and his friends," she answered.
The knowledge made him cringe inwardly as he realized that the two women were seeking to completely defile Audrey. He knew it wouldn't be a pleasant scene and thought about what was going through their minds. This seemed wholly disproportionate to Sonchai's act, even with Ploy's notorious jealousy, so there had to be something else motivating the women.
"Why so much?" he asked.
"Ploy doesn't like her," his wife replied, and then added, "She thinks she's too perfect."
"So, jealousy? Simple jealousy?" he responded.
"Not simple. She is angry about all the years she has had to watch and worry about her husband," Dr. Pat said.
"That's not the girl's fault. That's Ploy's for being crazy!" he declared, and before his wife could reply, he asked, "And why are you involved."
"Because you wanted to fuck her. Right after Lucy and you would only help if you could fuck her," she said and he saw the fire in her eyes flash even brighter.
At that moment, he realized that the two friends had worked themselves into a frenzy driven by the perceived evils inflicted upon them by men. Somehow, poor Audrey was the embodiment of the siren that lured their men and would now pay the price.
The maid, standing just outside the doorway, caught the attention of Dr. Pat. She gave her husband a final look of defiance and followed the woman to the entrance where Udom and two other men were standing. Like the man she had met before, each was attractive, well-built and in their twenties. The two women hadn't been specific about who he should enlist, but she guessed they had similar backgrounds. Meaning, their lives consisted of odd jobs, the gym, and playing gigolo. She thought about having them disrobe on the spot, but decided it was better to take them into the room and make Audrey watch.
A shocked look appeared on the young woman's face when they stepped through the door, and it was clear she recognized Udom. Ploy had repeatedly told her to undress, but down to her bra and panties was as much progress as she could make. She sat nervously on the edge of the bed and remained silent until the three men started to remove their clothes.
"What...what's going on? I thought...it was supposed to be Sakda?" she asked.
"Some changes, Audrey," Dr. Pat answered with a clear edge in her voice.
"No way...no..." she declared.
The young lawyer started for her clothes but before she could reach them, the three Thai men blocked her path. They created a wall she couldn't circumvent and then together they moved slowly towards the bed, forcing her back. As the men finished undressing, Ploy and Dr. Pat got occasional glimpses of Audrey and could see she was looking nervously at the floor. The two women exchanged glances, knowing what was to come, and while neither would ever admit it, both could feel flutters in their pussies.
When the men finished, they stood motionless for a moment, as if to allow Audrey to take in their nudity and then there was a flurry of arms, along with cries of protest from the woman, before her bra was flung into the corner.
"No...no...please don't..." the local women heard the young lawyer protest, and seconds later her panties joined her bra.
The men quickly took positions around the bed with Udom staying nearest the door, while one friend moved to the far side and the other stepped to the foot. Audrey was curled on her side but they took hold of her arms and legs and soon had her flat on her back.
"Whore," Dr. Pat heard her friend say when her shaved pussy came into view.
It was an intense scene made erotic by the fact that all participants were in excellent condition. Without speaking, both of the Thai women recalled their youth when they had similar bodies, which only inflamed their desire to see Audrey defiled.
The men exchanged words in Thai and then started. Udom and the man opposite him bent forward and took a nipple into their mouths while the man at her feet climbed onto the bed and moved his head towards her pussy. Audrey tried to close her legs, and for a while succeeded, but the man proved too strong. The older woman saw his tongue snake out and after licking on her thighs, he moved to her slit.
"Uhhh...no...no..." she grunted, and then called out to the women, "Dr. Pat...please...please make them stop."
"No, Audrey. No stopping. They are staying until morning," she responded.
"You going to get fucked good. All night! Like a whore!" Sonchai's wife exclaimed.
The women's message silenced her, but her rational mind considered the other consequences, and she called out, "I brought condoms. They're in my jeans. Make them use condoms."
"No...you take it...take their nam. Maybe you go home fat," Ploy laughed, pleased that the American woman's lovely body might get ruined.
The two mouths on her nipples were being gentle, sucking rhythmically like a nursing child. Likewise, the man between her legs used only the tip of his tongue to explore her folds. Even in the decadent situation, Audrey had to use willpower to avoid a response, and during the moments where she lost concentration, an unwanted surge of pleasure would sweep through her body. It would have been easier to just accept her fate and make the best of it, but she would not give in and was prepared to fight the entire way.
The Thai men continued on for several more minutes, and then Udom lifted his mouth from her breast and asked, "Who first?"
Audrey looked away without responding which resulted in the man using his hand to turn her head back. He repeated the question and this time she closed her eyes, but her tormentor was undeterred and shook her head several times. She knew that her resistance was pointless as the inevitable was certain to occur, so after a deep breath, she answered.
"Him," she said, nodding towards the man still on her nipple.
He looked to be about the same age as Udom but was shorter and thicker. Clearly into weightlifting, the muscles of his upper body were highly defined. Most important to her, his cock was average in size which she thought would allow her body to prepare for the long ordeal.
Udom barked a command in Thai and the two men immediately lifted from her body. She could see a smile on the face of her selection, and he quickly moved onto the bed. In a final attempt, Audrey tried to close her legs, but the two men watching grabbed a knee and she was spread open. Then, the man crawled forward and pushed firmly against her thighs. Balancing himself with one hand, he took his cock into the other and moved until it was touching her opening. As his shaft entered, his smile broadened, and when he was planted, he dropped onto his elbows with his head next to hers. He held still for a moment and whispered something into her ear, and then his hips began to move.
Audrey's pussy had been made ready by the other man's tongue, so she felt no physical discomfort as he pistoned into her body. However, her mind reeled as the reality hit home. For the past thirty hours, ever since her lunch with Sakda, the whole thing had felt surreal, like a fictional story that would eventually end. Now, as she felt the man, smelled his aroma and listened to his rhythmic grunts, she understood it was all very real.
Ploy found the young woman's silence infuriating. She had hoped she would be crying and begging for mercy from her and her friend. Dr. Pat's mind was on other matters, as her eyes kept glancing at Udom's large cock now partly erect as he watched the mating couple. So far, she had enjoyed manipulating Audrey, but slowly a feeling of jealousy appeared. She wondered what it would feel like to experience such a nice tool and wondered if she should have let more happen when he gave her the massage.
Faintly at first, and then growing clearer, a slurping sound emerged from the wetness of their connection. It made Udom smile at the man standing naked next to him holding his stiff cock in his hand. They exchanged words and then laughed for a moment, pleased with how Audrey's body was betraying her. For the next few minutes, the mating couple was like a black hole sucking in the attention of everyone present. Missing were passionate mews they wanted to hear coming from the young woman's mouth, but they knew they had plenty of time to make it happen.
The steady rhythm of the man fucking Audrey became more purposeful, while his grunts gained in urgency. It left little doubt he was getting close, so no one was surprised when he reached his limit.
"Ugggghhhh...uggghhh...uggghhh..." he groaned as he slammed hard into the young woman's pelvis.
Audrey remained detached and silent as he experienced his climax, thankful that it was over, but distressed that she now was filled with the man's semen. He was given some time to recover, but when Udom nodded at the naked figure standing next to him, he immediately stepped forward and tapped his foot. With a reluctant sigh, he rolled off the American woman's body and was immediately replaced. For a few seconds, the two women and Udom got a good look at Audrey's glistening pussy, before the new man blocked their view.
The new man entered her quickly and started a faster pace than his friend. It caused Audrey to gasp several times before she settled, and like his friend, he spoke some word to her in Thai. Soon, his rapid movement morphed into heavy thrusts, which was soon followed by the looping of his arms beneath her knees, driving her legs back.
"Uhh...no...uhh..." she tried to protest, but quickly stopped.
He was fucking her so hard, that she realized she couldn't help but release sounds if she opened her mouth, so she accepted the position. However, her brief response led Ploy to believe that she was enjoying the fucking.
"Whore..." she said with a shake of her head and left the room.
Dr. Pat was surprised at her departure, but happy that she no longer needed to worry about being watched. She would never admit it to anyone, especially not Ploy, but she was enjoying the show, which was something she hadn't anticipated. Also, she knew that Audrey was fighting to maintain control but at some point, would lose the battle. Whether it was next with Udom, or if it came hours from now, she knew the girl would eventually get worn down. She hoped she would be there to witness it as she thought it would be a very erotic moment.
"Easy...uhhh...not so hard..." Audrey tried, finally daring to speak.
Her plea did not affect the man who continued to pummel her pussy. It really didn't hurt, but she felt very exposed and awkward, and his body falling into her was forcing out unwanted gasps. Fortunately, she didn't have to wait long for relief as he began to exhibit the signs of an approaching release. He changed his approach from hard, deep thrusts to short rapid ones and seconds later she watched as his body trembled and his head tilted back.
"Nnnhhh...nnnhhh...uhhhhh..." he moaned.
Unlike the first man, he practically jumped off her when he finished, letting her legs fall. His balls were still emptying as he departed and several drops of his milky cum plopped onto her thigh. He stumbled the few feet to a chair in the corner and dropped heavily into it while sucking in deep mouthfuls of air. Once more, the Thai men had a rapid-fire discussion in their native language, and when Dr. Pat joined, Audrey cringed at what they might be planning. It didn't last long and when it ended and all eyes returned to her which made her very nervous. Udom stepped to her side and wiped the cum off her leg with his fingers and then rubbed it across her breasts, teasing her nipples.
Audrey tried to mentally prepare herself for Udom's turn, but couldn't avoid looking at his cock. She had experienced above-average men before, although nothing quite so big, especially with his wide head. She expected him to quickly climb between her legs like the others, but after looking down at her for several seconds, he sat on the edge of the bed and motioned her over. So far, she had been a passive recipient of the men's attention which allowed her to maintain some dignity. Riding the man would change that, so she tried to decline.
"No...over here..." she said.
"No, no...here...on me..." he responded.
Reluctantly, she crawled his way and let him help her straddle his waist. Now, the man's thick cock, which was completely erect, was sandwiched between their bodies. His hands went to her ass and squeezed each cheek gently and his mouth made for her neck where he licked from her shoulder to her ear. Audrey realized this wouldn't be a quick fuck like the other men, and that he had something else in mind. As she contemplated what to do, techno music suddenly filled the room and she saw Dr. Pat fiddling with a receiver on a nearby shelf.
Udom nibbled on her ear lobe and then tried to kiss her mouth but she turned her head away. Twice more he tried and each time she avoided contact, so he used a hand to hold her head still and forced their lips together. When they broke, he gave her a few seconds and then tried again and this time she accepted the kiss, although it was without passion. Then, he took her hand and brought it between their bodies and made her grip his fat head. He felt her give it a slight squeeze as if measuring its stiffness, and although she softened her grip, she maintained contact.
Dr. Pat was tired from standing and suspected the other men were mere warm-ups for the raw fucking Udom was about to inflict. She took a chair from the corner and pulled it closer to the bed and then adjusted the lights to a softer level. As she sat, she wished she had worn a skirt rather than pants, as her pussy was now oozing, and it would have been nice to sneak a hand up to her clit for a little touch.
Audrey felt Udom's hand lifting her ass and she knew it was the moment of truth. She hoped the efforts of the other two men had opened her sufficiently so it wouldn't hurt. As she rose, she felt his cock trace along her abdomen and then it was there, stiff and ready, nestled close to her opening.
"Put it in," the Thai man demanded.
Knowing she didn't have a choice and that any resistance would just prolong the inevitable, she reached behind her, took the heavy shaft into her hand, and brought the plump head into direct contact with her slit. After rubbing it along her wet length several times, she pushed down as Udom eased his hold. There was a tense moment as the head separated her folds and then a sense of invasion as it burrowed in to her. When he was completely inside, she felt intense fullness rather than pain, and an unwanted sigh escaped her mouth as her body relaxed.
Udom used his hands to guide her into a slow movement and the feeling of her pussy sliding over the fat shaft made her body tingle. Suddenly, she was terrified that she wouldn't be able to hold out and that he would soon have her whimpering, and just seconds later, she realized that her fingernails were biting into the man's shoulders.
"Audrey, how does it feel?" Dr. Pat asked in a strained voice.
Her question confused the young woman because she was supposed to be her blackmailer, her tormentor, but her voice sounded sincere rather than sarcastic.
"Too much...it's too much..." she answered, leaving the older woman to determine if she was referring to the situation or Udom's cock.
Dr. Pat had become totally aroused. Watching the couple connect had been the most erotic thing she had ever seen and she couldn't stop herself from speaking out. Thoughts about undressing swept through her mind and she wondered how she would react if one of the young studs stepped over and felt her breasts. She was raised as a conservative, traditional Thai woman, and had tried to live her life to those principals, but this was proving to be, as the young woman had stated, too much.
The couple established a slow rhythm, and Audrey was pleased that she was able to keep her responses muted. There were moments when the feelings became so intense that she had to bite into her lip, but that was a small price to pay to maintain her dignity. There was the occasional feeling in her clit and nipples that made her nervous, but she felt could maintain if Udom didn't last too long. The Thai man kept his consistent rhythm, never changing the pace, and it appeared it would come down to a war of will power between the connected pair.
Unfortunately for Audrey, over the course of just a few minutes, things changed. She had drifted, and when she returned to the moment, she realized her anger and frustration from the blackmail had waned and she her body was enjoying the feelings. It messed with her head as it meant her values could be thwarted by good sex. For a while, she tried to reenergize her fury, but she just couldn't maintain the needed level. Finally, she decided it was something she needed to delve into more, but later.
Udom was experienced at breaking down foreign women, although the ones he dealt with usually had decided on their own to get a little dirty. It was his job to guide them to a place of sexual abandon, which he typically could achieve through patience and consistency. From the moment he saw Audrey, he knew that all her defenses would be up, and rightly so since she was being manipulated. It made him even more convinced that the only way to get the young woman to let go would be to take his time and hope her body betrayed her mind.
He was being paid the same whether she enjoyed it or not so the easiest path would have been to fuck her for his own enjoyment. However, he was a man that appreciated a challenge and he knew it could be special if they could get her to capitulate. To him, there was nothing better than watching a woman become needy and beg for sex, and although he thought it would take a masterful performance with Audrey, he felt it was within the realm of possibility. He was pleased she had selected the other man to go first because it allowed her body time to adjust and also provided her the illusion of control. Now, with his cock buried deep, feeling her hands gripping his shoulders and the labored breaths escaping her mouth, he felt things were progressing nicely.
Udom spoke to his friends and instantly one man stepped behind Audrey and took her breasts into his hands. He lifted them with amazing gentleness and began to slowly fondle the firm flesh. He was hoping the combined sensations from his cock and the hands might be the final thing she needed, but when she opened her eyes and looked into his, he knew he had made a mistake. By her look, he realized that rather than build her arousal, he was disturbing it. So, after a quick command to the man, he backed away. Now, he was convinced that the only way to accomplish his goal with her was to be patient and let her cross the line to him.



Reaching between their bodies, he took a nipple between his fingers and rolled it with some pressure. When he saw Audrey squeeze her eyes closed tighter, he moved to the other and did the same thing. Back and forth he went while keeping one hand on her lovely ass, and although she stayed silent, something emerged from her body, almost like a vibration, that told him it was working.
"Mmmm..." she suddenly moaned in a voice loud enough for everyone to hear.
The tingling of her clit had joined the new sensations emanating from her nipples and despite putting her teeth into her lip, she couldn't hold back. For several seconds, more sounds came forth, but with strong willpower, she forced herself to become silent.
"Audrey, are you okay?" Dr. Pat asked, which annoyed Udom greatly.
He was already worried her presence would act as a cockblock and knew her questions weren't helping. Unfortunately, at that moment, the Thai woman might have been more aroused than Audrey. To her, watching the mating couple was like seeing the best erotic porn ever made. Plus, the two naked men against the wall, that were quite attractive, kept looking towards at her in an inviting way. She knew the wise course would be to leave the room, but she just couldn't make herself stand.
Udom tried to kiss Audrey once more, but she turned her head, so, like before, he used a hand on the back of her head to keep her still. At first, when his lips touched hers, she was stiff, but he maintained the connection and slowly they softened. He probed with his tongue several times and was pleased when she let him enter her mouth. In addition, unable to bite her lip, she was now moaning softly.
Suddenly, a shaft of light penetrated the room and everyone turned to see Sakda peering through the partially opened door.
"Pat...Pat...come here..." he whispered to his wife.
The older woman immediately sat up in her chair, and after a quick glance around the room, departed. She had been adamant with her husband that he could not watch the proceedings, so she wondered why he had entered.
"What's going on? Ploy left," Sakda said when she met him in the hall.
"Why did she leave?" the woman asked, bewildered by her friend's behavior.
"I don't know. What's happening with her...Audrey," he asked.
Dr. Pat realized that the purpose of his interruption had nothing to do with Ploy. Instead, what he wanted, was to know what was happening with the American woman.
"It is moving forward," she answered vaguely, knowing it would drive him crazy.
"Is she okay? I'm concerned," he said, trying a different tact.
"I believe she is fine," she replied and turned towards the door.
"May I come in?" he asked nervously.
"No...no it's not needed," his wife answered and left him standing in the hall.
The older woman didn't think she had been gone long, but in her absence, the couple had moved to the missionary position. They were centered on the bed and Udom was on his elbows looking down at her as his hips made full strokes. Audrey's hands were on his biceps and her feet were flat against the bed. It made her wonder about the wisdom of the change of position as she appeared less engaged than when she was straddling his waist.
Udom had made the move to bring consistency to their coupling. With her on top, it was hard to maintain a faster pace, and he felt strongly it was what she needed. He was disappointed that she lost something when they turned and hoped that he could bring it back quickly.
Audrey had been thankful for the brief break as it had allowed her to regain some lost composure. She knew she had been partially mesmerized by the feeling of the man's cock, but the decoupling had broken the spell. She hoped that she would have better control going forward, but unfortunately, they had barely reconnected when the pleasurable feelings came at her again. Making things even more difficult, the more deliberate pace Udom was using made the waves hit her more frequently. She barely had the chance to recover before the next one arrived, and despite her attempts to remain detached, she knew she was losing.
"Mmmm...uhhhh..." she groaned. So much tension had built in her body she couldn't stay in control when it was released, and seconds later, it happened again, "Ohhhh..."
Dr. Pat sat up in her chair when she heard Audrey's sexual sounds and renewed sensations swept through her body. She glanced towards the corner and saw that the man who had flopped into the chair was now standing and pulling on his stiff cock. The other was erect as well and he had taken several steps in her direction. As she looked at him, he glanced her way which made the women quickly direct her eyes back to the bed. She knew a simple nod would bring him to her, and she found the idea both frightening and exciting. Could she really be so decadent?
Udom didn't respond to the young woman's aroused whines. Instead, he kept his steady pace, please that his relentless approach was succeeding. Audrey tried to hold on and for short periods she was able to find control but it would soon falter and she would fall further into the abyss. It took incredible energy for her to fight it and finally exhausted, she gave up.
"Mmmm...ohhh...mmmm...yes..." she whined, as her arms moved to his shoulders and her legs lifted until her feet were against his hips.
Dr. Pat watched her surrender, but rather than feeling smug satisfaction, she became intensely jealous. Young Audrey was on her way towards a monster orgasm, and the irony of it all was that the older Thai woman had made it happen. Enough, she thought, deciding to seek out her husband for relief. She was still incredibly angry with him for his relationship with Lucy, but at the moment, she needed his cock. She rose and turned towards the door and stepped right into Udom's friend whose naked body was suddenly against hers. She had been so enthralled by the mating on the bed she hadn't noticed that he had closed the distance. The length of his erect cock measured their separation and before she could step around him, he boldly put his hand on her breast.
"Nnnaaahhh..." she responded in surprise, and for several seconds she watched his hand fondle her covered chest before she barked, "No...stop now!"
The naked young man stepped back which gave the woman space to pass and she was quickly out the door. On her way to find her husband, she thought about the man's attempt and wondered what she would have done if it had been Udom. What if it had been Udom with her alone?
Dr. Pat missed Audrey's orgasm by less than a minute. When she had surrendered, her lover increased his pace which heightened the feeling in her pussy and put her on a path towards release. He knew she was close when she suddenly became silent and he felt her body stiffen. Seconds later, she lifted off.
"Ohhhh...oh God...ummmm...unnngggghhh...unnngggghhh...ohhhh..." she cried out freely.
She was barely into her orgasm when Udom felt her the walls of her pussy begin to spasm. He loved it when a woman reacted this way because it made it feel like they were intentionally milking his cock. From experience, he knew the best way to make a woman's orgasm linger was to fuck her through it, which is exactly what he did. Twice, it appeared that her climax was waning, but each time, a new wave would arrive and wash over her. Finally, after the third crescendo, she began to come down.
Audrey realized she must have lost partial consciousness for a time because suddenly her awareness returned and she realized her body was now entwined with the Udom. Also, she was sobbing and whimpering from the power of her release, and most surprisingly, she felt no shame. Maybe it would come later, but it had been explosive sex, some of the best she had experienced, and it had driven all negative thoughts from her mind.
Udom continued to piston into the young woman's pussy, which was now gushing with wetness. Having forced her to a climax, it was now his turn and he planned to plant his seed at the very end of her snug channel. He maintained his faster pace, and soon, he felt Audrey's arms and legs regain their connection to his body. She was coming back, responding again to his fat cock, and it was the last bit of stimulus he needed for his own release.
"Now...now..." he grunted, and grabbing a handful of her hair, he forced her to look into his face and repeated, "Now...cumming in you now!"
Audrey, totally conquered, opened her mouth and replied, "Yes...please..."
Udom pushed in as deeply as he could, held stiff and let his cock blast his semen into the pretty woman. He felt five strong jets leave his opening followed by three smaller ones before he allowed his body to relax. He let his body rest against hers and a smile came to his face when he felt her pussy squeeze his spent cock in a final effort to get more. Audrey, with her eyes squeezed shut, reveled in the aftermath of the sex, wondering what Udom would want to do next. In her mind, they had connected and she thought he would want her to himself for the rest of the night.
Dr. Pat located her husband in his study and without formalities, she beckoned him to follow. She headed straight to the bedroom and when they arrived, she disrobed. Instantly, Sakda understood that his wife had been made horny by watching Audrey and now, despite her fury with him, wanting to have sex. Her condition intrigued him so he remained silent while removing his clothes.
His wife had always been the kind of woman that wanted sex under the covers with the lights off, but when she was naked, she jumped on top of the bed. He finished seconds later and crawled up next to her where he could see that her nipples were already stiff. She tried to pull him on top of her, but he was still interested in understanding his wife's condition, so he pushed her away and found her pussy with his hand. A deep breath escaped his mouth when he penetrated her opening and discovered she was soaked. Never had he seen in her such a condition which made him wonder whether she held some hidden voyeur fetish. Regardless, he knew it was time to give her what she needed so he rolled into position, lined up and thrust into his wife.
The mature Thai woman whined loudly and shamelessly thrust against her husband's invading prick. Sakda smiled to himself when he realized he was about to experience his wife in her true native state. At the moment, gone were the conservative barriers she always hid behind, and he intended to take full advantage. He pulled out, held still for a moment and then slammed into her hard. Then, he launched into a rapid assault of her dripping pussy holding nothing back. Aroused by what she had witnessed, she didn't last long and was soon whining loudly as her husband fucked her through an incredible orgasm
Dr. Pat lay satiated on the bed, looking up at her husband lovingly as he continued to slowly roll into her. Gone were thoughts of Lucy and his other indiscretions. Now, it was just her as a young girl having sex with the student she would eventually marry. When Sakda had her roll over onto her knees into a position she normally hated, she did so without protest and sighed when his cock returned. He fucked her with a wonderful rhythm and just as he released, she experienced a small but satisfying climax.
Sakda let his wife fall from his grip and with a satisfied groan, she turned to her side. He could see she was rapidly drifting away, so he quietly stood, found a blanket and covered her naked body. For a moment, he thought about the events and his wife, debating whether it was better to join her in sleep or investigate what was happening in the guest room. It didn't take long for him to decide and he quietly dressed and left.
The older man made straight for Audrey hoping something was happening that would excite him like his wife. He slowly opened the door, but when he peered inside the young woman was sleeping on the bed between Udom's two friends. For a moment he stared at her naked form and was just about to leave when his nostrils were assaulted by the pungent smell of sex. It was heavy in the air and could only mean there had indeed been some sordid activities.
Wandering the house, he located Udom in the living room, dressed only in his pants, sipping on some of his best scotch that he kept in a nearby cabinet. The men eyed each other for several seconds, gauging the intent of the other before Sakda broke the ice.
"How was she?" he asked which brought a laugh from the younger man.
"Very good. She cums very good. Her juices are still covering my balls," he responded.
"And she was with...the others had her?" he asked.
"Yes, of course. She thought after I made her cum, she would only be with me, but she is now learning differently," he laughed.
The vision of Audrey experiencing an orgasm from the young man excited him so much he decided he would defy his wife's wishes and experience the woman. He turned towards the guest room and wasn't surprised when Udom fell in behind. He could feel his pulse in his temples as he thought about Audrey on his cock, as even with all that he guessed had happened that evening, she was still a prize. Unfortunately, when he opened the door, the vision he held was quickly extinguished when he saw she was now on her hands and knees, with one man fucking her slowly from behind while the other held her by the hair and directed her mouth on his cock. A surge of anger swept through him as he realized his wife and her friend had turned what could have been an erotic event into a tawdry fuck fest.
"Get them out," he whispered brusquely to Udom.
The young Thai man understood his place and particularly knew where the money was from, so he nodded quickly and called out to his friends. They were quickly off the bed and Audrey, looking exhausted, immediately rolled to her side. Sakda instructed the men to take their clothes, dress outside and wait for him in the study, and then approached the young American woman. The smell of sex with even more profound close to the bed and he wondered how many loads of Thai cum she had received.
"Stay on the bed Audrey," he told her in a soft voice when she stirred.
The young lawyer looked up at him with a defeated expression and then fell back. For a moment, he thought about undressing and having a turn, but she looked so used that he decided it would be disappointing. He put a hand on her hip and gently stroked it for a time as he thought about what to do.
"Audrey, my wife, and her friend are demanding that you spend all night with those men," he said, setting the stage for the offer he wanted to make.
"I...I thought it was going to be you...only you..." she replied in a tiny voice.
"Yes, well...unfortunately, they couldn't be denied," he told her, still running his hand over her leg, and after several seconds when she didn't respond, he continued, "I have something for you to consider."
"What?" she asked and he could hear the anxiety in her voice.
"I can have those men return. It is still early and they will be with you for a very long time. I think they are eager to fill that time," he said and let his words sink in before adding, "Or, you can agree to be with me until you leave for the states."
"It was supposed to be once...with you. You already...lied," she protested.
"I'm offering you something more pleasant than this experience. Certainly, much more pleasant and I will not demand too much time. Let's say, twice a week," he explained.
In reality, based on his wife's description, he was concerned about how she had reacted with Udom. For all he knew, she might choose to experience him some more. However, when she opened her eyes and looked up at him, he knew she was at least considering the proposal.
"No...I can't...no..." she whimpered.
"Alright, then," he said and started to rise.
"Wait...wait..." the young woman called out, rolling so she could see him. They stared at each other for several seconds and then she said, "Once a week...that's all."
Her answer made him want to smile as he knew he had won, but he remained stoic, a skill learned through countless negotiations, and said, "No, Audrey, that wouldn't begin to give me the time I need."
The young attorney sat on the examination table in the clinic waiting for the doctor to return. Being such a good customer, they had gladly agreed to see her on a Sunday. She had been given a pill to address the semen she had received at the hands of Udom and his friends and now the doctor was preparing a syringe for a three-month contraception shot. What she didn't know was that while the pill had been real, she was about to receive a saline injection rather than progesterone.
During her first week as the man's mistress, Audrey fought a good battle and showed little response as he took her body. Helping was the fact that the encounters were taking place in her hotel room, which somehow aided her willpower. Unfortunately, before Sakda's visit the following week, she mistakenly had several drinks in the bar. The mature Thai man noticed her state when he stepped into the room and accurately guessed her walls could be taken down with patience.
Sakda had her slip out her robe, lie naked on the bed and he started visiting every spot on her body with gentle licks and kisses. Minutes went by as she allowed his exploration without protest but showed no response. Once he had been everywhere, he moved to a leg, licked his way upward, and when he reached her thigh, she involuntarily twitched and emitted a little gasp. Encouraged, he continued and when he reached her pussy, he reversed, moving down while letting his tongue drag lightly over the sensitive flesh of her inner thigh.
"Mmmm..." she sighed as her butt wiggled into the bed.
Down to her knee, across to the other thigh and up, he started a slow circling and as her little sounds became more frequent, he knew she was breaking down. Finally, he let his tongue move to her delicate folds where he gently separated them and when he nudged her legs with his hands, she spread them further, giving him more room. More time went by as he slowly teased her opening, letting her build. He had tasted her before, but didn't receive much of a response and now had to wonder how much was due to his patience and what was because of the alcohol.
"You are delicious," he whispered as the tip of his tongue gently probed the bottom of her slit.
For a moment, she tried to rise as if she were going to move, but when he gripped her legs, she fell back with a heavy sigh. Now, he let his tongue slowly trace her length, realizing she had become very wet. When he reached the top, he slowly circled her clit several times, and on the third circuit, it happened.
"Ummmm...ohhhh..." she moaned openly.
On his next visit, Audrey was much more relaxed and using the same slow process, he brought her to a nice orgasm. Later, when they were resting, she pulled his hand from her tummy to her breast and he knew he had achieved his goal. He pulled her on top and had the joy of watching her eagerly take his cock until her body shook and she fell onto his chest.
When the final week of her stay arrived, he had become taken with the woman and rather than spend the entire evening in her hotel room, he arranged dinners at two of the best restaurants in the city. He knew he was running a huge risk as his wife might well have friends dining. It was how he had been caught with Lucy, but he thought Audrey was worth it.
Audrey did remind him of Lucy. The American woman was certainly better educated and driven but both were very attractive, vivacious, with outgoing personalities. Most important, in bed they both were responsive with just a hint of submissiveness that Sakda found very exciting.
Their last night together, the Thai man told his wife he was to be away on a business trip and spent the night with Audrey. He took her three times and they finally collapsed in the wee hours of the morning. Now, it was over and there were no emotional goodbyes or furtive phone calls. The next day Audrey said goodbye to her co-workers and later caught a flight home.



It was a Saturday morning, a month after her return and although Audrey had a lot of errands to run, her nausea was telling her to stay close to the bathroom. She wasn't completely surprised to feel this way, as between the jetlag she had experienced and the change of eating options, her system had been a wreck. She was just beginning to feel normal when her tummy acted up.
Twice in the span of an hour, she knelt in front of the toilet taking deep breaths and preparing for the worst, but each time, it passed. The next day, the same thing happened and Monday at work she actually did vomit a little. That sent her home and into bed where she rested for the remainder of the day and thought about what she might be experiencing. A thought of pregnancy ran through her head, but she had taken both the morning after pill and received the contraceptive injection, so she decided it had to be something else. She felt bad the next day too, and then it was gone which made her think she had been struck by a bug.
Two weeks later, she stood in front of the bathroom mirror, naked from the waist up, inspecting her breasts. Over the past few days, they had become tender, and now as she stared at her small nipples, she could see they had turned from their normal delicate pink to blood red.
"Shit!' she cried out.
Exactly forty-seven minutes later, after a trip to the pharmacy, she looked at the small strip and realized that she was indeed pregnant. Instantly, her mind started to churn as she thought about how it could have happened. And whose was it? Five Thai men had cum in her pussy in a short span. Suddenly, the thought of that made her feel very self-conscious. And what had failed? One of the pills? The injection?
Sakda had left the company so she could no longer reach him on email, but she knew she still had his cell number. She thought about contacting him even though she couldn't be certain he was the father. She toyed with the idea for a couple of days and finally decided a text would be best, so she sent.
I discovered today that I'm pregnant...gulp
She wasn't sure what to expect, perhaps a quick reply or a phone call, but three days elapsed before an incoming beep signaled a message and looking down, she saw his response.
I'm hoping for a son
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The Halloween party had reached its peak when Matt looked up and saw his girlfriend, Heather, looking at him with an impish smile from across the room. Dressed in a ladybug costume which consisted of a ballooning red top with black dots, black tights, red sandals, delicate wings, and cute little antennae, she looked as sexy as a young woman could while showing almost no skin. He knew her look meant she had something on her mind, so he smiled back and was about to go to her when a friend pulled on his shoulder, demanding his attention.
"Let's go," she whispered into his ear a few minutes later.
Her voice startled him, as his focus on the football discussion had kept him from realizing she was near. However, her husky, urgent tone delivered a clear message and with a quick nod to his buddies, he took her hand and headed towards the door.
"Am I going to get lucky?" he asked, with a laugh.
"You're always lucky," she replied and then grabbed his shoulders and pulled him into a passionate kiss.
When they broke, she practically skipped to the passenger door of the car, looking both sexy and a little silly in her outfit.
Matt was a first-year grad student in mechanical engineering, while Heather was a senior marketing major. They had met fourteen months earlier and had been living together for the last eight, with plans to marry in the spring. The young coed was a slender 5'7" 124 pounds blond with green eyes, C-cup breasts, and long shapely legs. She wore her hair shoulder-length, which helped highlight her delicate neck, and she had plump, juicy lips made for kissing. Matt was thrilled to land such a beauty, and his devotion was evident, which often drew chuckles from his friends who declared him "whipped." They were an active couple, which kept their bodies in great shape, and they shared the same outlook on life.
Matt started the vehicle and pulled onto the street, but not understanding her intent, he looked over and asked, "Where are we going?"
"Cemetery," she answered, and he could tell she was trying hard not to laugh.
"Uhhh... okay. Why?" he responded, knowing it was probably going to be something strange.
"I've always wanted to do it in a cemetery. Plus, it's Halloween," she answered.
"Oh, Dear Lord. Let's just go to the apartment. It's cold out," he countered.
Heather could get a little wild at times and more than once he had been a participant in one of her games. Fortunately, while sometimes risky, they had always ended well for him, so he didn't push back too hard.
"C'mon... live a little," she replied in a sultry voice and leaned over and ran her tongue over his ear.
"Which one," he asked, feeling his body shudder.
"Let's go to the one at the end of Sycamore street," she said.
He vaguely recalled the place, remembering it as a rectangular property that ran for several blocks between parallel streets, with parts densely wooded which made it seem dark even in the daytime. It took them ten minutes to arrive at the corner, and along the way, Heather's wandering hands and light kisses kept him entertained. Her excitement transferred to him and as they slowly drove along the long wall looking for an entrance, he became eager, too.
"There," she called out, and they could see a small pedestrian gate fifty yards ahead.
"Park here I guess," he said and pulled over in front of the entrance.
"Is it open?" she asked.
"Wait here and I'll check," he replied and quickly left the car.
The gate had a rusty latch, but it operated, and with a loud squeak he pushed it open as his girlfriend jumped from the vehicle. Within five steps, most of the ambient light from the street faded and they had to strain to make out objects. It appeared they had stepped right into the central part of the cemetery and in every direction, there were plots, some bordered by paving stones, with a variety of headstones, varying from simple to opulent.
"Let's explore," Heather said and pulled on his hand.
"What are you looking for?" Matt laughed, as he thought they would just do it in the grass.
"I don't know," she giggled.
As they scooted through the tombstones, the young grad student wondered what reaction they would get if they ran into someone. With Heather in her ladybug costume and him in a homemade pirate outfit, he thought they might appear as some otherworldly forms. Further ahead, they could see the knee-high monuments transition to larger structures, and after crossing an access road, they entered a section that had several mausoleums. They walked through the edifices and soon spotted an interesting one made of dark granite. Heather pulled on his hand and after a few steps, he realized her intent.
"We can't go in there... it... it wouldn't be right," he said when she arrived at the gated entrance.
"See if you can open it," she said, ignoring his comment.
"You want to do it inside? In there?" he asked.
"Yeah..." she answered lustily.
Part of the reason Matt loved Heather was because of her spirit, but this time he thought she might be going too far. Still, he stepped up to the metal bars and saw that the gate was already open an inch.
"It's open..." he informed her, and then asked, "Are you sure?"
Heather stepped next to him and with a sigh, he gave the gate a push. It swung open easily and with just a few steps, they were inside. It was very dark, but they could just make out that there were two crypts on one side, stacked one over the other, and against the opposite wall was some kind of waist-high stone table. In his mind, it would have been appropriate to learn something about the people whose space they were violating; at least a name and how long they lived. However, Heather had other ideas and with no preliminaries, she started pulling down her tights quickly revealing her near-perfect ass. When they were at her knees, she leaned over the table and pushed her bottom out. He could see her tight little pussy, smooth and shiny between her toned legs, and it made his balls tighten.
"C'mon, hurry... before we get caught," she giggled.
Despite his misgivings, the offer was too good to pass up, so Matt worked his jeans free, released his aching shaft and moved into position.
"Shit..." he groaned when he felt her hot and very wet opening.
"Ummm... yeah, baby... take me..." she groaned.
Her words, let him know she was ready to play submissive, which in this setting set him off. Within seconds, he was pounding against her ass, reveling in the squeals of pleasure spewing from her mouth.
"Damn, Heather," he groaned.
"Fuck me... fuck me good," she demanded.
"You're on fire," he grunted.
"Yeah... C'mon... faster... do it faster," she demanded.
Matt knew he wouldn't last long and hoped his pretty girlfriend would achieve an orgasm before he let go. Grunting openly in time to the rapid rhythm of his thrusts, he took her, wishing that she didn't have the costume on so he could maul her wonderful breasts. Soon, small whimpers started coming from her that rapidly grew in intensity. Her excitement drove his higher, and he had to use all his willpower to hold back, but it was short-lived, and with his balls boiling and ready, he let loose.
"Uhhhh... shit, Heather... I'm coming... uhhhh... uhhhh..." he let out as he expelled his semen.
Suddenly, a strange feeling seemed to permeate his body, which at first, he thought was from his climax. However, he soon recognized it was different and the hair on the back of his neck began to rise. At the same time, a strange glow began to emanate from behind them, which he knew had no place in the small enclosure. Then, all at once, his fight or flight response overcame the sex and he jumped for the door pulling on Heather's arm as he moved. There was a blinding flash as he fell outside, and the next thing he knew, he was rolling in the pea gravel trying to get his bearings.
"Wow! That was amazing!" Heather said a few seconds later as she stepped from the mausoleum.
The inside of the structure was once again completely dark and an eerie silence seemed to envelop the entire area. There were no night sounds, and even the wind seemed to have disappeared. Matt still felt something strange, like a nearby presence that caused him to look in all directions. He spotted nothing, and when he turned his attention back to Heather, he could see that she looked fine. Her tights were back in place and she stepped towards him and helped him from the ground.
"What happened?" he asked, truly confused.
"We had great sex," she giggled.
"Something... there was... something happened," he replied.
"Yeah! You got too excited and fell down when you came," she laughed, and then continued with a sultry voice, "Let's do it again... right now."
"No... let's go home..." Matt replied, still shaken by the experience.
"C'mon, baby... once more," she whispered and pulled on his arm.
"No..." he started before she interrupted.
"Yes... now! I want to do it again. In there! Don't be such a damn baby," she said in a loud voice.
In all his time with Heather, he had never seen her act in such a manner and it concerned him greatly. In truth, everything about the past few minutes was disturbing and he knew that they needed to get out of the cemetery as quickly as possible. All the way to the car, Heather pleaded with him to go back for more sex, but the harder she tried, the more he wanted to go. Finally, they were in the car and driving towards their apartment, and the entire way, she looked at the floor with an angry expression.
There was another argument at the apartment where once more she expressed her desire to return to the cemetery. When he rejected her again, she stormed off to the bedroom, leaving him alone on the couch. He knew that something wasn't right, and his mind churned but failing to make sense of it all and feeling drained, he fell back and entered a troubled sleep. Several times, he awoke, and on each occasion, he could hear sounds from the bedroom that indicated that Heather was still up.
Mid-morning, while drinking coffee, she approached him again about the mausoleum. It seemed that she had become totally fixated on the place and tried again to convince him to return. She repeated her attempt several times in the afternoon, and on each occasion, when he declined, she became very agitated.
At seven that evening he left her and went to his office at the college where he worked for an hour before leaving for a bar. She had tried once more to convince him to go to the cemetery and this time when he refused, she went ballistic. When he had to dodge a shoe, she launched his way, he reached his limit and decided that he needed space. He turned his phone off and didn't return to the apartment until after eleven, finding it empty. Checking his messages, he saw she had tried to call him nine times and left three voicemails. Listening to them, he learned that she was trying to be conciliatory, so he tried several times to reach her, but his calls went unanswered and he finally fell asleep in front of the TV.
The next morning, when Matt woke, he found Heather asleep in bed. Evidently, she had returned sometime in the night and left him on the couch. He was sipping coffee and checking the news on his laptop when she appeared in her fluffy white robe. After pouring some coffee for herself, she sat down at the table.
"I'm sorry," she said in a soft voice.
"Okay... are you okay?" Matt asked.
"I'm fine. I... I said some things and I'm sorry," she responded.
Heather reiterated her apology several more times and continued to tell him she was fine, but he wasn't convinced. There was just something about her, something he couldn't quite pin down, that wasn't right. However, rather than press and risk another argument, he remained quiet.
For the next few weeks, they went about their lives, but Matt couldn't shake the feeling that something had happened to his girlfriend. There was nothing visible, no wound or scar, but she was acting differently. The normal Heather was lively, adventurous, and occasionally a little wild. Now, he saw a reserved, calm, almost brooding woman. Also, there was the matter of their lovemaking. They had not had sex since the night in the cemetery, which was not normal, as the young woman libido had always been equal or greater to his own. Twice, he had tried to initiate something, and on each occasion, she had demurred.
Matt sat in his office looking at his computer screen, trying to work, but Heather consumed his thoughts. No matter where he started, he always came back to the night in the cemetery and the weird experience in the mausoleum. There was the bright flash, and he wondered if maybe lightning had struck them. However, there were no storms that evening and neither of them showed any physical damage. The hours slipped by as he tried to piece together a scenario that made sense, and finally, he decided he needed to go back to where it all began and see if he could learn anything.
When he arrived at the cemetery, the sun was setting, and knowing he had little time, he parked in the same spot and retraced the step they had taken to the mausoleum. Once there, the first thing he noticed was the firmly locked gate. He peered through the bars hoping to spot something that would provide a clue, but it was difficult to see in the growing darkness.
"Hey! What are you doing? Get the hell away from there," a voice yelled out.
Startled, he turned to see an old man in workman's clothes, carrying a rake standing several feet away. He was slight, with longish hair, and a scowl that made the young man wonder if he ever smiled.
"Do you work here?" he asked.
"Of course, I work here. I'm the groundskeeper," he replied.
"Can you tell me about this... this crypt?" the young man asked.
There was a short pause, and Matt sensed the man was concerned before he replied, "No... don't know nothing about it. You need to leave. The cemetery is closed."
He nodded to the old man and walked back to his car with a strange feeling as if something ominous permeated the area. However, being a well-trained rational thinker, it was difficult to accept feelings over facts. There had to be an answer, and in his experience, it usually turned out that it was a simple one. Over the next few days, while watching Heather closely, he tried over and over to deconstruct and then reconstruct events hoping something would emerge. In the end, he remained frustrated as nothing seemed to connect.
"Sir? Can we talk?" Matt called out to the groundskeeper.
Two days had passed and he had decided to return and see if he could convince the man to talk. From the prior encounter, he sensed the man knew something, and he had found him tending a small plot not far from the mausoleum.
"What? What do you want?" he replied.
"I'm interested in learning about that mausoleum," he explained.
"I told you I don't know anything about it. Now, leave me alone. I got work to do," he said.
"Please... I just have a few questions," Matt begged.
"Why? Why is that place important?" the old man demanded.
He looked at the man and tried to think about the best way to reply, but after several seconds, he just let it out, "My girlfriend and I went in there and something happened."
Instantly, the man's eyes shot open and a look of near panic filled his face, "What happened?"
"I... I don't know... I'm trying to figure it out," he replied.
"When were you there?" the groundskeeper asked the student.
"Halloween," Matt responded.
"You were there on Halloween? Early or late?" he asked.
"Late," he replied.
"Did you go inside?" he asked.
"Yes..." the young man admitted.
With that, the old man looked down at the ground and didn't speak for a long time. Matt was just about to ask if he was alright when the man stood and approached him.
"Come with me," he said.
The groundskeeper led him through the cemetery towards a collection of old buildings. As they grew near, Matt could tell that they were work sheds and around them, several vehicles sat parked. At one end of the longest shed was a simple door with a light over it, and when they reached it the man took out a key. The duo stepped inside a simple living space that looked to have a small bedroom and a combined living room and kitchen. It was functional and the young grad student wondered how many years the man had called it home. Near the sink, was a half-full quart of bourbon, and the man went straight to it and poured a healthy amount into two glasses.
Although not a drinker of hard liquor, Matt took the glass thinking he might need it. The old man piddled for a few minutes as if he was trying to avoid the discussion, but finally dropped into a chair and motioned him to do the same.
"You said you were in the mausoleum late on Halloween. Was it before or after midnight," he asked?
Matt thought about the question and the timeline that fateful evening and finally answered, "I'm not completely sure, but I would guess after."
The man nodded his head and then said, "I think you are right because the key date for that place is November 1st, not Halloween."
"What's going on? What's it all about," he asked.
The old man ignored his question and said, "Tell me what happened... everything... don't leave nothing out."
Matt didn't want to explain what he had done with Heather, but he knew if he balked the man would likely go silent. Plus, something inside told him it was important he tell the man all the details. So, he explained what had transpired and how they had been having sex when the strange feeling and flash occurred. He told the man about coming to outside the structure and his girlfriend appearing, looking unscathed but not acting herself.
"That's it, I think," he said when he finished.
"The gate was unlocked?" the groundskeeper clarified.
"Yes... unlocked and open a few inches," he replied.
"Where was your girlfriend when y'all were inside," he probed.
"She was uhhh... kind over the thing on the left... the table," he replied.
"That gate hasn't been left open in all my time here and that ain't a table, it's an altar," the old man said.
His words made Matt very frightened and he had to force out his words, "Please tell me... tell me what you know."
"I'll tell you. After what you went through and what you will go through, you have a right to know. But I don't want you interrupting. So, you just listen," the man said, and when Matt nodded his acceptance, he took a sip of his whiskey and started, "I moved here about sixty years ago... took this awful job all those years ago. The reason I did was that something happened with my brother and his wife out here. In that mausoleum to be precise. He was an architecture student at the college and he liked to sketch things that caught his eye. I was staying with him and his wife at the time. You see, he practically raised me since our daddy died young and our mother was always sick. She died young, too when I was just sixteen."
The old man stopped his story and took a drink of the liquor, and after setting the glass on the table, he just stared at it.
Matt let the seconds turn into a minute before he decided the man needed prompting, so he said in a low voice, "Okay."
The groundskeeper looked up at him and started again, "Anyway, he comes out here with his wife, her name was Dorothy, his was Frank, to sketch that mausoleum that he had spotted. It was November 1st and a pretty nice day. When they get back later, I can tell something ain't right. I mean they looked fine and all, but something just wasn't them. I started asking if they're alright and at first, they say they're fine and then they start getting mad that I'm asking. The more I'm there the more I see it really ain't them and before long my brother tells me I need to go. Says I'm upsetting his wife. Let me tell you that my brother and I were very close and he would never do that. Dorothy wouldn't either. It just wasn't in her nature. So, I start digging into things and I end up out here. You know the whole purpose of the day was to sketch that place, so I decide I'll start there."



He stopped again and looked at the young man, but this time rather than wait, Matt nodded and said, "Okay."
"I start looking around it and I tell you from the start something felt strange. Something I still can't explain, a feeling... a dreadful feeling. So, I took out my knife and shimmied the lock. Went inside and looked around... and... and... I'm down on my knees looking at the bottom crypt and I swear I hear my brother's voice." he explained.
"His voice? What do you mean?" the young man asked, unable to hold back.
"Yes, his voice and I ain't lying. I heard it, but it scared me and I left. But I came back and heard it again," he replied.
Matt looked hard at the man wondering if he was crazy or perhaps was having fun at his expense. However, he looked truly sincere and a little frightened, so he decided to hear him out.
"Go on," he said.
"You know that mausoleum is... nice. Well built... good stone. It's why my brother wanted to draw it," he said, then stopped in thought for a moment before continuing, "I looked into the... inhabitants. Found out they died in a car wreck on November 1st, twenty-three years before."
"So, what's it mean?" Matt asked, suddenly wanting a simple explanation.
"Let me finish," the man said, and before the young man could respond, he started again, "It took me a long time to accept it because it was just too strange, but I think that couple took over the bodies of my brother and his wife. They put their souls in the bodies and locked my brother's in that vault."
"That's impossible," the young man stated.
"I know it sounds crazy and if someone told me I'd tell them they were crazy, too. But I lived this for a long time, and when my brother died, I couldn't hear his voice anymore," he said.
"When the man you think took your brother's soul died," Matt tried to clarify.
"That's right... that's what I'm sayin," he responded, and when he saw the look from the young man, he added, "I know it sounds crazy. You can believe it or not. I don't give a shit."
"So, if I go out there... and go inside. I can hear my girlfriend? Hear Heather?" he asked.
"All I can say is that I heard my brother. Sometimes I could communicate with him, but that was rare... like less than a dozen times. Only twice did I think I heard his wife," he replied.
"How do you get inside?" the young man asked, remembering the locked gate.
"I had a key made... long time ago," he said.
Silence enveloped the two men as each became lost in thought. Matt was not a believer in the paranormal, in fact, he thought it silly. Thus, he struggled to accept the story of the groundskeeper. In his normal way of thinking, the old man was either disturbed or suffering from dementia. However, there were two things he couldn't shake. First, the man seemed completely sincere. He didn't feel he was being played, so the man might be crazy, but he wasn't underhanded. Second, he knew in his heart the young woman that shared his apartment wasn't his Heather.
"I'd like to go... I mean can you open it for me? I'd like to hear her. Then, I'd know... really know..." Matt suddenly said.
"You sure you want to?" he asked, and when the student nodded, he took a large set of keys from his pocket and set it on the table. It looked like he was about to rise, but he dropped back into the chair, looked at the young man and said, "Hold on for a sec. We need to think about something first."
"What's that," the young man asked.
"Why they didn't get you," he replied, and then continued with, "You said you felt something and tried to leave?"
"That's right. It was a strange sensation and then a glow or something. I turned to leave and tried to pull Heather but... I guess..." he responded.
If there was any truth in what he was hearing, then he realized he had failed to protect the woman he loved, his future wife, from the clutches of something profoundly evil. The thought caused him to choke and shake his head with disgust.
"Don't think about it that way. How the hell were you to know. And what if you didn't get out? You'd be trapped in there, too, and no one would know," the old man said, and after a brief pause added, "But, something tells me you shouldn't go in there."
"So, I don't get..." he started but wasn't sure how to phrase the event.
"No... no, I'm convinced that there is something special about November 1st. The research I did long ago said it was some kind of special day for evil shit. Plus, that couple died on that day. I don't know if there was a connection or if it was chance, but I don't think they can do the trade except on that day. No... what I'm thinking is it's best if they don't know you know. It's better, for now, that way," he explained.
"I... I, really... I really have to see if I hear her voice," the young man said.
The old man stared at him for a few seconds and he could see a softening of his expression as if he understood the need, finally, he replied, "Okay, but don't say anything... just listen. No talking no matter what you hear."
The man stood, followed by Matt, and together they left the small apartment and made for the mausoleum which was only a short distance away. On the walk, the young man thought about what he had learned and with the cool air clearing his senses, he wondered if he was being stupid. He had just heard an unbelievable story and now he was walking with what might be a very disturbed individual to a crypt to try and listen for his girlfriend. He thought about just breaking off and heading for his car, but at this point, it just seemed easier to finish things out.
The key entered the lock and the old man quickly opened the gate. Suddenly, the strange feeling the young man had felt on Halloween night came rushing back, and every hair on his body stood on end. The groundskeeper put his finger to his lips, repeating his warning and they stepped inside. He watched as the man knelt before the crypts and then motioned for him to do the same. They became still and save for a gentle breeze moving through the trees, there was no sound. The seconds ticked by but the old man remained motionless in a manner that Matt sensed must have come from practice. They were there so long that his mind began to drift, and then, suddenly, he heard it. It was barely audible over the wind, and at first, he thought it might be something the breeze was affecting, but it seemed different and he noticed that the old man had heard it, too.
The man's arm grasped his wrist, nodded downward, and lowered his head until it was just off the floor. Matt followed, and now, he could hear a voice. It sounded like it was a whisper from down a long hallway, but it was there and it was clearly female. The words were hard to make out, but he thought he heard a "where" and a few seconds later a "who" and then he heard the voice say "Matt." It took all his willpower not to scream in reply, but he recalled the warning from the old man and suddenly, it made sense.
The grip on his wrist tightened and looking up, he could see the man nodding towards the entrance. He desperately wanted to stay and listen to Heather, but he was wise enough to know that he was deep into uncharted territory and needed to learn more. They quietly backed out and after closing the gate, they went back to his quarters.
"She's there... in the vessel," he said as soon as they were inside. He went to his whiskey, and after a quick drink, he added, "This shit still freaks me out... after all this damn time."
Matt was too numb to drink, but let the man settle before he asked, "Vessel? What do you mean?"
"It doesn't mean much, I guess. I couldn't figure out how to describe it so I named it the vessel. Seems to fit," he explained.
"What do I do?" Matt asked.
"I don't know... I really don't. I thought about it all the years and never came up with an answer. I took this job almost fifty years ago to figure it out and never did. They took my brother's life... stole his life from him and I couldn't figure anything out," he replied, looking like he might break down in tears. The young student was about to ask another question when the man started again, "They lived right here. Imagine that... right here in this town. It didn't take them long to figure out I was suspicious and once they knew I was on to them, they wouldn't talk... I went forty years living close to a man that was supposed to be my brother. The world thought he was my brother and we never spoke. He died ten years ago and his wife six. Like I told you before, when he died... I never heard my brother's voice in there again. I guess there is an end to it..."
"But they stole Heather," Matt said.
"Yeah... I guess they want someone else's life now... starting all over. I should have knocked that goddamn thing down. I thought about it after Frank was gone... I didn't do it... I should have..." he said while looking into his glass.
For the next few minutes, they sat in silence. Matt could tell the man was morose from reliving the experiences of his time in the cemetery. He wanted desperately to determine something he could do, something actionable that would result in progress.
"Did they have kids... the ones that stole your brother," he asked, thinking he might be able to learn something from their offspring.
"No... none, and when they died in the car wreck there were no kids, neither. I learned that much," he replied.
"I have to do something," the young man spat out in frustration.
The groundskeeper looked at him with sympathetic eyes and said, "You get on back and let me think. It's been a long time and I'm getting old so I'll try to remember everything I learned. Remember this, do not let that woman know you're on to her. It's important, now. Somehow, you got out of their grip and that's different from my brother. Need to think what that means."
"Can... I... get her back?" Matt asked.
He needed to hear encouragement, so when the man answered, his knees almost buckled, "She's probably gone. We'll try, but she's likely gone."
"What's your name?" he asked the groundskeeper after staring at the ground for a few seconds.
"Gus... names Gus. Yours?" the man replied.
"Matt..." the young student responded.
He left with the understanding he would return two weeks later. It seemed like a long time to him as he wanted to do something, take some action to fix things, although he still wasn't entirely sure he knew what that meant. The man's story was just so incredibly bizarre, and even though he heard, or thought he heard Heather's voice in the mausoleum, it was still hard for him to accept.
As soon as he returned to the apartment, he started to surreptitiously watch his girlfriend looking for any sign, no matter how small, that would indicate that she wasn't the real Heather. There was nothing overt, but he did note that she spent more time in the bedroom reading than before, and showed only a passing interest in the TV shows she typically enjoyed. Also, there was the sex, or lack of it, as she seemed indifferent. Matt, feeling it would be an act of betrayal if his girlfriend's soul really had been captured, didn't push, so when he returned to the cemetery for his meeting with the old man, the young couple had not made love since the fateful night.
"Come on in and have a seat," Gus said as he opened the door.
Matt had been concerned about how he would react when they met. He wasn't sure the man was altogether stable and thought he might not remember meeting him, or even worse, have a violent reaction. However, his relaxed body language and balanced expression indicated recognition.
"Thanks," he said and went to the same chair he had used before, and after pouring two cups of liquor, the man joined him at the table.
"What happened? How's she acting?" he asked, immediately jumping to the purpose of the meeting.
"It's hard to explain," Matt started, and then paused to collect his thoughts before continuing, "It looks like her, she dresses mostly the same, eats the same, but there is just something different."
"What's different?" he asked.
"She's distant. Spends a lot of time in the bedroom by herself... and... you know... there is no sex," he explained.
"No? Nothing since the last time you were here?" he asked, and when the young man nodded his head, he followed with, "That's not normal I guess is what you're saying."
"No, it's not normal. She... my Heather... is usually very passionate," Matt replied.
"When was the last time?" the old man asked.
"The night... that night..." he responded.
"Shit... that ain't good," Gus said, and before he could reply, the man added, "She don't want you... she wants him I'm guessing. Her man... the one still in there."
"I... you know... I got to say... I feel the same way," Matt said.
"Yeah, I got you... but... you can't have her thinking you're on to her. You're going to have to do it so she doesn't get suspicious," he told the student.
Matt looked at the man for several seconds, and then replied, "It will be weird... like cheating..."
"Maybe... but the worst thing that can happen right now is for her to find out you're on to her. That wouldn't be good... not for you... and, especially, not for her... in that vessel..." he responded with a somber expression.
"Okay," the young man finally replied to break the silence.
"She's going to plan something. That's for sure. But whatever happens in that mausoleum I think can only happen on November 1st. So, you got until then..." he explained before his thoughts trailed off.
"She tried to get me to back inside... for more sex," Matt said.
"When?" Gus fired back.
"Right then. When she came out of there she wanted to go back inside and do it again. She got mad when I didn't and then when we left... I mean later she kept wanting to go back," he replied.
"Yeah... cause it was still November 1st. She had all day and wanted her husband out of there. If you'd gone back in, they'd of had you. You'd be in there like your girlfriend. Stuck like my brother and his wife, he told the young man.
The message sent a shiver through Matt as he thought about how close he'd come to transferring in the macabre scene. However, as he continued to contemplate the outcome, he realized that at least he would have been with Heather.
"Can't she find someone else? Another guy?" he asked.
"I don't know really... it's a good question. Maybe there is something because y'all were a couple... maybe that means something," he replied, and after several seconds of silence, he added, "She'll likely try with you again next time... next November 1st, but I don't know after that. Maybe she'll move on if it don't happen."
They entered a period of contemplation that lasted for several minutes. Matt wondered if he could live with the woman, knowing the truth, especially with his girlfriend locked away in what the caretaker called the vessel.
"Did... uhhh... do you know if your brother and his wife...I mean... did they know they were together and did they at least have that?" he asked, needing to break the silence.
"They knew about each other... they did. I know that for a fact because Frank talked about her sometimes," Gus answered as a look of distress appeared on his face.
For the next hour, they talked about the situation and traded thoughts. The caretaker went on to explain how his research years ago had uncovered little about the couple other than they were wealthy from unknown sources, extremely private and considered exceedingly strange, especially the woman. Also, even though they were only in their 40s when they died, they had already constructed the mausoleum.
"That's all?" Matt said when it looked like the conversation was coming to an end.
"Oh, I forgot one thing. There are some strange carvings along the ceiling in there. I got some pictures of them one time and tried to figure out what they meant, but didn't get anywhere. You can take them if you want," he said and handed over a manila envelope.
The young man opened it, scanned through twelve numbered photos, and then looked up and asked, "They go in sequence?"
"Yes, and the first is just to the right as you step inside," he explained.
Matt nodded and then looked at the caretaker and asked, "Did you ever get married? Kids?"
"Nahhh... spent all my time on Frank... all those years..." he answered.
"I want to go inside and hear her again," he said.
"I went in and listened a few days ago. She's still there. I heard her and she was a little easier to hear. She's confused," Gus said, and before Matt could respond, he added, "I don't recommend you go. If they find out about you, it could be bad for her... and you..."
"Look... I've got to... I just... do..." he replied while staring anxiously at the groundskeeper.
All day, he had been thinking about the meeting and the opportunity to listen to his Heather. Part of his desire was to confirm what he thought he heard last time, but the most compelling reason was his need to stay close to the woman he loved. He viewed it as a simple act of solidarity, like a hospital visit for an injured person.
The old man repeated his concerns about the idea, but when he realized Matt wasn't swayed, he shifted to reiterating the need to remain silent. Then, they went to the mausoleum, used the key to enter, and dropped to their knees beside the crypts. Like before, there was an eerie silence, broken only by the sounds of the gentle breeze whispering through the trees, before the muted sound of a female voice reached the student's ears. It sounded as if he was hearing only one side of a conversation, and the words were so faint that he couldn't make out their meaning, but he would have bet everything he owned that it was Heather speaking.
"That's Heather... I know it's her," he said excitedly when they were safely away from the structure.
"Yes... yes, it's her. No question," Gus replied.
"I know it's her, but I can't tell what she's saying," Matt fired back, and then added, "Could you understand?"
"Yeah, it's hard. Takes practice," he replied, and after staring into the young man's hopeful eyes for several seconds, he continued, "She was talking to the man in there."
"What about?" he asked.
"She's still confused... about where she is... who he is..." he lied.
"Shit... poor Heather... shit! I've got to get her out," Matt declared.
They returned to the groundskeeper's apartment and talked for a few more minutes, but Matt felt detached as he couldn't take his mind off his girlfriend's voice. Finally, he pulled himself from the chair and with a frustrated sigh, announced his departure. Gus showed him to the door, and when he disappeared into the night, he turned back to his drink. He thought about the evening and their visit to the mausoleum. As the minutes ticked by, he wondered if he had done the right thing by keeping the information from Matt. He liked the young man, especially his determination, but he knew he was still coming to grips with the reality of it all. No, he decided, it wasn't the right time to tell the young man about the pursuit of his girlfriend by the demon that shared the vessel.
The visit to the cemetery affected Matt so strongly it took him several days to recover. His schoolwork was suffering from his lack of focus and he worried that the woman possessing Heather would sense something was off. Finally, knowing he would be of no help to his girlfriend if he didn't gain control, he decided to sit down and work out a plan. It took him several hours to think it through, but finally, he finished. In truth, it was nothing more than a simple daily roadmap, but he felt empowered now that he had something formal as a guide. There were three primary focus areas; his schoolwork, his interaction with Heather, and the research he wanted to do on the demonic couple, building off Gus' efforts.



That evening, he approached the woman and suggested they make love. At first, she tried to demur but remembering the warning from the groundskeeper, he persisted and finally, she consented. It was awkward, and although Matt felt he was cheating on the real Heather, he forced himself to put on a display of affection. He felt similar vibes from the woman beneath him, who sighed and moaned throughout the session at all the right moments, although her responses lacked true passion. The most surprising moment occurred when he felt his balls tightening, signaling an impending climax. Before he started, he thought it impossible, but it wasn't long before his release arrived and he grunted repeatedly as his semen shot forth. Afterward, the woman disappeared into the bathroom and stayed there for so long that Matt finally went to watch TV.
The encounter started a once a week sexual routine always initiated by Matt. Although much less than normal, it seemed acceptable to the woman and fulfilled the need of the grad student to demonstrate his ignorance of the truth. Their daily routine was similar, as both went through the perfunctory motions of a loving relationship while remaining partially detached. In many ways, he thought they were like actors on stage, performing for the world, and in their case, each other.
Matt had a small file that he kept safely locked in the desk of his campus office filled with the notes he had made, the photos Gus had given, and other information he had uncovered. When he had some free time, he would pull it out and pour through the material like a detective with a cold case. Like Gus had warned, so much time had elapsed that he made no progress in trying to uncover information on the mausoleum or the couple. Finally, he turned to the photos of the wall marks, and for several weeks, he did exhaustive internet research trying to find some clue that indicated their meaning or source. It proved fruitless, and in frustration, he was about to give up when the idea struck him to seek out experts in the field that could possibly provide guidance. That task turned out to be more difficult than he expected, and only when he decided to follow a paganism route, did he start to make progress. A week later, he had the names of four specialists located in the general area. It took numerous phone calls and the transmission of the pictures to these individuals to determine that two were basically charlatans and one was just plain nutty. The fourth held promise, but was reluctant to become involved and it took all of Matt's persuasive skills to finally get him to agree to a meeting.
Dr. Gerald Humphries was a professor of religion at a small private college about an hour's drive away. On his way to the meeting, Matt thought about what he wanted to learn from the man and how much to share.
"Hello, Professor Humphries?" he asked, knocking on the partially opened door.
"Yes, and you are Matt I presume?" he answered.
Based upon the man's voice, he had expected someone older, but he guessed he was only in his early forties. In addition, he had an average build with a full head of dark hair and wore jeans with a pullover sweater. They moved to a small table in the corner, and when seated, the professor looked at him expectantly.
"Professor, I hoped we could talk about the photos I sent you in more detail," he started, and after a pause, continued with the story, "I ran across these... carvings... in an old mausoleum. It's decades-old and I found them intriguing. I'm really trying to find out their meaning."
"Yes, I understand. You explained that on the phone. I've really told you all I know already. As I said, they appear to be representative of some... religious sect... which is not uncommon in this region. Especially, from the time period you mentioned," he explained.
Matt had sensed he was holding back on the phone and now in person, he was certain of it. While articulate in his response, he showed some nervousness in the movement of his eyes and hands. Fortunately, as a grad student, he understood the ego of academics which guided him in preparing his response.
"Well... gosh... that's disappointing. My research, which included talking to others in the field, led me to you. You were clearly head and shoulders above the others, so I was hopeful..." he said, after a pause added, "I mean if you don't know... I guess it's a dead end."
If the professor felt the ego-stroking embedded in his words, it didn't show. Instead, his eyes narrowed as if he were deep in thought. Matt remained silent, waiting for the older man's response, that took over a minute to appear.
"Look, Matt. Let me be honest with you. My sense is these figures are related to some strange cult, but as a serious academic, getting involved in these types of things is poison. I don't want my name to show up on some bizarre website, which believe me has happened to others," he responded.
"Professor, I'm doing this for myself... and... look we're just talking. There is no paper trail," he told the older man.
Once again, the professor became quiet, and Matt could tell his brain was churning before he finally answered, "I recall seeing similar figures years ago. They were... found... in a similar setting... that's all I remember."
"But..." he started, wanting to clarify the message.
"I'm sorry. I need to get to class," the professor interrupted.
Professor Humphries showed Matt out and he went straight to his car. While he drove, he contemplated the information and decided it just confirmed their suspicions. Nothing the professor said was specific and he fully expected that the mausoleum had a connection to some strange order. Unfortunately, it had been the only lead that had shown any promise, so he felt depressed that he lacked anything tangible to work on. He decided it was time to meet with Gus again, but with his current commitments, he knew it would have to be later in the week.
He arrived at the apartment just before six and he could tell something was up as soon as he stepped inside.
"You've been away a lot. Kind of acting weird," Heather said while giving him a strange look.
Instantly, his defenses went up and he picked his words carefully when he replied, "I've just been busy with things. I'm sorry, sweetie."
"Okay..." she responded, but he could tell she was still concerned.
Matt moved behind her, wrapped his arm around her waist and forced himself to say, "You want to make love later?"
"Do you?" she asked, with the same odd expression.
"I do," he answered, and then stepped away.
His senses told him she was suspicious, but he didn't know why she would be. Regardless, he was worried his look might give him away, so he decided to separate and regroup. He spent several hours on his computer, pretending to work while thinking about what he had learned and the many months that would pass before November 1st returned. In truth, they were really working on a theory. However, it was all they had and at least it provided guidance towards an outcome. In the interim, he had the challenge to maintain the façade of being a loving boyfriend of the woman possessing his Heather.
"Let's go to bed," he said to her as he wrapped his arm around her waist.
"Okay..." she answered.
Quickly, they were naked beneath the covers and Matt began to suckle gently on her nipples. They tasted the same and hardened instantly like they always had. Even her sighs came at the right moment, but the young man could tell that her responses lacked depth. Still, he carried on and entered the woman and then made love to her slowly.
Minutes later, Matt lay on his back, panting with the woman's arm across his chest as he recovered from his release. He felt intensely guilty for becoming excited and ejaculating into her but rationalized that it would help maintain the illusion. Her hands began to stroke his chest and moved to his face where after a moment, she turned his head her way.
"Let's get married," she said softly.
"Heather, we are getting married. We already agreed..." he replied, but she cut him off.
"I... I mean now... right now. I don't want to wait anymore," she responded.
"Why?" he asked, trying hard to remain relaxed.
"I just do..." she said, and before he could answer, she added, "We could go to the courthouse. We don't need a fancy wedding."
The message was another sign that the woman in the bed was not his girlfriend, as the real Heather had been very excited about a large, traditional ceremony. He wasn't sure what was driving the demon's request, but he knew he needed to buy some time.
"Let me think about it... think about the right time," he said.
She wasn't happy with the message, although, after some more discussion, she accepted it. A few minutes later, she left the bed to clean the kitchen and Matt used the solitude to think about the next steps. Deciding it must have significant meaning, the young grad student knew he needed to visit Gus and discuss the situation.
"Matt, this is Professor Humphries," the voice said through his phone.
He hadn't expected to hear from the man again, so it took him a moment to gather himself, "Yes... Professor. How are you?"
"I'm good... quite good. I wanted to reach out to you on that subject we recently discussed. I mean, if this is a good time for you?" he said.
"It's fine... fine..." he confirmed.
"Look, Matt, I went back through some old notes and did some quiet digging. Now, none of what I'm about to tell you is confirmed... it's more like... rumor and suspicion. From the information and sources, I would say that the markings are representative of a cult like we discussed. But there are some oddities. Most of these groups... the cults... seek out, members... try to expand, but in this case, it appears to be very closed and secretive. Also, there are strong signs that point to the participants being people of means...wealthy individuals. They were active during the time period we discussed and then simply disappeared as if it was a single generation oddity."
"I see," the young man said, and then quickly asked, "What was their... mantra... their belief?"
"That's very hard to determine. No one has decoded the meaning, although some of the figures have been used before. So, that's all there is to go on. If we use that as a basis, they were a dark group. Satanic worshippers in the simplest sense... very dark."
There was silence as Matt contemplated the message. He knew the question he wanted to ask but was concerned that it would make him look silly or worse, make him appear to the professor as exactly the type of person he was trying to avoid.
"Professor... uhhh... I don't want to sound like a nut case, but... uhhh... when you say dark... I mean could it be like defeating death? Resurrection?" he finally forced out.
It was several seconds before the academic answered, "Yes, I think that's possible. If you're asking if these symbols had the purpose of... uhhh... seeking resurrection... I think that's entirely possible."
The phone call lasted a few more minutes, although they discussed nothing more of substance. Matt asked the professor if he could follow-up with him in the future, and although reluctant, the man agreed.
Matt knew he needed to be extremely careful with Heather, so it was another week before he was able to find some time to visit the cemetery groundskeeper. It was windy and raining as he made his way through the cemetery, which added to the creepiness he felt as he coursed his way through the stone markers. He wished there was a way to contact the old man beforehand, but still expected to find him when he arrived at the small apartment. As it turned out, a light in one of the sheds alerted the young student and when he went to investigate, he found Gus putting away some tools.
"Gus?" he said from the open door.
Although his back was to the opening, the interruption didn't startle him and turned he slowly turned towards the student. From his expression, it almost seemed like the old man had expected him, which sent a chill through his body.
"You got some news?" he asked.
"Yes... I think so," Matt answered.
He expected the old man to guide them to his living quarters and pull out the whiskey as he had on the previous encounters. However, he remained still and looked towards him with an expectant expression.
"Tell me... get it out," he finally said when he saw the student fumbling.
"I... I guess there are two things," he replied and after a pause to take a breath, he continued, "I talked to a man... a professor who is an expert on marking like those in the mausoleum. That's one thing. The other is that Heather... the woman... wants to get married."
Matt went on to explain in detail all that had occurred, including his trip to the nearby college to meet with the professor. The groundskeeper showed keen interest throughout the description, interrupting occasionally to ask clarifying questions. Their discussion lasted for almost twenty minutes, and then they became quiet as they contemplated the meaning.
"That professor... those markings... I think he must be right," the old man finally offered.
"I do too... but I'm not sure what to do with the information. I mean, does it really change anything?" he asked.
"Need to think about it some more," he answered, and then added, "Does mean that they were ready. Prepared for death..."
The words sent a chill through the young man and he replied, "I hadn't thought about that. Shit! That mausoleum is like a trap... designed to attract attention."
"Yep, that's what I'm thinking, too," Gus said, and after a brief pause, he continued with, "And the woman. Something's worrying her. Maybe she thinks you're drifting on her. You been acting normal?"
"I... I thought so," he answered, although he knew he was only doing the minimum.
He was still thinking about his interactions with the woman when the man said, "Now, I got some news for you... and it ain't good."
"What?" Matt asked nervously.
"Yesterday morning, I saw a young woman leaving the area near the mausoleum. What's your girl look like?" he asked.
The young man fumbled with his phone, but within a few seconds was able to pull up a photo of Heather. He turned the device in his hand and stood quietly as the man looked her over.
"Well?" he asked impatiently.
"That's her. It's her for sure and it ain't good. It probably means they're communicating and that can't be good," he responded.
"Can they hurt Heather? My Heather?" the young man asked.
"I don't know... I really don't," he replied, and then added, "If they wanted to hurt her, they could have done it by now, so either they can't or she ain't a threat... or they need her..."
"Need her for what?" Matt fired back.
The older man thought about the question and realized there was another consideration. Maybe, it was a matter of wanting rather than needing. He had heard the strange interaction the one time that sounded like seduction, and although he had returned several times to listen, he had not heard anything similar. Still, it was something to ponder, and he thought about telling the young man but decided once again that it would create useless worry. After all, what could they do about it?
"I don't know... have to think about it," Gus finally said.
"I want to hear her... I need to..." Matt demanded.
"Look... I know you do, but it worries me. If somehow they find out..." he replied.
"I understand what you're saying, but I really need to," the young man pleaded.
With a nod, the groundskeeper acknowledged the message and immediately made for the door. A few minutes later, they were unlocking the gate, and once it swung open, they stepped silently inside. Like before, they dropped beside the crypts and listened for the faint sounds, trying to block out all ambient noise. The men remained in the structure for over thirty minutes and heard nothing. However, Matt felt a presence that he knew was Heather and he hoped that somehow, she could sense his nearness as well. It was when he was trying to channel his mental energy towards her that an idea suddenly appeared in his brain. Reluctantly, he touched Gus' shoulder and motioned towards the entrance. Just a few minutes later, they were back in the shed and Matt started to explain his thought.
"Getting Heather to switch back... I have an idea," he said excitedly.
"Go on," the older man replied.
"What if... next November 1st...what if we go back inside, but the woman is drugged. Maybe, she will be weakened and Heather can switch back," the young student explained.
The older man looked at him, expressionless as he contemplated the concept and although he thought it was a long shot and very risky, he didn't have anything else to offer, so he responded, "Might work... dangerous..."
"Why? Tell me the danger," he replied.
"Well, let's see... to start, they might get you first. Then, how do you know your girlfriend will see the opportunity? You know they planned all this shit for a long time... before they died. They were ready, but your girl didn't..." he explained.
Matt knew the man had a point, but he wasn't prepared to give up on the plan, so he stared at the floor in silence as his brain churned. The minutes ticked by with the groundskeeper giving him space until he was ready.
"I agree with your points, but here's my answer. I think... now that I know what to look for... the signs and feelings... I will be ready when they make their try. Now Heather... I don't know if there's a good answer... I guess I'll just have to believe in her fighting spirit," he said, and before Gus could reply, he added, "Anyway... if I can't get her out... I think I'd rather be with her."
The older man lacked in education and he had spent most of his life in virtual solitude, but he recognized it wasn't time to be negative, and replied, "It's a plan... best we got. We've got plenty of time to work on it, so let's say it'll work for now."
Matt felt drained of energy and knew he needed to get back to the apartment so he wouldn't create suspicion. They talked for a few more minutes and then he announced he was leaving.
"I'll try to come back in a few weeks and we can talk some more," he said.
"Listen... be careful. What you said that professor told you. There might be others out there too... helping. Watch that woman and see if she's talking to anyone new. And, be aware about being followed," he counseled, making Matt shudder as he recognized the reality of the message, but before the young man could respond, he added, "Now, I got a problem like you. If that woman is going to be coming around, I've got to be careful, too. She knows me from my brother, but she doesn't know that I know about your girl."
Time seemed to crawl by for Matt, and more and more, he recognized the differences between his girlfriend and the woman that stole her body. None of them were big, and for a casual acquaintance, they would go unnoticed. But he saw them, as did her mother, who on more than one occasion asked him if things were going okay between the two. He tried to assure her everything was fine, but she didn't really buy it, so he wasn't surprised when she cornered him during their spring break visit.
They were alone on their way to the liquor store to get some wine when she broached the subject, "Somethings going on. I know my daughter and she has been acting strange for months."
"Everything is fine," Matt replied, knowing he couldn't tell her the truth.
"Is she pregnant?" the woman fired back.
"No, not pregnant," he answered with a forced laugh.
"Look, something's wrong. She's acting like a zombie!" she declared.
Matt knew what the woman meant as Heather seemed incapable of engaging in an interaction with any depth. Her first response would be normal, typical of the girl he loved, but then she would seem to fade away.



Deciding to expand on a truth, he replied, "Well, she has been pushing to get married and I keep telling her to wait. I think she's a little depressed."
"Get married? Now? I thought y'all had it worked out?" her mom probed.
"I thought we did too," he answered.
The news seemed to placate the woman and she only asked a few more questions before dropping the subject. Unfortunately, later that day, mother confronted daughter and Matt found himself dragged into the discussion. It made for a very contentious few days, and on the drive home, Heather became adamant that it was time for a wedding.
"I wish you wouldn't have told my mom of our differences," she said, which was a message she had delivered often over the past few days.
"I'm sorry... it was a mistake," he responded.
There were several minutes of silence, and then she said, "Matt, I really want us to get married. Please, let's do it. Do it for me. You know how much I love you."
It was the beginning of the most emotional interaction they had shared. Strangely, in this state, the woman seemed very much like his Heather, and before he knew it, he was nodding his head in agreement. Thus, a mere two weeks later, on an overcast Friday afternoon, they made their way to the courthouse and came out an hour later as husband and wife. Their honeymoon consisted of a weekend alone in the apartment with delivered pizza, and several trips to the bed, where Matt was surprised by the woman's newfound passion. She seemed in almost every detail like the real Heather and she even experienced an orgasm during their lovemaking. When things began winding down on Sunday, the newlywed student thought through the sequence of events and decided it was time to meet with Gus.
"They're worried about you and want to make sure you're close. They want you in that mausoleum next time so they can make the switch. For some reason it's important and they were worried you were moving on from her," the groundskeeper offered.
"Shit, these bastards are evil," Matt said while shaking his head.
"Pure evil... remember what they did to my brother and his wife. Stole their lives like they want to do with you," he replied, and before the young man could respond, he added, "Let me tell you the rest. She's been out here at least once and I think twice. Once for sure cause I saw her leaving and another time I think cause the piece of paper I put in the gate hinge was on the ground. That means she's in there with him and they're working their plan."
"What about Heather? My Heather?" he asked.
"She's still there... she's in there... I listen every now and then and I can pick her out," he replied.
"How? What's she doing? Saying?" he asked.
"I don't want you to take this the wrong way, but she's talking to him. She's been in there for a long time, you know... so they're talking..." Gus said.
"Talking... like what?" he asked.
"She's still confused some so there are questions about where she is and what's going on and then just kinda general stuff," he replied.
"General stuff? Like... talking... chit chat?" Matt asked, dumbfounded by the message.
"Yeah... like that. Now, you remember, you're doing the same thing. It ain't unexpected... they're locked up in that vessel..." he started but stopped, concerned about the direction.
"Shit... I guess..." he responded.
"Nothing unexpected when you think about it," he told Matt.
The groundskeeper spared the young man from the worst of what he had learned. The demon in the vessel was truly a strong force and the comparative power between him and the young woman was like the difference between a lion and a kitten. He knew the man was seeking something from her that was carnal and on his most recent trek into the mausoleum he had heard enough to know that he had succeeded. He wasn't certain how disembodied souls engaged in intimacy, but the sounds emerging from the vessel indicated that it was occurring. He had the young woman's passionate cries and knew she was enjoying the experience.
For the next few months, Matt and Gus met at least once every couple of weeks. They would try to determine ways to enhance the plan to free Heather, but never really found an angle that improved markedly on the basic concept. The entire idea rested on the ability of the captured woman to recognize the situation and act. They discussed trying to communicate with her, even thinking they might be able to create a code, but in the end, they always returned to the view that it was far too risky.
On each visit, Matt would spend a few minutes in the mausoleum listening for his girlfriend. It made him elated when he heard her voice, which didn't happen often, but even when his efforts proved fruitless, he was pleased he made the effort.
"Her voice seemed softer..." he said to Gus as they walked back to his apartment.
They had just finished spending thirty minutes in the mausoleum and were able to listen to the young woman. Matt had not been able to piece together her words, but her tone indicated less stress. He knew that the old man had a much more practiced ear from the years he spent dealing with his brother and hoped he could provide more information.
"Yeah... she's calmer for sure. Been that way for a while, too. My brother and his wife went through the same thing. Got to a point of acceptance I guess you'd say," he explained.
"I wonder if that's good or bad?" Matt asked.
"Good in a way and maybe bad..." he started, and then paused in thought for a moment before continuing, "Good that she can think better, but bad if she doesn't act when the time comes."
"Good point... we always come back to the same place," he replied.
"Yeah... yeah, we do..." the groundskeeper agreed.
Surprisingly, the young man's dealings with his new wife had become more balanced and they were living with less stress, too. Marriage seemed to have alleviated her concerns and she no longer maintained a watchful eye on his comings and goings. Also, she had become more sexual and several times she had been the one to initiate their lovemaking. Several of their encounters had been quite passionate, and Matt cringed at the thought of explaining the details to Heather if he was able to perform the rescue. He knew it would be the first thing she would ask about and she would not be pleased.
Gus spotted the woman near the Mausoleum several more times and he was able to determine she visited every week, either on Tuesday or Wednesday. She rarely stayed long, usually no more than fifteen minutes, and he could only surmise that they were working on their plan, as well. He made sure to stay far away, so as not to alarm the woman, and acted with complete indifference when he was in view.
Every other day, he would visit the crypts and spend some time listening, hoping he would glean more information. Also, he wanted to check on the status of the young woman's interaction with the demon. Unfortunately, the things he learned were not good. The discussions he heard provided clear evidence that the man had enforced his will on the young student, and on one occasion he once more heard them in the middle of an intimate encounter.
Twice, Matt made the trek to the cemetery to meet with the old man but was unable to locate him. It made him concerned about his wellbeing and he wondered if the demon had discovered their knowledge and harmed the old man. He decided to make one more visit, and if he was unsuccessful in finding the groundskeeper, he would contact the cemetery administrator. However, before the day arrived, he discovered an odd-looking letter in the mailbox. The handwritten address, written in ink, covered most of the envelope, and although it lacked any return markings, instinctively, he knew it was from Gus.
His wife was out so he made his way back to the apartment and quickly tore open the letter. A key fell out and clanked on the tabletop and he could see a handwritten note on a single piece of paper that had been torn from a pad.
Matt - things not going well for me. They say I won't live long. I wanted to make sure you got this key to that place so you can use it if you want to do your plan. I know you want to but remember it's dangerous. They are preparing so be ready. Your best weapon is that they don't know you know. Don't ever let them know. Then you'd be sunk. I got to tell you to think about if you want to do it. Sometimes you just got to move on. Thinking back maybe I'd been better to move on. Maybe you would be too. Think about it and if you decide to try you be damn careful. Real careful.
Matt, let the letter drop from his fingers and suddenly a massive sense of loneliness swept through him. He had nothing in common with the old man, but the evil mausoleum, but in the bizarre circumstances, he had been a pillar of wisdom and a steady shoulder. Now, he was on his own, totally alone. He picked up the key and turned it in his fingers thinking about the old man and his message. For the millionth time, he thought about the horrific situation and considered whether it was real. Perhaps, he had become schizophrenic and it was all some crazy chemical imbalance in his head. Also, even if it was real, maybe it was better to just walk away. He could divorce the demonic woman, more far away and start over. The idea certainly had some appeal because it was now just him against these well-prepared purveyors of evil. But, what about Heather, the magical woman he loved? The young girl that brightened every part of his life? How could he walk away and leave her to the existence she now faced?
Without the presence of Gus, Matt felt terrified when he visited the mausoleum, and he had to rely on his feelings for Heather to give him strength. He always went just at sundown, so the cemetery would be empty and he could return to the apartment before his wife became suspicious. Unfortunately, despite his efforts, he only heard Heather on once occasion, and even then, he wasn't entirely certain. It made him question whether any of it was real and he began to think that maybe Gus had somehow concocted the sounds he thought he heard. He thought about abandoning his plan but finally decided to see it through knowing he was banking on nothing more than faith.
As Halloween approached, Matt worked hard to find a party to attend that would be on friendly turf. He wanted it to be with people he knew to reduce his stress and be in a part of town not too far from the cemetery so he could get there quickly. The basic concept hadn't changed since he first mentioned it to Gus. He planned to take his new wife out, party and pretend to consume lots of alcohol, and wait for her to make her move to get him to the cemetery. Then, just before they left, he would find a way to doctor her drink. Once she had consumed the drug, he knew from his research he had 15-20 minutes before any effects appeared, and since she was slender, he thought it would be on the short end. He would get her to the structure, dally until he was sure she was firmly under the influence, and then go inside. If the plan worked, her weakened condition would give his Heather the chance to burst free and reclaim her body. He knew that in this dangerous game, he was the untrained rookie against the seasoned veteran, but he had to try.
Two weeks before Halloween, he settled on a party hosted by friends of friends at a house that was a fifteen-minute drive from the cemetery. Surprisingly, his wife was not keen on the idea of going out, which was something he had not anticipated. Clearly, his plan conflicted with hers, but it only took some gentle prodding to get her to agree, and then their conversation moved to costumes.
The newly married couple arrived just after nine, and Matt noticed immediately that the woman was acting uncharacteristically clingy. She had dressed as a black cat wearing tights and a long-sleeved sweater. Also, she had elbow-length gloves and had purchased a two-foot-long tail and cute little ears. The snug fit of the attire highlighted her sexy body and she got lots of looks from the moment they entered. Matt new the real Heather would have headed off on her own to flirt, but the woman stayed right at his side.
A makeshift dance floor had been set-up on the back porch and after getting them punch, he guided her towards it. They joined a spirited throng through several songs and then headed back to the kitchen for more punch, and when they arrived, the young grad student saw that she had barely touched her drink.
"Are you okay?" he asked her over the noise.
"I'm fine," she responded and gave him a forced smile.
Matt knew that his entire plan relied on getting her to ingest the drug at the right moment, and he became worried that she was playing her own script, intending to stay sober.
"Drink up," he said and took a gulp from his cup.
With a smile, she took a sip, but when she pulled the cup down, he could see she had drunk very little. For the next few hours, things stayed basically the same. The woman stayed close to him, danced when he wanted her to, and consumed very little of the punch. He knew she was simply going through the motions and by the look in her eyes when she didn't see him looking, he could tell there was something on her mind. However, just a few minutes after eleven, things began to change.
"Let's go to the cemetery and do it again. That was so hot," she whispered into his ear, while her hand squeezed his butt.
"Mmmm... you're horny," the young man responded.
Matt was prepared for her attempt, but it still sent a shiver through his body as he realized it was really going to play out.
"Yeah... C'mon. Let's do it," she begged.
"No, it's too cold. Let's go home and crawl under the covers," he replied.
Just for a moment, he saw anger flash through her eyes, but she quickly regained control and said, "Please... for me... please..."
He looked at her and forced a smile, and then responded, "Maybe... I'm not ready to go yet."
"Soon..." she whined.
"Drink up," he said.
Matt emptied his cup and then looked towards the woman expectantly. He was pleased to see her do the same, and he knew he could use it to his advantage when the time arrived. He wanted to build her angst, knowing it would make her more cooperative, so he guided her back to the dance area and let the clock tick closer to midnight.
Her eyes continued to find his and he could tell she was using all her female wiles to try and bend him to her will. Now, it was his turn to experience a flash of anger as he thought about her wanting desperately to put him into a state of purgatory while her demon husband enjoyed his body. It took immense willpower to let the moment pass and look back at her with a playful smile.
It was just a few minutes before midnight when she whispered into his ear, "Let's go fuck."
Matt knew it was time. It had been a year since he lost the woman he loved and he had struggled every day without her. Now, he approached the culmination of all the discovery and planning with Gus, which he knew always led back to the cemetery. The thought created stress for him as he wondered what he would do if it didn't work.
"Okay, baby... as long as I can fuck your brains out," he responded, trying to keep his voice from cracking.
"I want you to," she answered eagerly.
"Let's have another drink and dance a little and then we'll go," he told her and headed for the kitchen before she could reply.
He had hoped she would stay in the other room and give him some space to doctor her drink, but she followed close behind. Still, he knew he was committed, so on the pretense of getting something from the counter, he turned his back to her and as quickly as possible, slipped the small vial from his pocket and dosed her cup. He was shaking as he turned back, hoping no one had noticed and was pleased to see everyone in their normal inebriated state. Even Heather, distracted by a large guy that he didn't know, was occupied. Matt's approach ended their discussion and he handed her the cup of liquid.
"Happy Halloween! Drink up!" he declared.
"Yes... but let's hurry!" she responded and then emptied her cup.
Inwardly, the young man smiled as he knew the countdown had begun. He wanted to stay at the party until just before the effects became apparent and then head out. It would take fifteen minutes to arrive at the cemetery gate and five more to walk to the mausoleum, so he knew he was in no rush to achieve the one-hour target. He would take things slowly and if need be, keep her outside the structure until he was certain the drug had fully taken effect.
At the twenty-minute mark, he could tell by the look in her eyes that she was drifting, so he took her arm and headed towards the door.
"This is so crazy!" he said with faux enthusiasm as they pulled away.
"Yes... it's crazy hot," she replied, slightly slurring her words.
Matt worked hard to hit several lights, so when they pulled up at the gate, seventeen minutes had elapsed. He met her at the entrance, and together, they started towards the mausoleum. Several times, he stopped and pulled her into a kiss which brought no objection. During the last stop, they were a mere fifty yards from the building and he could tell her body was losing coordination. He knew the drug was kicking in and they would arrive at the mausoleum near the perfect time.
"You're so beautiful," he told her when they arrived.
"Mmmm... I'm ready..." she replied in a detached voice.
"Let me kiss you some more," he said and pulled her close.
"Mmmm..." she moaned in response.
When they broke the kiss, he checked his phone and saw that fifty-five minutes had passed. It was close enough, so he guided her slowly towards the entrance and was not surprised to find the gate open. He had considered whether it was necessary to have sex during the transfer, but he decided he would do things exactly as before, so he took her to the altar and pushed her tights and thong down to her knees. The drug had made her completely silent, and at first, she held her body up on her arms, but before he could drop his pants, she fell onto her elbows. His hand moved to her vagina and found it nice and slick, so he lined up and pushed forward.
"Ugggghhh..." he groaned as his shaft penetrated.
The young man paused for a moment to take in everything around him as he wanted to be prepared for the inevitable attempt for his body. Strangely, all was quiet, so he started moving slowly into the woman. The minutes ticked by as they fucked and along the way, little mews started coming from her mouth. Matt tried to remember how long he had made love to Heather the last time before the strange feelings and lights appeared, as it seemed much longer now. He began to wonder if anything would occur, and soon, doubt crept into his head. Perhaps, it had always been a fantasy that existed only in his head.
The woman's pussy had become so wet that it was now slurping in rhythm with his movement. Strangely, his dick, which had been barely hard enough to enter her when they started, had grown and was now fully erect. Also, he could feel his balls tingling in the telltale way that signaled an impending release.
"Fuck me good..." the woman said in a voice that filled the small space.
It sent a sudden shiver of terror through the young man as he didn't think she was in a condition to speak so clearly. For a moment, he wondered if the drug had its normal effect on the demon and if not, was he about to feel their combined wrath? Still, he kept moving as something pushed him forward. Soon, he felt his balls tightening and he knew he was only seconds away from filling the woman's pussy.
Then, just as his release arrived, when he was in his most vulnerable condition, the strange waves he had felt before began to permeate his body and the odd light, like fanned embers in a fire, appeared. He wanted to finish badly, and his hands were dug into her hips, pulling her hard against his body, but suddenly, a vision of his Heather looking at him with her impish smile flashed before him and with a strength he didn't think he possessed, he pulled away and flung his body towards the entrance.



Matt landed heavily on the damp ground, dizzy and heaving for air. At first, he thought it was just the aftermath of the sex, but it felt different, like part of his body was missing. It took him time to recover, how long he couldn't be sure, but finally, he regained his bearings and the strange feelings began to ebb. He rose on an elbow to take stock of the situation and spotted a form, yards away, in the middle of the cinder path.
The young student slowly rose to his feet and on wobbly legs made his way towards the curled body. He knew before looking who it was, but he still rolled it over to confirm it was Heather. Her breath came out ragged, but she didn't have any marks on her that he could see, so he took her into his arms and started a slow walk back to the car. Everything that he and Gus planned had occurred, but he remained unsure whether Heather had seen the opportunity and made her escape. That could only be determined after the effects of the drug wore off.
Fortunately, they didn't encounter anyone on the walk from the car to the apartment. Once safely inside, Matt undressed her and used a damp cloth to clean her face before putting her to bed. He stood next to the bed for a long time, staring down, hoping to see a sign that would tell him his Heather had returned, but there was nothing, and finally, he went to rest on the couch.
Matt rose early, constantly checked on the sleeping woman, but it wasn't until noon that she started to show signs of waking up. It started with some tossing and turning and when she finally opened her eyes, he was sitting in a chair next to the bed sipping on coffee.
"I feel like hell," she said.
"It was a rough night," he replied.
"I... I don't remember... everything," she answered.
Matt wanted to believe it was the real Heather and there was a look in her eyes that gave him hope. Still, he knew he needed something tangible as proof.
"We were at a party, and you drank too much," he told her.
She stared at him with a confused look before she finally said, "I was in... that... that place... with him..."
"What place Heather?" Matt asked, trying to shield his excitement.
"I don't know... I don't..." she started, but a look of panic suddenly appeared on her face and she curled into a tight ball.
"It's okay..." he whispered and reached out to stroke her shoulder.
"I'm scared..." she whimpered.
"It's over now... it's okay..." he replied.
"Are you sure... what happened?" she asked as her body shook.
"We'll talk later... not now..." he responded.
He tried to get her to rest some more, but she was too antsy to stay in bed. She rose and headed towards the bedroom and the casual way she displayed her nudity provided further proof to him that it was his Heather. A few minutes later, she appeared in the kitchen and poured some coffee. Several times, she tried to engage him in a discussion about the events, but he gently deferred the conversation for later.
"I'm starving," she declared after she finished her second cup.
"What do you want to get?" Matt asked.
"A cheeseburger!" she fired back.
Her words elated the young man because it was her favorite decadent meal, and the woman he spent the last year with never once expressed a desire for the treat. Now, he was certain he had the woman he loved back.
They went to their favorite diner, and she wolfed down the burger. Matt felt she had overcome any lingering effects of the drug, but still suggested they return to the apartment so she could rest some more. He watched her undress as he fluffed the pillows and then let his hand wander down her back to her rear.
"Take a nap and then we can talk," he said.
She gave him a little smile and replied, "Stay with me."
Quickly, he was naked too, and they jumped beneath the covers. Matt pulled her warm body firmly against his and nuzzled his head into her neck expecting they would drift off, but just seconds later, Heather pulled his hand to her breasts. As soon as his fingers found her tight nipples, she started wiggling her butt against him which made his dick swell.
"Baby, you need to rest," he tried.
"I need you inside me," she declared and turned to her back.
Her hand immediately went to his shaft and he let her guide him until he was at her entrance. Then, with just a gentle shove, he was entering her wet slit. Together, they moaned, and the young woman looped her arm around his neck and pulled him into a deep kiss.
"You feel so good," he whispered when they broke.
"Yeah, it seems like it's been forever," she whined, and when she felt his body stiffen, she asked, "How long has it been?"
"Later, Heather," he responded.
"Tell me," she pushed.
Matt stopped moving, looked down into her beautiful eyes, and said, "A year..."
The young woman started giggling, but when she saw his serious look, she gasped and said, "Oh, my god... you're serious."
"Yes..." he replied in a soft voice.
"How... my mother..." she responded, and then added, "No one missed me?"
Her words let Matt know that she was unaware of the transfer that had occurred. She didn't realize that the demons had ripped her soul from her body and kept it locked in what Gus called the vessel. It was a hideous concept and he knew he needed to be careful with the explanation.
"Heather... you... your body was still here, but not with you in it," he said and then paused for a reaction, but when she remained silent, he continued, "The woman buried in that crypt... she... she somehow took your body and put you in the... place... where you were."
"Put what?" she asked in a whisper.
"I think... I mean the best I can think of is it was your soul," he replied.
Instantly, she began to sob, and Matt rolled to her side and pulled her to him so that they were face-to-face. He stroked her hair gently, knowing she needed some time while thinking about how to explain everything that had occurred.
"It was so strange... like a dream... but not a dream..." she forced out a few minutes later.
"I'm sorry sweetie," he replied, squeezed her tighter, and then asked, "Were you scared?"
He could see was pondering his question and it took her a few seconds before she answered, "More confused than scared... confused and lost..."
"I'm sorry," he said again.
Suddenly, her sobbing stopped and after taking a deep breath, she said, "Tell me what happened... everything."
Matt wasn't sure it was the best time but decided to accept her demand. He started with the Halloween party from the prior year and went chronologically through the events. He told her about getting out of the mausoleum and the suspicions he had. He described meeting Gus, learning about the horrific history of the structure and the demons entombed, then planning for a way to release her from their trap. He finished by telling her about the groundskeeper's death, how frightened he was with no one to lean on for support, and how he drugged the woman with the hope that she would be able to escape. The only aspect he skirted around was his involvement with the woman. He knew it would come, but hoped they could work through other things first.
"You saved me..." she whispered when he finished.
"I love you... no way was I going to leave you," he replied.
His words caused her to start sobbing again, and he held her close until she was ready to speak.
"A year... a whole year... a prisoner..." she whimpered.
"I'm sorry," he whispered to her, and then asked, "What did it feel like?"
"I don't know... I can't explain... I mean, time didn't seem... I don't know... not a year," she stammered.
"How did you know to get out?" he asked.
Heather was silent for some time before she finally replied, "There was this tiny spec of light... not even a spec... like a soft glow. I just went towards it and the next thing I knew I was here in bed."
"What was it like in there... in the place..." Matt asked.
"I don't know... I can't explain... I don't have the words... empty, but not empty... and the man..." she responded.
"They were in some demonic cult... he and his wife," he told her, and after a pause, he asked, "How did he treat you?"
Heather's body began to tremble and her breathing became ragged. It was a clear sign that something bad had occurred, and he held her close until she calmed.
"He was there... always... powerful... very powerful..." she answered vaguely.
All was silent as Matt contemplated her message. He knew there was far more that he needed to learn, but he was still very concerned about her fragile state, so he dropped the subject. Several times, he felt her body stiffen as if she was about to speak, but on each occasion, she relaxed and the moment passed. Finally, she looked into his eyes, took a deep breath, and spoke.
"What happened with that woman? You lived with her for a year?" she asked.
"Yes..." he replied, knowing what was coming next.
"Do you... did you do it with her?" she probed.
"Yes, we did," he answered, wanting to be totally honest, and then continued with, "I didn't want to but Gus was adamant that under no circumstances could they ever know I was aware of the truth."
"I understand," she replied a little too quickly, leading him to believe they would return to the issue.
"There's something else," he said, and when he saw her eyebrows rise, he added, "Look at your finger. We're married."
"You married her?" she fired back in a shocked voice.
"I needed to... to keep her from becoming suspicious. We needed her defenses down so you'd have the best chance," Matt answered defensively, and then clarified, "But only by a judge. Not in a church."
"We're not married... you're married... to a demon," she replied with an edge in her voice.
"I did what I thought was best... for you..." he responded nervously.
Heather put her hand behind his neck, pulled his head into her chest and began to stroke his hair. However, it wasn't long before she pushed him back and found his lips with hers. Over the next few minutes, their kisses became more passionate and soft sighs began to escape her mouth. Matt was pleased that he had put everything before her, the bad and the good, and made it through seemingly unscathed.
"Fuck me," she demanded while tugging on his arm.
Quickly, the young man moved over her and found her wet opening. Heather's hands found his hips and guided him into a deliberate movement, as it now seemed, she was ready for intimacy. For a moment, Matt wondered if her swift change in demeanor came as a result of his disclosures, but after only a few strokes, the wonderful feeling of her pussy extinguished all other thoughts.
"God, I needed you back," he declared.
He lasted only a few minutes before he lost control and blasted his semen into her depths. She gave him a few minutes to recover and then climbed on top and rode him as she stared down with loving eyes. The feeling was so amazing and her look so sensual that it wasn't long before she made him climax again. After that, they cuddled for a while and then drifted into a contented sleep.
Later, Matt woke and quietly rose from the bed making sure to cover her snugly with the blanket. He wandered into the kitchen where he made some tea and then moved to their small living room. Not wanting to disturb his sleeping wife, he kept the TV off and merely stared at the wall while contemplating all that had occurred. He had to admit that recovering Heather was something of a miracle, and he wished Gus was alive to see the results. They knew so little and so many things could have gone wrong. Perhaps, he thought, it would make their bond stronger as they went through their lives together.
He thought about the mausoleum and what he should do about it. It still existed as a trap for any innocent person that might stumble upon it on November 1st. With his knowledge, he felt something of an obligation to make sure that it didn't occur. However, he wasn't sure how to do it, and since there was time, he set the matter aside for the time being.
He had been in thought for over an hour when he heard sounds emanating from the bedroom. Concerned, he rose to check on Heather, and when he reached the door, he could see that she had kicked the covers off. Sensual moans and whimpers were coming from her mouth and as he looked on, she slowly opened her legs. Her nude body, with her pussy, still glistening, looked so inviting that he almost joined her, but decided to watch for a bit longer. It wasn't long before rhythmic mews started coming from her and Matt realized he was watching her in the middle of a sexual dream. She hadn't reached orgasm during their lovemaking, and coupled with her time in the vessel, he guessed her libido was in overdrive. He smiled as he thought about their future lovemaking and knew he needed to give her relief next time.
"Mmmm... ohhh..." she groaned openly, and her arms which had been by her side moved over her head.
Matt had never seen her masturbate nor was he aware of her ever having a wet dream. Intrigued, he took several steps into the room and even in the dim light, he could see her body covered in a light sheen of sweat. Without question, in her dream, she was getting fucked well, and loving it. Seconds later, she pulled her knees up towards her chest and when he looked between her legs, he thought he though the lips of her pussy quivering. However, before he could get closer, her orgasm suddenly arrived.
"Oh... ohhh... ohhh..." she panted as her body stiffened.
Her hands, still above her head, gripped the sheet tightly until her release began to ebb. Then, with a final grunt, she rolled to her side and moved into a curl. With a raging erection, Matt covered her with the blanket and then returned to the living room.
Heather woke him to make love the next morning, and with effort, he was able to get her to climax. Afterward, when they cuddled, he tried to talk with her some more about the vessel, but she was evasive and turned the conversation towards marriage, or a real marriage as she put it. She made it very clear that they were getting married in a Catholic church and that she was getting a new ring.
Matt pushed her hard to schedule a doctor's appointment, as she had been through so much, both mentally and physically. At first, she was reluctant, but after several conversations, she started to accept the idea. However, when she finally called to make the appointment, she learned the earliest date available was three weeks out.
"What do you think?" she asked as she held the phone to her chest.
"Take it! It's better than nothing," Matt replied, and she returned to the call.
Heather's now faced the monumental issue of dealing with a lost year. She struggled in dealing with people, especially those that she had recently met. She leaned on Matt where she could, but in most situations, she had to utilize her breezy personality. Also, her return midterm created classroom challenges, and she didn't hide her anger with the demon woman's shitty notetaking. Despite these problems, the young man was pleased with how quickly they resumed their lives. He had anticipated a tumultuous time filled with fear and confusion, but they had somehow already found a comfortable place.
Matt, on his side with the covers pulled tight, had his comfortable sleep interrupted by nearby sounds he couldn't place. At first, he hoped it was just the random noises of the building settling, but when he heard it again, he realized it was coming from Heather. Exhausted from studying, she had gone to bed early and he had joined her several hours later. He had considered waking her for some lovemaking, but when he saw her contented look and heard her soft breathing, he decided to let her sleep.
"Mmmm..." she sighed sensually, which made the young man turn.
His lovely wife had removed her thong and cropped T-shirt, pulled the covers from her, and now lay on her back totally naked. For just a moment, he thought he was about to be the recipient of her sexual attention, but looking closer he saw that her eyes remained closed. He was about to reach for her shoulder when she suddenly emitted another sensual moan as her legs slowly opened. Matt recalled the erotic dream he watched her experience almost a week prior and thought he was about to witness another. For the next minute, he watched her body slowly undulate and listened to the needy whimpers escape her mouth. He also felt his cock stiffen and tent his boxers.
"Heather?" he said in a whisper to see if she was conscious.
There was no reply, and he was still considering what to do when suddenly, she arched her back, spread her legs further and cried out openly, "Ohhhhh..."
Now, instead of soft, sensual sounds, she whimpered and grunted as her dream lover fucked her powerfully. Then, like before, her arms left her side and lifted above her head. Although very aroused, Matt was also confused about what he was watching, and he knew he needed to question her in the morning. He expected that things would progress as they had the previous time, but it wasn't long before he saw her brow furrow, followed immediately by a look that indicated she was in distress.
"Heather?" he said, pushing on her shoulder.
At first, there was no change, but when he shook her arm, her eyes flew open and she turned to him with a wild look.
"No... no..." she cried out as she pulled on his arm.
"Heather! What is it?" Matt asked, desperate to help.
"Uhhhh... uhhh... uhhh..." she grunted loudly in orgasm as her eyes slowly rolled back.
"My God!" Matt declared and pulled her towards him.
"It's him... no... oh no..." she groaned.
The young woman was shaking when their bodies met, and she wrapped her arms around his neck as she began weeping, uncontrollably. It had been such a powerful vision he couldn't help but glance over her shoulder to ensure there was no one present. His instincts told him the man she referred to was the demon, who had somehow managed to escape from the bonds of the vessel to terrorize Heather. It took several minutes, but finally, the young woman regained her composure. Still wrapped in each other's arms, Matt decided he would try some questions.
"Was it the man... from the mausoleum?" he asked.
"Yes..." she whispered.
"He was... uhhh... having sex with you?" he pushed.
"Yes..." she answered as she burrowed closer to him.
"Heather, I don't think it's the first time. I mean I saw you like this before... a few days ago. How many times has he appeared?" Matt asked.
She was silent for a time before she finally said, "I don't know... four I guess..."
"He's been in your dreams four times since you escaped?" he clarified.
"Yes..." she replied and nodded against his chest.
The young grad student contemplated her words and considered the ramifications before he finally asked, "How many... how many times in the place... in the vessel?"
He could feel her body tense and suddenly she was twisting away and saying, "Why is it happening? I thought it would stop!"
Matt followed her to the center of the bed and pulled her back into his arms. They lay quietly together for a long time, but he knew that if they were going to move forward, he had to know everything no matter how bad it might be.
"Heather, please tell me what happened. I want to help and I certainly don't blame you... for anything," he whispered.
More silence ensued, and he was just about to prod her again when she finally said, "He... he had me, Matt. You can't imagine how... the power. I tried to fight it, but I was scared and he was so relentless. He... he knows how..."
The words hurt the young man, even though he wasn't completely surprised. Now, even more so, he felt like he had abandoned her to the demon and allowed her to suffer the horrible fate.
"I'm sorry Heather. I know you did everything possible. I'm so sorry," he responded.



The young woman had regained her strength and turned to face him. She looked directly into his eyes as if she were gauging his sincerity.
"He knows everything about me... every little secret. He invaded me... my being... and then used everything he learned..." she told him.
"Used it for what?" he asked.
"To get me to... to... take what he wanted..." she responded, and despite the vagueness, the young man understood the meaning.
Matt tried to fathom her message without showing judgment, but it was confusing, so he asked, "You had no body... bodies. How did... I mean... what happened?"
"It's hard to explain... like feelings... like our spirits... like..." she started.
"Your souls?" he interrupted recalling Gus' theory.
"Yes... like that and it was very strong," she explained.
"What... what does he know... what did he learn about you?" he asked, recalling her earlier comment.
"The things you keep inside and never tell anyone... not your parents, not your friends, not your priest, not your lover... not your husband. The most intimate things..." she responded.
"How did he use the... the things?" Matt asked naively.
"To get me... excited... to do it..." she replied, still looking into his face.
Suddenly, the vision of her receiving pleasure on the bed came rushing back and before he could stop, he fired out, "Shit, Heather. I had sex with that woman, but it was... duty... to get you out! You're in there making love to the bastard!"
Instantly, a look of profound hurt filled the young woman's face and she fell back onto the bed and then turned away. Matt let her go, but when he heard her begin to cry, he moved closer and wrapped his arm around her shoulder.
"I didn't want it to happen... I was scared... and he was so powerful... I thought it was over..." she whimpered before he could speak.
"I know... I'm sorry. It was a stupid thing to say," he replied, and then added in a soothing voice, "We've got to figure out how to make it stop."
Somehow, they managed to sleep, although it was fitful for both. Matt was ready to discuss things more the next morning, but when he saw her expression when she emerged from the bedroom, he decided to hold off. Instead, they sipped coffee, mostly in silence, and it was Heather that finally broached the subject.
"What now?" she asked.
"We need to figure out how to make it end. We may have to destroy the mausoleum," he replied, pleased that they were communicating.
"Okay..." she answered, and then after a pause, she said, "We should do that. What if someone else stumbles into their trap?"
Matt nodded his head and since she was being forthright, he decided to press her for more information, "Tell me more about being in there... what you learned... about him."
He watched as her expression became thoughtful, and after several seconds she replied, "I know it really sounds stupid, but not that much. It really didn't seem like I was there that long. I know his name was Bernard and he was part of a group called Mored, but when he was present, it was more about..."
"More about you?" he asked when she paused.
"Yes..." she answered as a distressed look swept over her face.
"Heather, don't. It wasn't your fault and I feel ashamed and stupid for what I said last night," he told her which brought forth a thin smile. After taking her hand in his, he continued, "What does Mored mean?"
"It stood for something in Latin, but I don't recall exactly. The group thought they could overcome death," she explained as her voice lowered.
"My God... I guess... at least he and his wife did. They took Gus' brother and wife... you... almost you," Matt responded, still struggling to accept what should have been unbelievable.
"I want this to end," Heather said and Matt could see her eyes pleading with him to find a solution.
Despite the issue of the demon's manipulation of his wife, he felt good about the conversation, as he thought they finally had everything in the open. Rather than dwell on events, he took her out for the day. They shopped some, had lunch, enjoyed the park and a museum before returning to the apartment just before sundown. Heather cooked them a simple dinner, and then they moved to the couch where they finished a bottle of wine as they watched a movie. It had barely ended when her soft purrs indicated she was asleep. Matt looked down at her angelic face, comfortably resting on his chest as they lay prone, and knew, despite all that had occurred, he was a lucky man. He thought about their upcoming church wedding and the need to buy her a new ring. The thought made him look at her finger and the small stone reminded him that he had selected something simple, as he had felt uncomfortable marrying the impostor. Then, like a bolt of lightning cutting through the dark sky, the thought hit him that it was the only physical connection between Heather and the demons.
"Heather... Heather... wake up!" he demanded as he pushed on her shoulder.
"What? What's wrong?" she called out as her eyes took in the room.
"I have an idea... a thought... about how he gets to you," he replied excitedly.
"How?" she asked, now giving him her complete attention.
"The ring... it's the connection between you and them... maybe it's the ring!" he exclaimed.
"Shit!" she answered and immediately started pulling it from her finger. When it was off, she dropped it onto the coffee table and said, "It was an ugly ring anyway."
Matt stood, picked up the band and walked to his desk where he opened a drawer and placed it inside. He returned to his wife and pulled her close and kissed her softly on the lips.
"Let's keep our fingers crossed," he said.
"I don't think we have to. I feel different already," she said and when he raised his eyebrows in a questioning gesture, she added, "It's like a weight is off me... off my shoulders."
Matt knew that she might merely be feeling the euphoria of action, so he cautioned, "Good... but let's give it some time. Make sure it doesn't come back."
For the next week, they were on eggshells waiting to see if removing the ring would free her from the clutches of the demon. They met with the priest who was thrilled to see that two good Catholics wanted to get married in the church and they set a date in early January. Also, they shopped several places for the ring she wanted and finally selected a custom design. It was at the absolute limit of their budget and Matt knew he had little wiggle room finishing school and starting work, but with all she had endured, he knew it needed to be special.
Heather continued to state she felt relieved since removing the ring and was certain it was central to the sexual visits. Slowly, Matt came around and their discussions shifted to the mausoleum. They went back and forth about what to do, but with the pressure now off the young woman, they once more decided to park the matter.
Finally, the time arrived for her doctor's visit. They went together, but Matt remained in the waiting room as she went through a battery of tests. At the completion, they met with the 40ish female doctor in a small conference room.
"Heather, do you know you're pregnant?" she asked after exchanging pleasantries.
"Uhhh... what? No..." the young woman responded in surprise.
"Yes, not very far along. Just a few weeks," she clarified.
"How many weeks is a few?" the young woman demanded.
The doctor, sensing there might be an issue became visibly uncomfortable and said, "Three to six. It's difficult to be precise this early."
"I see..." Heather replied.
"I sense it was unexpected. You said on the form you used an implant... Implanon. How long have you had it?" the doctor asked.
"I don't know... it was... uhhh... I think in July, so three years and four months... maybe five," she answered.
"Well, that's past the effective period I'm afraid. Do you need a referral for counseling?" she probed.
"No... I'm fine..." Heather responded.
"Okay, when you're ready, make an appointment and we can remove the implant," the doctor advised.
On the drive home, Heather barely spoke and Matt suspected he knew what she was thinking. Sure enough, as soon as they stepped through the door, she unloaded.
"You knocked her up. You got her pregnant while I was... trapped!" she yelled.
Matt, having had time to prepare, replied, "No! It's ours. The doctor said three to six weeks, which means it's ours."
Rather than soothe her spirit as he anticipated, his words only seemed to inflame her, and she launched again, "No... it's not. It's... shit, Matt... shit! Were you worried about protection? Shit! I have a demon baby in me."
Matt knew that she had received the contraceptive implant before they were a couple but decided there would be nothing to gain by bringing it to her attention. She had made it clear she had protection when they became intimate, so he never thought about it. Still, he felt guilty when he realized that a year had elapsed and not once had he considered the risk.
"Heather, it was you, but it wasn't you. I know you had it far worse, but it was very confusing for me, too," he declared.
"Fuck that, Matt. Fuck that. You humped her and knocked her up," she fired back, using words he rarely heard.
Now angered, the young man responded with equal emotion, "Really? Really? You sure your fucking lover didn't put a baby in you while you rode his cock? Maybe, that's why he kept showing up!
Rather than respond, Heather looked at him in a strange way and then slowly rose and disappeared into the bedroom. She closed the door behind her which gave him the opportunity to consider the exchange. He knew he had grossly overreacted, given her fragile state, but her pointed words had hurt his psyche, given all he had dealt with and it was several minutes before he followed.
He found her on the bed, and he sat next to her and gently stroked her side before saying, "I'm sorry."
At first, she didn't respond, but after a few seconds, she finally said, "My God, Matt. Whose baby is it? Ours? Yours with her... or..."
"Yours with him," he answered to fill in the gap.
"Shit!' she cried out in distress.
Suddenly, a wave of emotional energy swept through the young man, and he responded, "Look, Heather. It's our baby. They never had children when they were alive or when they stole the bodies of that poor couple. They didn't want kids, so the baby is ours. Period!"
His adamant declaration silenced her and she stared up at him for a time before responding, "Good."
Two months had elapsed since the doctor informed them of Heather's pregnancy. In the interim, she had received her ring and they had married in a lovely church ceremony. Heather looked radiant in her wedding dress and only Matt was aware that her tiny pink nipples had transitioned to blood-red as a result of the life she now carried in her tummy. Miraculously, with no further demonic visits, the incredible events were rapidly receding in their memories, and their thoughts became focused on the future. Soon, they would have a child, a baby boy if the tests proved accurate, and Matt would enter the working world. Heather looked forward to finishing school, being a mommy and establishing the home she always wanted.
Matt had a smile on his face as he walked towards the apartment contemplating all that lay in store for him in the future. Freed early from school obligations, he hoped to spend some intimate time with his beautiful wife that afternoon. However, when he opened the door and stepped inside, he was surprised to hear whimpers emanating from the bathroom. He moved silently towards the door, excited at what he might find, and slowly pushed the door open.
Through the opaque shower curtain, he could tell his wife was beneath the spray, and by her sounds, in a state of sexual arousal. A grin formed on his face and he stepped towards the tub, but when he slowly pulled the plastic sheet aside, the scene before him put him into a state of shock. Heather, with her head turned sideways and her eyes squeezed shut, had her body pressed hard against the far wall, but her ass protruded back as an unseen lover hammered into her pussy. Deep sensual moans of pleasure emerged from her half-open mouth in apparent rhythm with her lover's thrusts. Instantly, his thoughts went to the mausoleum and the demon who had somehow, once again, managed to infiltrate his way into their world. He wondered how, after their long period of freedom, he had managed to return and knew he had to save his wife from the unwanted sexual onslaught. However, just as his body tensed to move, his attention was drawn to her hand, and there on her finger was the simple ring that he had placed in the drawer many months ago.
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Emily woke suddenly and for a moment was confused. Then, she saw Carlos leaning over her pushing her legs apart and moving into position between them. The sex and brief sleep had taken away her lust and the realization about what she had done hit her hard.
"No, no more, please! I need to go," she implored the black man.
"Baby, we got time. Sam and Janice went back to fucking," he declared.
Seeing the young wife sprawled out and freshly fucked had excited them and they returned to the bedroom.
Carlos pushed her legs open, moved his body between them, and put a hand on her shoulder to pin her so she couldn't move away. Nervously, she watched as he took his fat cock in his free hand and brought the head to her slit.
"Yeah...you still ready," he said as he teased her opening.
With his semen slowly oozing out of her opening, Carlos was able to coat the head and start to push inside.
"Please no," Emily whined, trying one last time to stop him.
Carlos ignored her and kept working his shaft to get deeper penetration. When he had made it halfway, he started quick, short thrusts intended to get them fully lubed. It worked, and less than a minute later he pushed forward until his balls were snug against her firm ass.
After a short pause, he started fucking the married white woman with powerful strokes. Before, he had shown some compassion in their coupling, but now, fueled by his own lust and goading from his cousin, he was going to make it all about him. Emily's fingernails bit into his biceps letting him know that he had her attention and that she was likely feeling some pain. However, rather than make him slow, the knowledge excited him further and his hammering became even more pronounced.
"Please...please, Carlos...you're hurting me," Emily begged.
"You best just close your eyes, Carlos' going to take it now," he grunted in response.
For the next few minutes, Emily did exactly that. She tried to take her mind off the pain she was feeling and the thought of her nasty cheating. But it was impossible to ignore what was happening and she suddenly realized that she was no longer feeling discomfort. Somehow, a warm feeling had replaced it deep in her pelvis that was beginning to radiate outward. Along with that, there was the sound of her pussy responding to its invader with wet smacking sounds. However, what put her back in a place of abandon was when she opened her eyes and saw the thick black monster sliding easily in and out of her body. Involuntarily, she shuddered and her pussy clamped down on Carlos' cock.
"Oh yeah...squeeze that thing baby...do it again," he spoke to her hoarsely, with a lust filled smile.
Strangely, Emily did as he demanded and used her muscles to clamp down and he responded by thrusting into her with more urgency.
"Ummm...uhhh..." she whined, abandoning her attempt to disassociate from the act.
"You liking it now," Carlos stated, and he took his hand and started pinching her small, erect nipples.
"Ohhh...ohhh...ummm...mmm..." she let out, showing the effect.
Janice and Sam could hear the bedsprings squeaking and the occasional excited whine from Emily. Together, they slowed their pace so they could listen to the mating occurring just down the hall.
"Tight ass bitch likes black cock," Sam said, stating the obvious.
"She needed it," Janice replied, and she felt both erotic exhilaration and a certain sense of worry as she audibly witnessed Emily's plunge.
They had all but stopped when they heard her orgasm start and seconds later, Carlos announced loudly that he was cumming. The cries and squeaking continued for a good minute before the sounds slowed then stopped altogether.
"Hurry up and finish," Janice instructed Sam.
She knew she was far from a climax, but wanted to give him the chance. It took just a few more minutes before Sam grunted, then groaned and put more of his seed into his lover.
"Emily, we need to go," Janice called out while gently knocking on the closed door.
Carlos had spooned up behind her after their mutual orgasm and held her tightly against his body. He was slowly stroking her from her breasts to her mound and she thought, by the swelling in his cock, that he might be building for another round. Thus, her supervisor's words provided a feeling of relief.
"I...I need my clothes. They're in the dryer," she answered, hoping Janice would bring them and save her the humiliation of walking naked through the house.
Shortly, there was another knock on the door followed by the sound of it opening. Janice appeared in the doorway carrying her things with Sam right behind peering over her shoulder. The only thing shielding her body from his view was her lover's body.
"We done had a good time," Carlos stated while pulling away from her and stretching.
His move did two things. First, it left her completely exposed and instinctively she used her hands to try and cover her privates. Second, it showed Carlos' large cock totally covered in her juices. She felt humiliated and the feeling grew when she saw the two men smiling at each other.
"Janice can you get them out so I can get dressed?" she begged.
"Kind of late to get modest," the black woman replied, but at the same time, she began to shoo the men from the room.
Janice closed the door behind her leaving Emily alone, and instantly she jumped from the bed, feeling the soreness already creeping into her pussy, and started putting on her clothes. When she finished, she took several deep breaths and then opened the door. Fortunately, her supervisor was alone, waiting for her in the small living room. She had told the men to get lost thinking it would be best for them to leave without any awkward goodbyes.
They drove in silence and were halfway to the office when the full realization of what she had done hit Emily, and a massive weight descended onto her chest. Her tears flowed while she gasped for air and Janice was concerned enough that she pulled the car over into a parking lot.
"Let it out, girl. Let it out. We've got plenty of time," she whispered while rubbing her shoulders.
"Oh God Janice what have I done!" she cried out.
"You had the best sex of your life. Now, I know how you are and you're going to feel bad, but you just need to calm down," she said.
"How am I going to face John? What am I going to say to him?" the young wife whimpered.
The black woman could see she was regaining some control, but she also knew she was fragile and could launch into a fresh round of crying at any moment.
"You ain't going to say shit to him. Not a word. You hear me? You get home tonight you pretend you're sick and go to bed and get some sleep. We'll talk tomorrow when things are calmer," she instructed her trainee.
Emily nodded and they drove on to the office where, after another quick pep talk, she got in her car and left for home. Fortunately, she arrived before her husband and quickly went to the bathroom where she started a hot bath. She peeled off her clothes, and when she got to her panties, she was disgusted to discover that the crotch had filled with Carlos' slimy semen that had seeped from her body. In addition, there were dozens of small curly hairs not only mixed into the mess but also scattered across her pelvis. Leaving her clothes on the floor, she jumped into the hot water as if somehow it would wash away her sin.
Emily was in bed reading a book and drinking hot tea when she heard her husband at the door. His footsteps went to the kitchen before moving towards the bedroom.
"Honey, are you okay?" he asked when he saw her in bed.
"I'm not feeling well," she told him, following Janice's advice.
"What's wrong?" he asked with a concerned look.
"I'm not sure, I just have a headache and I'm a bit nauseous," she answered.
Emily made it through the night, although several times her guilt became so acute that it took all her willpower to keep from waking John and admitting her infidelity. She thought about how that conversation would go. Her husband had only raised his voice with her once or twice. He wasn't the overly jealous type or the kind of man to get angry and yell, although she felt in this case, she certainly deserved it. He wasn't a racist either but she believed he would be very surprised her cheating had been with a black man. No, she thought he would want to know what motivated her and what it meant for their relationship. The relationship answer would be easy, but the motivation response much harder. How could she ever tell her loving husband she had become aroused by her supervisor's dalliance and intrigued by a big cock?
For the next few days, Emily and Janice discussed the situation non-stop. Janice's tried to be supportive and soothe the young woman's psyche, but she also made a point of reminding her about what she had been missing. It was during lunch on the following Monday that she finally got the young wife to admit that it had been her best orgasm ever.
"But, Janice, it's supposed to be about making love. With someone you care about," she whined.
"Honey, sometimes you just need your toes curled," her friend replied, as she was well past the point in her life where she believed in love, soul mates and all that other romance novel crap.
"I'm not that way," Emily responded.
"Now, you know I'm your friend and I don't like seeing you upset, but you got to get off that high horse girl. You got fucked good and hard by a man that had you squealin. It ain't no more than that. If you don't want it no more than don't do it. Keep to John and leave it as a memory," Janice told her.
"Okay," the young wife replied, knowing Janice was growing tired of the subject.
"How's your cootie? You still sore?" the black woman asked.
"God, Janice. You can make me feel so embarrassed," Emily replied.
"Well? And you been with John yet?" she continued.
"It's just a bit sore, and no, we haven't made love," she answered without really knowing why.
"He ain't come for it?" she probed.
She remembered back to when she was the young girl's age. Her husband at the time had wanted it almost every day.
"I've been pretending I'm not feeling well," she responded, although, in truth, she had only used the excuse once.
There was also the subject of Frank. Part of Emily wanted to tell Janice about the older man's advances, as she didn't have anyone else in Mobile she could confide in. However, she decided that for the time being it was best to keep it a secret.
Sylvia had continued to plot on seducing John, as the young, handsome, and wealthy man from the privileged environs of the east coast would make a nice trophy. She figured she could keep him as a boy toy, a divergence, for a while, depending on how good he was in bed, and then turn him loose. Several times before, she had done something similar with her husband's full knowledge and consent. She loved how Frank let her play and she knew that deep down they were made for each other.
Sylvia never lacked in boldness, and the plan she developed called for the young husband to come to their large house on a made-up pretense where she would essentially assault him. The thought made her giggle at her own decadence and the look of surprise she expected to see from the young man. She phoned him and after the standard pleasantries, she started working.
"I could really use some assistance this afternoon. There are some things needed in the house and well, with Frank out of town and you being tall, I thought you might help? Could you please?" she asked in her most syrupy southern voice.
John found it impossible to say no, although he knew he was likely being set-up. He wasn't a stranger to flirtations from women, as his good looks ensured he got plenty of attention. There was something strangely interesting about his boss' wife, and after thinking about it on the drive over, he realized that she came across more as a huntress than a bored and horny wife. When Sylvia opened the door, things could not have been more obvious. She was wearing a thin pink robe and her large nipples were prominent through the material.
"Hello John," she said seductively.
He half-expected to see her bat her eyelashes but that never came. Instead, she looked at him with a huge smile like a child looks at a bowl of ice cream.
"Hi, Sylvia. What are the chores?" John responded, trying to keep things light and focused.
"Follow me, honey," she answered, and stepped back to let him enter.
She led the young husband to the bar and sitting on a table in front of the leather sofa were two glasses of red wine.
"I thought we could relax and chat first. We really haven't gotten to know each other very well," she explained.
Her game amused John even though there was a certain element of danger. Still, he felt in control, so he took the seat she offered and then the wine. Sylvia curled up next to him with her feet beneath her which brought the robe very high on her legs and created an opening at the top through which he could see most of one breast. Quickly, she had taken command and he could feel his dick stirring in his pants.
"Ma'am we be leaving now," a voice from behind them called out.
"Okay, Tanya. Have a good evening," she responded in a bubbly voice without turning.
"All alone," she said to John in a much lower voice.
The young husband was suddenly nervous, but he had also become quite horny. For the next thirty minutes, they sipped the wine and chatted with Sylvia flirting hard. There was a pause once while she refilled their glasses, and when she returned to her spot, even more skin was showing. He could now see a hint of her areola, larger than his wife's and a darker shade of pink.
"John, I'm very attracted to you. I've been thinking of you...us...since you were here for dinner," she said, taking his hand in hers.
"Sylvia, I'm flattered...really...I'm..." he stammered trying to find the right words, but she stopped him cold when she placed his hand high on her thigh, only a few inches from her pussy.
"I know I'm older, but do you think I'm attractive?" the vixen asked, toying with her prey.
"Sylvia you're beautiful. But, I'm married," he answered.
"Ssshhh...it's just us now," she whispered.
Suddenly, she stood and dropped the robe to her feet giving him an up-close view of her well-toned, mature body. Two kids had not left her unscathed, but a rigorous workout regime and selective, expensive "fixes" provided her with a look most women ten years younger would be proud of. Before he could move, Sylvia straddled his waist and leaned forward until her breasts were an inch from his face.
"Sylvia..." he tried to protest, but she closed the gap and pushed the soft mounds into him.
"Oh, darling suck on them. They're all for you," she moaned with passion.
John hesitated, but when one of her long nipples contacted his lips, he drew it into his mouth and sucked on it like a nursing child. Without prodding, he soon moved to the other and for the next few minutes, he went back and forth, listening to Sylvia mew in pleasure.
"I want you naked," she declared, pushing on his shoulders.
She immediately went to the buttons on his shirt, rapidly undoing each one, and then pulled the fabric open exposing his well-formed chest. Now, it was her mouth that found and sucked on his tiny nipples making him groan and writhe in response to the incredible feeling. When Sylvia went for his belt, John gave a token protest that she easily brushed aside and quickly she pulled his clothes off. A pang of disappointment went through her when she saw his average dick. She had held out hope that he would be one of those rare finds of looks and size, like her husband, but it was not to be. Still, as a boy toy, she knew she could have some fun and who knows, if he knew how to use it, he might prove more than adequate.
Sylvia dropped to her knees between his legs and inhaled his dick into her warm mouth. The sound of erotic joy that came from his mouth excited her and she started to make love to his appendage with her lips and tongue. While she did this, she used her fingernails to lightly teased beneath his balls, and within seconds, he had spread his legs wide and had one hand on her shoulder while the other guided her head.
John reveled in the incredible feelings he received from the mature woman and realized it was the best blow job he had ever received, either from his wife or a previous girlfriend. In fact, the way Sylvia performed forced him to accept that Emily either wasn't enthusiastic or didn't know what she was doing, and he suspected it might be a bit of both. With her mouth still working his dick, Sylvia started to gently rub between his anus and balls. John's body flinched and a tingling sensation began, centered in his groin, that let him know he wasn't going to last much longer. Soon, his body stiffened and with several loud grunts, he shot his load into his new lover's mouth and felt her swallow it down. Totally spent, he sunk into the sofa with his eyes mostly closed.
"You like that baby?" his boss' wife teased him and all he could do was nod in response.
The seduction had aroused Sylvia and now she was ready to fuck. She had counted on a young man's short recovery and was pleased to see John's dick start to harden again with just some light stroking of her fingernails along the inside of his thighs.
"Let's go to bed," she commanded, and stood, pulling him up with her.
Together, they moved to the bedroom and Sylvia immediately jumped on the high bed and spread her legs in an erotic invitation. John paused again as he once more thought about his beautiful, innocent wife.
"Sylvia, I feel...I can't..." he said.
"Come up here," she said patting the spot at her side.
She was prepared for this and had been pleasantly surprised at how easily things had gone so far. John remained still for a moment then climbed onto the bed, and as soon as he settled, Sylvia turned to him and pressed her lovely body against his. Her fingernails went to his nipples and began teasing them until his breathing became ragged. Then, she let her hand wander to his dick and she started giving it light strokes.
"Sylvia..." John tried to speak.
"I want to feel you inside me," the older woman interrupted.
"Sylvia, I can't..." he started, but the mature vixen, in a sudden movement, rolled on top of him and before he knew what was happening, she had impaled herself on his dick.
"Ummm..." she moaned, as he easily slipped into her wet opening.
"Shit Sylvia..." John protested, but she cut him off once more.
"Ssshhh...do it, baby," she groaned lustily into his ear.
She had only been riding him for a few strokes when she felt him begin to push back against her movement. From there, his reluctance disappeared, and he completely engaged in their coupling. When she was certain he wasn't going to get cold feet, Sylvia rolled onto her back pulling him on top, and he began to thrust into her rapidly. His style and smallish dick weren't completely fulfilling, but the seductress was enjoying the moment and felt with some guidance she could turn him into a much better lover.
"Take it, baby... take it," she whispered in encouragement.
"Yeah..." John responded.
She could tell he was now totally into the sex and any concern about cheating on his beautiful bride had vanished.
"You can have anything you want baby. It's all yours..." she told him, and although it was just meant as sultry bedroom talk, she felt a tremor go through the young man's body.
"Anything?" he asked after several seconds.
"Anything. It's all for you," she responded while letting her fingernails trace the muscles in his back.
"Okay," he grunted, and the way he said it let Sylvia know there was more.
"What do you want baby. Tell me," she moaned.



"I...I want...I want your ass," he forced out.
While it terrified John to say it, his admission greatly excited Sylvia. She had just learned that her new lover had a naughty streak and she loved exploiting people's dark side.
"Oh, darling it's all yours," she replied and guided him off so she could turn over.
In seconds, she was presenting her new boy her lovely, firm ass.
"Damn!" John declared as he exhaled.
He had wanted badly to experience anal sex, but he didn't dare bring it up to Emily. She was his love, the woman he worshipped, and to him, it was a decadent fantasy.
"Put it back in my pussy for a while and when you're good and wet you can do it," Sylvia said to get things rolling.
The young man did just that. He fucked her for about thirty seconds then pulled out and brought his dick to her puckered hole and with just a little effort was able to get the head started. His actions brought squeals from the woman which made him even harder. Instinctively, he went slowly at first, but it wasn't long before he was easily sliding in and out, and he found it so warm and tight that he had to use all his willpower to keep from cumming.
Sylvia loved it. She liked anal sex, but her husband was so big that she only enjoyed it when she was drunk. John's fit was perfect, and if he would just quit being so damn gentle then she could declare that they had found something he excelled at.
"Take my ass baby. Take it hard," she cried out in encouragement.
John did want to take her hard. He was feeling a sudden rush of power by experiencing this lovely, mature woman in the ass. Her words made him start thrusting harder which brought fresh squeals from her, and when Sylvia felt his hand take her hair in his hand, she knew that with just a little more she would be able to climax.
"Pinch my nipples John...pinch them, baby," she whined moments later.
It was coming fast for her and she wanted it to be a good one. The young husband found a long nipple and pinched, then pulled until it extended an inch. He wasn't gentle, which was exactly what Sylvia needed, and with a high-pitched squeal that morphed into a deep moan, she let go. It was a good orgasm, deep and satisfying, and John felt her body spasm and then her sphincter began to pulse around his dick. It drove him over the edge and with a roar he put a second load into his boss' wife.
The young husband got home just after seven after showering with his new lover. On the drive, guilt started to creep in and by the time he arrived, he wasn't sure how he would be able to face Emily. He found her on the couch wearing sweat pants and a t-shirt while doing some paperwork. She had on the heavy rimmed glasses he found so cute and sexy, and suddenly he wanted his wife. He sat down next to her, forced a smile, and thought about getting her into bed.
"Long day?" she asked, looking over the top of the glasses.
"Yeah, I'm ready to relax," he said with a little grin, trying to signal his interest.
Emily understood the message and for an instant, a wave of panic raced through her body. They hadn't made love since Carlos had so thoroughly taken her, and she worried John would be able to tell. Would she feel different to him? Looser? Still, it was time for them to be together, and she knew her mannerisms recently had delivered a message to stay away.
"Me too," she smiled back in a very vulnerable way.
John went to the kitchen and poured some wine. Emily put away her work and they sat together on the couch sipping the smooth liquid while chatting. After a few minutes, John took her feet, pulled them onto his lap and began to rub. It started things and soon they were in bed. He tried to go down on her, but she told him she was ready and wanted to make love, so he moved between her legs and gently pushed inside. They began a slow rocking motion, kissing and caressing each other while they slowly coupled.
Despite doing her best not to, Emily found herself comparing their sex to what she had experienced with the black man. To her, it was completely different. With John, it was loving and caring, while with Carlos it had been raw and carnal. It seemed wrong and illogical to want anything but the intimacy that husband and wife shared, although, being honest with herself, she couldn't ignore the pleasure she had received from the black man's heavy cock.
In John's primordial brain, there was a voice telling him how powerful he was to bed two women on the same day. That he deeply loved his wife, there was no doubt, but the thought was still exhilarating. He knew it was dangerous to have a mistress. Especially when the woman was the wife of the boss, however, with her he could experience things he would never be able to ask his wife to do.
They both finished with small orgasms. Emily had not been able to completely let go as thoughts of Carlos kept appearing in front of her closed eyes, while with John, it was exhaustion from his afternoon with Sylvia.
"I bedded our new boy," Sylvia giggled to Frank when they spoke on the phone that evening.
"What? Already?" her husband responded, truly surprised.
He knew his wife could be a driven vamp when she wanted. It was one of the reasons he loved her so much, but he had expected greater staying power from John, especially with his hot wife.
"Yes, sir," she answered, obviously quite proud of herself, and she went on to explain all the events, leaving nothing out.
"Guess I have some catching up to do," he admitted.
"Yes, please hurry up. I want them over for the night. I want John to see you fucking his wife," she declared.
"God, you are so sordid," Frank laughed.
"It's why you love me," his wife replied, joining the laughter.
Emily tried to concentrate on her husband and work, but Frank had ratcheted up his efforts to communicate. She received daily texts that sought to establish interaction along with the occasional phone call that she ignored. While it merely annoyed her, her failure to engage pissed Frank off, as he wasn't the kind of man that often dealt with failure. Besides, he had his wife rubbing his nose in it as well. He considered various options, but none he thought had any real potential. He hoped that if there was just some way to get her alone for a while, he could break her down.
The time came for the next scheduled visit to Ranisha's house, and Emily made it clear that she wanted Janice to handle it on her own. After all, they both knew the only purpose of the visit schedule was for Janice's time with Sam. Her supervisor accepted her position and they agreed that Emily would merely drop her off then return two hours later to pick her up. That's exactly what they did and now Emily checked her watch while sitting at the coffee shop waiting for the designated time to arrive.
She used the solitude to catch up, as every home visit required about thirty minutes of paperwork. While performing this busywork, she began to reflect and decided that things with John were going quite well. Somehow, she had been able to get past the guilt, and now they were making love almost every day. In all their time together, she had never seen him so sexual, and now he just couldn't get enough of her. There were things she wished he did better, but his desire for her certainly helped her feel good about herself.
At the appointed time, Emily packed up her things and left to make the short drive to collect Janice. As she was approaching the house, she saw Carlos standing in the small front yard smoking a cigarette. Her first reaction was to keep going and come back a bit later, but when Carlos spotted her, he waved and she felt obligated to pull in. She remained in the relative safety of the car for several minutes while Carlos watched and smoked, but finally, feeling she was being rude, she got out and approached the black man who had so thoroughly fucked her.
"Hey there baby. Was hoping you'd spend some time with me," he stated with no pleasantries.
"Sorry, I was busy," Emily responded, forcing a smile.
"Been thinking about you. You been thinking about me?" he asked.
The question made her gasp, because, she had in a strange way, although there was no way she was going to admit it.
"It's good to see you, Carlos. Is Janice ready?" Emily said, avoiding the question.
"Come on we'll check," he answered and flicked the cigarette butt into the weeds.
The whole point of the agreement with Janice was to avoid going into the house and seeing Carlos or Sam. Now, she had already talked to one of them and would likely see the other. It annoyed the young woman, but she knew it would be rude not to follow Carlos, so together they moved towards the door. As soon as she stepped inside and heard the squeaking, she knew that the lovers hadn't finished. Silently, she cursed Janice, something she rarely did, feeling she had betrayed their pact. Within seconds, she felt Carlos' presence behind her, so she wasn't surprised when she felt his hand squeeze her ass.
"No Carlos. Last time was a mistake," the pretty young woman said.
"Lordy woman, I know what I seen and I seen you getting off," he laughed while his hand kept contact.
"I'm going to wait in the car," she declared and tried to move past him.
"Baby, I need to feed this thing," he replied, blocking her path.
When she tried to step around him, he wrapped his arms around her and pulled her in a tight embrace. Suddenly, she could smell his scent and feel his partially erect cock pushing into her belly.
"Carlos, I'm going to the car," she said in a stern voice that masked the gnawing fear in the pit of her stomach.
"Well, I'm here waitin if you change your mind," he said, and surprisingly let her go.
Emily beat a hasty path to the car where she jumped inside and immediately locked the doors. Now feeling safer, she took stock and realized she was breathing hard and her hands were shaking. Also, she could tell her pussy had started to lubricate, which brought a wave of shame. It forced her to consider the meaning, which lasted until the trailer door opened thirty minutes later and Janice emerged.
"Did you come inside?" the black woman asked when she had settled in the seat.
"Yes," Emily answered without elaborating.
"Well, you got Carlos all worked up," she laughed.
"Janice it's not funny. Where were you?" Emily spoke to her supervisor in an accusatory tone.
"Girl, don't you get uppity on me. We got started late and you know better than to come in. You sure you didn't want some?" the black woman shot back.
Emily's face blushed and her eyes flashed red, but she kept her cool, started the car and left. They went back to the office and by the time they arrived, she had cooled considerably. When they got out, Janice stopped her to talk.
"Carlos was there hoping to see you," she said.
"What's that mean?" she asked, although, she was pretty sure she knew why he was there.
"Means he wants to bed you again. The way he described it you were seeing stars which certainly matches what I was hearing. You sure you don't want more?" her supervisor challenged her.
"Janice it was a mistake," Emily countered.
"Maybe...here...he gave me this. You keep this now and if you get an itch you can get it scratched. When you're ninety years old, it will make for some good memories," she replied and handed the young wife a small piece of paper that had Carlos' address and phone number.
"No, Janice," she responded.
"Take it," her supervisor said in a stern voice, and to avoid an argument, she took the paper.
"Frank, I've got John stopping by tomorrow afternoon, so don't plan any meetings and don't come home early, either," Sylvia informed her husband while they watched TV in bed, and when she saw his annoyed look, she followed with, "And, how are you coming with sweet little Emily?"
It was a sore subject for the businessman. Typically, he would be well on his way towards bedding his target, but, so far, the young wife had refused to engage.
"Don't be an ass woman," he replied which brought giggles from her.
"Do you need some help?" she asked while still laughing, and his response was to pull her across his lap and begin to spank her bare ass.
"Don't leave marks! What will John think?" she cried out in faux concern, and her husband gave her one final whack then pulled her on top of him.
"Put it in," he commanded which she did immediately.
Once inserted, she fell onto his chest and purred in joy from the feeling. They would often connect this way and spend hours kissing and talking with no rush to completion.
"I'm running out of ideas," Frank admitted, and Sylvia knew he was referring to Emily.
"What have you tried?" she asked.
"Everything," he replied and went on to describe the attempted phone calls and texts, all intended to create a basis for communication.
"Maybe, it's time to go back to square one," his wife suggested.
"Like?" he asked.
"Get them over for dinner again and start over," she explained.
"Can't hurt. I'll get my secretary to set it up. Friday?" he asked.
"Sure! We have no plans," she confirmed.
The next afternoon, when John arrived, Sylvia took him straight to bed foregoing any pleasantries and idle chat, as she had a plan and wanted to put it immediately to use. It was her desire to turn the handsome, well-mannered young man into a more forceful lover. So, she began teasing, not allowing a release, while she kept him at a highly aroused level. From the moment they climbed naked into the bed, it was clear that John wanted her ass again, but he lacked the forcefulness to demand or merely take it. Sylvia would get in a position that let John have a great view, but before he could take advantage she would move. This went on for hours and just when she thought it was a lost cause he snapped.
"Dammit, get over here," he barked at his mistress.
"Darling, what do you want?" she answered coyly.
"I want what we did last time?" he said.
"What's that?" Sylvia answered, enjoying the game, knowing that with his upbringing and education, he was struggling to ask for something he felt was dirty.
"Anal sex. I want us to do that," he was able to force out, and when he said it, his entire body blushed and he had to look away.
"Darling, if you want to fuck my ass just say so. Say, baby, I want to fuck your ass," Sylvia said in a sensuous voice while looking up at the young man.
"Sylvia, I'm going to fuck your damn ass!" John replied, finally understanding her angle.
With his hands, he directed her onto her knees and then slipped into her pussy where he fucked her hard and fast for a minute. It was an amazing feeling for Sylvia, and she was about to ask him to keep going when he suddenly pulled out and brought his dick to her tight hole.
"Go, baby...do it," she encouraged him.
As soon as he was all the way in, he started hitting her ass hard and fast which brought a fresh set of moans and whines from the older woman. Remembering she liked her nipples pulled, John leaned forward and took one in each hand twisting, pinching, and pulling on them making her cry out in both pain and ecstasy.
"Damn," John forced out through gritted teeth when her sphincter began to clinch his dick.
"Oh, God...do it," Sylvia whined once more.
"Do what?" he demanded, playing her game back at her.
"Fuck my ass. Fuck it hard," the much less modest wife squealed in delight, excited at how fast her student was learning.
The understanding of her game played into his dominant desires and he took her hair in his hand and pulled, lifting her head, and turning it so he could look into her face. With his other hand, he hit her hard on the ass with his open palm.
"Ayyyeee...ohhh...ohhh yes..." Sylvia cried out.
"You like that. Come on baby talk to me," he demanded.
"Yes, I do...I do...fuck my ass John...fuck it hard," she grunted and now her ass was actively pushing into him.
"Yeah...yeah...yeah..." John began to chant, as he hammered away.
He was now holding her hips in his hands and pulling her into him while he thrust forward. He watched Sylvia's head begin to thrash and her hands grip the sheet tightly. He was loving every second of their anal mating and felt she was as well.
"Nipples John...please..." Sylvia whined.
He toyed with the thought of making her beg, but he was getting very close and didn't think he would last much longer. So, he reached for her long nipples and pulled and twisted.
"Ohhhh...ohhh yes...ohhh yes...I'm there...God I'm there...I'm cumming John you're making me cum..." she let out in a series of deep grunts.
The magical moment came when her ass began to spasm and John joined her in a huge climax, firing his semen deep into her bowels. He collapsed over her back and together they fell onto their side. John pulled her tightly into him with his arm around her waist and began nuzzling her neck and ears. After she caught her breath, he turned her head and began giving her gentle kisses, telling her how beautiful she was, until he heard her begin to softly weep.
Sylvia took him to the tub and washed him slowly while exploring his body. When she finished, it was back to bed where she pushed him onto his back and found his dick with her mouth. Ever so slowly, she made love to him with her mouth until he was squirming then she climbed onto him and slipped him into her soaked pussy. His combination of looks, boyish charm, and manners coupled with his naughty streak was captivating her and she could feel a connection developing. It scared her, but she so wanted to be his lover and teacher that she ignored her fears.
"I want you every day," she whispered into his ear while they moved in rhythm.
"I don't think Frank will like that," he whispered back.
"It's okay. I have permission," Sylvia replied.
"What? What do you mean?" John replied, stopping their movements, which brought a disappointed groan from his lover.
"Just what I said," she answered, looking down at him with a smile.
"You mean he knows?" John asked, incredulous at the thought.
"Yes, he knows. Don't worry it's okay. I love my husband. We're just having some fun," she explained.
"My God," John responded.
He was worldly enough to know couples like Frank and Sylvia existed, but he didn't think he would ever encounter one.
"Didn't you have fun?" she asked while nibbling on his ear.
"Of course, but..." he started.
"Then don't try to think so hard. Don't analyze...just enjoy," the older woman counseled.
"Well, there is Emily to think of, too," he replied, as thoughts of his loving and caring wife suddenly appeared in his head.
"Maybe, she wants to play, too," Sylvia whispered into his ear, while her fingers rolled one of his tiny nipples.
"Emily? No, she never would," he responded.
"Maybe, she just needs some encouragement," Sylvia answered.
She had perked up when he replied in a non-possessive way, and she thought maybe she had a chance to help her husband get into the pretty woman's panties.
"By whom...you? Another plan? You know I'm on to you now," John laughed and pulled her hard onto his dick.
"Well, y'all are coming to dinner on Friday. Just let things develop and don't be possessive," she instructed.
"We are?" he asked.
"Yes, you are. Trust me," Sylvia giggled.
"John, can we talk about something?" Emily asked her husband.
It was Wednesday evening, and they were on the couch sharing a bottle of wine with Emily snuggled against his shoulder feeling secure.
"Of course, honey. What's up?" he asked.
"Do we really need to go to dinner on Friday?" she asked with her eyes diverted.
"Well, I don't know...I guess so. I thought we had fun last time?" he answered, and after several seconds of silence he added, "What's wrong, Emily?"
There was more silence before she finally spoke, "I'm nervous about Frank."



"I see. Can you explain why?" John replied, but based on the seduction he went through at the hands of Sylvia he had his suspicions.
With a deep breath, Emily told him about Frank's attempts to communicate with her and the unwanted texts and calls she was receiving. Her husband asked some clarifying questions and wanted to know why she hadn't told him before. She explained she didn't want to upset the relationship he had with Frank and that she had hoped it would stop.
"When was the last time he tried to talk to you?" John asked.
"He sent a text yesterday," she replied.
"Let me see it," John requested.
"I delete them as quickly as they come in," she explained.
"Well what did it say?" her husband pushed.
"How was I doing? What was going on?" she answered.
"Honey that seems pretty benign. Are you sure he wasn't just being friendly? You know things are a bit different down here," John asked.
"I think it was done with intent," she replied.
John just nodded his head and began stroking her hair. He knew she was telling the truth and that she was right about the purpose. It was becoming clear to him that they had been set up by Frank and Sylvia. Sylvia had been successful, easily so, he had to admit, but his beautiful wife had rejected Frank's advances, and a wave of guilt washed over him as he thought about the sex he had experienced with the older woman.
John phoned Sylvia early the next morning and requested they meet over coffee. Sylvia suspected that John had let his guilt overcome his desires and wanted to break things off. The thought impacted her more than she expected and she found herself crying, as, in just two meetings, she had let the young man get under her skin. He was waiting when Sylvia walked into the small shop, and after their coffee arrived, he started.
"Emily is upset. She told me last night that Frank has been pursuing her, and now she doesn't want to meet for dinner," the young husband explained.
Sylvia exhaled deeply and felt the weight leave her chest when she realized she wasn't being dumped. The fact that John sought her out to discuss the situation was a good sign just like their conversation on Monday, so she sipped her coffee while considering what to say.
"Yes, I think he has been trying," she answered in her best matter-of-fact voice.
"Why?" John asked, naively.
"Well, I suppose it's to get her into bed," she replied.
"She's not like that. She won't ever do it. And, I don't want her to, either," he stated.
Sylvia was disappointed to hear his last comment but hoped she get him to consider a softer approach.
"John, you and I have been having fun. Why not her and Frank? Is it just an ego thing?" she probed.
She was trying to get him to discuss it hoping she could find some common ground and create a compromise.
"It's different with...I don't know...it will upset our marriage, and like I said she won't anyway," he responded.
"If she did, would you be okay with it? Would you allow her?" the older woman asked, continuing to dissect the situation.
"I don't know...you know...probably not," he replied.
"So, you get to have fun but not her? You know, Frank isn't selfish like that. He lets me play because he trusts me," she explained.
"How can he not get jealous?" John asked.
"Because he knows I will always be his and he likes to watch me with other men. It turns him on," she told the young man, seeing the confusion on his face.
"I would never in a million years have thought I would be having this conversation," he answered while shaking his head.
"John, listen to me...this is important. Women like sex just like men, and they have fantasies, too. Some are quite wicked, but women fear judgment. Especially by the man they love. So, they lock their thoughts away and pretend they don't exist. But, if a man is wise and truly loves his wife, he will let the thoughts emerge and when they do, and if he handles things correctly, then a magical experience awaits," Sylvia explained, quite proud of how she put her thoughts into words, and she could see the wheels turning in his head.
In fact, her words did hit home. John was in love with his wife despite his affair with Sylvia, and he had seen snippets, occasional moments when it seemed a completely different person existed in Emily. He had always been at a loss about how to draw this person, the more sexual being, out. So, Sylvia's idea intrigued him, and he turned to her for more advice.
"What should I do? I mean how should I handle it?" he asked.
"First, there's no rush. Second, let her know you are okay with her being vivacious and flirtatious. Encourage her, but always be there. Finally, never get judgmental. Do you understand?" she asked, and John responded with a slow nod of his head. Then, she followed with, "Now, come to dinner Friday. I'll speak to Frank about behaving, but push her a little. Not too much, just a little. Get her to wear a sexy dress she likes, but that makes her a bit nervous."
"I'll try," he replied, suddenly feeling very strange.
Friday, as the sun was setting, they drove in silence towards Frank and Sylvia's house. It had taken several conversations to get Emily comfortable in going, and another to convince her to wear the short cocktail dress. Just like Sylvia had described, it was an outfit that she loved in her closet but made her nervous when she thought about wearing it in public. She had been disappointed when her husband wouldn't cancel the dinner and became very confused when he suggested and then pressed that she wear the sexy dress.
"Fantastic!" Frank exclaimed when he saw Emily.
He had met the car as it pulled up and rushed to open her door.
"Hello, Emily...hello, John," Sylvia said, giving a more traditional greeting.
As a group, they went to the bar where their hosts had champagne waiting. With a quick toast, they started drinking, and within just a few minutes Sylvia and Emily were in an animated conversation, while John and Frank talked about the college sports scene. John would sneak peeks at his wife and was pleased to see that Sylvia had her well entertained. When the first bottle was gone, Frank opened a second, and it was when they were partially through it that Emily and their host found themselves alone together.
"Emily, it doesn't seem that we hit it off," Frank said.
"No, I suppose not," she responded.
Emily was not normally this abrupt, but she had felt put upon by his actions and her own husband's insistence they attend the dinner.
"How do we get past it?" he followed, trying his best to look sincere.
"I would appreciate it if you could treat me with respect," the young wife stated.
"Emily, let there be no question...now or ever...that I have the utmost respect for you. When I see you and John, I see what Sylvia and I wish we had been at your age," he answered.
His words struck a chord with her and she instantly felt better. Maybe, she had overreacted to his attempts to communicate, so with a nod of her head, she accepted his explanation.
Shortly after, dinner arrived accompanied by an outstanding red wine that Emily found delicious. She knew she was drinking too much, but she couldn't put it down, partly influenced by her nervousness. Besides the issues with Frank, John was acting strangely with Sylvia, almost too familiar and close, and she wondered if there was something going on. After dessert, Sylvia took Emily by the hand and led her to her bedroom to freshen up leaving the men alone.
"How's my wife in the sack?" Frank blurted out, while the women's shoes clattered down the hall.
"Uh...uh? What do you mean?" the young husband stammered, while almost choking on his drink.
"John...please. We are adults here. I don't want to play games," his boss replied.
"Well, it's quite awkward," he answered, unable to look the older man in the eye.
"It's a simple question. Did you like fucking her or not?" he pushed.
Frank could be quite charming at times, but at others very ruthless, and he was now letting his dark side show.
"Yes, I did," John answered, summoning his courage.
"Good. She knows what she's doing. I think I trained her well," he responded.
"Yes, obviously," was all the young man could think of to say.
His upbringing had not prepared him for this type of conversation, but neither did it prepare him to be an adulterer. To his knowledge, no man in his family had indulged or at least had never been caught.
"She has plans for you two. Hope you're up for it," he replied with a small laugh.
"Look, maybe it's best if we just stop..." John started before she interrupted.
"Nonsense. Sylvia and I understand each other," he said.
"I see," John replied, although he wasn't certain about the message.
"There is a matter we need to discuss," Frank stated, and this time there was no humor in his tone.
"Oh, what's that?" John asked naively.
"I want to bed Emily," he said looking straight at his new employee, and this time John did choke briefly on the liquor before he regained his composure.
"Frank? What do you mean? I mean, I know what you mean. But, Emily won't...she doesn't want to do anything like that," he responded haphazardly.
"So, you want to fuck Sylvia, but deny me Emily?" it was a question that came out as a statement.
"Frank, well come on. I mean it's different. Sylvia...it's what...I mean she wanted to," John tried to explain as sensitively as possible.
"How do you know Emily doesn't want to?" he asked.
"I know her. She's my wife," John answered.
"Listen, Sylvia is comfortable because she knows she has my permission. Does Emily know she has your permission?" he asked rhetorically.
"Of course, she doesn't have my permission. Look forget everything...forget Sylvia. In fact, maybe we should leave," he answered, suddenly angry with the whole conversation.
"My advice is not to do that. There's so much more to experience if you play your cards right. Sylvia told me about the conversation at the coffee shop. I think you would love to see your wife open up. Besides, fair is fair," Frank explained.
Up until his last statement, John felt he was trying to be supportive, but there was clearly an ulterior motive in his message.
"What do you mean fair is fair?" John attempted to clarify.
"I'm saying...suggesting, that you give it a chance," his boss replied vaguely.
"Honey, Emily agrees that silk rug just makes the room," Sylvia said in a bubbly voice, and their return ended the men's discussion.
"Of course, team up on me to get the most expensive one," Frank laughed.
John noticed Sylvia shoot a quick glance at her husband then to him and he wondered if she knew the conversation that was going to occur when they left.
"Let's go to the lake and look at the stars," their host suggested.
With that, Frank opened a bottle of port and led everyone out the back of the house to a structure alongside the bank of a small lake. The moon was rising over the trees across the water, a fact that no doubt their hosts were aware of, which provided a spectacular view. Set within the overhang of the structure were two large gliders with tops and sides that made them quite intimate. As soon as Frank had poured the wine, Sylvia grabbed John's arm pulling him with her into one of the gliders leaving Emily to sit with Frank. The young woman was not at all happy with what had occurred, but with a sigh, she accepted the situation rather than create a scene.
The gliders were oversized, well-padded and deep, making one feel almost like a child when fully inside. Emily worked her way into one corner while Frank sat almost in the middle. All she could see looking sideways at the other glider were the feet of Sylvia and her husband who seemed to be quite close.
"What a beautiful night," Frank spoke softly and touched his glass to hers.
"Yes, lovely," the young woman answered.
She could hear whispering in the next chair and the occasional giggle from Sylvia which made her tense. It wasn't like her husband to act this way, and she intended to discuss it when they got home.
"Give me your feet," Frank requested and patted his lap.
"Come on, Frank," she answered in a low voice that held a hint of exasperation.
"Do you really fear me touching your feet?" he asked in faux hurt.
With a sigh, once again deciding to avoid conflict, Emily turned so that her feet were in his lap, but made sure to hold her dress in place as she moved. With one hand holding his glass, Frank used the other to begin a slow, gentle caress.
"You have very nice feet," he said after a minute.
She had to admit, it did feel very good. Emily had been dealing with the stress of the forthcoming dinner all week and the alcohol, the pleasant evening, the comfort of the glider and even Frank's touch were combining to relax her despite the situation. She rationalized that it would help her get through the evening faster, and the only thing keeping her from closing her eyes and perhaps drifting off for a few minutes were the whispers coming from the other couple.
"I have to tell you, Frank can be very hard," Sylvia said in response to John's question.
He had explained the earlier conversation and had sought guidance from her concerning her husband's meaning.
"So, it was a threat? What can I do?" he asked in frustration.
"Let him have her," she whispered.
"What? What's that mean?" he replied, trying to keep calm.
"Just think of the fun we can have if they are lovers, too," she leaned into him and spoke very slowly into his ear.
"Sylvia, I told you it won't happen," he protested.
"Mmmm...have you ever watched people fuck? It's so erotic, so sexy...Frank loves to watch," she continued, ignoring his statement.
Emily had been looking into her wine glass thinking about everything and nothing while listening to the words she couldn't make out. Slowly, she came back into the moment, and when she did, she realized Frank was now stroking her calves as well as her feet. She looked up and their eyes met and just for an instant, there was a connection. Wordlessly, he communicated a deep, passionate desire which brought from her a look of helplessness. It happened so quickly and was so unanticipated that it made her shudder and when she did, his mouth broke into a small smile.
"What were you and Sylvia talking about so quietly?" Emily asked as they drove towards home.
"Nothing really...just stuff," he answered vaguely, and she knew her husband well enough to know he was being evasive.
"Just stuff?" she clarified.
"Yes," he confirmed.
"Did you kiss her?" she shot back quickly, hoping to catch him off guard.
"What? No...of course not...no," he protested too vigorously, and her wifely instincts told her he was lying.
"John Patrick Howard." I would appreciate it if you told the truth.
She rarely used his full name, but when she did, he knew it wasn't a good time to play games.
"Okay, well... I let her kiss me some," he admitted.
In truth, Sylvia had initiated the kissing, but John had been an active participant.
"Some?" she tried to clarify again.
"Yes, a few times. Look it was just flirting. Don't make a big deal out of it," he replied, defensively.
"I didn't. Your lying did," she answered, but as she spoke, she felt hypocritical as the thought of her time in bed with Carlos swept through her mind, and suddenly, she was the one feeling guilty.
"Okay, I shouldn't have lied but it wasn't a big deal. And, you know you don't have to act so stiff," he fired back.
His words were out before he could stop and he wondered why he had added the comment on being stiff. Emily didn't respond, and they drove the rest of the way in silence. Inside, John went immediately to bed knowing there was no chance for any lovemaking. She spent a long time in the bathroom and when she finally emerged, he was asleep. She climbed into bed and lay there looking at the ceiling thinking about all that had occurred. In her mind, she debated whether it was this new place that was causing the events or whether it was something in her. Before they moved, they were always surrounded by family and friends who loved and supported them. When they met new people, they were usually similar to them, educated, wealthy and refined. Her thoughts only caused her to become antsier until finally she put her hand on her husband's shoulder and shook him.
"John, can we talk?" she spoke softly.
It took several attempts, but finally, he was facing her and looking into her eyes.
"Are you okay?" he asked and put his arm over her.
"Yes, can we talk?" she asked again.
"Sure honey," he answered, but cringed at what might come.
"What did you mean when you said I was stiff?" she asked.
"Oh, Emily, I just blurted that out. It was nothing," he said, trying to avoid answering.
"Please tell me," she whined, recognizing his attempt.
"Well...I guess...well all week you didn't want to go to dinner. Then, when we're there...I don't know you just act standoffish. Honey, the south is different...it's more open and you have to be friendlier...and kind of just go with it sometimes," he explained.
"What if Frank wanted to kiss me?" she asked in a voice that was barely a squeak.
"It's just kissing, Emily," he replied after a short pause.
He realized he had just encouraged a connection with Frank, and a strange feeling came over him as the reality sunk in. Strangely, he felt his dick stir, and a vision of his wife in a passionate embrace with Frank swept through his brain.
"Hold me," she asked, and John had to turn his body slightly to keep his stiffening dick from touching her leg.
Later, they made love, although neither of them reached a climax. Instead, they just rocked together, enjoying the feeling until they slowed drifted to sleep.
Emily pulled up to the Starbucks ten minutes late for her meeting with Frank. He had called the Monday after their dinner and this time she answered. After chatting for fifteen minutes, she had agreed to meet him after work the next day. When she entered, she spotted the large man seated at a tiny table with a cup already in front of him.
"You look incredible, what are you having?" he asked after giving her a hug.
"I'll just have tea, Earl Gray," she replied.
Five minutes later, he was back and for the next hour, they had a varied and pleasant conversation. Emily expected an approach at some point, but Frank stayed friendly and before she knew it, they were hugging goodbye.
Their meeting started a routine of getting together once a week. Usually, it was for coffee and lasted about an hour, although they had met for breakfast on one occasion. Frank played her slow, intentionally keeping the conversations light, and avoiding any mention of sex. In just a few short weeks, he sensed the young wife becoming relaxed and enjoying their rendezvous.
While this was going on, John and Sylvia were meeting weekly as well, although their encounters were all about sex. Playing submissive, she had tapped into his unknown desires and was making good progress towards making him a more confident lover. In fact, his technique had so improved, that even with his average size, she enjoyed their fucking. In addition, she had coached him on oral sex, teaching him both technique and patience.
John, through Sylvia, knew that Frank was communicating with his wife but didn't know the details. He was counseled to not interfere and to act positive about his boss if she brought anything up. His possessive instincts were tempered by concerns about what Frank might do if he interfered, and he was still holding to the belief that his wife would reject any sexual advance. In the end, he hoped that Frank would eventually accept it and let it go.
"Are you ever going to close the deal?" Sylvia teased her husband one evening while they lay in bed watching TV.



"It's a fish that has to be played just right. But I think I'm getting close," he announced.
"Hope it's worth it," she replied.
"I'm thinking it will be," he answered.
The young couple was coming for dinner again, this time on a Saturday. John could see that Emily was less reserved than last time and suspected it had to do with Frank's efforts but was afraid to query her on the subject. Like the previous visit, after dinner, they went out to the lake to look at the stars after consuming a lot of wine and split into the two large gliders. It was a chilly evening, so their hosts had set out some large blankets, and Frank took one and spread it so that it covered them from the waist down.
Emily was wearing a dark skirt and a long sleeve blouse that Frank was pleased to see showed a hint of cleavage. The conversation between John and Sylvia that had started out lively had quickly turned into soft whispers which, like before, made Emily very curious. Her husband had admitted kissing the older woman, and she knew that Sylvia was aggressive which made her wonder what else might occur.
"Why don't you come over here?" the older man suggested while patting the space just to his side.
Emily wasn't pushed in the corner like she was last time, but there were still several feet between them.
"Oh, Frank," she replied, trying to politely brush off the request.
"Come on," he responded, letting her know he wasn't going to drop the subject.
Emily looked at him for several seconds and her thoughts went to their meetings and how well behaved he had been. With a deep breath, she slid towards him and when she settled, he scooted over closing the final distance so that their legs were touching. Looking up at her large host, Emily suddenly felt very vulnerable but was able to force a smile. Frank's arm went around her shoulders and for the next few minutes, they quietly sipped their wine while looking at the sky.
"Mmmm..." came a clearly audible sound from Sylvia which made Emily tense.
To her, it came across as a clear message of satisfaction related to something and she cringed thinking about what might be going on. Frank's hand was now on her shoulder, pulling her closer against him, which she accepted without protest. She suspected what was coming next, so she wasn't surprised when he leaned down to kiss.
"Frank, no," she whispered.
To her, the thought of husband and wife making out with others just a few feet away was just too strange. Undeterred, Frank used his hand to turn her head and planted his lips on hers. Surprised and not wanting to encourage him, she acted lifelessly and let him explore her mouth without responding. When the kiss ended, Emily directed her gaze downward, purposefully avoiding eye contact. Just then, a burst of giggling erupted from the other glider which infuriated the young wife. Frank recognized the emotion surging through her and saw it as an opportunity. He leaned his head down once more and this time when their lips met, he found a more willing reception.
"Baby, you know how to kiss," Frank told her when they finally broke after a long soulful connection.
In truth, he thought she needed some coaching, but that could come later.
"Thanks," Emily replied softly.
Frank pulled her even closer and then initiated a deep kiss aggressively exploring her mouth with his tongue. He could feel the young wife begin to respond then pull back in fright as the kiss progressed, so he kept it going for a long time. Slowly, he started working his hand along her side until it was high on her waist, just below her breasts. Emily sensed his intent and tried to squirm away, but Frank's strength held her in place.
"Frank, I've had enough," she whispered when the long kiss finally ended.
"One more baby. I'm enjoying it cause you kiss so well," he said softly in her ear.
His breath made her shiver for a second and she nodded her agreement thinking that at least they had settled on an ending. However, instead of going straight to her lips, Frank nuzzled her neck, kissing it lightly, and before she could stop herself, a soft sigh escaped her mouth which embarrassed her while encouraging her seducer. Leaving her neck, his lips found hers and they started the kiss with Frank feeling some response from the young wife. Emboldened, he let his hand move up until he was cupping her right breast.
"Mmmm...mmmm..." Emily tried to cry out as she squirmed to free her breast from his hand.
Frank had the leverage and wouldn't let go, and seconds later, his fingers found her small nipple and began to squeeze it through her shirt and bra. With all her strength, she twisted from his grasp and was able to scoot out of the glider. She took the few steps to where her husband lay nestled with Sylvia, intending to grab him and leave, but when they came into her view, she stopped cold. Her husband rested diagonally across the seat with his pants at his knees and Sylvia's head was bobbing as she sucked his dick. So consumed were the lovers, they didn't even notice Emily until she was bolting away towards the house.
"Emily, wait!" John called out, but his words had no effect.
Fortunately, Emily had driven them in her car, so she was quickly behind the wheel, and although in tears, she managed to get away from the house. However, once on the highway, she pulled over and lost all control. She felt completely betrayed and abandoned, wondering how John could be so awful, so insensitive and heartless. Then, she remembered her own infidelity and she wondered if God was paying her back. Her phone rang and she could see it was John, but she ignored the call. There was no way she could speak with him now and she wondered if she ever would be able to.
Suddenly, she felt defeated and considered that maybe it was all her fault. Perhaps, she wasn't a good enough wife or lover, and maybe he was already tired of her. However, her anger quickly returned and along with it came a surge of jealousy and a burning desire for revenge. She opened the compartment by her hand and moved the CDs until she found the scrap of paper. Dialing quickly before she lost her nerve, she heard the ringing start and the clicking sound of the answer.
"Hello?" a sleepy voice said.
"Carlos, this is uh...it's Emily. Janice's co-worker. Can I come over?" the young wife asked.
Emily almost stopped and turned around a dozen times as she drove towards the address. However, her rage propelled her forward along with her need to inflict pain upon John even if he didn't know about it. Along the way, her phone rang three more times as her husband tried to reach out, but she still refused to answer.
She finally arrived at a dilapidated trailer house with two broken down cars in front surrounded by knee-high weeds. She was frightened and unsure if she was at the right place until she saw Carlos peering from the small window in the door. With a deep breath, she turned off her phone, then purposefully opened the car door and strode the short distance to the steps trying her best to channel her fear.
"Well looky at you...damn!" the black man exclaimed when she stepped inside.
Carlos, clothed only in a pair of loose-fitting shorts, reached for her, wrapped an arm around her waist and pulled her close for a kiss. Despite being the one to reach out, at first, Emily was reluctant, but after a few awkward moments, she allowed his full lips to connect. Nearby, she could hear talking, and when they stopped, she noticed two men in front of a TV in a room to her left. They were both staring at her and there was the unmistakable aroma of pot.
"Hey man. This my girl Emily," he announced to his friends, as his hand rubbed her flat tummy.
"Hi," she replied meekly when they waved.
Carlos directed her down the hall to the right, to the last room, where a twin-sized mattress was on the floor and empty soft drink cans and fast-food wrappers littered the floor.
"Let's get comfortable," Carlos said, and immediately began pulling at her clothes.
"Look...uh...I'm not sure..." she started when she saw the room had no door, but the black man paid no attention and lifted her arms to pull her blouse over her head.
"Let me see them titties," he demanded, and his hands reached for her bra.
Emily realized she had made a big mistake. Her previous time with Carlos had been unplanned, a strange series of serendipitous events. Now, it just felt cheap and disgusting. She wanted to gather her clothes and leave, but the look in the black man's eyes let her know it wouldn't be easy.
"Carlos, please...I need to go," she implored him, crossing her arms over her chest.
"Baby, you just got here. Don't you worry. I'll make you feel good just like before," he said in a low voice and moved closer until his arms were wrapped around her body.
Emily elected to keep her arms over her breasts and was not in a good position to ward off his advances. While she was thinking about what to do, he started nuzzling her neck and licking it softly. His hand found the zipper of her skirt and suddenly the young wife had to choose between her top and bottom.
"Carlos, no," she stated, and her hand dropped to push his away.
Not only did she fail to stop him, but now one of her breasts became exposed and he took advantage by moving his mouth onto the soft flesh and sucking hard. With a gasp, Emily's hand returned to try and move his mouth, but at the same time Carlos was able to push her loosened skirt over her hips and it fell to her feet in a heap. With no more pleasantries, he used his weight to pull her to the mattress where she ended up on top of him with her legs spread. Seconds later, despite her continued attempts to stop him, she was naked and Carlos was on top of her with his large cock pressed against her mound separated only by the material of his thin shorts. He ground into her, ignoring her pleading eyes. To him, a white woman was a prize and a hot one was the top prize, so he intended to claim this one again.
"Get ready baby. You know you need it. It's why you here," he stated.
"Please Carlos. It was a mistake. Let me up so I can go. I'm sorry," she whined, still trying to convey her message with her begging eyes.
Carlos didn't reply. Instead, he began pushing harder against her sex and dropped his head and sucked a nipple, along with part of her breast, into his mouth.
"Carlos, I'll scream," she told him.
She realized her decision had been reckless and that she was now at the mercy of the black man. That knowledge caused her to start sobbing softly, but Carlos' only response was to move his mouth from her breast to her mouth and kiss her sloppily. Soon, she felt him move and knew he was working his shorts over his ass and down his legs. Then she felt it, the thick cock that had taken her once before was now free from its confines and lying firmly along her slit. Now, when he moved, the thick shaft worked to separate her lips and she felt a tickling sensation. His mouth returned to her breasts but this time he nibbled on her sensitive nipples which caused an involuntary wiggling of her hips. Emily could feel him getting harder as they rubbed together and the tickling started to change into a dull throbbing.
"Going to fuck you good," he announced when his mouth left her nubs.
"Carlos, please," she whined, knowing her pleas were useless, but wanting for her own sake to try.
The black man lifted from her body and took his cock in his hand and directed it towards her opening. Looking down, Emily saw the large, dark object that had invaded her before and for a moment she shivered. He began gliding his plump cockhead along her slit making it wet despite her reluctance, while quickly turning her throbbing into a needy ache. When he thought he had prepared her, Carlos found her hole and pushed firmly watching his head slowly disappear into the wet folds. When he had it started, he leaned forward driving the shaft into the pretty wife.
"Uggghhh...fuck...fuck yeah," he called out, as the tight, warm feeling made his balls tighten.
"Nooo...oh God help me," Emily whined.
"Baby, he ain't going to help you, but this fat cock will," he laughed.
Emily's pussy betrayed her mind because, within three strokes, she had fully lubricated. Carlos fucked her hard and fast which brought from her a succession of involuntary grunts and moans. But something else was happening too, the dull ache was spreading through her body in a way she knew well, and the fact that this black man was making her respond brought a fresh wave of sobs. Carlos' mouth went to her and started kissing her again using his thick tongue to explore her mouth. The kiss lasted a long time, and partway through, Emily realized her tongue was moving against his in a sensual way. It was then that she realized her morals had completely lost the battle with her excited body.
"Mmmm..." Emily let out when the kiss ended, and in her moan was a tinge of passion, telling Carlos she was heating up.
"Feels good don't it baby," he asked but received no reply.
For the next few minutes, the black concentrated on fucking her with long, full strokes. It was when the wet sloppy sound of her pussy began to fill the room that Emily lost any remaining control.
"Ohhh...ohhh..." she started to whine in obvious arousal.
"Good, baby," Carlos encouraged.
Emily's hands which had been on his arms in a defensive position moved to his back and began to glide between his shoulders and ass. In his life, Carlos had fucked a lot of women and he knew when they let themselves go. This young white wife was there, and he planned to take full advantage, enjoy her pussy, and take her over the edge.
"Mmmm...uhhh...uhhh..." the sounds of her slurping pussy seemed to synch with her whimpers and moans.
"Your pussy loves black dick don't it?" he challenged her, and when she didn't reply, he added, "Tell me you like it, baby."
"I like it," she responded.
Emily's body seemed to be floating, connected to reality only through Carlos' cock which filled her completely.
"What you want girl?" he probed, feeling she was almost there.
"Uhhh...uhhh...cum...I want to...oh make me cum...please..." Emily grunted as she became a needy slut.
"Yeah, you going to get there...Carlos going to make you cum," he replied, inspired by her begging which made him feel powerful.
He knew bedding a white woman would bring him lots of respect from his friends, and making this beautiful woman have a powerful orgasm would make it even better. He wanted her to cry out loud so everyone in the trailer could hear, and it didn't take long for it to happen. Emily could feel it building and she became still, not wanting to scare it away. Suddenly, with Carlos going deep, it hit her like a wave sweeping through her young body.
"Ohhh...ohhh...don't stop...do it...do it...oh God!" she wailed, announcing to all she had reached her climax.
Her powerful release pushed Carlos forward and quickly he joined her.
"Oh, fuck baby...fuck yeah...good pussy...fuck yeah," he grunted loudly.
Emily could feel his cock pulsing at her opening and knew he was planting his heavy semen deep within her body. He kept rolling into her for some time, and when their mating finally stopped, they could hear clapping coming from the other end of the trailer as his friends expressed their approval.
Carlos turned them so that he was on his back and reinserted his half-hard cock into her wet opening and pulled her down so that her breasts pressed into his chest. He held her tight, fearing she would try to leave, but he needn't have worried as there was no strength in her body. Strangely, Emily felt relaxed and safe in Carlos' arms and drifted away for a while. When she awoke, she felt Carlos rolling her onto the dirty mattress then pull her close and start to fondle her breasts. It felt good, so she let him without protest.
"You need to get this cock hard. I want to get some more pussy," he demanded several minutes later and returned to his back indicating what he wanted from her, but when she didn't move, he clarified, "Suck on my dick baby."
Feeling resigned to the situation, Emily got on her knees, took his member in her left hand around the fat base and began to suck the head tasting the remains of his semen and her own discharge. Turned with her butt partly towards his face, Carlos smiled when he saw the frothy mess around her pussy. He knew he had given her a first-class fucking and it made him proud.
Fortunately for Emily, her lips and his view of her pussy quickly reenergized his cock. Surprisingly, it was the young wife that threw her leg over his waist and pulled his cock into her well-used opening. She watched as the large black tool disappeared inside marveling at the feeling it brought forth.
"Ohhh..." she gasped when his cock reached her limit, and glancing down, she could see Carlos smiling.
"Work it, girl," he instructed, and she started grinding on the man.
She closed her eyes and concentrated on the sensations coursing through her body, then felt Carlos' hands on her breasts, at first gently massaging them, then finding her nipples and rolling and pinching them in a way that heightened her arousal. The feeling was magical, and although Emily hadn't expected to orgasm again, she felt she was on a path where it was possible. Being on top allowed her to set the pace and move so she could find the best feeling. She kept her eyes closed most of the time to focus on the connection to her lover, so it startled her to hear the voice over her shoulder.
"Damn, that's a good-looking bitch," a man said and turning she saw that Carlos' friends were standing at the door.
"Get the fuck out of here, Daylon," Carlos yelled at the speaker, but there was more amusement in his tone than anger.
Emily stopped moving and leaned forward to try and hide her body against Carlos, but all it accomplished was to provide the onlookers a perfect view of the cock buried in her pussy. She couldn't help but turn and look back at the men and when she did, she could see their eyes staring at the connection. Unfortunately, she couldn't think of a better position, so she remained still.
"Carlos, make them leave," she implored her lover.
"Get the fuck out of here," he called out, this time with more conviction.
"Man, you goin to share?" a voice asked.
"You want some of this?" Carlos asked, and although it was meant to taunt his friends, it terrified the young wife.
"Carlos, no! Please!" she said into his ear.
"Man, get her back to fucking so we can watch," Daylon demanded.
There were several seconds of silence then Emily felt him pushing on her shoulders and said, "Get back to it, baby."
"Carlos, make them leave," she tried once more.
"You want to put on a show or get banged?" he asked with no sympathy or caring in his voice.
Knowing the alternative was horrifying, Emily slowly lifted back into position and began moving with her eyes tightly closed, praying the men would get bored and leave.
"Hey, we can't see shit. Make her turn," one of them called out, and almost immediately she felt Carlos direct her with his hands.
She allowed the manipulation and seconds later she was facing the door with her back to Carlos. She felt his cock probing for her pussy and when he found it, he pulled her onto him in a reverse cowgirl position. Now, his three friends had a full-frontal view of her body impaled by Carlos cock.
"Move," he demanded, and with help from his hands, she began to roll her hips.
Humiliated, Emily closed her eyes and tried to ignore the situation, but the constant comments thrown at her made it impossible. After several minutes, she opened her eyes and saw that the two men had their cocks out and were stroking them slowly. She quickly closed her eyes but less than a minute later something compelled her to look again. Her eyes met Daylon's and his look conveyed a burning hunger that caused her to shiver. Looking at the other man, she saw in his eyes the same look and she knew she was in a dangerous position, protected only by Carlos.



Something strange happened inside Emily. When she closed her eyes again and thought about the looks, she found herself becoming excited. The danger and their unmasked desire to have her, to take her, acted like a powerful aphrodisiac for the young wife. She felt her nipples tingle and knowing they were staring at her she began moving on Carlos' cock in a more sensuous way.
"Ride that dick, bitch," Daylon said, and the sound of his voice seemed much nearer.
When Emily opened her eyes, the black man had moved into the room and was standing at the end of the mattress just a few feet away. He was furiously pumping his cock and with each stroke, she could see the pink of his hole as it quickly opened and closed. He wasn't as large as Carlos, but it was a nice tool and beneath hung a large nutsack that was swinging in time to his motion. Emily's looks moved quickly between the rigid cock and Daylon's hungry eyes until just seconds later, she saw his legs start to get wobbly.
"Oh fuck...fuck yeah...fuck..." he cried out, barely staying erect, and at the same time, a jet of semen left his hole, hung in the air for a moment, and then fell onto Emily's leg.
"Ohhh..." she gasped when she felt the thick liquid hit.
Daylon stumbled back and leaned against the wall and behind him, Emily could see the other man in the shadows. His body seemed larger and although she couldn't make out the details, she could tell he was working his dick.
"Fuck her man," he spoke in gasps.
"I am fucking her Jamal. Step up here and show her your thing," Carlos grunted.
At first, Jamal stayed where he was seemingly ignoring Carlos' words, but after about twenty seconds Emily saw him emerge from the darkness. He was tall and powerfully built with a set of muscles that made it look like he worked out often. His bare chest exposed numerous tattoos and he held in his hand a cock that was about the same length as Carlos' but even thicker with a huge head. There were veins running over it and one prominent one that looked like it traveled the entire length. Slowly, he moved to the spot vacated by Daylon.
Emily couldn't make herself look away and she saw Jamal's face grow tense before he too let loose with spurts of thick semen. However, instead of hitting her, most of his load landed on Carlos.
"Hey, motherfucker. Don't get that nasty shit on me," he yelled in response.
"Shit, sorry man," Jamal answered, as he too sought support from the trailer walls.
Suddenly, everything stopped and before long both men slowly moved back towards the TV. When they were gone, Carlos positioned Emily on her knees and took her from behind with deep, even thrusts. Emily could tell by his sounds that he wasn't going to last long, but it still felt very good so she stayed in place and let him ride her until with several deep grunts he deposited another offering of his seed. With that, they collapsed forward where they recovered until Carlos finally fell to her side.
Somehow, the satiated feeling from the sex overpowered her guilt and Emily drifted from a state of relaxation into sleep. Sometime later, she awakened to the feeling of hands kneading her ass that soon began working to spread her thighs. When she felt the knees between her legs, she knew Carlos was going to take her again, but her strength had waned and she lacked the willpower to resist. She felt the cockhead probing at her opening, and after entering with relative ease, the heavy shaft began taking her with full thrusts.
Soon, her body responded, and soft sighs and moans emerged from her mouth as a buzzing sensation began to build in her core. As if sensing her state, his movement became faster which heightened her arousal and Emily moved her knees out in an act of submission.
"Fuck her good, man," she heard a voice say behind her.
It took a moment for it to register, but when it did, she realized it was Carlos speaking which meant he was not the man inside her. In surprise, she turned her head as far as she could and suddenly, she was staring at the face of Jamal who looked down at her with a determined look.
"No! Get off me!" the beautiful woman cried out as she tried to move.
The black man took one hand and placed it between her shoulders essentially pinning her to the mattress like a butterfly on a display board. Her cries and pleas excited him, and he pushed into her with deep, powerful strokes. For a time, she continued to struggle, but his relentless movements won out, and although she knew she wouldn't orgasm again, she accepted his efforts. Several minutes had elapsed when she felt his thrusting start to become erratic, signaling his impending climax. Soon, his grunts became more pronounced, which somehow elicited moans from her, and then with a loud cry, he slammed against her ass and released his semen. Emily could feel the spasms of his cock as the jets of fluid escaped until finally, with a deep moan, he collapsed onto her back.
For the first time in her life, the young wife had experienced forced sex, although strangely she felt resignation more than anger. In retrospect, now that her anger had faded, she realized her actions had turned out to be far more disgusting than anything her husband had done. Suddenly, she felt completely empty and struggled to fight back the tears.
"Fuck man..." Jamal grunted as he lifted.
The tone of his voice indicated that he was exhausted, and Emily hoped that the men would drift away and leave her alone. She knew there was still one more that hadn't experienced her, and she wanted to avoid him, so if they just gave her a little space she planned to quickly dress and leave.
"That's fine pussy ain't it?" she heard Carlos state.
"Oh, fuck yeah man...she drained me," his friend replied, and then added, "Daylon going to hit it?"
"He done fell asleep," Carlos laughed, with Jamal joining him.
"Let's smoke a bowl," he suggested when their laughter died.
"Good idea," Carlos answered.
Emily was still face down with her eyes squeezed shut, but she sensed movement. She remained still for a while, and then slowly looked up and was grateful to see that she was alone. Realizing she had a window of opportunity, she quietly dressed, then tip-toed towards the door. With keys in hand, she opened the door and ran to her car. In seconds, she was inside with the motor running, and when the headlights came on, they illuminated the two black men at the door of the filthy trailer. Fortunately, they showed no interest in chasing her, evidently satiated from the fucking.
The young wife tried to recall the turns she had made to get to the trailer and was relieved when she came upon a wide, well-lit avenue. Now, she felt safe, although the throbbing between her legs and the oozing sensation as the remnants of her ordeal filled her thong, explicitly reminded her what had occurred.
"Wha...what...who is it?" her supervisor's confused voice sounded in the speaker.
It was 7:00 AM and the young wife needed to talk with someone and Janice was the only person that understood everything. After leaving the trailer, Emily had considered driving home but wasn't ready emotionally or physically, so she checked into a cheap motel. She was able to shower and get several hours of fitful sleep, but could no longer keep still.
"Janice, it's Emily," she replied, then added, "I...I...need to talk with someone."
After several probing questions, the black woman understood her protégé was quite upset, so she told her to come over. The young wife moved as fast as she could and precisely eighteen minutes later, she was knocking on the door of the small bungalow. Janice had coffee ready, and after pouring two cups they moved to the kitchen table. The older woman didn't press, letting her proceed at her own pace, so with her emotions heightened it took Emily almost thirty minutes to tell the story. She left nothing out, and as she began to describe the scene at the trailer, she could see the black woman's eyes get big.
"Your man...he's fucking the bitch," Janice declared when she finally stopped.
Emily drew in a deep breath and started to shake before whimpering, "I know..."
"Well, you got yours at the trailer. Did you cum?" she asked, but when she saw the young wife look at her feet, she added, "I guess you did."
They sipped their coffee in silence for several minutes although it was clear to Janice that her co-worker had more on her mind. However, she decided to stay passive and wait for the young wife to summon her courage.
"Oh, Janice...what am I going to do? My marriage is over," she whimpered, fighting to hold herself together.
"Baby, what do you want to do? You got to decide," she replied.
"She was...it was in her mouth...and you're right. There's more going on," Emily declared.
"And you got your bell rung by two brothers and it wasn't the first time," she reminded her.
"I know...I know..." she said in a low voice, then continued after a pause, "There's more..."
Emily explained the situation with Frank, the serendipitous meetings, and his attempts at seduction. The longer she spoke, the guiltier she felt about her own behavior. Certainly, it didn't put her on strong moral ground, and she had to accept the reality that she was equally compromised, if not more so.
"Girl...Emily...don't you see it? They're setting you up. They're swingers or something, and I bet that dog husband of yours knows all about it," she stated.
"Wha...what?" she answered, looking confused.
"Your husband and that woman are fucking and they want you to join the party and fuck her husband," Janice clarified.
"And you think John knows?" she asked.
"Oh, baby...you can bet he does," she said.
Janice let the young woman rest at her house until she regained enough strength to drive home and confront her husband. She had been avoiding her phone, but once in her car, she checked it and saw that John had called twenty-three times and left seven messages. She completed the twenty-minute drive to their house and once in the driveway, she took several deep breaths before getting out.
"Emily, my God, where have you been?" John asked, meeting her at the door, appearing sincerely concerned.
"I...I needed time," she replied, almost choking on her words.
"Let me get you some tea," he said and helped her to the sofa before heading to the kitchen.
A few minutes later he was back, and after handing her the cup, he joined her on the couch. There was an awkward silence before Emily finally spoke.
"John, I have a question and I would appreciate an honest answer," she began, and when she saw her husband slowly nod, she continued, "Are you having an affair with Sylvia?"
Even though he knew she would ask, the question threw him off-kilter. She had always been able to read him, and he knew he must look guilty, so he decided to tell the truth.
"Yes..." he said, barely above a whisper.
His mind raced with the potential ramifications. Despite his indiscretion, he loved his wife and would be devastated if she left. Plus, divorce would create something of a scandal for his conservative family, and if the truth came out it would cast him in a very bad light.
"I...I see...," Emily replied, choking on the words, and quickly followed with, "Do you love her?"
"Oh, no honey...no...I love you," he answered.
"Then...why?" she asked, breaking down in tears.
"I...I...she just was so aggressive...relentless...and I guess...I was weak..." John said, quite subdued.
"I need to rest," she declared seconds later, and leaving her tea untouched, she disappeared into the back of the house.
Emily took a long shower then donned full pajamas, as there were bruises on her thighs that she needed to hide. She climbed into the soft bed, refreshed by the cool sheets, and thought about the short conversation she had with her husband. She was thankful he had been honest, but with his admission came an overwhelming feeling of exhaustion, and although she knew there was much more to discuss, she needed to rest.
The interaction with his wife perplexed John. He had expected tears and perhaps even yelling and threats, although that wasn't really his wife's style. Now, he had to ponder the meaning of her quick disengagement, and since he had no way of knowing the guilt she was holding, he took it as a very negative sign. Had she already decided to leave and divorce him?
After the shower stopped, John lasted less than an hour before he decided to join his wife. His fears drove him to stay close to her, so he quietly entered the bedroom, stripped to his boxers, and slid between the sheets. He placed his hand on her hip and when there was no reaction, he let it drift over her body. Expecting a rebuke at any moment, he inched closer until he could snuggle behind her.
"Emily?" he whispered.
Several seconds of silence ensued and just when he thought she must be asleep, she answered, "What?"
"I'm so sorry...I don't know what else to say," he whispered.
More silence followed, and then she asked, "Did you know that Frank was trying to...he wanted to...he's been trying to fuck me?"
Her choice of words surprised him, although he suspected she had chosen them on purpose. Also, he knew that she was referring to the broad effort the couple had made and not just the time by the lake. If he admitted his knowledge, then he would be admitting he was culpable in his wife's seduction. He felt she sensed something, so he knew he needed to be careful in how he responded. He knew that if she caught him in a lie it might shatter their marriage.
"I...I...uh...knew he thinks your beautiful...and that there was something happening," he said.
"And...you let it..." she stated.
"I...I...well...I failed Emily...I'm sorry," he replied.
In bed with Sylvia, with her sucking his dick, it had seemed simple, almost tame, but now he couldn't understand why he had allowed himself to participate in their ridiculous game.
"What did you find out?" Janice queried her the next day as they began their rounds.
"He admitted...you know...what you said," she replied.
"That he's been bangin the bitch? How long and how many times?" she asked.
"I didn't ask for the details," she answered, wishing she would let it go.
"Well, you can be damn sure it was more than once, especially with the husband sniffin around you. How long was he at it?" she probed.
"A few weeks," Emily said.
That ended the conversation, and they went about the day handling their assigned workload. However, during a mid-afternoon break, the young wife saw her supervisor get a look in her eye that she knew meant there was something on her mind.
"I talked to Sam yesterday and he'd seen Carlos," she began, which made Emily cringe at the thought of her sordid night. Janice gave her a moment to acknowledge the statement, but when she didn't reply, she continued, "The story is that you had the time of your life."
"That's not true," she quickly responded.
"Well, I'm not saying it is or isn't. But you did call him and go to him, which is the second time he got in your panties. Maybe you got a thing for black dick in your head. I don't know, but Carlos is expecting to bed you next time we see Ranisha," she stated, and it looked to Emily like she was trying not to smile.
"No...no more..." she fired back.
"Okay, whatever. That's up to you. Just tell me why you went to him," she pushed.
"I was angry and upset and...I..." she started, then let the thought trail off.
"Wanted payback? You could have just done it with the bitch's husband. What's his name? Frank?" she stated.
"Janice, please...please just stop," she begged the older woman.
Thankfully, she did let the subject lapse and they finished the day with no more talk about the mess. Emily realized she was being unfair to Janice as she had drug her into the situation by running to her when she was upset, so it was only natural she would want to talk about it. However, her mind was such a cauldron of turmoil, any discussion caused her anxiety. She needed the space to pick and choose when to consider something and when to push it all from her mind.
On the ride home from work, she thought about Janice's statement concerning Carlos. She had indeed been upset and sought payback, although deep inside she knew that there were other motivations as well. It might have been a secondary, but she had to admit that the black man had a strange ability to excite her, and her acceptance of the reality made her shiver a little.
John was waiting for her when she arrived at home with a glass of wine, and as she moved about the house, he followed her like a cowed puppy. While she was pleased to see him accept his guilt, his mannerisms also angered her as she knew he thought that some special attention towards her would lead to forgiveness. She knew she didn't want her marriage to end, and the guilt she carried for her own behavior made it difficult to be too judgmental. Nonetheless, she wanted him to suffer, for the time being, so she went about things being only minimally pleasant. It was enough to give him hope but clearly delivered the message that he was in the doghouse.
"How was your day?" John asked when Emily finally took a seat on the sofa.
"It was fine," she answered, purposefully being terse.
"Okay, well I made a snack for dinner if you want something," he said.
The young wife could count on one hand the number of times her husband had attempted to prepare something to eat which was further validation about how guilty he was feeling. She had to work hard to keep from smiling and finally just nodded her head. Immediately, John bolted towards the kitchen and returned a few minutes later with more wine and the snack. After that, she eased up on him a little and became more talkative, and when she went to bed her husband followed close behind.
"No, John," Emily declared when she felt his hand on her hip.
Instantly, he removed his hand but remained close.
"Emily...I...I need to hold you," he whispered.
"No, you don't...not yet," she replied.
"Please, let me hug you," he whined.
Seconds later, when his hand returned, she didn't stop him and soon he had it wrapped around her waist and snuggled against her back.
They were quiet for a long time before Emily finally broke the silence, "How many times were you with her?"
She could feel his body stiffen, and the seconds ticked by before he replied in a low voice, "."
"I see," she answered, dumbfounded by his admission.
More silence ensued, and this time it was John who interrupted it, "What are you thinking?"
"I think we need to leave here and go home," she replied without hesitation.
"Okay," he said.
"Do you?" Emily followed.
"I want you to be happy...and...fix things...that's all that matters," he replied, answering the question indirectly.
That ended the conversation for the evening, and for the next few weeks, they lived in a stilted relationship that progressed very slowly towards normalcy. John continued to do everything he could to pamper his wife, and several times Emily's guilt rose to the point that she considered admitting her own indiscretions. However, each time, she decided the truth was just too shameful. She avoided a visit to Ranisha's house by having Janice drop her off beforehand, although, afterward, she had to hear her supervisor explain the disappointment Carlos expressed when she didn't show. In addition, Frank had been completely silent, and although she was thankful for it, she found it odd.
"Have you talked to Frank or Sylvia...uhhh...about it?" Emily asked.
It was a Friday evening and they were at home sharing a bottle of wine. Emily seemed in good spirits, so her question concerned him because he didn't want to break the mood.
"Honey, do we have to get into it tonight? Let's just enjoy the evening," he begged.



"Tell me," she stated, although by her look she seemed more curious than angry.
"Yes, I've talked to both of them several times. I told them it was all over, and I told Frank not to bother you, although he wanted to call," he explained.
"That took several times?" she challenged him.
"They...ummm...keep bringing it up, and Frank was...uhhh...worried about you," he replied.
Emily knew what he was trying to say was that the older couple hadn't given up on their idea, which irritated her, although she found the comment about Frank's concern somehow pleasing.
They hadn't made love since before the night at Frank and Sylvia's, but the young wife knew it was time, so when her husband put his arm around her waist later in bed, she took his hand and brought it to her breasts. John knew the message, and he immediately nuzzled her neck and started to slowly stroke her body. She helped him with the buttons on her pajamas and soon they were naked and wrapped in an embrace. Emily could tell that her body was erasing any lingering furies as she felt her nipples stiffen and a dull throbbing begin between her legs.
She pulled her husband on top of her and he entered her easily, beginning a slow, gentle motion as he continued to kiss her lips, neck, and ears. When soft purrs began to come from her mouth, John knew she had decided to forgive him. He continued to move slowly, telling her often that he loved her, and reveling in the feelings of her warm body. When he finally let go, he stayed inside her so when he recovered, he could start again. However, when he did resume, it took him only a few minutes to realize she was not going to reach an orgasm. He slowed, then fell to her side, but maintained a tight embrace until they both were asleep.
"Good morning," John said to his pretty wife when her eyes fluttered open.
He had been stroking her tummy and the inside of her thighs hoping she would be in the mood for more lovemaking.
"Good morning," she answered with a tiny smile, then asked, "What time is it?"
"Seven-thirty," he told her, still touching her seductively.
A light rain was falling, which they could hear on the roof, and the darkened skies created a gentle illumination in the room. It was a day made for sleeping in and love, and John hoped he could take full advantage.
"What do you want?" she asked as a full smile filled her face.
"You," he replied, then flipped the sheet back and took one of her small nipples between his lips.
"Mmmm...I need to brush my teeth first..." she whined.
"Uh, uh," John responded and started to move over her.
With no further words, he got into place, and with her hands on his hips to guide him, they connected. He was determined this time to bring her to a climax, so he began moving with a full, deliberate rhythm that usually took her to the right place. At first, her sounds were encouraging, but she didn't seem to progress, and when her fingernails started to glide over his ass and thighs, he knew he wouldn't last long. With a series of whines and groans, he erupted and felt her body move in a way that seemed intended to milk every drop of semen from his body. He soon collapsed at her side in a peaceful, satisfied state.
Emily wasn't too concerned about her inability to orgasm. She knew there was still some turmoil and unresolved issues in her brain that held her back. She knew as a couple they needed to move forward, so she was pleased they had made love and that it had been a positive experience. The rain was now falling harder and the bedroom had become darker, which seemed to make things even more intimate.
"Honey?" she whispered to her dozing husband.
"Mmmm...hmmm..." he sighed.
"What did you do with her?" she probed.
A long silence ensued before he answered, "Emily, not now..."
"Tell me," she pushed.
She sensed there might be something, so she turned his head with her hands until they made eye contact.
"Normal stuff," he answered with clear guilt.
"What else?" she demanded.
John knew that anal sex was a taboo subject with his wife, and he wasn't sure how she would take the fact that he had experienced it with another woman. However, he had tried to be as honest as he could with her, so he decided to tell the truth.
"Well...uhhh...we...she liked anal sex," he forced out.
There was a long silence, and he could see the wheels turning in her head before she replied, "That's nasty."
He held out a faint hope that his admission would end any questions she had about the older couple, but it was not to be.
"Did you really want me to?" she asked.
"Want what?" he replied, although he felt he knew her meaning.
"Be with Frank," she said.
"Honey, I don't know. It didn't even seem real...and, I knew you never would," he responded.
In less than a second, the young wife's emotions pegged the dial in diametrically opposite directions. At first, she took his comment as an indictment of her sexuality, which angered her, and for an instant, she thought she would tell him about the black men. Then, just as fast, the needle swung the other way, when she considered he was complimenting her on her virtue. In the end, she landed right where she started, although now with more questions.
"But, what if I did? What if it would have happened? How would you feel?" she fired off quickly.
"I don't know. I...I guess a lot would depend on how you felt," her husband said.
"So, if I was okay with it, you would be too? No jealousy?" she countered, although there didn't appear to be any anger in her voice.
"Maybe...I don't know. It's all very strange. I guess Frank and Sylvia do it and it looks like they really love each other. I kind of saw that...but...I really don't know," John said.
"Odd, that you didn't think such a big thing through," she challenged him.
"I never thought...that...uhhh...you're right. I screwed up," he replied.
"Never thought? Meaning you didn't think I would, so you could have a pure wife at home and keep your mistress?" she said, accurately inferring where he was going.
"No! I didn't say that..." he tried to deny, although he knew he was busted.
"Maybe I'm not as pure as you think..." Emily replied.
Almost at the same moment, both realized that John's dick was erect. It pressed into his wife's hip, and he thought it would be the source of more pointed discussion, so he was surprised when he felt her hand wrap around it. She tugged on it several times, then moved in a way that he thought was an invitation to mount her, so he quickly rolled on top. His wife spread her legs and guided him to her opening where he easily entered.
He had only moved inside her for several seconds when he asked, "What happened? What happened with Frank?"
In all the intervening time, he had never considered it as something that needed discussion, but with Emily's statement, he wondered if there might be something he needed to learn.
"Now, you want to know?" she replied.
It was an admonishment meant to scold him for his lack of interest in her time with the older man. John knew her intent, but suddenly he couldn't hold back his interest.
"Yes, now I do. So, tell me," he said while continuing to move slowly.
"He kissed me and touched my breasts," she said.
"Okay," her husband responded.
He had expected, based on her statement, a more serious interaction, so his response came out sounding dismissive. For some reason, the young wife became offended by his tone thinking it was a shot at her sexuality, and in emotional defense, she once more recalled her encounters with the black men. She wondered what her husband would think of her purity if he knew about these wild encounters. Suddenly, she was comparing the loving, giving lovemaking she shared with her husband to the raw, aggressive sex she experienced with Carlos and Jamal. Both were fulfilling, although she had to admit that the black men left her exhausted and completely spent. Then, for some reason, she thought of Frank and wondered where sex with him would land on the spectrum.
"He wanted to take me to bed," the young wife stated, eager to see what reaction she would get.
John, knowing about the older man's interest was not surprised, and he thought his wife was seeking sympathy, so he said, "I'm sorry, honey."
She was disappointed by his words as they seemed almost indifferent. She had expected something emotional, perhaps outrage or even interest, but not passiveness. Now with her head in complete confusion, she knew there was no way she would ever orgasm, so after a few minutes, she tickled her husband's balls in the way that always worked, and soon he let go with a grunting, gasping climax.
It took another ten days for Frank to call Emily on her cell. In the interim, the young couple had continued to progress in returning their marriage to normal, or at least as normal as it could ever be. She had enough feminine wiles to know the older man would eventually reach out and had thought through how she would react when he did. Intellectually, she knew it was wise to move on and work on her husband to return to the northeast. However, she felt insulted by her husband's lack of response when she told him about Frank. She took it as an indictment on her sexuality, on the very core of her womanhood. Plus, she was intrigued to see how the man would try to play things, so after a short conversation, she agreed to meet him at their normal spot for coffee.
"You promise you didn't tell Sylvia?" Emily asked when they sat.
She had specifically asked, demanded really, that the older man not tell his wife, as she wanted to make sure everything was discreet. He had instantly committed that he wouldn't tell a soul, then promptly explained everything to his wife that night as they shared a drink. Their marriage had survived all the years through total honesty, and as badly as he wanted to bed the young woman, he wasn't going to upset that dynamic. In fact, he had hoped to get some advice on how to play his re-hooked fish.
"Scouts honor," he laughed.
As he had expected, Frank quickly determined that his engagement with Emily had taken a big hit and that he would have to put in some work to return her to her prior level. They endured a stilted start, but finally, an interaction developed and the older man subtly let her guide the discussion. When it came to the night by the lake, he listened to her words of hurt and resentment merely nodding his head as she spoke. An hour later, they left the coffee shop with no follow-up plans. Frank thought it best to keep heaviness out of the conversation, thinking he would stand a better chance if he provided the young wife some space. Emotionally, Emily took the bait, as she left their meeting pleased that he had listened and treated her with respect.
Two weeks later, they met again and once more Frank allowed her to guide the conversation. Amazingly, they barely spoke about their spouses and when they did, he made sure to support her views. Once again, the young wife left the meeting feeling good about the exchange with a growing opinion about the emotional intelligence of the older man.
"Will you please hurry! John won't do anything now," Sylvia complained later that evening when she found out about the rendezvous.
"Got to play the fish lightly. You said so yourself," he countered.
"How much longer?" she asked, unmoved by his remark.
"I'm going to push her next time, so we'll see," he explained.
The young couple had returned to their standard husband-wife routine, although there was still a residual gap. They both wanted to mend the broken trust, but really didn't know how, and for some reason, Emily didn't completely understand, she elected to keep her meetings with Frank a secret. The conflict it created in her thoughts scared her, however, she knew she would meet him again if he reached out again.
Frank texted her three weeks later and after a brief exchange, they agreed to meet mid-afternoon on the following Saturday. The older man was pleased with the arrangement as he thought it would create a more relaxed, unrushed situation. So, with a feeling of hope, he pulled up to the shop at the appointed time.
"Hi, Emily, you look incredible," he said to the lovely wife when she joined him a few minutes later.
"Thanks," she replied, trying not to blush.
Quickly, it became apparent to Frank that there was something in the air, a feeling of erotic tension, that had not been there before. It lifted his spirits and provided a sense of empowerment, yet he knew he should take his time, so he allowed the conversation to stay light for over thirty minutes before he decided to make a play.
"Emily, I have a question, and I hope it doesn't upset you," he started, then paused to give her a chance to respond. She remained silent, only staring back with a nervous look, so he continued, "You felt so good in my arms when we were together. Would it have been so bad to stay that way?"
Her body shuddered and she looked down at the table while she replied, "It...I don't know Frank...it's just wrong."
"Didn't it feel good to hold each other?" he pushed.
"Frank!" she exclaimed in a tense whisper while she glanced around to see if others could hear.
"Emily, I want to hold you again," he said and took her soft hand in his.
"Frank...John and Sylvia...they were...and they were...you know...doing it. Having an affair," she replied now showing distress.
The older man let the silence settle around them for several seconds before he responded, "Emily, I gave my wife permission...permission to explore and experience things. John is not threatening to our relationship. Do you understand what I'm saying?" he explained in his best soothing voice.
"I...I...I really don't know what to say," she answered.
Even though Emily had suspected that there was something going on in the relationship between the older couple, she thought that he must have been at least a little upset by his wife's actions. After all, the young wife caught her brazenly sucking the penis of another man just a few feet away. However, his words were an admission, which required her to reconsider the dynamics. As her mind reeled with the new information, she recalled her own actions with Carlos and his friends and knew that any judgment from her would be very hypocritical.
"First, I would hope you don't think badly of us. That would make me quite sad. Also, I was serious about how special you felt in my arms," he told her.
"I...I don't think badly...it's really not my place," she replied.
"Good. Emily, I know I unloaded a lot on you. Why don't we call it a day?" he suggested, seeing how her mind was consumed with processing the message.
"Yes...yes," she responded.
He walked her slowly to her car and they chatted for a few minutes before he decided to make another push that he hoped would leave a good impression.
"Emily, I'd like to kiss you," he stated.
"Uhhh...well..." she started to reply, but he was already taking her into his arms.
She let his lips find hers and slowly the kiss became more complete until they locked into a mutual, passionate embrace. When she moved her arm around his neck, Frank knew that he had crossed a threshold and was further pleased when she began emitting soft whimpers. When they broke, he gave her a final peck on the cheek, then turned and left. Suddenly aware of her surroundings, the young wife realized she had just shared an intimate moment in the bright sunlight of the open parking lot. All the way home, she thought about the kiss, and although she knew it was wrong, it had not been unpleasant.
The following Tuesday, glancing at her phone after hearing it beep, she read the message from her husband's boss, "Emily, if I invite John to dinner Saturday will you come?"
"Everything okay?" Janice asked her as she drove them towards their next appointment.
"Yes, fine," she quickly replied.
Even though her supervisor knew she was lying, she didn't press, but she wasn't surprised when her assistant asked her an odd question, just minutes later.
"Janice, have you ever heard of couples that have sex with others and know about it?" she asked.
"Yeah, they're called swingers," she laughed.
Emily expected her response and undeterred, asked, "What...what do you think...I mean why do they do it?"
"To fuck...for the sex...they horny," she answered, laughing again.
"Okay...thanks," the young wife responded with a shake of her head, unable to hide her exasperation at the older woman's words.
"Why, girl?" she probed.
"Nothing, just asking," she tried to answer evasively.
"No...uh uh...you tell old Janice what's going on," the black woman demanded.
With a sigh, Emily explained the meetings she had with her husband's boss and his admission that their marriage was open. She ended by telling her about the text she received, wanting her to commit to dinner.
"Well?" she asked when she didn't receive an immediate response.
"Girl, he's asking you to fuck," she stated.
"I don't think so..." she started before the black woman cut her off.
"Bullshit! You been meeting him on the sly and he talks sweet to you. Now you get this? Girl, he's been seducing you," she declared.
Instantly, she knew the older woman's words were true, and in fact, she realized she always knew what was taking place, which left her feeling quite guilty. However, there was something else that she couldn't deny. She enjoyed the meetings and Frank's pursuit, which left her pondering her virtue.
"God, it's so confusing," she cried out in frustration.
"Nonsense! Do you want to fuck him or not? That's the only question! Let me remind you that you've already spread your legs for a couple brothers, so you ain't no saint," she stated harshly.
"Thanks. You make me feel so good," Emily answered sarcastically.
"Now look. Your husband already given you permission. Hell, he pushed you! You want it or not?" she followed.
There was a silence in the car before the young wife finally replied, "It all feels to close. Like, it's claustrophobic."
Janice pulled the car onto the shoulder of the highway, and then looked towards her charge, "It's simple. Yes or no? Type one or the other. Either you go with it or not."
The two women locked eyes for several seconds, and then Emily slowly lifted her phone. After several seconds, she turned the screen towards the black woman who read the message. She fought back a smile as she turned and pulled the car back onto the road. Throughout her life, she had viewed the events she had dealt with as part of her circumstances, and that in some ways she was a victim. Now, watching the beautiful, educated, and privileged girl's reactions, she realized there was very little difference between them. Deep down, they were both just horny sluts.
Sylvia was giddy when her husband told her about Emily's reply. She had missed John, as he had gotten under her skin, and very much wanted her boy toy back. She had taken the young wife's reply as an acceptance of the situation, and even though her husband might still have to work for it, she was hopeful she would get John immediately.
When her husband arrived home that evening, she could tell he was very nervous, and although she knew the source of his discomfort, she remained silent. In a way, it was fun watching him squirm, which only became more pronounced as the evening wore on.
"Uhhhh...honey...ummm..." he started then, then stopped.
"Yes?" she asked, looking up from her book.
"Uhhh...well...we've been asked to dinner. At John and Sylvia's," he forced out.
"Oh..." she replied, deciding to make him work for it.
"Yes...mmmm...what do you think?" he asked.
"What do you think?" she fired back.
What Emily didn't know was that Frank had explained the situation in detail to the young husband. He had told him about their meetings for coffee and even the deep kiss they had shared, and he told him about the text exchange that very afternoon. John had been shocked, and at first defensive, but when he dangled the opportunity to rekindle his relationship with Sylvia, he started to soften. Much like Emily, after contemplating things, he had decided to go forward even though his mind was in some turmoil. Still, he was nervous about asking her, not out of fear of her anger, but for what it signified for them. He sensed by her manner that she was toying with him, although a piece of him wanted to hear her sincerely decline the invitation.



"I don't want you to feel forced or uncomfortable, so if you don't want to, I completely understand," he said.
"But...you want to," she said.
"Well, he is my boss," he responded.
"Are you going to fool around with Sylvia?" she asked boldly.
Even after her conversation with Janice and her own contemplation, she wasn't completely sure about what she wanted, and now faced with it, some possessiveness was kicking in. A part of her held out hope that she could maintain control over her husband and herself, and they would escape the evening unscathed.
"No...no, of course not," her husband replied as his faced reddened.
"Okay then," she answered, and returned to her book.
John fought back the urge to challenge her on the surreptitious meetings and the illicit kiss; all that had occurred after the fateful evening, and like his wife, while curious, he thought that he could maintain control.
As Emily was in the bathroom preparing, she glanced at her phone for at least the tenth time and read the messages she had received from Frank asking what she was planning to wear. They had started Thursday and continued as late as that very morning, but she had ignored them all. Still, she knew he had at least partly achieved his goal, as she wore a sexy knee-length cocktail drive cut low enough to provide a tease.
"Come in...come in," their host said, with his wife right behind.
Together, they walked to the bar where champagne was waiting on ice. After a quick toast, they began chatting as if the previous episode had never occurred. Both Emily and John found it surreal, although they were thankful to avoid any awkwardness, and within minutes any lingering thoughts had departed. When they emptied the first bottle, another quickly appeared, so by the time they were ready for dinner, everyone was buzzing. It was a good meal, and as soon as it ended, they moved back to the bar.
"Should we go to the lake?" Frank asked.
Emily had wondered when and how the subject would arise, but she had expected something softer, which left her a tad disappointed by his brusque approach.
"Uh...no, Frank. Don't think so," she stated.
"I know...I know...husband with wives," he quickly replied.
To the young wife, it was the right answer, even though she was still suspicious. She looked at her husband, and with a shrug, she acknowledged her acceptance.
"There ya go!" their host said, happy to get agreement.
Soon, they were in the same spot, but this time John and Emily shared a glider while their hosts occupied the other. Like before, it was a cool evening and they quickly pulled the heavy blanket over them. Emily snuggled close to her husband, happy with the way the evening was progressing. She had faced her fears and maintained control, and was now thinking about how she would be able to tell Janice that her sordid predictions were wrong.
"I love you," John whispered which sent goosebumps through her body.
She leaned her head up and licked his ear and then kissed his neck in the way that she knew he liked. His arm, wrapped around her waist, pulled her closer and as he turned to find her lips, she felt his other hand land on her thigh. To her, this was a sexually aggressive situation she could accept. Even though others were nearby, it was husband and wife involved in intimate foreplay.
"Mmmm..." she moaned when the kiss ended.
For the next few minutes, they continued their play oblivious to the presence of the other couple. It was only when the sound of groans and whimpers began to fill the night air that their attention turned to Frank and Sylvia.
"They must be having fun," John giggled.
"Aren't you?" his wife asked, in a way that sounded like an invitation.
Without responding, and as the sounds of the others continued, he began to get more aggressive. His hands roamed her body, even gently massaging her breasts through the dress, and her lack of protest encouraged him. With one hand beneath her skirt, almost to her rear, his other went to the zipper of the dress and slowly he made it descend. As soon as it was down, she helped him pull the straps from her shoulders, and instantly his hands found her bare breasts.
"You are so beautiful," he whispered.
"Do you like this?" she asked, seeking verbal assurance.
"Hell, yes!" he answered instantly.
By the time her husband's lips moved to her nipples, Emily could feel a dull throbbing between her legs. She fought back her whimpers, as she was still reluctant to tell the other couple where she was, but there was no question she was excited.
"Let me take it off," her husband said, referring to her dress.
"Are you sure?" she asked, as a ping of nervousness hit.
"Yes," he answered, and when he started tugging, she raised her hips so he could move it.
Seconds later, it was over her head and off, and now the young wife was naked, save for her tiny thong, just feet away from the others. Like previous times, her mind shot to the decadent sex she had experienced with the black men, but this time, with her husband, it felt almost innocent. John pushed on his wife's shoulders hoping to get her onto her back so he could taste her sweet pussy. However, she stopped him and instead directed him backward, and seconds later her hands were working on his pants.
"Uggghhhhh..." he groaned, loud enough for the others to hear when his wife's mouth inhaled his stiff dick.
She was between his legs with her body covered by the blanket. Only her head emerged from the covering, which was now slowly rising and falling as she took him orally. Oral sex from Emily was a rare treat, so he savored the moment, especially given the sexually charged surroundings. He could still hear Sylvia's sounds, which made him remember their intimate sessions, and a twinge of guilt momentarily interrupted the tingling in his balls.
"Do you like it?" Emily asked, looking up with a naughty smile.
"Yes," he replied and used his hand to move her back.
This time, she rose onto her knees and began taking him faster. It was a magical feeling and with a deep sigh he let his head fall back and his eyes close. The young husband reveled in the wonderful feeling as he started to feel his balls tighten in the way that signaled he was close to release. Suddenly, he sensed something amiss, and when he opened his eyes, he saw Frank standing alongside Sylvia, wrapped by a blanket, staring down into their glider. Instantly, all thoughts of orgasm vanished, and he became terrified about his wife's reaction.
"Damn, that looks nice," their host said.
"Shit, Frank," John replied, and the exchange made Emily stop and look.
"Frank, go back. You promised," she cried out as she hid under the blanket.
"We just want to watch...come on Emily. You were doing great," Sylvia laughed.
"John..." the young wife whined, signaling for him to do something.
After another quick look around the scene, he did do something, although it wasn't what his wife expected. He reached beneath the blanket and tugged on his wife's shoulders clearly indicating his intent. It took several attempts, but finally, her head emerged, and she looked around nervously. Once again, the young husband guided her with his hands until she was staring at his erection. The couple stared at each other for several seconds, and then very slowly Emily moved the last few inches and licked his shaft with her tongue.
"That a girl!" Frank called out.
His words caused her to pause, just for a moment, and then she returned to her licking, that over the next minute increased in intensity. Suddenly, her mouth covered her husband's crown and then she lowered, taking several inches, and making his back arch. Now, it seemed the young wife was on a mission, as she rapidly bobbed her head and ignored everything else. She had her eyes squeezed shut, and as she moved the blanket worked off her shoulders until her lovely breasts came into view.
John watched his boss inch forward, reach out with his hand and slowly lift the blanket off her legs. Whether she was aware or not, Emily made no move to stop him, and seconds later Frank's hand found her leg.
"Uhhh...no..." she let out, stopping her efforts.
John's hand, still on the back of her head, pulled her back while he said, "Don't stop."
"John..." she whimpered.
"It's okay," he replied and tugged again.
With a last look, she took him in her mouth again, and Frank's hand started to slowly stroke her soft flesh. He moved over each leg in a slow sensual way until he was caressing her firm ass. Then, he started massaging the inside of her thighs and with each movement, the top of his hand would gently rub the young wife thong covered mound. It provided her a deliciously naughty feeling that both aroused and embarrassed her as she knew she was now practically dripping.
"Mmmmm..." she heard her husband moan, and looking up she could see that the older woman was toying with his nipples.
A wave of jealousy swept over her, but her husband's guiding hand and Frank's ministrations kept her under control. Seconds later, when she felt her host toying with the edge of her thong, she knew what was coming next, but when his fingers found her soaked slit, she was unable to hold back.
"Mmmm...mmmm..." she whined around her husband's dick.
Her sudden sounds made John look and seeing the motion of the older man's hand, he knew what was happening. He felt more arousal than jealousy, although when his eyes landed on Frank's heavy cock, larger than his own, he wondered where it would all end.
"This is so hot," Sylvia whispered, and then started to giggle.
She lowered her body to dangle a breast into John's face and he immediately took a nipple into his mouth. At first, he worried about how Emily would react, but when he looked at her, he could see she was now clearly moving her ass in response to the fingering she was receiving from Frank. Moans and whimpers escaped her mouth. However, they were nothing compared to what happened just seconds later.
"Uhhhh...uhhhh...uhhhh...ohhhh..." his wife let out.
He couldn't tell for sure what had caused the reaction, but seeing the sawing motion of the older man's arm, he suspected he now had one or more fingers buried deep in his wife's pussy. It was indeed the case, and it wasn't long before his wife's efforts on his dick started to wane. The sounds coming from her indicated she loved the attention, and soon it was clear she was going to climax.
"Ohhhh...ohhh...ohhh...mmmm...ugghhhh..." she moaned as she let go.
Her mouth had completely left John's shaft which left him as a spectator to the orgasm she was receiving through the attention of another man. Near the end, her body began to writhe and the movement of her head caused her dark hair to sweep like a broom across his groin.
"No more...no more..." she finally called out to stop Frank's plunging fingers.
The older man did as she requested, but rather than leave her be, he quickly wrapped her in the blanket, and then lifted her into his arms and disappeared.
"Finally," the older woman declared and climbed onto John's body.
Her hand found his hard dick and with just a few quick moved she had it buried in her pussy. She started to ride him, and letting her chest fall into his, she covered them with the blanket.
"Damn, Sylvia...what happened?" the young husband asked.
"Ssshhhh...did you miss me?" she asked, and before he could answer, she added, "Don't worry...he'll treat her good."
They stayed connected for several more minutes, but the older woman could tell her young lover's mind was thinking about his wife.
"Maybe, I should check on her," he said, then quickly added, "Where did they go?"
"They're inside," she replied, then continued with a giggle, "Let's go see."
Sylvia thought it very likely her husband was already pounding the young wife senseless and hoped a quick look would satisfy him. Together, they made their way to the backdoor in the cool night air and entered the house. Even though it was quiet, the older woman knew where she would find her husband. He had a special upstairs bedroom he used for all his conquests, and sure enough, as they climbed the stairs, they began to hear the sounds. At first, they were indistinguishable, but when they reached the landing the squeaking bedsprings and gasps of pleasure in Emily's voice made it clear that Frank had his cock in her. Sylvia led her lover towards the open door but held on tightly in case he lost his cool.
When the bed came into view, they could see the couple on top of the covers with the older man taking her in the missionary position. Raised over her and looking down into her face, his athletic hips moved with a deliberate force that drove the full length on his large shaft into her with each thrust. The look on his wife's face mesmerized John, as he watched her stare up at her new lover with a submissive expression. This, along with the whimpers of passion that escaped her mouth left no doubt about her involvement. Emily had her legs lifted so that her feet were resting on his ass, and with each thrust, they bounced several inches into the air. One hand clutched a bicep while the other held onto the back of his neck, and John shuddered when he realized he was witnessing his wife's complete surrender.
"Come on baby," Sylvia whispered and pulled on his hand.
She was happy to see that with just a little more prodding he allowed her to lead him to the master bedroom. She was thrilled to have him back to the spot where they had shared so many pleasant moments, but she knew his mind was in turmoil, so she tried to take him in a direction that would clear his mind.
"Take my ass, baby. Do it now. I don't want to wait," she declared.
Her instincts were correct, and her demand registered instantly in the young man's churning psyche. Without speaking, he quickly stripped then jumped onto the bed and flipped his mistress onto her knees. The strange look in his eyes frightened the older woman but also excited her, and she was practically shaking when she felt the head of his dick probing her opening.
"Start slow, baby," she asked, knowing she wasn't prepared.
"Hush," John demanded.
"Easy..." she started, but suddenly a burning sensation coursed through her body as he rammed forward, "Uhhhhh...slow...uhhhhh..."
He had driven in several inches and now pulled out then thrust again gaining another inch. Twice more he did the same, while Sylvia cried out in pain and excitement before he had her open enough that he could create a rhythm. Now, with his hands on her hips, he started a rapid movement and listened as his lover's pleas became whimpers of joy.
"Oh, John...it's been too long..." she moaned.
"You like this don't you," he pushed.
"Yes, oh yes...don't stop. It feels so good," she whined with her head buried into a pillow.
Her words were what he needed to hear to overcome the bruise to his ego of seeing Emily with Frank. It made him feel better to be bedding the man's wife and making her moan in pleasure. Still, he couldn't completely rid his mind of the vision of his wife so completely giving herself to the older man. Especially, since he knew that Frank's cock was reaching places he had never been.
For some reason, the more he dwelt on Emily and Frank, the more aggressive he became with the mature woman. He started to thrust into her as hard as he could, forcing squeals from her mouth and one hand snaked beneath her and began to roughly twist and pull her nipples. Sylvia had always liked it when he was aggressive and never tried to stop him, but now, between her squeals, she started to plead with him to ease up, and one of her hands reached back in a vain attempt to slow him.
"Not so hard...easy...go easy..." she whimpered without result.
Completely consumed, John didn't notice the shadow cross the room. Frank and Emily, still naked, stood at the door and silently witnessed the spectacle. Frank had taken Emily to one big orgasm while she pawed at him, and then made her release in a smaller one when his throbbing cock released his semen deep within her womb. After a panting recovery, where their sweaty bodies writhed together, they had decided to check on their spouses. They had not expected to find the scene before them, and while Emily looked on in shock, Frank smiled as he thought about his wife reaping what she had sowed. He knew he would have great fun with her tomorrow, teasing her about her student taking charge.
"Fuck yes...fuck yes..." John repeated over and over, and then with a quick motion, he grabbed onto her hair and pulled her head from the bed causing her back to arch and her hands to rise as if she were trying to pray.
"No...ughh...ughhh...mmm...ughhh..." Sylvia started to pant, but her sounds quickly morphed into gurgling noises.
Emily thought she might be in distress, but Frank sensed what was taking place and held her back. Seconds later, her body started to spasm and a high-pitched squeal filled the room.
"Ayyyyyeeeeeeee...ohhhhhhhhhh...fuuuccckkk..." she screamed.
Her body contorted so violently that John could no longer hold her up, and she fell forward with her young lover following her down.
Frank realized he had just witnessed his wife having a massive orgasm, one of the biggest he had seen her experience, but rather than jealousy, he felt arousal and his flaccid cock begin to stir. John had continued his relentless pistoning into the older woman's ass, who now seemed totally out of it. Now, it was Frank's turn to desire something after seeing his wife taken, and he gently began to position his young lover. With his hands on her shoulders, Emily knew what he wanted, and without hesitation, she dropped to her knees. She was excited to see up close the tool that had brought her so much pleasure and she quickly had her tongue out, licking his shaft and tasting the remnant of their mating.
Frank thought the evening could not possibly be going any better. He had a beautiful young woman eagerly licking his cock and balls while he watched his loving wife getting reamed by the young man. He wanted to stay until he saw John explode into her ass, and then he planned to take his new mistress back upstairs where he would enjoy her until he passed out.
His cock had just reached full mast from the combined efforts of the show he was watching and Emily's attention when John began showing the telltale signs of impending climax. Less than a minute later, in a series of awkward thrusts and deep grunts, the young man released his semen. Sylvia, thoroughly satiated, never stirred, and after several deep breaths, her lover collapsed onto her back. With his head turned towards the open door, it was then he spotted the couple and saw that his wife on her knees. He contemplated getting up, but exhausted from the physical and emotional exertions, he remained in Sylvia's snug ass. For a moment, the two men made eye contact, but it ended when he saw Frank lift his wife to her feet. Seconds later, they disappeared, and he knew that his wife would soon receive the older man's cock for a second time.
The washcloth Sylvia was using to clean his dick woke him from his slumber. Looking at her, he could see she had a dreamy look in her eyes, and after she returned from the bathroom, she threw the sheets back, climbed beneath them and beckoned John to move close. Once next to her, she snuggled against him and began to shower his face with kisses.
"I've never cum like that. You are so mine," she declared.
"I guess you liked it," he laughed.
"I did! Did you?" she asked, showing her needy side.
"Yeah, but I don't know what got into me," he replied.
"I do. You got super excited seeing your wife with Frank, so from now on we are going to watch them first," she giggled.
"Do you think she liked it?" the young husband asked.



"Mmmm...hmmm...Frank is very good," she answered and squeezed his dick.
"Should we...you know...check on them?" he asked.
"You can have a look, but I think they're sleeping. You were out for almost an hour after I woke up," she replied.
"Okay," John said and got out of the bed.
He stopped to put on his boxers, then climbed the stairs to the bedroom and gently opened the closed door. The couple were underneath a comforter, cuddled closely, with Emily's back pressed firmly against his chest. As Sylvia had suspected, they were sleeping, so John quietly closed the door and returned to the older woman.
"They're asleep," he confirmed.
"Good! Now, come back here," she said and lifted the covers.
He scooted in and they ended up facing each other. She kissed him several times, then looked into his eyes and spoke.
"We want to do this a lot," she said.
"I...I'm not sure about Emily," he answered.
"She'll want to if you tell her it's okay," she replied, and after a pause added, "Tell her it's okay."
"I will," he replied, although his mind was in turmoil.
"Good, now fuck me," she demanded.
John followed her instructions and they both reached a satisfying but subdued, orgasm. After a few minutes of recovery, he announced to her that it was time to go.
"I better collect Emily so we can leave," he stated.
"Stay the night," she suggested.
"I think it would be better on Emily if she woke in her bed," he countered, and his words brought a knowing nod from the older woman.
Together, they climbed the stairs and knocked lightly on the door.
"Yes?" Frank called out.
Opening the door a few inches, John looked in and said, "Emily, I think it's time to go."
There was some stirring in the bed and a brief whispered conversation before his wife replied, "My things are by the lake."
"Okay, I'll get them," he said and closed the door.
Sylvia grabbed her robe as they passed the bedroom and they walked out to the gliders where they located his wife's dress. They returned quickly and found the door fully open with Emily on her back on top of the covers in her thong. Frank was by her side, still naked, and his large hand was slowly massaging her flat tummy. He handed her the dress and she stood and pulled it over her head. Then, with surprisingly simple good-byes, the couple was out the door and in their car. They traded several glances as if probing for each other's thoughts but remained silent during the drive.
Emily rushed straight to the bathroom as soon as the door opened. Like her times with Carlos, she could feel the sticky semen between her legs as her body slowly oozed its contents. After dabbing with a wad of tissue to clean up the mess, she lifted her head and gazed at her reflection in the mirror. A strange mixture of feelings coursed through her body as she came face-to-face with her adultery. So much had changed in her life in such a short period of time, and although she wanted to blame it on their move south, she knew it would be a lie.
There were other things in play, too, not the least of which was plain old opportunity. Up north, surrounded by friends and family, they had lived a privileged, insular existence. Sure, she had received unwanted attention at times, even by some of their close acquaintances, but in that world, it had seemed easier to ignore the advances. Now, living by themselves, separated from the traditional structure and with a different set of rules, there was nothing to lean on. Hell, even her husband had acted as an instigator.
Then, there was her own reaction, as no matter how much she wanted to play the victim, she couldn't get over the sensations she experienced. The orgasms had been deep, powerful, and entirely devoid of love. It was so counter to all her previous notions of sex that she felt bewildered and concerned. The concept that fulfilling sex only existed as a shared intimacy between committed couples lay shattered like glass on concrete, as her multiple lovers had taken her to places she didn't know existed. Both individually and collectively, her experiences caused a frightening questioning of her values.
"Honey, open up," John said softly while lightly tapping on the door.
Her husband's voice ended her moment of reflection, and after tossing the tissue into the toilet, she opened the door a sliver and said, "I'm going to take a shower."
"Emily, let me in," he replied and pushed on the door as she backed away.
John's eyes roamed his wife's body, still clothed in her dress, which made her shudder. There was a strange look in his eyes, unlike anything she had ever seen, and she cringed, expecting the worst. However, rather than verbally reproach her, or worse, he looped his arm around her waist and pulled her tightly to him. Instantly, his lips went to hers, and although still unsure of things, she accepted the kiss.
At the house, his thoughts had often gone to his wife, but the hostess had kept him busy so he couldn't dwell on the subject. Now, released from that distraction, his mind filled with memories of her actions and responses. For some reason he didn't entirely understand, it had excited him immensely, and those feelings now propelled him to want her beneath him.
"I need to shower," Emily whispered when the kiss ended, sensing his intent.
"Later, let's go to bed," he replied.
Although she didn't feel clean, the young wife allowed her husband to lead her to their bed, and with no foreplay, John positioned himself between his slender wife's legs.
"Mmmm...you are so incredible," he groaned as his dick slid inside. Then, remembering Sylvia's counsel, he said, "We did it together, so it's okay. And, I love you."
Her husband's words had an immediate effect on the young wife. A wave of relief swept through her, and she suddenly found her voice.
"Are you sure? John, I don't know...I'm so confused," she gasped.
"I'm sure, we did it together, honey," he said again, then added, "Don't be upset, okay?'
"Okay..." she let out in a soft squeak.
John had started out with a slow, gentle motion, planning to make love to his wife in a caring way. However, with each stroke, his mind returned to the house and the vision of her with Frank. It caused his movements to increase in speed and force, and it took Emily's loud grunting to make him aware of his aggressive state.
"John...easy..." his wife whimpered.
Her words made him slow for a bit, but the image returned, and now he felt the same surge of energy as he did when he took Sylvia earlier. He moved powerfully into his wife, and took her wrists in his hands and pushed them over her head.
"Don't...don't hurt me," she whined.
The sounds of slapping flesh, his grunts of exertions and his wife's whimpers merged and filled the room. Something primal was happening in his head that he didn't understand, but at that moment, all that he wanted was to fill his wife with his seed.
"You're mine...you're mine..." he grunted in time to his full thrusts, then added, "No matter he fucked you, you're mine."
"Yes...yes...yes, baby...I'm yours..." Emily cried out.
His words had struck a chord in her psyche, and at that moment, she had a deep desire to be a totally giving wife. In addition, a tingling sensation began that fired between her pussy and nipples that made her hips thrust to meet her husband's motions. For a second, she thought she might be close to an orgasm, but the cries now coming from her husband let her know he wouldn't last long enough.
"Oh shit...fuck...oh damn...shit..." John grunted as he slammed his pelvis into hers.
Completely spent, the young husband collapsed onto his wife. Together, they gasped for air while Emily's hand slowly stroked her husband's hair. It had been a bizarre night, and a strange ending, but John had made her feel desired, which had been a big concern.
"Where have you been?" Emily asked her husband when he came into the house.
It was almost eight in the evening on the following Wednesday, and well past the time he normally came home. She had tried to call him several times, and when it rolled to voicemail, her mind filled with thoughts of him with Sylvia.
"I'm sorry, I went shopping," he answered with a big smile.
"For what?" she asked, with the look on his face showing some promise.
"A couple things," he replied and took the bag from behind his back.
Like a magician with a hat, he slowly pulled out a small article that Emily soon realized was a negligee. It was emerald green, her favorite color, but in his hand, she couldn't tell much else. Then, he revealed a small box, and once more he moved deliberately, to build suspense, as he opened it to reveal a lovely strand of pearls.
"Ahhhh..." she gasped when she saw them.
It wasn't the first set of pearls he had bought for her and he knew from experience that it was one of her favorite gifts. He was happy to see the childlike smile come to her face.
"Why...?" she started, but he cut her off.
"Just because," he interjected, then added, "Why don't you try them on."
Emily accepted the gifts from his outstretched hand and quickly disappeared into the bedroom. A few minutes later, she was back, demurely smiling as she walked sensually up to him in the teddy with the pearls nestled softly between her breasts. John was pleased to see that her small nipples and vulva were discernible through the gauzy material.
"You look amazing," he whispered, as he took her into his arms.
"How amazing?" she giggled.
"Totally...completely..." he responded as his hand squeezed her ass.
Sylvia had been the impetus for the purchases, as she texted him that day to remind him to be positive and supportive. So, after work, he had bolted for the stores, spending several hours mulling over what to get.
"I made dinner," she said in a little girl's voice.
"Good, I'm starved," he replied.
"Okay, I'll get it for you. Let me change," she said.
"No, honey...don't change," he pleaded.
With an impish smile, she pivoted and went to the kitchen. Just a few minutes later, she was back with a plate of food that she set before him, but when she tried to move away, he pulled her into his lap. She fed him while his hands roamed her body, and it wasn't long before they were both worked up. Leaving the dining table, they made for the sofa where their fondling became more intense. While they kissed, John let his hand tease her nipples and pussy through the material of the teddy. It wasn't long before his lovely wife was moaning into their connected mouths while her body writhed in response.
"Let's go to bed," she whispered when they broke.
"Uh uh...right here," her husband replied.
His hand had slipped beneath the garment and was fondling her ass. Slowly, while never stopping his stroking, he worked around her body until he arrived at her wet opening. He smiled at her, making her blush, as he coated his fingers with her juices, and then pushed a finger deep inside.
"Uhhhh...mmmm..." she moaned and pulled his head to her breasts.
With his head bent low, he licked and kissed the exposed parts of her breasts. He was running his tongue down her cleavage when he spotted the fading remnant of a love bite that his boss had left. It brought the memories rushing back, and once again he felt the urge to take his wife powerfully. In a swift move, he flipped her onto her back, dropped his pants, and while pulling the material covering her pussy aside, he lined up and pushed inside.
"Oh, John...ohhhh," Emily moaned.
"Yeah...yeah..." he forced out, as he took her with deep thrusts.
The young wife recognized the fire in his eyes. It was the second time in the span of just a few days that he had acted this way, and she knew he was likely still stimulated by the events of the past weekend. It was very different than their normal lovemaking, more taking than giving, but she couldn't deny that it excited her in a strange way.
"Is this how you want me?" she gasped between his thrusts.
Emily hadn't even thought about her words before she said them, but now realized that they were in a way an act of submission.
"Yes..." her husband responded, taking her hands, and pushing them over her head once more.
Emily and Frank met often, usually with their spouses, although occasionally they would sneak away. These solo sessions usually proved more sexually powerful, and at first, it caused the young wife some distress. However, as she allowed her mind to open and accept all she had experienced outside her marriage she realized that deep inside she harbored a naughty streak. The conservative world she came from had kept it hidden, but circumstances and Frank's relentless pursuit had allowed it to emerge. Now, when she was with her lover, she had no guilt and they typically experienced explosive sex. Frank was thrilled to see her passion freed and before long he declared their sex the best he had ever experienced.
Fortunately for John, his wife's newfound sexual freedom carried over to their bedroom. They were making love at least four times a week, and with the demands of Sylvia added in, the young husband stayed satiated most of the time.
"When's your last day?" Janice asked as they drove to a home visit.
"The 22nd, in three weeks," Emily replied.
John's project had recently concluded and with the money he made, he felt he had achieved his goal. They had decided to return to the east coast, and she had put in her resignation.
"You still seeing your man?" the black woman asked, referring to Frank.
"Yes..." she blushed.
"You going to be able to let him go? I know you like the sex and I think he got in your heart, too," she said.
"I'll be okay," Emily responded, although the words made her feel a little sad.
"No more vacations to the islands?" she asked.
Janice was referring to a five-day trip the couples had made to the Caribbean several months prior. It had started as a normal vacation, but on the second day they had swapped partners and Emily had spent the remaining time as Frank's trophy wife. She hadn't seen her husband again until they were leaving for the airport.
"No, no more...just back to the cold north," she replied, forcing a laugh. Then, before the black woman could comment again, she added, "Besides, we want to start a family like I told you. So, it's a good time."
"When you going to start trying?" Janice asked with suspicion.
"I stopped the pill last month," Emily explained.
"While you still fucking your man?" she asked in a louder voice.
"He...he uses a condom now," she replied.
"Uh-huh...I bet he does..." the black woman responded.
Emily dropped John, Jr. off at his preschool, then drove her 4-year old daughter, Annette, to her best friend's home for a scheduled play day. It had been five years since they moved back to the east coast, and the memories of their time in the south faded more with each passing day. Now, she enjoyed the role of a stay at home mom, and with her husband back in the family business, they were financially unburdened.
Occasionally, her mind would drift to the adventures they had experienced, and depending on her mood, she would either smile or shudder. She had gone from shock to acceptance during those days as she experienced Carlos and then became Frank's lover. However, now back in the close family environment, she had returned to her conservative ways, although not completely. The encounters down south had put the couple's sexual interaction on a level that she had never expected. They were communicative, open, and often explorative with each other which kept the bedroom quite fun.
The one thing that weighed on her mind was her son, John Jr. She had cut things close with Frank, much too close really, and was happy when her son was born with her husband's features. However, every now and then, when she looked into the young child's eyes in a certain way, she wasn't completely sure.
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Trish, my wife of a dozen years, had just returned home from dropping our two kids at their grandparents when the temperature started to drop. The forecast called for a deep cold snap and we planned to enjoy it by spending our time with a glass of wine by the warm fire before moving to the bedroom.
"Wine!" she called out from down the hall as she changed.
A few minutes later, she appeared in a flannel pajama set, looking decidedly unsexy, but comfortable. She reached for the glass, but I avoided her hand, gripped her arm, and pulled her to me.
"Cost you a kiss," I said.
"That's all?" she answered with a giggle and then planted her juicy lips on mine.
At thirty-seven-year-old, Trish was still a very desirable woman. Her body had remained trim despite bearing children and she was quite proud she could say she had only gained five pounds since her college cheerleader days. At 5'7" tall, she had a naturally slender body that she kept toned through a strict workout schedule. She had auburn hair with green eyes and when she smiled cute dimples formed that gave her a child-like appearance. Up top, she had c-cup breasts that had held up well despite nursing our children. Her physical attributes matched her style and positive attitude which made me just as enamored with her as I had been when we first began dating.
Our kiss lingered and I had just pulled her tighter when suddenly the room filled with the piercing sound of the phone ringing.
"Shit," I declared and reluctantly let her go.
Trish was closer, so she lifted the receiver and by the interaction, I could tell she was familiar with the caller. Soon, by the subject matter they were discussing, I guessed it was her friend Gayle from church. You see, church was very much a part of my wife's life, something she inherited from her parents. I held ambivalent views that had initially caused some issues, although over time we had reached a mutual understanding. It meant I didn't challenge her faith or attempt to intervene regarding the kids and she would reluctantly accept me. Fortunately, she didn't wear her views on her sleeve and if you didn't know her well, you would have no idea about her commitment. Also, she didn't bring any baggage into the bedroom where she could often be an intensely passionate lover.
As the call progressed, I realized they were discussing a group of homeless individuals the church had tried to help. I held pointed views on the subject, feeling it was a complete waste of time and potentially dangerous, but Trish ignored my concerns and worked as part of the team. I knew Gayle was one of the organizers and her call was likely bad news for our planned evening.
"You don't think all the stuff...the blankets and things are enough?" I heard my wife ask.
For almost a minute, she remained silent as she listened to her friend before speaking, "I guess...I mean if you think we should."
Shortly after, the call ended and with a worried look, Trish turned my way and said, "Gayle thinks we should go check on them. You know...because it's going to be so cold. It won't take long, I promise."
Struggling to hide my annoyance, I replied, "They have been in colder weather than this and besides, what are you going to do? Give them more free stuff that they can sell for booze and drugs?"
"Do you have a heart?" she asked after a short pause, providing her standard response when logic escaped her.
"You're not going out there after dark. No way," I declared.
"Peter is coming and you can..." she began.
"I'm not going out in the cold for them," I interjected, guessing her intent.
Peter was Gayle's husband and part of the church group as well. I knew from past encounters that he had a slight build and a weak demeanor, so he would likely be useless in any physical confrontation, but I had already reached my frustration limit and rather than argue, I moved to the TV. Trish ignored me as she prepared and twenty minutes later after a message arrived on her phone, I heard the door open.
"Stop," I yelled out and jumped from my seat. Striding to the door, I found her standing in opening looking very nervous. With a deep breath, I told her, "You're not going there without me. Not with just that pussy Peter as protection."
Trish's expression slowly morphed into a tiny smile that gave me hope for some positive payback later. She waived at the couple to wait and then closed the door as I went to change. When I returned, we approached the couple's vehicle, but seeing they were driving a Prius, and having no desire to force myself into the small backseat, I told Trish we would follow them in our SUV. Little did I know it would turn out to be a decision that would haunt me later.
We drove the distance mostly in silence as Trish knew there was little upside in engaging me in the group's plight. Slowly, the fashionable neighborhoods turned into less affluent areas followed by retail and light industrial sectors until I spotted the elevated expressway that marked the location of the encampment. The road traveled off-grade for about eight blocks and on one end I could see a collection of small tents and hung tarps. A fire burned in a barrel causing light to dance off the colorful tents making it appear almost like a party. We followed the small car to the curb and then disembarked into the frigid air.
"Everything looks good to me," I declared, which brought looks of scorn from the others.
"You can wait in the car," Trish said, and deciding it indeed made sense, I nodded and turned away.
From the warmth of the vehicle, I watched as they approached the tents noting that the only sign of people was one man standing next to the fire. The trio disappeared into the camp, causing the hair to stand on my neck, and I counted the minutes as I waited. When ten minutes had elapsed, I was just about to go searching when I saw them appear along with two forms. One I was certain was a man based on his height and physique, but the other was harder to determine. They stood not too far from the fire barrel and talked for several minutes before my wife left the group and headed my way.
"What?" I asked when she entered the SUV knowing instinctively there was a message and it wasn't good.
"We're worried about those two men. They have nothing to stay warm and it's really cold," she explained.
"Can't they share with the others?" I asked.
"It doesn't work that way," she answered, clearly missing the irony of her response.
"So, we have to go to the store and buy them stuff?" I asked, sensing the message.
She looked at me without speaking for several seconds and then with slow measured words said, "Gayle..and Peter...they're thinking it would be best...if we take them in for the night. One with them and one with us."
"You've lost your fucking mind. I've let this silliness go on, but no more. I'm not taking some dirty vagrant into our home and you are done with this stupid crap," I responded angrily.
For a moment, a look of anger crossed her face that was so intense that I thought she might jump across the console and maul me as I sat behind the wheel. I had never seen the look and it frightened me while also preparing me for the reply I was about to receive.
"Don't you ever tell me what I can do. Never!" she said and paused, but any hope I had that it was over was fleeting as she was just beginning, "I knew you'd say that. You have never understood. You're so certain you're right...so certain you understand everything, but let me tell you something, you don't know a thing. For once act with your heart, not your thick head. Trust me, you're not nearly as smart as you think you are."
I had never received a dressing down by Trish in that way, so it startled me, but I still couldn't accept the plan and answered, "I don't want them in our home."
Another pause ensued, and then she said, "Fine, I'll get a hotel room."
I wasn't entirely sure how to take her message, but thinking there must be other alternatives, I asked, "Aren't there any shelters?"
"They're full," she replied, and then added, "Gayle checked."
"Why doesn't the church take them in?" I probed.
"It's too late to arrange," she replied.
"Fine then...we'll help one guy find a hotel room and pay for it," I conceded.
Trish let out a deep breath, gave me a quick nod and then returned to the others. They talked for a few more minutes and then I watched as the group split with the smaller man following Gayle and Peter while the tall man accompanied my wife.
"This is Jerry," she said when they entered the vehicle, and then followed with, "Jerry, this is my husband, Dan."
"Hello," I said and received a nod in return.
Within seconds, a smell of body odor mixed with cigarette smoke assaulted my senses. It was strong and I could only guess how unpleasant it would be during summer temperatures.
"Jerry said to go to the light and make a right. There's a motel a few blocks down the street," my wife explained.
I dutifully followed her directions and it wasn't long before the worn neon sign of a run-down motel came into view. I pulled up close to the entrance and quickly both Trish and Jerry got out. However, they were back in less than a minute and my wife's face showed clear disappointment.
"No rooms," she announced.
"Well, where to next," I asked, trying to sound upbeat as I realized I needed to recover from our recent exchange.
"Jerry?" my wife asked.
"There's a place on 16th street... not too far. It's not very nice," he answered in a deep drawl.
I headed towards the location he described and along the way wondered what it must look like if it failed to meet the standards of a homeless man. When we arrived, if anything, it was worse than my expectations. Indeed, it was so dilapidated that I wondered how it passed city ordinances. Like before, the duo left the vehicle but were back quickly.
"The door was locked and no one answered," Trish explained, although I wondered how hard they tried.
"What next?" I asked.
"Look, just go the intersection of MLK and the freeway. There are several places there," she suggested.
Trish was correct that there were several hotels at that location, three if my memory was correct, but they were legitimate business facilities and I wondered about the reception we would receive. Sure enough, the first place we tried stated flatly that they wouldn't provide the room to Jerry by himself regardless of who paid.
"I'm not staying and you're certainly not," I told her.
"I guess try the next," she sighed.
"Look, they'll all be the same and I'm tired. Let's just go home," I said, accepting defeat.
Instantly, a relieved look came to my wife's face, and she said, "Thanks... it's just one night."
We arrived at our house just after nine and awkwardly made our way inside with me helping Jerry cart his belongings. Trish, ever the hostess, showed him to the guest room and offered to wash all his things. I was surprised when he agreed without protest and equally impacted when he accepted the offer to shower. After showing him the location of things in the bathroom, she started a load of wash and joined me in the kitchen where I was pouring a drink.
"It won't be so bad," she said.
"Okay," I replied, and then remembering the sting of her words, I added, "I'm not heartless."
"Not always," she answered, taking the wine I had poured.
Jerry remained in the shower a long time which I assumed was a good thing and when he finally emerged, he was wearing a pair of my flannel pajama bottoms along with one of my t-shirts.
"Do you want something to eat or drink?" my wife asked.
"Vodka, if you have it," he responded in his heavy voice as he took a spot at the end of the couch.
"With what? Any food?" she clarified.
"Nothing...just vodka," he answered.
Trish wasn't gone long and when she returned, she held a highball glass that I could see held several inches of liquor. I could tell she was purposefully avoiding eye contact with me, no doubt worried, like me, about what a drunk homeless man might do.
A basketball game was just finishing on TV and he seemed happy to watch it and drink until it ended.
"I need a smoke," he declared and began to rise.
He disappeared down the hall but was soon back with a mangled cigarette between his fingers.
"Better go outside. Trish doesn't allow it in the house," I said when a lighter appeared in his other hand.
"It's cold... it will be okay," she declared.
The man quickly lit up and took a long drag, and as the smoke filled the room, I took a closer look at our overnight guest.
I guessed he was in his early forties, about 6'2" tall and no more than 150 pounds. He had graying hair that almost reached his shoulders, now fresh from his recent shower. He had a stubble beard which meant he occasionally shaved and there were no apparent tattoos on his body which I found somewhat strange. However, the most interesting element of his appearance was his deep-set eyes that indicated a life of struggle.
The cigarette was soon gone, but the foul stench lingered. Jerry returned to his spot on the couch and quickly emptied the remainder of his vodka and as soon as he set the empty glass on the coffee table, my wife rose to refill it.
I excused myself and met her in the kitchen where she was pouring the liquor and asked, "Is this smart? Feeding him vodka?"
"It's just one night. Let him enjoy it," she replied with pleading eyes.
"You owe me," I said.
"Not after your outburst," she countered, but I could tell by her look she wasn't completely mad.
We returned to our guest and settled in once more. Trish tried to engage him in a conversation and probe him on his past and family, but it took tremendous effort and finally she gave up.
"Do you have any paper... and a pencil?" the man suddenly asked.
"Sure," my wife happily answered, pleased that some interaction was occurring.
Without asking the reason, she left the room and was soon back with several sheets of printer paper and a freshly sharpened pencil. Jerry took a magazine from the table, placed the paper on top and began to use the pencil, but neither of us could see what he was doing. Instead, we focused on the TV, sipped our wine, and occasionally shot questioning glances at each other.
The minutes ticked by, and although intrigued by the man's action, I was growing tired and about to suggest bed, when he returned the magazine to the table and then handed Trish a sheet of paper. I watched as her eyes widened and a tiny gasp escaped her mouth as she looked it over. Then, she rose and came to me, handing me the sheet as she sat. Unsure what to expect, I was likewise surprised when I saw that the man had created a detailed sketch of my wife as she sat. Without question, it showed a very talented hand, with the only flaw I could detect being his widening of her pajama top.
"It's really good," I said sincerely as I looked first at Trish and then Jerry.
"It's amazing," my wife joined in.
Strangely, our newly discovered artist showed no outward response to the praise. Rather, it was if he fully expected to receive it.
"You've been trained... obviously," I said, now wanting the man to say something.
"Yes, lots of it..." he answered.
"Tell us about it. Where were you?" my wife probed.
"Mostly on the east coast... some in Europe..." he replied.
"When was that?" Trish asked, unhappy with his vague response.
"Years ago. I don't do much anymore...not much opportunity," he said.
"Well, you're very talented," she said as we saw his look become melancholy.
The room returned to silence with me taking frequent looks of the sketch in my hands. When Jerry finished his second glass of vodka, Trish refilled it once again along with ours. She returned to the spot next to me and after taking a healthy drink, Jerry picked up the magazine, paper, and pencil and began sketching again. We waited in anticipation as he worked, now knowing his occasional glances towards my wife had an artistic purpose. Twenty minutes later, he finished and handed me the sketch that showed a profile view of Trish with the same attention to detail. I showed it to her, which brought a big smile, and then placed it in my lap knowing both sketches were not something that we would ever throw away.
"Equally beautiful," I stated.
"The beauty is in the subject," he answered and I noticed my wife stiffen a bit.
"That's true," I concurred enjoying her sudden discomfort.
Another period of silence ensued that was broken when my wife asked, "Did you study portraits? Is that your specialty?"
"I studied portraits, but my preferences are in other areas," he replied.
"What areas?" she followed.
"Nudes," he answered without hesitation.
His message stunned us for a moment, although there was no reason to be as nudes were certainly a legitimate and widely accepted art form.
"When was the last time you sketched... or painted one?" I asked.
For the first time since we met, he showed emotion by chuckling for a few seconds before answering, "A long time. There haven't been many... inspiring subjects."
"I suppose not," I replied, and noticed his eyes had now locked on my wife.
It took a moment to register and then it dawned on me that he wanted very much to draw my wife naked. The sketches he made must have whetted his appetite or brought back something to him because now there was a clear eagerness in his expression. It was a crazy thought made even more bizarre by the circumstances. It would be one thing to go to an established studio with a practicing artist who carried a stellar reputation, but we were dealing with a homeless man, albeit a very talented one.
A glance towards Trish informed me that she was oblivious to the man's interest. I had to fight back the smile that tried to come to my face as I thought about teasing her a bit. Especially, given all that had occurred that evening and the scolding I had received. Witnessing her initial reaction would be hilarious and for days after I could bring it up and enjoy her discomfort. The more I considered it, the more I felt it was something owed me.
"Maybe, you could find someone. You're too talented to ignore... you know... being an artist," she said, providing the perfect segue if I dared.
"How about you?" Jerry fired back.
It was a bold request, in truth, completely inappropriate and despite my mental plotting, it caught me off guard. I was in the middle of a sip of wine and had to work hard to keep from spitting it across the room. However, my response was nowhere near as animated as my wife's. She gasped loudly and practically jumped from her seat in surprise before looking at me for my reaction. I knew she expected me to be angry and perhaps toss the man onto the street, so when she saw I was in control, a confused look appeared on her face.
It's amazing how fast the mind can work at times and in the span of just a few seconds, I had processed the information. The homeless man's question had taken the monkey off my back, and I had witnessed my wife's shocked reaction. Now, I could, at my leisure, initiate the follow-on teasing with little risk. It was a nice situation, but now that everything was in play, I decided to push a little more.
"He's a good artist," I tossed out.
"What? You've gone mad... completely mad," she declared and left the room.
As soon as she was gone, I looked towards Jerry and saw that a thin smile was now on his face. No doubt, he thought it was us against her as he was not privy to my agenda. Trish wasn't gone long. She appeared about five minutes later having regained her composure and took the same spot next to me. I kept my attention on my wife but wondered if Jerry thought her return signaled acceptance. Strangely, I sensed in her demeanor more anxiousness than anger and was just about to calm her when our guest tried again.



"The models got comfortable quickly," he stated.
Trish had another negative reaction, although it wasn't as pronounced and she remained in place. I was just about to suggest we call it a night when she stunned me when she asked a question.
"How many models have you used?" she queried.
It wasn't so much the question that surprised me, as it was innocuous, rather, it was the fact that she was engaging in the discussion. That, I hadn't expected.
"Too many to count," he replied.
"All young girls?" she followed.
"No, girls make poor models. They look like girls. Women are much better," he explained, and then added, "Like you."
Her sharp intake of breath made me look her way and when I did, I found her staring directly at me. We held eye contact for several seconds, and then in a soft voice, she asked, "Are you serious?"
Suddenly, with one simple question, my entire plot had turned upside down. Never in my wildest dreams did I think she would consider the idea. After all, the man's presence was directly related to her church activity which by itself should have been a deterrent. Indeed, it was so mind-boggling that for a few seconds I wondered if she was running a scam of her own. However, her eyes showed sincerity which convinced me it was all quite real. Now, I faced the decision of supporting my wife's nudity in front of another man, a stranger, and a homeless person or killing the idea and retreating to the safety of our bedroom. It should have been easy, but suddenly I felt dizzy at the thought.
"He does good work," I responded in a voice I didn't recognize.
It became completely silent in the room and I felt at any time Trish would reach over and slap me. For a variety of reasons, I deserved it, and in some ways, hoped for it.
"How...how do you do it?" my wife asked.
"The small sofa in the other room would be a better spot. You just need to go in there, remove your clothes and lie down," he explained.
I expected more discussion, but her answer came quickly as she took my arm, "Come with me."
I could feel her hand shaking as we made our way to the formal living roomy that we rarely used. On one end, against the wall, was a traditional sofa with a neutral fabric covering. While she stood to one side, I arranged two pillows for her head and moved the others onto a nearby chair.
"Gulp..." she said when it was time to disrobe, but her hands had barely started when she looked at me with a distressed expression and said, "I can't do this. It's... it's just wrong... I mean... no, it's not me."
In the manner of just a few minutes, I had another opportunity to come to my wife's aid, support her position and comfort her in our bed. However, once again, for reasons that seemed strange even to me, I didn't.
"I think it's okay. He does really good work and I'd like to have it," I countered.
For a few seconds, she stared at me with a look of surprise and then she started to slowly undo the buttons of her top bringing her bra into view. Evidently, she had been so nervous about the proximity of a strange man that she chose to wear it but was now taking a monstrous leap in the opposite direction. I helped her remove the garment from her shoulders and then unclasped the bra tossing both on the chair. Her bottoms followed and when she was down to her thong, she turned to me with a look of panic.
"I'm not sure... are you sure?" she asked.
"No," I said, and when she gasped, I said, "Give me your panties."
Her hands moved so slowly that halfway down her legs, I looped my fingers through them and guided them off. Now, my lovely wife stood naked, and after a final look into each other's eyes, I helped her onto her back. She fidgeted for a bit, but when she finally settled, I knew it was time.
"Okay," I called out.
I heard movement and then his tall form appeared, but he stopped before entering the room and motioned me over.
"Don't stand where she can see you. It will make her nervous," he counseled.
It took a moment for the meaning to fully register and when it did, I knew he was likely correct. Thus, I hung back, outside her peripheral vision as he approached the sofa. There were no words spoken between them as he made some adjustments to her position and then he pulled a chair forward and took a position using the same magazine to support the paper.
"I'm nervous," I heard her whisper.
I expected some words of encouragement from him, so I was stunned when he responded, "Do you always shave? A natural look is much more feminine."
I half expected her to bolt, but she stayed in place and after what felt like a minute, she replied, "Dan likes it."
With that, their talking ceased and I watched as his hand moved across the small paper. However, I was too far away to see much of Trish so I carefully eased forward until she came into view and was surprised to see her small nipples were fully erect. It made me think about her state and wonder why she hadn't asked about my location.
I wasn't sure how long it would take as it was a more involved sketch than her face, but he finished in less than thirty minutes. However, rather than provide her modesty and leave, he pulled the chair forward until he was only an arm's length away and shared the drawing. After several seconds, I decided it was stupid to wait any longer and entered the room.
Trish had shifted so that her vagina was no longer visible and had draped an arm across her chest shielding her breasts, but she appeared to be fully engaged in discussing the work.
"Where did you go?" she asked when I entered.
"I thought I might make you uncomfortable," I said and after a moment of thought, she nodded.
"Here... take a look," she said and handed me the sketch.
Even on the small, letter size page, the quality of the work came through. It was very detailed and sensual without being dirty. I did notice a shadow on her vagina that made me wonder if he was trying to show her with pubic hair, but it was the only aspect that I thought might be off.
"Fabulous," I declared.
"Can you make a copy? I'd like to have one," Jerry asked.
"Why?" my wife replied nervously.
"No, I don't think so," I responded firmly.
At that moment, Trish became aware of her nudity and began to glance between us and her clothes.
"Let's let her get dressed," I said, motioning for our guest to follow.
"Can I get another drink?" he asked when we arrived at the TV, and with a nod, I left him to collect a round.
Trish had joined him when I returned and it was clear when she moved that she had forsaken her bra. I passed out the drinks and for the next few minutes, we sipped them while I engaged the man with some technical questions about his art. He was slow to answer, evidently past the surge of energy he experienced from seeing my wife naked, and after a few minutes, I informed him we were going to bed, hoping he would as well. However, he seemed determined to drink his vodka, so after receiving a shrug from Trish, we departed. Once we were in the bedroom, Trish stripped to her thong while I got naked, and as soon as we hit the mattress, I pulled her close. I started a soft caressing of her breasts while I nibbled her ear, but soon l let my hand descend to her pussy.
"Damn, you're soaked," I declared after I snaked a finger beneath her thong.
"Stop," she answered in embarrassment as she tried to squirm away.
"I guess Saint Trish got horny being naked," I teased.
It was dangerous ground, totally unexplored, but the situation had been so unique that I couldn't hold back.
"You made me horny," she answered trying to deflect my remark.
No... uh uh... you got excited being nude. Admit it," I demanded.
"I'm ashamed," she responded and tried to hide her face in my chest.
Realizing things were moving too fast, I replied, "Don't be upset. Those drawings are amazing. I'm glad you did it."
"Really?" she asked, buoyed by my words, and then suddenly her angst showed again when she said, "What if Gayle finds out?"
"Don't worry, she won't," I replied, although I knew it was a risk.
My dick had become so hard it ached, so with no further foreplay, I began to climb onto my wife. Halfway, her hand found my shaft and guided it to her waiting opening.
"Ohhh... mmmm..." she sighed as her legs pulled back.
"Be still... I just want to enjoy the feeling for a little bit," I said and then let my lips find hers.
We kissed and purred in contentment for the next few minutes, enjoying our closeness, but my thoughts kept coming back to my wife's nudity, especially how easily she had agreed. I wanted to know more but feeling a direct approach might frighten her, I decided to take a different path.
"It would be nice to get some more," I said.
"What? Drawings?" she asked.
"Mmmm... hmmm..." I confirmed.
"Nudes? Not nudes..." she responded, but when I started kissing her soft neck, she sighed and said, "Really? You want me to?"
Rather than respond verbally, I began to move slowly, which took the tension to a much higher state. Faster and faster I went until I had her groaning each time I found bottom.
When I thought she was close to the point of no return, I whispered, "Do you want more?"
"Nudes?" she asked instantly.
"Yes, nudes," I confirmed between breaths.
"Do you?" she asked.
"Never mind me... tell me what you want," I demanded.
"No... I don't know..." she said, and then after a pause replied, "Maybe... if you do..."
"I do..." I said once she admitted her interest.
"Mmmm... what do you want it to be?" she whispered.
It was a good question, and I had spent so much time focusing on her psyche that I hadn't thought it through, so I replied, "Whatever I think of."
With that, all my attention turned towards bringing my lovely wife to a climax. I knew she wasn't far away, so I set the steady pace that always proved effective while showering her lips, face and, neck with soft kisses. Soon, her sighs turned to little whimpers that became needy moans. Then, she was there and as her orgasm hit, I began moving rapidly knowing from experience it would both heighten and lengthen the experience.
"Ohhh... oh, baby... mmmm uhhhh... uhhhh... oh, Dan... ohhhh... oh yes..." she grunted as it rolled through her.
When she started to come down, she wrapped her arms around my neck and held on as I worked towards my release. Like always, seeing her let go proved a powerful stimulant and I could already feel my balls tightening.
"Don't pull out... not this time," she begged.
Trish wasn't currently on the pill so we had to be careful. However, it was quite common when she became highly aroused for her to lose control and try to get me to cum inside her. Sometimes, I acquiesced, and we would spend the next few weeks wondering if we were going to be parents again.
"Maybe tomorrow if you make a good drawing," I teased as my groin started to tingle.
"No Dan... no..." she whimpered.
At the last possible moment, I pulled free from her warm pussy and immediately began to fire streams of semen that covered her from her neck to her belly button. My body sucked in air greedily as I fought the sudden loss of energy that always arrived with a release. When I had regained some control, I grabbed the sheet, quickly wiped my dick clean then moved it back into my wife's opening.
"Mmmm... why did you pull out?" she sighed.
"You'll thank me tomorrow," I chuckled, thinking it was a surprising act of control in an altogether strange evening.
We stayed connected and enjoyed the afterglow of lovemaking for several minutes before I collapsed at her side and quickly fell asleep. Later, I felt movement on the bed and surmising it was Trish on her way to the bathroom, I didn't stir. However, when I awoke again and realized she was still gone, I became concerned and was about to rise when I heard the door open. I watched as she stepped inside and noted she had on the thin dressing robe that she rarely wore outside the bedroom. When she was naked beneath it, I knew it left little to the imagination, which meant she likely had used it as a purposeful tease.
"What time is it?" I asked, startling her in the process.
"A little after three. I checked on Jerry to see if he had gone to bed," she said and I sensed some guilt in her voice.
"Had he?" I inquired.
"No, he's still up drinking," she replied.
"How long were you gone?" I asked.
"Not long," she answered evasively as she climbed into bed.
"How long?" I demanded as I pulled her close.
"An hour I guess," she said in a low voice.
"I see. So, what happened in an hour?" I pushed, feeling she had something to tell.
"Look... I mean... You said you wanted me to," she replied in a voice bordering on panic.
"Does that mean there's another drawing?" I asked.
She didn't reply verbally. Instead, I watched as she nodded her head several times. Contemplating the meaning and potential ramifications, I didn't respond at first.
"You said you wanted more," she blurted out evidently finding the silence uncomfortable.
I ignored the many fallacies in her statement deciding to focus on what else had occurred, and asked, "How did the subject come up in the first place?"
"I... I guess... I mean we talked for a few minutes and then he asked me if he could," she explained.
"So, that's it? He spent an hour sketching you naked?" I asked.
"There were three," she admitted.
"Where are they? I want to see them," I demanded, now feeling a bit agitated.
"I... I said he could keep them," she whispered.
"Naked sketches of you? Trish, he's very good and if someone from the church sees them, they might connect the dots," I responded.
"He won't... I mean... I don't think he will," she stated.
The way she spoke the words gave me a strange feeling of foreboding and thinking there had to be more, I demanded, "Look, I'm tired of playing twenty questions. Tell me everything that happened from the moment you left."
"Okay, I will... but don't get mad," she said and turned towards me. When I concurred by nodding my head, she continued, "I went out to see if he had gone to bed and he was still up... drinking. We talked a while and then he said he wanted to make a drawing to keep and... I said okay. He started the second as soon as he finished then did the third."
"Did he keep his distance? Did he try anything?" I asked as my instincts told me there was more.
"He wanted me to go into the bedroom," she said in a low voice.
"Did he touch you?" I demanded.
"No touching... he got hard some... and it kind of came out..." she said.
"Came out? Out of the fly?" I tried to clarify.
"Yes..." she admitted.
"Did he put it back?" I asked wondering how she reacted to the flashing.
"Yes..." she said in a nervous voice.
"How long was it exposed?" I asked.
"I don't know... maybe... maybe a few minutes," she responded.
"Damn, Trish... all these years I thought I was married to an angel and now I find out she's really a bad girl," I said, unable to control myself.
"That's not true! Take it back," she demanded.
Fortunately, I was able to regain control and after a deep breath, I said, "No, it's not true. I take it back. I'm sorry for saying it, but damn honey."
"I know... I know..." she replied.
Somehow, I woke within thirty minutes of my normal time and stumbled my way to the kitchen to make coffee. Jerry had retreated into the guest room and with Trish still asleep, I had the house to myself as I contemplated the recent events. It didn't take long for me to realize that throughout the entire night I had been repeatedly surprised by my wife. It started at the homeless encampment where, no doubt due to peer pressure from Gayle, she offered to take Jerry in and then continued for the remainder of the night through a series of increasingly edgy acts. Easily, the most astonishing development was my wife's acceptance of nudity in front of the homeless man. True, he was an artist and a talented one to our eyes, but I wouldn't have expected her to get undressed even for Picasso. I realized it could only mean that deep within her existed a person I didn't understand as well as I thought.
"Morning," my wife said as she stepped into the kitchen dressed in her pajamas.
"Morning, were you able to get some sleep?" I asked.
"A little," she replied while giving me a nervous look.
I sensed by her body language she was feeling me out concerning her revelations. I poured her a cup of coffee, but before handing it to her, I took in her arms, hugged her tightly and said, "I love you."
"I'm sorry..." she started, but I quickly cut her off.
"Hush, just let it go," I said.
My words seemed to take a huge burden off her shoulders and a smile quickly filled her face. For the next hour, we sipped coffee and chatted, wondering when our guest might appear. Finally, Trish announced that she wanted to freshen up, so she left me while I cleaned up the living room, collecting the now empty bottle of vodka. When she returned, we settled in the living room to watch TV and it was just before noon when we began hearing sounds emanating from the guest room.
"Jerry, would you like some breakfast?" Trish asked when he finally appeared twenty minutes later still dressed in my things.
"Tea, if you have it. That's all I need," he responded in a thick voice and then started a hacking cough.
He had now been in our home for over fifteen hours, consumed almost an entire fifth of vodka while eating nothing. I could only imagine the state of his internal organs, but Trish dutifully rose to fulfill his request.
"Jerry, I understand that you made some more drawings of Trish last night. I'd like to see them," I said when my wife was out of earshot.
"They're mine," he answered defensively.
"I know, but I'd like to see them," I responded.
He looked at me for several seconds and then with reluctance he made for the guest room where he stayed for some time before returning with the papers in his hand. His timing matched my wife's who joined us with his tea just as he sat. Without speaking, he handed me the sketches and then accepted his mug. I noticed they made furtive eye contact but remained silent as I turned my attention to the papers.
The first one showed my wife seated naked on the fireplace hearth with her arms at her side looking forward with a big smile. Other than the nudity, there was nothing racy about the drawing and, in truth, I thought it was a bit uninspired. The second one showed her on the sofa and was more sexually expressive. Her legs were open slightly and her expression showed anticipation. If the artist was true to the subject, then it indicated my wife had been in a state of arousal. It was disconcerting but I decided to look at the final sketch before reaching any conclusions. Unfortunately, this one was even worse as it showed her sprawled on our dining room table looking towards the artist with anticipation.
"Which order did you draw them in?" I asked the man.
"This one first, then this one and this one last," he answered putting them in the order I had viewed.
It meant the drawings had become more aggressive as he went and I wondered where in the process his cock appeared. To me, their encounter now seemed sordid despite the earlier work, and the risk of Trish being recognized was very real. It would have been one thing if they were created when we were away on vacation as it would be highly unlikely that anyone in our sphere would stumble upon them. However, the church group actively interacted with the encampment, so the possibility existed that the art would be discovered. The artwork was good and the likeness was solid, but I had a situational bias. The question was whether an unexpecting person would be able to make the connection.
"Jerry, I'm worried about someone seeing them and realizing its Trish. I don't want her reputation damaged," I said, deciding to be straight forward.



"No one will see," he replied as his hand reached out.
"Can I keep them for a while?" I asked.
"No," he responded.
"You're supposed to go back to the camp today. Can I keep them if you stay the night...here?" I asked, trying to gauge what he valued.
He looked at me with a fixed stare for several seconds before asking, "You got more vodka?"
"We'll get more," I told him.
His hand began to pull back, but suddenly it stopped and he gave me a hard look as he asked, "I want to draw her some more?"
"Draw Trish?" I clarified.
"Yes," he answered.
I looked towards my wife and saw she had a strange look, but she made no attempt to warn me off, so I replied, "If we keep the sketches."
The man nodded slowly, accepting the proposal, and then looked towards my wife and smiled. With his attention on her, she quickly became uncomfortable and left the room. Now alone with the man, I decided to probe some on the details of the preceding night.
"Did you enjoy making the drawings last night?" I asked.
"Yeah, sure did," he admitted without hesitation.
"How did it start?" I pushed.
"She came out, we talked some and I said I wanted to do more. She didn't argue much. Was a bit nervous at first but relaxed and started feeling edgy... you saw it," he answered.
With his brief reply, I realized the man was more insightful than I thought. I couldn't fathom how such a talented individual could end up living under the freeway. Maybe it was substance abuse - alcohol or drugs as he certainly put away the vodka, but that sounded too simple. Regardless, I wanted to complete my questioning, so I pressed on.
"Did you touch her?" I asked.
"Nope," he responded.
"Did you ask her to join you in the bedroom?" I asked.
"Yeah, since she kept staring at my cock, I thought she might be interested," he explained.
"And?" I followed, staying calm and deciding not to interrogate him on how it miraculously came into view.
"She thought about it some... I guess," he answered.
"What do you mean? How do you know she thought about it?" I asked.
"She asked me why I wanted her in there... what for... stuff like that. She knew the answer... she wanted to be convinced," he replied with a touch of arrogance.
"I see," I said, deciding I had heard enough and needed to process his message.
I stood to go in search of my wife, and Jerry called out from behind me, "Need that vodka soon. Some cigarettes, too, if you don't mind."
"You're letting him stay the night?" she asked when I located her putting on makeup in the bathroom.
"Maybe I'm overreacting, but I don't like the idea of him carrying those drawing around," I told her.
"But you said he could do more," she said, showing some confusion.
"Yes, I suppose. It's what it took to get the others," I responded, and deciding to try and put a good spin on things, I smiled and added, "I wouldn't mind a few more."
"Nude ones?" she clarified.
"Trish, you've now spent almost 2 hours with him naked. I don't think a little longer matters," I answered a little too bluntly.
She gave me an annoyed look but remained silent and when she finished preparing, we decided it would be best if she went out for things while I stayed with our guest. Just as she was about to depart, Jerry requested that she buy some art supplies for his work and even provided her the location of the store. Then, she was out the door to do her normal Saturday errands along with gathering the items our guest needed.
I knew that if Trish followed her normal routine she would be gone for hours and I dreaded the idea of trying to entertain the homeless man. Fortunately, she had barely left when he slowly rose and moved back to the guest room. The door closed behind him and feeling liberated, I went to my study to do some work. However, it wasn't long before my attention turned to the collection of drawings I had placed on the corner of the desk. Leaning back in my chair, waves of surprise, confusion, excitement, and a little shame vacillated in me as I pondered how much had occurred in such a short span. Also, as I studied them, I realized that Trish was communicating her sexuality on each page, especially with the three they had made when they were alone together. Jerry had described it as edginess, but I knew he was referring to a sexual state, and I wondered what had taken her to that place. Was it the naughtiness of being alone and naked with a strange man? Was she subconsciously signaling something... to him? Was there even more within her that a little coercion might bring forth?
The homeless man was still in his room when my wife returned. I helped her bring in the bags and we chatted as she put away her purchases. When she got to the items from the art supply store, she gave me an awkward smile and then went to place the things in the living room.
"What are your thoughts on these drawings?" she asked when she returned.
I could tell by her demeanor that she had summoned her courage to put the question on the table, so I decided to be sincere in my response.
"I guess if I'm honest I'm a little confused... more than a little, actually. I mean I think they look amazing, but it just... it all happened in such a weird way," I answered.
"That's what I think too...it was so weird. It's like I can't even remember how it all happened... it just did," she replied and I could tell the simple act of discussing it was helping her.
"How did it happen?" I laughed.
"I don't know! One minute I'm sitting there wondering how angry you are and the next I'm naked," she responded with a giggle.
"But you went back," I said as I looped my arm around her waist and pulled her to me.
It was a subject that continued to intrigue me as it was so far away from my expectations and there was no way I could just let it go.
"Yes... I just went to check... really. I don't know... I don't know how it happened," she responded.
"You saw him... his cock," I pressed.
"I didn't expect to. It just sort of appeared," she explained.
"And?" I asked.
"And what?" she responded, although I could tell she was being evasive.
"What happened? How long was it out?" I asked, revisiting our earlier discussion.
She gave me an odd look and I knew she felt I was judging her. It took her several seconds and then she said, "After I noticed it, I guess a minute... a little longer... and finally, he put it back."
I thought about Jerry's description of asking her to his room, and I wondered if her verbal back and forth with him had anything to do with what she had seen.
"You think Gayle is having as much fun with her homeless guest?" I laughed, suddenly feeling it was all just too strange.
She started laughing with me and then replied, "She called me. They took him back early this morning. It seems it was more than they anticipated."
"So sweet goody-goody Gayle is not as giving as she thought?" I chuckled.
"Well, she did try," Trish responded momentarily coming to her defense before declaring, "I need some wine."
She stepped away to call and check on the kids while I opened a bottle. I had already taken several sips when she returned, and after handing her a glass, she provided a rundown of the conversation. Fortunately, both were in good spirits, so no emergency collection appeared eminent. We moved to the living room to continue our chat and had almost finished our glasses when sounds from the nearby room alerted us that our guest was stirring. Sure enough, just a few minutes later the door opened and the man emerged.
"Did you get the cigarettes?" he asked after brief pleasantries.
"Yes, I'll get them," Trish announced and soon returned with an entire carton and a new lighter.
Her gift didn't register with the homeless man who merely took the things in his hand and immediately started tearing through the packaging. When he finally had one ready, he drew the smoke into his lungs like it was the sweetest thing imaginable and then started a long coughing fit. When the first one had burned down, he lit another and quickly killed it, too. Only then, with a layer of smoke hanging in the room, did he return his attention to us.
"You get the vodka?" he asked.
"Yes, do you want some now or do you want to get cleaned up first?" Trish asked, trying to direct him.
"I'll take some now, I'm fine," he answered.
"Okay," she replied and after a moment, she rose to get him a glass. On the way, she nodded towards the bag at the end of the couch and said, "There are your supplies."
Jerry remained standing, slowly rocking from side to side until my wife returned with a glass half-filled with the clear liquor. He took a healthy swig, followed by another and only then did he show any interest in the items. He took the bag from the floor, stepped over to the easy chair, flopped down and began digging through the things. Mumbles of approval came from him as he pulled the contents out and inspected them. There was a sketch pad with a larger paper size than what he had been using, a box of drawing pencils, a plastic drawing board a sharpener and even an eraser.
"Much better now," he stated when he had finished.
"Is that everything you wanted?" she asked.
"Yes, let's get started after another drink and a smoke," he answered eagerly.
Trish had been soliciting a compliment so I could tell his brusque response caught her off guard. She gave me a questioning look, so I decided to slow things down.
"After dinner. Let's eat first," I said.
"Don't need to eat, I'm fine," he responded.
When the idea of taking the man in first came up, I had visions of difficult dealings. To this point, I had been pleasantly surprised at the ease of our interactions. However, signs were beginning to emerge and I knew I needed to be firm.
"Maybe not, but we do. We're going to have dinner and then we can discuss the drawing," I told him.
"Yeah, okay then," he muttered after a short silence.
For the next hour, as my wife prepared the meal Jerry stewed. In the process, he consumed enough straight vodka to put the average man on his back, but he showed no sign of fading. When the time came to eat, he declined and remained in the den.
"Our guest seems to be getting an attitude," I said to Trish.
"You wanted him to stay..." she started.
"I did it because you went crazy and let him draw you naked and then gave him the sketches," I interjected.
My sharp rebuke made her quiet and for the next few minutes, we ate in silence.
"Does it really make any sense to do anymore?" she suddenly asked.
"No... probably not," I replied before pausing to think, and then after a moment of reflection, I added, "No, we don't have to. I said it was okay to avoid a scene with the sketches, but now that we have them, to hell with him."
Trish nodded and then rose and began clearing the table. A few minutes later, with fresh glasses of wine and vodka for him, we joined the man. He was smoking a cigarette and just finishing his drink so he eagerly accepted the refill. Then, after downing some, he looked towards my wife in anticipation.
"I'm ready," he declared seconds later, and even though he was vague, we knew what he meant.
"Look, let's wait a while. It's still early and Trish needs to talk to the kids... before they go to bed," I replied, deciding that a delaying tactic might work best.
Jerry gave no response. Instead, he took another pull from his glass and then quickly lit up another smoke. I viewed it as a good outcome and hoped that he would either eventually crater from the liquor or accept that nothing was going to happen. For the next hour, both Trish and I tried to engage the man in conversation, and at times we were successful, but on each occasion, he would eventually return to brooding. It almost seemed that verbal communication took energy that he preferred to save for drinking.
Jerry had just entered one of his quite spells when he reached over and picked up the drawing pad. He fiddled with the pencils for a moment, and then flipped to a page and started working as he hummed softly. In his position, we couldn't see the sheet and since he made no glances towards Trish, I assumed his focus rested on another subject. I was certainly curious, and I knew my wife was as well by the looks she gave me, but Jerry provided no hint as to what he was doing.
"What are you working on?" I finally asked.
"Just a minute," he replied as his hand continued to move.
We waited in anticipation for a little longer, and finally, he leaned back in the chair signaling he had finished. After looking between Trish and me, he slowly lifted the pad and turned it so we could see. The drawing showed a young nude woman, on her side, sprawled across a blanket. The detail was extraordinary, especially since he had completed it so quickly, and the impact of the art supplies was evident as well.
"Wow," my wife responded.
"She's beautiful," I declared sincerely, and then asked, "Who is she?"
"Someone from long ago," he answered, and then added, "But, your wife is a better subject."
Immediately, my eyes went to Trish who I could tell was trying not to respond, but it was clear she was pleased by the statement.
"Why?" I asked, not wanting to let the subject go.
"She's a woman... like I told you last night," he answered.
"Yes, you did," I conceded, now wondering if he had purposefully taken this path to try and entice Trish.
I was still mulling the thought when he asked her, "Are you ready?"
"Uhhh... Jerry... honey?" she said looking towards me.
Maybe it was the wine or perhaps the man's manipulation had worked better on me than Trish, but I now wondered what a sketch of her would look like with the better tools. I looked towards my wife and after making eye contact, I indicated we should step away to discuss. We gathered in the kitchen just as the man lit another cigarette.
"What do you think of doing just one?" I asked.
"Why?" she answered quickly.
"I'd like to have one with the better paper and pencils. One to keep," I admitted.
"What? Are you sure? I thought..." she started before I interrupted.
"Yeah... I am," I said.
"Okay... uhhh... okay... so, what now?" she asked.
"Go change I guess," I replied.
"I see..." she answered, and I could tell she was confused but she stepped towards the hallway.
I could see the hopeful expression on the man's face when I returned, so I didn't make him wait.
"She went to... change," I told him, and then added, "But, just one."
I was surprised but happy that he didn't argue and we waited in silence for Trish. Even though it was only a few minutes, it seemed each second took an hour until finally, we heard her headed our way. I was in for another surprise when she appeared wearing the thin dressing robe that only came to mid-thigh and it was easy to spot her little nipples poking through the fabric. She avoided eye contact with me until she sat, and then, she looked over with an expression that seemed to hold a little defiance. I guessed she was annoyed at my on and off messages about posing, so I let it go.
Jerry snuffed out his cigarette into the coffee cup we had given him to use as an ashtray, and then asked, "Ready now?"
"Let me finish the wine," Trish answered, and then asked, "Where are we doing it?"
"Your bedroom," he replied.
To me, it seemed he was crossing the line into our intimate space, but before I could respond, Trish nodded her head accepting his proposal. An awkward period ensued as she finished her glass, and then, she stood and headed back down the hall with us following.
"Lay back on the pillows and pull the sheet over your legs," he directed when we arrived.
Trish knew that the directions meant she should disrobe, so she dutifully removed the cover and then placed herself on the bed with the thin sheet covering her from the waist down. It left her breasts on display and she looked towards Jerry to confirm it was what he wanted. However, rather than provide verbal direction, he stepped to the side of the bed. Every part of her body was easily within reach, and I prepared myself to jump forward if he tried anything, but he busied himself with the position of the pillows and the location of the sheet. When he finished, Trish lay almost completely exposed, with the sheet only covering her from the knee down on one leg. Also, he had placed a small pillow beneath her left knee which made her legs open some and provided us an unfettered view of the delicate lips of her pussy.
"I feel... too naked... too exposed," she said in a low voice.
"Tilt your head back a little," he directed, ignoring her remark.
Trish did as he instructed and with no further words, the man started drawing. He remained standing as he worked and unlike the last time, I remained in the room almost directly in front of my wife. At first, she stared out into space, but after a few minutes we made eye contact and I could tell she was very nervous, but also excited. It was when we finally broke our stare and I saw that her nipples had become stiff that I felt the first stirrings in my crotch. Once started, my dick took on a life of its own and soon I had a raging hardon painfully positioned in my jeans. I knew it would be embarrassing to adjust it, and took a quick look towards Jerry to see if I could do it unnoticed and saw that his cock had become rigid as well and was lewdly tenting the front of the pajamas. It was at that moment, with three aroused people so close together, that I realized the scene was as much sexual as artistic. In truth, something intrigued me about seeing my wife naked before this stranger, seeing her become excited and making the man hard.
"You look beautiful," I said after a few minutes, breaking the silence.
"Thanks..." she answered and I could hear the tension in her voice.
For the next few minutes, there was no further talking as Jerry's hand moved about the pad. Then, he said something that practically knocked me off my feet.
"Her nipples went soft. Go over and get them up," he instructed me.
I heard Trish gasp as the message rattled in my brain, and for a moment, I thought about refusing, but then I felt my feet moving and soon I was at the bedside. Without speaking, I reached out to find her little nubs with my fingers, but before I could touch her, they stiffened on their own. She looked up at me with wide eyes as I smiled back, and it looked like she might explode. Then, when I let my gaze leave her face and wander her body, I was in for another shock when I saw that the folds of her pussy were glistening.
"Honey?" she asked nervously.
I looked into her eyes again, and this time there was clear worry. However, my excitement was now running rampant and I had no interest in stopping.
"It'll be a good drawing," I answered hoping to calm her.
"She gave me an odd look, but I broke our connection and moved back to my spot beside Jerry. The room was silent for the remaining twenty minutes it took him to finish, and when I saw his work, I felt a strange sensation sweep through me as I took in the raw sexuality that leaped off the paper.
"How is it?" Trish asked as she stood.
"Very good," I answered.
"Shit..." she said when stepped next to me, and then continued with, "No one is ever seeing that... ever!"
"You don't like it?" the man asked and I could hear some disappointment in his voice.
"It's good work... I don't know... too much..." she said as she tightened her robe and made for the door.
"We haven't done one showing her ass yet," the man stated crudely.
"She needs to calm down a little first," I replied, forgetting I had declared that there would only be a single sketch.
I found her in the kitchen getting more wine and went up and pulled her in an embrace. I could feel her body trembling, so I pulled her even tighter.



"That drawing was raunchy," she said when we broke.
"It was naughty. I wouldn't call it raunchy. I liked it," I replied.
She gave me a confused look, and then asked, "What do you want?"
Rather than speak, I took hold of her again, but this time we were face to face and my lips found hers. Reluctant at first, soon she was eagerly returning the kiss and I pushed my hand into her robe and found her breasts. My touch was aggressive which soon had her whimpering into my mouth and one of her legs lifted and wrapped around mine. I let my hand descend until I found her wet slit and after a few gentle flicks of her clit, I pushed a finger completely inside her.
Her pussy was so wet that it made me end the kiss and whisper to her, "Your dripping... modeling makes you horny."
"No... he might see us," she whined before I started another kiss, suddenly realizing we were in an open space.
Her robe had come completely open and when I added a second finger to her pussy, her excited sounds became more pronounced.
"Ohhh... uhhhh..." she grunted loudly when our kiss ended.
I knew it was loud enough for our guest to hear, so I wasn't surprised when he stepped around the corner showing no surprise at our activity. I had to force Trish to stay in place and she lowered her head into my chest to try and hide her face.
"Lick on her and I'll draw it," he suggested, and then added, "Take your clothes off first."
"No, Dan... no way..." she declared when I pulled away and looked at her.
"Let's talk..." I started as she tried to twist free.
"No..." she said again, and this time got free.
She closed her robe and stepped deeper into the kitchen. For a moment, I considered going after her, but instead, I picked up her glass of wine and handed it to her. She took a tiny sip while looking at me with an expression I couldn't decipher. It was flat, showing neither anger or amusement and after a moment, I decided that the best course would be to give her some space. I turned towards Jerry who was still watching and herded him back to the den wondering if she would take the opportunity to retreat to the bedroom. He finished off the rest of his vodka and lit a cigarette while standing and looking expectantly towards the kitchen.
"I liked that sketch... she was full of energy," he said, and when I didn't answer, he added, "Need to do some more."
He seemed oblivious to the situation and at first, I was just going to ignore him, but finally replied, "I think we're done. She's upset."
"Maybe..." he answered.
"Jerry, do you want more to drink?" Trish's voice called out, startling me.
"Yeah..." he yelled back.
Turning, I could see her standing a few feet away with a full glass of wine in each hand, so I jumped to my feet to collect the glasses so she could get more liquor for our guest. She didn't seem upset, but since a strange man had just seen us in an intimate moment, I knew it was too early to draw conclusions.
"Are you ready to pose?" Jerry asked when she handed him the new glass.
I cringed, feeling he was pushing too hard, too fast, but she didn't miss a beat, "What do you have in mind?"
"Like I said. Him going down on you would be a good scene," he said boldly.
It was way past boldness and I thought she would receive it as insulting. However, she remained calm showing no outward signs of distress.
"That's dirty. Why not just have us do it?" she replied.
"The man didn't seem to catch her sarcasm, and said, "That'll be good, too. We can do it in the bedroom."
This time, rather than respond, she took a seat on the couch and accepted the wine glass from my hand. Jerry, finally getting her message, turned his attention to his vodka as I continued to try and gauge her state.
"You okay?" I whispered.
"I don't know... what's the plan?" she asked in a full voice that seemed directed at both me and our guest.
Although I wasn't entirely certain, I guessed she was trying to make a statement of some kind, and that it was likely anger directed towards me. Perhaps, she wanted to rub my nose in things for not coming to her rescue and giving the man an emphatic no. Perhaps, now she intended to egg things on until I cried "uncle." In any event, her words got our guest's attention who now looked on hopefully and I found myself looking between the two as I tried to determine the best response.
Her gaze had been on me, but when I didn't answer fast enough, she turned towards Jerry and repeated the question, "Jerry, what's the plan?"
"Well to start, why don't you lose that robe. Then, I'll sip on this vodka, smoke some cigarettes, and draw you up," he answered.
Trish hesitated for only a moment before standing and letting the garment fall off her shoulders. Puddled at her feet, she caught it with her toe and flung it towards the homeless man. He caught it in the air and stuffed in between his leg and the armrest. Now naked, she sat back down on the couch and took a long drink of her wine. It provided strong evidence that my instincts were correct concerning her attitude and intent. However, I found her current actions to be quite entertaining, so I decided to let things continue to play out.
Jerry prepared his materials and then said, "You want him to lick or fuck you?"
Trish loathed the "f" word. So much so that any time I used it, it put me in the doghouse. I expected a bad reaction, but it never came.
"Better get to work," she said to me, almost taunting.
"With my tongue?" I asked and when she nodded, I followed with, "Are you sure about this?"
"No... but, it seems it's what you want," she responded as her hand found my arm and started tugging.
Now, I knew my suspicions were correct and I had been painted as the bad guy. Still, I couldn't fathom that my wife would proceed this way just to make a point, which made me consider that she might be using the situation as a screen to hide some desires of her own.
"Better naked," Jerry tossed out.
Suddenly, it was me that felt nervous and a little embarrassed as I stood to disrobe. I had not been naked in front of another man in quite some time, and there was always that awkward feeling about measuring up. I knew from past situations in the locker room that I was average, perhaps even a little bit above, but it didn't make things any easier. Fortunately, my dick had swelled some so it looked presentable when I dropped my boxers.
As soon as my clothes were off, I turned to my wife who had sprawled across the sofa with her head resting on a pillow. I liked oral sex with Trish because she tasted wonderful and responded well to the attention. However, she rarely made it to orgasm as she would normally demand I put it in her before the moment arrived. Pushing her legs open a bit wider, I let my tongue run along her thigh until I arrived at her pussy.
"Mmmm..." she responded with a muted sigh when my tongue split her folds.
I went slow, knowing Jerry needed time, and realizing I would exhaust my jaw if I didn't pace myself. It wasn't long before one of Trish's hands landed on the back of my head, but despite making her hips undulate in a slow circle, she remained silent. I knew the situation was holding her back which for some reason made me more determined to get her going. My path was along her slit followed by slow circles of her clit along with several light flicks with the tip of my tongue. Occasionally, I would force my tongue deeply into her opening, collecting a nice mouthful of her juices along the way. I had been at it for about ten minutes and was in the process of teasing her nub when her first oral response occurred.
"Mmmm... ohhh..." she sighed openly.
It made me tease her some more which brought forth more needy sounds and with that, it seemed her defenses collapsed. She began an almost continuous litany of moans and whimpers that let me know she was on fire.
"I need you in me," she whispered just a minute later.
"Not yet," Jerry said, which made her whimper in frustration.
"Mmmm... C'mon... hurry..." she whined to the artist.
I pressed on, hoping to get her to a climax, but she couldn't get over the last hill. I knew she was growing frustrated and hoped Jerry was nearing completion.
"Done... you want him to fuck you now?" he asked.
"Dan?" she whimpered and started pulling on my shoulders. Seconds later, she demanded, "C'mon..."
My shaft slid in easily, and I tried to set a good steady pace, but Trish wanted me to go faster. I had never seen her so excited, but the trouble was her arousal acted on me and I knew that if I didn't maintain control, I would be cumming very soon.
"Baby, slow down," I whispered.
"I can't... I can't..." she declared.
The movement of her hips was relentless and before long I was succumbing to their demands. I began moving faster and more forcefully and soon I was panting hard as sweat formed on my body.
"Trish, no..." I begged when her hands landed on my ass.
"Almost..." she groaned.
Unfortunately, it turned out to be too much and before I knew it, I had passed the point of no return. In a series of loud grunts, I released my semen into my wife and immediately lost all rhythm.
"No... don't stop... almost..." she pleaded when I started to slow.
"I uhhh...shit," I forced out as all the energy left my body.
For a time, she tried to push her hips against me as if that would somehow reignite the spark, but finally, she gave up. While I gasped for air, I listened to her frustrated mews, feeling guilty for leaving her hanging.
"Didn't last long enough to get much," Jerry declared.
His words were another dagger to my ego and I slowly turned my head to look at him. Sometime during our lovemaking, he had risen from the chair and removed his clothes. He now stood just a few feet away looking down at us, but the thing that immediately caught my attention was his big cock that rose upwards for a few inches before gracefully arcing down. It had to be at least 9" in length and had an impressive girth with a plump head. His skinny frame accentuated the look and the base of his shaft extended from his body creating a knob that held both his cock and balls. I had never seen a similar feature on a man making me wonder if it was some anatomical defect. I was still looking towards him when he took the shaft in his hand and began to stroke it slowly.
"Jerry put your clothes on," I said between breaths.
My words made my wife peek out from under me and I heard her gasp when she spotted him. Feeling I had stared too long, I turned away and hoped that he would take the direction and dress. However, it wasn't long before I heard a repetitive slapping sound and turning back, I watched as he used one hand to beat his cock into the other. I guessed he was trying to make it erect, but so far it wasn't working.
"What's he doing?" Trish asked.
"Trying to get hard," I said.
"Why?" she asked.
"You didn't tell me he was so big," I whispered, ignoring her question, and when she didn't respond, I added without thinking, "I guess he thinks he's next."
"No! Uh... no..." she said after taking a sharp intake of breath, thinking I was serious.
"Can't leave you hanging," I teased as the whacking sound continued.
"Then, get hard," she responded and I felt the muscles of her vagina grip my dick.
"Shit, that feels good," I declared which made her do it again.
I felt my dick begin to stiffen and I made some very slow movements that made her sigh into my ear. Soon, I was mostly hard and began moving with more purpose, but before long, I decided I wanted to try something different.
"Get on top," I whispered.
"No, stay like this... it feels good," she countered.
"Let's turn..." I said and started to pull away.
I knew as soon as I lifted, Trish's recently fucked body would be on complete display. It made me pause, but as I visualized it, all I could think of was what a drawing would look like. Her leg's splayed open, hair and body damp with sweat and a dilated opening that might even be dribbling semen. It would be truly decadent, obscene really, but also hotter than hell.
"Ohhh..." Trish groaned when my dick left her.
I gathered with a knee on the couch and my foot on the floor and was about to help my wife up when I felt Jerry's body next to mine.
"I'm ready," he declared and I could see that his eyes fixated on my wife's wet pussy.
He had managed to achieve a full erection and his tool, pointing like a spear, extending from his body at an upward angle. He held it at the base in a tight grip and I knew that if I gave him any room, he would try to shove the monster into my wife.
"No, Jerry... no sex. You need to back off and get back in the chair," I said.
"I made the drawings... I gave them to you," he replied as if he felt he was due payment for services.
"Look, if you don't back off it's over. We're going to bed... no more drawings," I said.
My threat made him back away several steps although he remained standing. It did provide the space to turn on the couch, fall onto my back and guide Trish on top. I thought at any moment she might stop me, so I was pleasantly surprised when she threw a leg over me, found my dick, and brought it close as she lowered.
"Ugghhh..." she grunted from the penetration.
She wiggled her hips to work it in just right and then began to slowly roll her hips. I placed my hands on her ass to help guide her, and over the next minute, she began moving faster until her breasts started to move.
"Why don't you make a sketch," I said to our guest.
"No, not right now," he replied and stepped closer.
He was still far enough away that I didn't deem him a threat and he seemed content to watch and stroke his big cock. Then, without warning, he stepped away, fumbled for a cigarette, then lit it, picked up his vodka and returned. However, now he was much closer with his shins up against the edge of the sofa. It put his cock close to her right shoulder and she took a good look at it before returning her eyes to me.
"Easy, Jerry," I said.
"How does she feel?" he asked with clear envy.
"Wonderful," I replied.
Jerry finished his cigarette and managed to lean over to put the butt on the table without leaving his spot. His movements got Trish's attention and she turned her head to look just as he resumed stroking his shaft. Her eyes lingered a little too long and when she turned back and saw me watching, a guilty look appeared on her face. It made me think of her leaving the bedroom last night, the three drawings that they made, Jerry's thoughts about his offer and the fact she had left out any information about his size. Was there an interest? Deep down in the core of her sexual being was there a tiny morsel of desire to go further? And with this homeless man? It seemed unfathomable as they were two entirely different people in dissimilar situations, but it lingered in my head. The more I pondered the idea, the more convinced I became there was something even if I didn't fully understand.
"How many cocks you had?" he rudely asked my wife.
She chose to ignore his question and maintained her movement on me, but for some reason, I decided to engage and told her, "Tell him."
She gave me a confused look but replied, "Four."
"Four? That's nothing. You need more than that," he said with a hoarse chuckle.
"Let's go to the bedroom," Trish said but didn't stop her movement.
I knew she was nervous from Jerry's presence and in normal circumstances, she would have every right to be. However, the drawings, especially the surreptitious ones, along with her recent actions had shown something. It made me feel justified in being aggressive and pushing far beyond normal boundaries.
"It's fine," I replied, rejecting her request.
"Go sit in the chair," she said to the man, turning his way in the process.
It put her in a position where she was staring directly at his cock again and I noticed her eyes lock on it for a moment before moving to his face. He didn't move or reply to her demand, instead, he looked down at her with a deliberate smile.
"Touch it," I told her in a voice I didn't recognize.
If the tension hadn't been so high, I would have laughed at her response as she rapidly looked between me, Jerry's face, and his stiff cock.
"No," she replied and stopped moving.
Her eyes bore into mine for several seconds and then slowly descended until she was looking at my chest. I took her hand from my shoulder and slowly pushed it towards our guest expecting her to pull away at any moment. Like a baton in a relay race, I passed her hand to him and he moved it towards his cock until it was brushing his shaft.
"Open your hand," he instructed her.
"Why?" she asked, making eye contact with me again, and then quickly followed with, "This isn't right."
I knew if I showed any sympathy, it would all end quickly, and I wasn't ready for that just yet, so I said, "Touch it."
Her eyes didn't leave mine which made me think she was ignoring my words, but just seconds later, I heard the man say, "Oh, yeah..."
Glancing over, I could see that she now held the top few inches, including the plump head, of his cock in her palm. Jerry was using his hand on the base to hold it up and began to thrust his hips a bit to encourage her to stroke him. However, when this didn't work, he wrapped his free hand over hers as a guide. He was able to get her to slide several inches back and forth, but it still left most of his shaft unattended.
"I'm going to bed," she suddenly declared and quickly pulled away.
She immediately exited the room without looking back leaving me alone with a naked Jerry. Clearly, I had pushed too hard and now I needed to decide the best way to defuse things.
"Too bad, man. I was looking forward to it," Jerry stated.
"I thought she might... go along... some, but I guess not," I replied, and as soon as the words left my lips, I wondered why I had shared the thought.
"She wants to... her body does..." he answered.
I rose and made my way to our bedroom and found her in bed with only the light from the bathroom providing any illumination. She was still naked and I slid in next to her and pulled her body against me.
"I feel bad," she said before I could speak.
"You're sick? What's wrong?" I asked, missing her intent.
"No... I... all that's happened what we did... the drawings... being naked... the sex..." she stammered.
"I see," I said.
In truth, I couldn't say I was surprised to hear her message. We had gone way past any reasonable limit with the homeless man, and I had expected at any time for her to stop. The fact that she hadn't, I think, played a role in my recent attempt to get her to fondle the man's cock. Something in me wanted to find the boundary. However, I knew that if I allowed everything to come across as a negative, it would take longer to recover. Also, I liked the fact that she had left her comfort zone, even if only temporarily, and didn't want her to retreat and never venture out again. Thus, I decided to try an encouraging approach.
I didn't mind. The drawings are amazing. When we're ninety I'll still be looking at them," I said, and then quickly added, "So what if we got a little naughty. We did it together."
"How am I going to go to church tomorrow? I'll probably be struck down," she replied, and even though she was serious, I started to laugh.
"You're a good person, Trish. You'll never get the bolt of lightning," I said and squeezed her harder.
She sighed deeply, and then asked, "What did you want?"
Rather than answer verbally, I turned her in my arms and kissed her passionately. Fortunately, she responded with equal energy and soon our hands were roaming each other's bodies. Having fully recovered from the previous ejaculation, my dick became hard quickly. Trish let me guide her to her back and opened her legs as I moved into position. Seconds later, we connected.



"Mmmm... ohhh..." she purred and then pulled my head down for a kiss.
"You're beautiful," I whispered when the kiss ended.
"What do you want?" she asked and I noted her question had turned from the past to the present tense.
"Meaning?" I asked, hoping to draw her out.
"Do you want more drawings..." she probed.
Her question clearly showed a sudden change in demeanor and once more I had to ponder the relative impact of my interests and her desires.
"Honey, I'll take all I can get," I declared enthusiastically, and then asked, "Do you like posing?"
"Sometimes..." she answered vaguely.
"Did you last night? When you left?" I pushed.
"I shouldn't have done that," she replied in a tiny voice.
"But you did...and made some good ones," I answered, still wanting to deliver positive messages. She didn't respond as we continued to make love slowly, and as my mind churned, I finally asked, "Did you enjoy it? Alone... with the artist?"
"I... I don't know... I don't know why I did it," she replied.
"I think you did. I could see it in the sketches," I responded, and then added, "How excited you were."
"No..." she whispered.
"Yes, it was there..." I pushed.
"Stop... don't make me feel bad..." she whimpered from beneath me.
"It's not bad... I didn't mean that..." I said, trying to ease her mind, and when she became silent again, I added, "It was hot..."
"I'm confused," she sighed.
"Why?" I asked although I thought I knew what she meant.
"Why? It's not us... it's not me... My God, I got nude in front of him... and the drawings... Now... what you're saying... what I think you're saying..." she answered.
"It is us... together... The sketches are incredible and so are you," I said and started moving more deliberately.
She gasped at the sudden change in pace and then purred in my ear as we mated for the next few minutes. Her body began to move with me which made me think she had accepted my message. It felt good to have her back in a responsive state and I started thrusting even faster, but seconds later I felt a presence and looking over my shoulder, I spotted Jerry behind us with his pad in his hand. He was still naked and he walked around to the side of the bed nearest us which alerted Trish.
"No, Jerry... no more..." she pleaded but didn't try to slow me.
My first thought was to follow my wife's lead and warn him off, but after a moment of thought, I decided to go a different way.
"Forget him... ignore him..." I whispered into her ear.
My words seemed to calm her and we continued with our lovemaking. However, it couldn't have been more than a minute later when I heard her gasp.
"Lift your legs up... up in the air..." the homeless artist said.
Looking over my shoulder, I could see that he had moved close to the bed and had one of Trish's ankles in each hand. He held them high as if he hoped to create a pose and his big cock, almost fully hard, extended from his skinny frame at a ninety-degree angle.
"Back off, Jerry," I instructed wanting to create some space.
"Better this way," he answered, but after a moment he let go and stepped away.
Surprisingly, Trish didn't let her legs drop all the way which I could only surmise meant she wanted to please the man. The idea energized me and with renewed vigor, I began to pound into her even harder.
"Mmmm... uhhh... uhhh... ohhh... uhhh..." short staccato grunts started to emerge from her only seconds later.
"Lift up so I can see her face," the man said and I did as he instructed without hesitation.
"Dan..." she whined as she looked up at me.
"It's okay... it's all okay... just go... go, sweetie," I replied.
Again, my words settled her and like before she soon started to emit soft sexual purrs. Unfortunately, despite my earlier release, I felt the tingling begin in my groin as the decadent situation created a newfound excitement. I tried everything I could think of to delay the inevitable but before long a monster wave came at me and I surrendered.
"Uhhhh... ohhh damn... ohhh... ohhh shit..." I grunted as I climaxed for the second time.
We writhed for several seconds as I tried to expel every drop before we slowed and then stopped. Almost immediately, I felt my wife's hand stroking the back of my head in her normal way, but this time it seemed more like a taunt than a loving caress.
"Well... damn..." our guest said.
"I'm sorry," I whispered.
"Shhh..." she consoled me.
Trish tried to cover us with the bedsheet but it had bunched beneath our bodies and after struggling for several seconds, she gave up. While trying to regain my breath, I heard the repetitive sound of a pencil against paper, and although I was happy that Jerry had returned to drawing, I wondered how the finished sketch would appear. We remained connected as he worked and just when I decided to ease off Trish, the sounds of his pencil ceased.
"You want me to go down on her?" he asked boldly.
I almost laughed at the man's incessant efforts to sexually interact with my wife, but rather than shoot him down directly, I put it to Trish, "You want him to lick on you?"
Her head started to shake before she replied, "No..."
"Are you sure?" I pressed.
I expected a loud and emphatic rejection, so she stunned me when she answered, "Do you want him to?"
Our eyes locked as my mind became a cauldron of thoughts. Would she let the man enjoy her pussy if I gave the okay? Was she merely throwing the decision to me thinking it was what I wanted or did her answer signal something? And then, to top it all off, could I let another man, a homeless man, touch my sweet wife. She had held his cock a short while ago, but for some reason that now seemed distant.
"Uhhh... what..." I stammered, and then after taking a deep breath, I said, "Yeah..."
Her eyes got big but she said nothing, and I lifted and rolled to her side presenting the man the full length of her nude body. Still not sure what to expect or if I could allow it to happen, I had barely left her when he moved.
"Ugghhh... uhhh..." Trish cried out when his mouth found her pussy.
Undeterred by the multiple loads of semen inside her, he locked onto her slit and drove his tongue in deep. He maintained the connection for a while as my wife whimpered but he was in a contorted position, so in a quick move, he broke away, positioned her, and then dropped to his knees with her slit now directly before him.
"Sweet and juicy," he declared and began to lap at her entrance.
"Close your eyes," I said when I saw them darting between me and the homeless man.
As soon as they shut, I rolled next to her and found her lips. Our kiss started gently, but the man's tongue forced all kinds of pants and whimpers from her mouth. Soon, our connection became deep and passionate and my hand moved to her breasts where I teased her tight nipples. When we broke, I looked down and saw that Jerry had used his hands to push her legs wide and had his entire face pressed hard against her mound. Trish pulled me back to her and we kissed again but when she started to groan into my mouth, I looked and saw that he now had his tongue rapidly flicking across her clit.
"Ohhh... mmmm... ohhh..." Trish let out from the sensation.
"Yeah, baby... cream all over my face," the man demanded.
My wife had entered a special place and had her head tilted back, her eyes squeezed shut and her mouth half-open as her lover took her towards the precipice. She was on the final approach for an orgasm and rather than merely witnessing the event, I decided to help and moved my mouth to her nipples.
"Uhhh... huh... ohhh... ohhh... oh please..." she whimpered as her body began to undulate.
I sucked and nibbled on her nipples for only a short time before her hands found my head and pulled me up for another kiss, but it proved short-lived as she started to explode.
"Ohhh... ohhh... oh yes... yes... oh please... ughhhh... ughhhh... please..." she cried out.
Her orgasm seemed to go on forever, no doubt a product of the long build-up she experienced, the erotic situation and the man's talent. Jerry never lost contact, pushing her ever forward until she finally had enough and pushed his head away. Now, with her eyes barely open, she had a distant but satisfied look and once more she pulled me to her. We kissed slowly with our tongues exploring each other mouth until we lost the connection when she suddenly gasped.
"Mmmm... uhhhh..." she groaned when I was about to reconnect.
Curious about the cause of her sensual whines, I looked down and saw that Jerry stood between her open legs with the fat head of his cock perilously close to my wife's dilated opening. One of his hands rested just above her mound and he used his thumb to roll her clit. He looked towards me as if seeking permission and after a few seconds when I hadn't responded, he moved a half-step closer which put his cock in contact with her wet lips.
The touch made Trish's body flinch and I turned to check her state. Like the homeless man, she seemed to be looking at me for direction. Never in my wildest imagination did I expect her to go so far nor did I think it was something I would ever allow. But here we were, and a surreal feeling enveloped me as I tried to make sense of it all.
"Uggghhh..." she suddenly grunted.
With a glance, I saw that the head of Jerry's cock had disappeared. He held his shaft by the base and slowly milked it as he stood perfectly still. About two inches still showed which made me think he had so far only inserted the head.
My mind raced as I thought about the situation, my wife's acceptance, her actions of the previous night and the heat I was feeling throughout my body. Despite the erotic decadence, I had decided to put a stop to it when I noticed Trish's body make a small move. To me, it appeared she was seeking more contact with the man's cock, and as I watched, she repeated the effort several times. She might not have even been aware, but her body was responding to the man's invasion and for some reason, my response was to ease back. Jerry took it as permission and smiled while Trish followed me with her eyes for a moment before returning them to the man's shaft.
I thought that Jerry would immediately begin plowing into her pussy but he remained still with his head inside while his thumb continued to tickle her nub. At first, I thought he might be trying to catch his breath after the tongue lashing. However, when I saw Trish's lower body begin to move more openly, I realized he wanted her to come to him, and it didn't take long. Soon, he had her wantonly working the length he allowed, with her pussy impacting the back of his hand on each motion. Plus, the return of her moans signaled, that despite her recent orgasm, she needed more.
"You ready?" he finally asked her after another minute had gone by.
She nodded her head quickly, but Jerry stayed in place which made her respond, "I'm ready."
With that, the homeless man leaned over her lovely body, found her hands, pushed them over her head and then let his hips drop, impaling her on his large shaft.
"Uggghhh... ohhhh... ugghhhh..." Trish cried out.
He paused for a moment as her legs wrapped around his waist and then he was off, taking her with slow yet full strokes. Now with his body covering most of her, I had to rely on her sounds to gauge her state. They filled the room and left no doubt that the man had her on a path towards another sexual peak that would likely occur quickly. However, before it arrived, joining her sexual cries was the wet, slurping sound of her pussy getting pummeled, as between his oral efforts and his cock, he had turned her normally pristine opening into a sloppy mess.
"Scoot back," he demanded.
The move made them break apart for a moment, but Trish didn't even glance my way. Instead, she did as he instructed, and then took his cock and guided it back inside her when he was in place. Now in a better position, Jerry looped his arms behind her knees, pushed her legs back and began fucking her like a cheap hooker.
Within seconds, her excited whines returned and less than a minute later she announced, "Ohhhh... uhhh... close... so close..."
"You want to cum again?" the man taunted as their wet bodies slapped together.
"Yes... mmmm... uhhh... close... don't stop..." she implored him.
"There's no stopping," he replied.
Just seconds later, it arrived and it was as big or bigger than the climax he had forced from her a short time before, "Ohhhh... almost... ohhh... oh yes... yes... unnnggghhhh... ohhhh... Yesss... please... oh please..."
As her cries came out, her head thrashed back and forth causing her hair to fly, and her body between her restrained hands and impaled pussy contorted wildly. It seemed to go on forever but finally, it waned save for her rapid breathing. Jerry fucked her through her release, never wavering and mostly expressionless. His efforts offered no hint about where he might be in his arousal and when he might climax.
"Are you okay?" I asked feeling I needed to say something.
The sound of my voice made her open her eyes and her head rolled my direction. She stared at me but she lacked focus which made me wonder if she was completely conscious.
"No... no cum..." she said in a tiny voice.
At first, I didn't understand the message and mulled it in my head as the homeless man continued to take her hard. Then, just as I heard the man grunt for the first time, it dawned on me what she meant.
"Jerry, don't cum in her... she's not protected," I said.
Several seconds elapsed with no response, but just when I thought I might need to intervene, he responded, "Yeah... okay..."
This time, his voice indicated that he might be getting close, so it was no surprise when he started emitting repetitive grunts in time with his movement. Suddenly, his rhythm changed and he started taking her with rapid thrusts that I knew meant his climax was approaching. The change brought Trish back to the moment and when she started to whimper again, the room filled with the couple's erotic duet.
"Remember Jerry..." I said when it seemed his climax was imminent.
The man's body became tense and his breathing stopped for several seconds before he suddenly lifted and his cock pulled free from my wife's pussy. He took the heavy shaft in his hand and started to stroke it rapidly as Trish's body slowly writhed beneath him as if she still felt its presence.
"Uhhh... fuck yeah... fuck..." he spat out.
I watched as his body rocked rapidly and then the end of his cock opened and semen started pouring out. Unlike any ejaculation I had ever seen, his fluid didn't shoot out. Instead, it fell straight down and landed just below my wife's belly button. However, what he lacked in force, he made up in quantity as he expelled a huge amount of the substance. Finally, it began to ebb but I had to warn him as he started to move as my wife's pussy still showed a quarter size opening.
"Be careful... don't get any in her," I warned.
He got close, but fortunately, none went inside and as soon as he stepped away, Trish covered herself with the sheet. Now that it had ended, I wanted him out of the room, so I picked up the drawing pad and pencil and used my body to herd him towards the door. Fortunately, he took the hint and after handing him his materials I closed the door. Turning away, I met Trish just as she made her way towards the bathroom.
"I need to shower," she declared as my eyes went to the smeared semen still covering her abdomen.
I let her pass and waited until I heard the shower running before I undressed and went to join her. She looked at me with desperate eyes and I knew she wondered what I was thinking and what judgment I would show.
"You okay?" I asked as I took the soap from her hand and started to lather her body.
"I can't..." she started and then went quiet for a few seconds before adding, "No..."
"I understand..." I whispered.
"Why? What just happened?" she asked.
"Look, it just did. Try not to be upset. We can talk tomorrow... when he leaves..." I said to try to soothe her psyche.
In truth, I too felt the turmoil but knew it wasn't the right time for the conversation. I finished washing her and after drying we headed straight to bed. We had barely pulled the cover over us when a shaft of light appeared as the door opened and standing before us stood Jerry, still completely naked, holding his pad.
"I thought I would draw some more," he stated, completely oblivious to the dynamics and his violation of our private space.
"No... get out Jerry," I demanded.
He stared at me with a flat look for a few moments and then replied, "Okay, later then."
With that, he turned and left and I reached for Trish and pulled her close. She had her back against my chest and I had my arm looped over her body as we rested silently. However, after just a few minutes, for reasons I couldn't explain, I let my hand drift to her breasts. Trish's body noticeably stiffened when I first made contact but I ignored her reaction and snaked my hand beneath her cropped top.
"You let him... do it..." she whispered, and when I didn't immediately answer, she added, "Why? I want to know why."
Knowing she deserved a response, I said, "I don't know. Things kind of got away... got going... I don't know for sure... You know you let him draw you naked last night."
The last part churned in my head but I had not intended to speak it. Unfortunately, like a stream of consciousness, it just spilled from my lips. I cringed expecting a rebuke but surprisingly when she replied there wasn't an edge to her voice.
"It was just a drawing... nothing happened," she said.
"Yes, something did. You were alone with him for a long time... naked... and he was posing you... manipulating you... and capturing your... intimacy... your sexuality," I answered, and then a thought struck me and I added, "I think it was as close to sex as a person could be without being physical."
"And you wanted to take the last step... see the last step happen?" she fired back.
It was an interesting observation and it made me pause to consider whether there might be truth in her words. Plus, her demeanor so far had been so calm that I knew I needed to proceed carefully and try not to provoke.
"Maybe Trish... maybe there is some truth to that. I don't know... it seems so complicated now," I finally said.
More silence ensued that finally ended when she said, "You're hard."
A wave of profound embarrassment swept through me as I realized my dick had become stiff and now pressed against the back of her leg. I began to move but before I could make it far, Trish turned, tossed the covers back and found my shaft with her hand.
"I'm sorry," I said, knowing the ramifications were bad.
She slowly stroked it several times before responding, "You're not sorry."
"What do you mean?" I asked, confused about her intent.
"You're not sorry... you wanted him to... that's why you're hard. You're thinking about it," she challenged me.
"I... uhhh... I'm not sure Trish," I stammered hoping to find some solid ground.
Rather than respond, she pulled on my cock making it clear that she wanted me on top of her. I moved over her as she guided me to her opening and in seconds, we had connected.
"Mmmm..." she sighed as I started to move and after only a few strokes, she added, "You did."
She said it as a statement of fact, without judgment, but it still felt awkward so I remained silent as we made love. Over the next few minutes, I managed to push away my guilt and deciding there were some things I wanted to know, I decided to be bold.
"You had an orgasm... two..." I tossed out.
"Yes," she answered without elaborating.
"It must have been... felt... good..." I pressed on, annoyed at her simple answer.



"I could see in your eyes you wanted it... wanted me to. It was easy to see," she replied.
"I don't remember you looking at me," I said, recalling the way she responded to the man.
"I did. I did enough to see it," she stated.
Although her opinion wasn't completely correct, it held enough truth that I knew I was on shaky ground. So, rather than debate it, I decided to switch direction.
"He's big... how did it feel? Good?" I asked, although I already knew the answer.
"Yeah..." she let out and this time I sensed a little sass in her voice.
"Maybe you need more," I said as a tease.
"Ummm... no... Once is more than enough," she responded and this time I heard some playfulness in her voice.
I found it surprising that she could recover so quickly from something I thought might leave an indelible impression on her conscience. Did it mean she was shielding herself by blaming me or did something carnal, something unexpected, reside within her that had suddenly surfaced? I was still contemplating the subject when sounds from the hallway let us know that Jerry was still up.
"I think you need more," I whispered, once more seeking to find the boundaries.
"Do you?" she answered sarcastically, but just a few seconds later she asked in a strange voice, "Do you want me to?"
Her words stopped me cold, and resting on my elbows, I stared down into her barely discernible face. While the tone of her words had provided some indication of her thoughts, I could glean no information from her expression.
"Go to him," I finally said, intentionally being provocative.
"No..." she replied, but before I could respond, she added, "Unless it's what you really want."
Her words caused a surge of mixed emotion to flood my body and I was by no means certain I knew what I wanted, yet after only a short pause, I answered, "Go to him."
I expected her to push back again, but she immediately started to wiggle from beneath me. Quickly, she left the bed, acting almost eager, and stopped only to put on her robe which I knew would soon be off. With a final glance my way, she left the room and with a deep sigh, I fell back on the pillow while gripping my dick with my hand. I wondered how the homeless man would receive the gift. Would he start by doing some sketches or would he just throw her down and fuck her? And what did Trish want? The slow, erotic build-up of modeling nude finished by sex or the immediate gratification of feeling his big cock shoved into her pussy?
I knew at some point I would have to go check on things and see for myself what they were doing. But, deciding to wait a bit, I let twenty minutes tick by before I slowly rose, donned some boxers and a t-shirt, and opened the door. As I made my way down the hall, the lack of sound confused me so I slowed and proceeded with small steps. Arriving at the living room, I peeked around the corner and took in the scene of Jerry sitting on the couch with my wife between his spread legs eagerly sucking his cock. The man had his drawing pad in one hand and would make some marks on it and then move it aside and watch Trish for a bit before sketching some more. She had one hand cupped around the base of his shaft with his heavy balls hanging over her wrist while the other gripped the base tightly. Her mouth was able to cover only a few inches and she would rapidly bob her head while sucking him hard for a spell before stopping and looking up like a pet dog seeking a reward. Although Jerry was on the receiving end of the sexual pleasure, Trish seemed quite happy, too.
After taking it in, I decided it could go on for a while so I retreated to the bed to rest. I checked back thirty minutes later and discovered that he now had Trish sprawled across the sofa while he drew her naked form from a chair several feet away. Amazingly, rather than something tawdry, he had her in an artistic pose that I thought would make a very nice drawing. Once more, I returned to the bedroom and had drifted to a state of semi-sleep when a noise brought me to full consciousness.
Curious, I jumped from the bed and started down the hall. More sounds hit me that seemed to be coming from our dining room and when I arrived, I saw that Jerry had Trish face down across our formal table. He stood behind her, lazily smoking a cigarette as he slowly worked his heavy cock into her pussy. A flower vase lay next to the table that was the likely source of the sound I had heard. My position put me outside their vision and I looked on silently while noting that Trish seemed more animated than her lover.
"C'mon... more..." she whined.
"Let me finish the smoke," he chuckled then took a long drag. After exhaling heavily, he said, "Damn, you've got a sweet pussy."
His provocative words made me step forward until I entered his field of vision, and I said, "Everything okay here?"
"All good," he declared dismissively.
"Honey?" my wife whimpered.
"Trish, are you okay?" I asked.
Several seconds elapsed with no reply and finally Jerry filled the void, "She's good. Wanted some more."
In the quick exchange, our guest never stopped his movement nor did Trish look my way. Perhaps, my discovery embarrassed her or maybe she didn't want to break her sexual reverie, but I knew I needed to gauge her state of mind.
"Trish?" I probed.
"It's okay," she responded.
Glancing towards Jerry, I spotted a smile on his face and when he saw my stare, he said, "All the models... well most. Most I fucked. Something about a woman posing that makes them want to fuck."
His words didn't seem to register with my wife, and after a bit of contemplation, I said, "She a wife... a mom... not a model."
"She a good model. A wife and mother, but a good model... she loves it," he responded as his breath grew heavy and then added, "And she's a good fuck."
Although his words incensed me, I remained silent and watched as he began to move faster into my wife's pussy which brought forth a fresh wave of passionate squeals. Her hands crawled to the edge of the table and took hold and it appeared she was using them to provide balance to push back against his thrusts. Every cycle seemed to build her excitement that showed through her sexual moans and whimpers.
"Mmmm... ohhh... don't... ohhhh..." she whined.
"I could tell..." he grunted and then added after a short pause, "Last night when she took off her robe... I could tell."
Her behavior the prior evening had been surprising and I knew I had no basis to challenge him even if I wanted to, so I let his comment pass. He continued to slide into her with his hands now gripping her hips and like before, a wet slurping sound started to come from their connection. It wasn't long before I saw tension building in his ass and legs that suggested he might be getting close. However, just when I thought the moment had arrived, he turned and looked at me. The meaning of it became clear when seconds later he jerked his cock free just as his cum started to spew. I realized that he had been thinking about remaining connected and planting his seed in my wife. The first globs landed on Trish's butt but he quickly nestled his shaft between her cheeks and as I looked on, more of the milky substance spilled forth and disappeared into her crack. I hoped that her opening had sufficiently closed but as I recalled their last encounter, I became concerned.
Trish had become still during his release but soon started to move her hips seductively. Jerry, knowing she was seeking his cock, used the table cloth to wipe his head and then plunged back inside.
"Yes... oh yes..." she called out wantonly.
Having seen enough, I left the mating couple and returned to bed. My fitful sleep allowed me to detect Trish's attempt to slide in and glancing at the clock, I noted it had been over two hours since I left them. Instantly, my thoughts went to how many times the man had taken her.
"Are you okay?" I asked so that she would know I was awake.
"Yes... I guess..." she answered just as the aroma of sex mixed with cigarettes hit me.
"How many times?" I asked, strangely wanting specifics.
"I don't... some... a couple..." she replied vaguely.
We went silent and I was thinking about what to say next when I felt movement and then her hand was on my dick. I guessed she wanted to know if I was hard, and the fact that I was flaccid gave me a feeling of moral superiority.
"Haven't you had enough?" I said.
"Please don't... just don't. You were a big part of this," she replied in a vulnerable voice.
We became silent again, and then a thought struck me and I asked, "Did he cum in you?"
The few seconds of silence that ensued told the story before she said, "Yes... I'll take care of it."
"Maybe you should just leave it be... see what happens," I responded, suddenly wanting to rub her now in her decadent behavior.
"Don't..." she implored me once more.
"I'm sorry," I said, knowing I had pushed too far.
However, even as the words were leaving my mouth, I felt my dick begin to swell as for some bizarre reason, I now wanted to add my cum to Jerry's. The thought was very awkward, especially since I had already ejaculated in her twice earlier and I was trying to come up with an explanation for my erection when Trish saved me.
"Do you want to make love?" she whispered.
Instantly, I rolled over and let her hand guide me home. I intentionally started slow and had to fight the urge to take her aggressively. She responded normally, emitting soft sighs and mews rather than the sexual cries and grunts the homeless man had caused.
"I can't believe any of this?" I suddenly let out as the lunacy hit me again.
"Do I feel the same?" she asked, seeking reassurance.
Fortunately, I answered as a loving husband, "Yes, exactly the same."
In truth, she wasn't the same at all as her normally snug tunnel, now felt quite loose. Jerry had done a number on her pussy and I knew it would take a day or so for her to return to normal.
"Don't pull out," she whispered into my ear.
Her message, given my state of mind, was like a flame to gasoline and even though I tried to hold back, I quickly started to move into her with increased urgency. Trish opened her legs wide and her hands moved from my shoulders to my ass. A vision of her as a needy tart swept through my brain, and strangely, I didn't look at it as altogether a bad thing.
"I'm not going to last..." I grunted, already feeling my balls tightening.
"Go..." she encouraged and then quickly added, "Don't pull out."
I lasted less than ten strokes before the euphoric wave hit me and my balls started to drain as I grunted, "Oh shit... unnnggghh... shit... damn, Trish..."
Spots danced before my eyes as I collapsed onto her body and she started to run her fingers gently through my hair. My thoughts went to my ejaculation into her unprotected pussy and I wondered about her motivation. Did she subconsciously decipher my feelings? Did she think that it somehow absolved her of letting another man's semen enter her womb? Or, in just one evening had she become a different sexual being?
The next morning, just before noon, we returned Jerry to his camp without incident. He left behind a stack of drawing of Trish that ran the gamut from erotic art to pornographic. After much debate, we agreed he could keep one and I wasn't the least surprised when he selected the one where she eagerly sucked his cock as he rested on the couch.
Trish had taken so much cock that the soreness made it difficult for her to walk and compounded her building feelings of shame and guilt. After dropping the man, I had tried to talk to her and rationalize her thoughts, but seeing the kids ignited a new wave. It lasted for weeks, and as part of it, she decided it had all been my fault, as, in her mind, I had pressured her as part of some weird sexual fantasies. In truth, I think she understood that she was equally culpable, but it was easier to blame me than face her demons. Of course, our sex life suffered, becoming almost a perfunctory event for a time. Finally, after several months, things started to return to normal and interestingly, she seemed more sexual than before.
Then there was the myriad of unresolved thoughts and emotions that ricocheted in my brain like a pinball. I struggled to make sense of what had occurred in such a short time and how in one moment I wanted Trish to act the slut, quickly followed by my desire to see the return of the churchgoing wife and mother I thought I knew. The reconciliation never occurred but I knew she had a strong case concerning my involvement so I elected to just accept the conflict.
I think I was so happy that we had made it through the rough patch that I didn't see the signs at first. Her church group continued to help the homeless population and she was often on the phone with Gayle making plans. The few times I brought up Jerry, she quickly dismissed the question and declared everything was fine. Even though I thought it must be hard to occasionally see him, I backed away as any reference only seemed to upset her. However, when her routine visits to the camp turned from thirty minutes to sometimes well over an hour, I became concerned and suspicious.
"Come on kids, let's get some ice cream," I announced, receiving squeal of joy in response.
It was a Saturday afternoon and Trish had left an hour earlier for the homeless encampment to meet Gayle. My curiosity had reached its limit, and I felt justified in performing a drive-by check. However, having the kids with mommy out meant I needed to create a good story. Loaded and on our way in five minutes, it took another ten to arrive at the camp. There was no sign of Trish's car, and with my children's voices demanding their treat, I was about to head for the ice cream shop when a thought hit me. I drove up the street, made the turn and soon arrived at the motel we had stopped out that bitterly cold night many months ago. Sure enough, parked in front of room number five was my wife's vehicle. No doubt, she was inside with her homeless lover, wailing in pleasure as he mercilessly pounded her pussy.
I thought about pulling up and kicking the door open to catch her in the act. In my current state, it was an appealing idea, but the kids were with me and I didn't want them to see their mother this way. I let out a deep sigh as the kids giggled behind me and we turned, went to the store, and got ice cream.
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"There it is... the site of all your sports glory," I said sarcastically to my wife Kami as we drove past the high school sports fields.
"Yes, I could have been great if I hadn't hurt my knee," she replied playfully.
We were visiting Kami's mother for the weekend and were on our way back from a quick run to the supermarket. Her mom was a widow as Kami's father had died from a heart attack several years earlier. Even though she was still an attractive woman, she had eschewed dating, so Kami and her sister made sure to see her as often as possible.
"I'm sure," I laughed.
"It's true! Don't be a jerk," she responded.
"Which one is the soccer field?" I asked, scanning the grounds.
"The far one... in the back next to the field house," she answered.
"Ummm... all those hot little bodies running around naked," I said, continuing to tease.
"Hah! Sweetie, girls don't run around naked. They go home to change or hide behind the shower curtain," she explained.
"Well, that's no fun," I responded.
Although it wasn't something I had ever thought about, I was surprised by her message and was still mulling it over in my head when she said, "Yes, not like the boys."
"Honey, we were shy, too. We were just more scared of showing any fear," I told her.
With that, the conversation switched back to Kami's mom as we turned onto the tree-lined street where she had grown up. As soon as we were in the house, I put the bottles of wine away while my wife set about preparing some snacks. An hour later, the three of us moved to the patio and enjoyed the warm evening air. Seeing how much my mother-in-law enjoyed chatting with her daughter, I kept quiet, and over the next few hours, we killed two bottles. Afterward, we made a brief stop to watch TV, however, it wasn't long before the women started to fade, so I took the lead in closing things out.
Once in the bedroom, Kami quickly stripped down to her thong, found her cut-off t-shirt, and jumped beneath the covers while I was still undressing. I could see her peering up at me with an impish look which informed me that she might not be as tired as I thought.
"I guess someone got their second wind," I laughed when she reached out as soon as I was beneath the sheets.
"Mmmm... hmmm..." she sighed and immediately guided my hand to her breasts.
For the next few minutes, we cuddled and I could tell by the sloppiness of her kisses that she was feeling no pain. Soon, she lifted her arms above her head to remove her top and once she had tossed it aside, she pushed her thong down her smooth legs. Next, she tried for my boxers, but wanting to slow things, I fended her off and pushed on her shoulders until she was flat against the mattress.
"I love doing it in the bed you grew up in," I whispered into her ear.
Kami giggled a little and then said, "It's not the same bed. My parents got a new one when I went to college."
"What? You never told me that!" I exclaimed.
"I didn't want to ruin it for you," she answered, laughing harder.
"Well, you did," I replied, and before she could respond, I asked, "I'm the only one on this one, right?"
"Hold on... let me think," she said and then pretended to be in deep thought before she answered, "I think you're okay."
"And the old one?" I asked, feigning annoyance.
"Shhhh... Let's make love," she replied, avoiding the question.
I knew she was toying with me, so I let the discussion end and when Kami's hands returned to my boxers, I let her pull them off. Now, both naked, our bodies writhed together as we kissed and fondled.
"I want to go down on you," I announced and started to descend.
"No, baby. We have to be quiet," she warned and pulled on my shoulders.
Kami often became quite vocal when her pussy was being tongue-lashed, so, I let her guide me over her until I was looking down at her lovely face.
For the thousandth time, I realized how lucky I was to have her as my wife. Tall and slender with a body toned from an active lifestyle, she was a real head-turner. She wore her light-brown hair shoulder-length and her pretty eyes were also brown, but several shades darker. Her lips were full and soft, and tiny, sensitive nipples crowned her B-cups breasts.
Standing six-feet tall and weighing 175 lbs. with a full head of hair, I didn't have near the looks of my wife but felt presentable. Like her, I worked out enough that my body stayed in shape, and she had told me more than once that I sported a disarming smile that put others at ease.
We met one month before graduating during our senior year in college and discovered we both had landed jobs in the same city. Since neither of us had an established network of friends in our new location, we ended up doing things together and it wasn't long before we became a couple. Six months later, weary of trying to get by on our starting salaries, we moved in together, and after a year of cohabitation, we got married.
That was two years ago and things, so far, had gone quite well. We rarely argued, and when we did, both of us usually felt so bad that we went out of our way to make it up. Also, we had both progressed several steps in our careers, so the money issues had become less acute. In fact, we had managed to purchase a small bungalow in a reasonable neighborhood.
We enjoyed an active sex life that had caring and intimacy as a foundation. Kami wasn't a prude and could be quite playful, although her natural inclination was for the conventional. I loved that her public demeanor gave no indication about what occurred behind closed doors and I knew from the probing questions I received from friends that the mystery made her even more interesting.
"You ready?" I teased when the head of my dick contacted her entrance.
"Yeah..." she answered in a husky voice.
"Ugghh... shit..." I grunted involuntarily in response to the warmth I felt as my shaft penetrated.
Mmmm... ohhh..." Kami sighed at the same time.
For the next few minutes, we moved together, feeling the heat radiate from our bodies as the small bedroom became filled with the soft sighs and mews of sexual satisfaction. Occasionally, we would connect in a kiss and after one ended, I looked into her half-closed eyes and saw she was close to an orgasm. I began moving into her purposefully, thrilled to hear the wetness of her pussy while maintaining a rhythm that didn't make the bedsprings squeak.
"Cum for me, beautiful," I whispered with my lips pressed against her ear.
"Nnnnaa... I... umm..." she responded, unable to form words, before finally forcing out, "Go, sweetie..."
The sheets had long left our bodies and Kami had her legs spread widely. When her hands left my shoulders and found my ass, I knew she was almost there.
"Mmmm... let it out..." I encouraged.
Suddenly, her legs closed around my waist and her feet started spurring the air as she cried out, "Ohhhh... ohhhh... Craig... oh baby... ohhhh..."
I rode her through her release until her body relaxed. Her excitement had put me in a nice place where I knew I could let go whenever I was ready. So, I looked down into her face and reveled at her beauty for several seconds and when she smiled up at me, I decided it was time.
"Ughhh... uhhhh... uhhhh..." I grunted as jets of semen fired into her body.
Now, exhausted like her, I fell to her side and pulled her warm body firmly against my chest.
"Mmmm... I love you," she declared.
"Shhh... quiet," I responded and filled my hand with one of her breasts.
Minutes ticked by and I was close to drifting away when I felt my wife turn in my arms. Soon, she pushed me onto my back and as I came back to full consciousness, I felt her hand fondling my dick. She could only get me partially erect, but when she moved down and took me into her mouth, I hardened within seconds. Then, she climbed on top of me and guided me back into her wet pussy.
"Ohhhh... mmmm..." she sighed as she pushed her hips back.
"And, I thought you were drunk and would pass out," I teased.
"Hush..." she fired back with a giggle, and then added, "It just feels so good."
Kami rode me with a languid movement, content to enjoy the feeling of our connection without working towards any goal. After enjoying the view for a bit, I began to toy with her nipples and instantly I felt the walls of her pussy squeeze my shaft. We maintained our play in silence until, with a deep sigh, she fell forward onto my chest. I started running my hands through her soft hair as she tried to move her hips, but finally, she stopped.
"You're special," I whispered.
"You think so?" she asked, wanting the stroking.
"Yeah..." I replied.
More silence ensued, and I was just about to roll her off me so we could go to sleep when she spoke.
"What's the boys' locker room like?" she asked.
"Where did that come from?" I replied, trying to look into her eyes, but she kept her head against my chest.
"Well, what we talked about this afternoon. I was just thinking about it," she replied defensively.
I considered the question and the odd timing for a moment and then responded, "Well, I don't know... I guess it has lockers, and an office for the coaches, a trainer's room, equipment storage space, and showers. Or, at least that's what I remember from mine."
"That's like the girl's side, but we had washers and dryers for the uniforms," she replied.
"Oh, yeah. There were those too in the equipment room, but they didn't get used enough because it stunk. I can still remember the nasty smell," I said.
"Ewwww... why not?" Kami asked.
"I don't know. I guess they wanted to make us tough," I laughed.
"Did you... were there separate shower stalls for everyone?" she probed.
"Hell, no. It was one big shower room with nozzles along the wall and poles down the center that had like four showerheads each," I explained, and as the words left my mouth, I felt my wife's body shudder. Before she could speak, I asked, "Why?"
"Just curious," she replied, although I could tell she was being evasive.
"Kami, why?" I pushed, and this time I tilted my head enough that I could see her face.
"My friend Dana... we tried to sneak into the boy's side once to check it out. We were almost there before we chickened out," she responded.
"Okay, but that doesn't answer my question. Why were you... are you... curious?" I asked.
She started to giggle and it continued for a few seconds before she gained control and said, "An older girl... a senior... told us that all the boys got naked in one big shower and we wanted to see if it was true."
Now, it was my turn to chuckle and when I stopped, I said, "So, y'alls little girl hormones took control? You wanted to see all those naked bodies?"
"Don't be an ass! We were just curious and no one was there," she scolded.
Before I could respond, Kami pushed back against my dick that had remained hard. She maintained her motion in silence for a minute or so before stopping again.
"Come here... time for bed," I announced and pulled her to my side.
Minutes ticked by, and I was near sleep when she whispered, "There was a rumor that the senior girl, Debbie, went in there."
"In the shower with all the naked boys?" I laughed.
"I think maybe it was just one," she giggled, and then asked, "You think it was more?"
Her interest in the subject intrigued me and I became silent for a moment as I contemplated the meaning before I responded, "Probably all rumor. Let's go to sleep."
Soon, Kami's soft purrs signaled she had drifted off, but I remained awake as I continued to think about the brief exchange. The fact that she had never mentioned anything about it made me think it carried some significance, but I couldn't land on a satisfactory explanation and finally fell asleep. Several times the following day my mind returned to the subject, although I still didn't make any progress towards a resolution. Finally, I decided that if I wanted to know more it would require a direct question and was trying to determine the best way to present it when Kami did something that deepened the mystery.
"Let's do it in the locker room," she said from out of the blue as we drove past the school on our way home.
"What? There will be people there... likely..." I replied, a bit flustered.
"It's Sunday morning. No one will be there," she responded showing strange determination.
"Kami, if no one is there, it will be locked," I answered.
"We can find a way in... we can try..." she persisted.
"Look, it's not like we're in school. If we get caught, there won't be a simple reprimand. We'll end up in jail!" I explained.
"I see... well... I guess I thought you had some adventure in you," she replied in a tone that left me wondering if she had been serious or merely teasing.
"Haha... nice try. Save it for later when we get home," I said.
"Hmmm... okay then," she responded with a hint of disappointment.
Surprisingly, the unexpected interaction that had lasted no more than thirty seconds was over as quickly as it started. As we drove in silence, I replayed the recent conversations and I realized my pretty wife had given me a peek into the hidden recesses of her sexual mind. At first, it made me very excited, but as I thought more, a sense of disappointment wafted over me as I wondered why she had never confided in me before. It made me feel vulnerable, worried that she didn't fully trust me, and I knew I needed to tread carefully. Then, from nowhere, a wave of jealousy swept over me when I wondered if there was another man somewhere out there that knew all her intimate secrets.
"We need to go to the store when we get back," my wife announced.
It was a simple statement, but I was grateful as it pulled me back to the moment, saving me from my self-created anxiety.
"Sounds good. We need to get some picture hangars at the hardware store, too," I replied, and with that, things returned to normal.
I suspected we would re-visit my wife's locker room thoughts at some point, likely, during some intimate pillow talk. It certainly stayed on my mind, but I wanted Kami to initiate the discussion, and it seemed she was content to drop it. Days and then weeks ticked by and it had mostly faded from my thoughts when something happened that brought it rushing back.
To stay in shape, I often played pick-up basketball, and not too far from our house was a facility that stayed open until 9 PM several nights a week. I would typically go on Wednesdays, a little before eight after the youth league had finished, and stay until closing. Several guys about my age followed the same routine and were normally present, along with one or two random individuals. Fortunately, we were all about the same height and close enough in skill level that we could engage in some competitive matches. The building was the gym from an old junior high that had closed years before, and the city had converted it, along with several outdoor fields, into a community center. Also, the education district had renovated several of the other buildings for use as district administrative space so the grounds still had the look and feel of a school.
As we finished playing one evening, I realized I needed to pee, and decided to find a toilet rather than wait until I got home. I generally knew where the old locker rooms were located, although, in all my time playing there, I had never visited. I headed towards the far end of the building, took a ramp down to a lower level and as I descended the telltale odor of sweat and unwashed clothing filled my nostrils. Somehow, the space had managed to retain the foul aroma even though it hadn't seen routine use in years. The only illumination came from the ambient light filtering through the painted windows and a single safety light that marked the exit. For a moment, I stopped to look for the switch for the other lights, but none was evident, and after a few seconds, I decided I could see well enough to get by. I found the toilets and while I stood in front of the urinal, splattering the porcelain, an epiphany arrived.
I realized the place could fulfill my wife's desire to get naughty in a men's locker room. It had all the essential elements and as far as I knew it had few visitors. Perhaps, I thought, we could sneak in and hide before the gym closed one night. It involved eluding the custodian, but I rarely saw him, and I didn't think the building had an alarm. The main door mechanisms, when locked, allowed one to leave but not enter, so when we finished, we could merely walk out.
It took some self-control to hide my smile when I returned to Kami. I knew if she sensed something was up it would only take a little prodding to get me to spill my guts and I wanted to mull the idea over a bit and ensure we wouldn't be taking any undue risks. Fortunately, I managed to maintain a normal demeanor while I plotted over the next several days. Eventually, I concluded that sneaking around the building posed too much risk. Despite the innocent nature of our activity, I knew that if caught, things wouldn't end well. It was a sobering thought, but I wasn't ready to abandon the concept, which slowly led me to the realization that I needed to get the custodian on my side.
Having seen him several times, I knew what he looked like, but we had never spoken. He was an older black man that appeared to be in his forties with a lean build and a bald head. I guessed he was a little over six-foot tall, although I had never been near enough to him to get a good measurement.
Two weeks went by and despite my efforts to keep an eye out for the man, I only spotted him once, and then only for a few seconds. His infrequent presence made it hard to determine the best approach and I had mostly given up on the idea when fate brought us together.
"Hey," I said to the janitor as we passed.
I was on my way to my car but two of the regular guys were still shooting baskets across the floor. Given the time, I suspected he was on his way to shoo them out.
"Hey, man," he replied in a gruff voice.
We both kept walking and had separated by about ten yards when I finally called out to him, "Uhhh... do you have a second? There's something I'd like to ask."
He turned and looked at me suspiciously before responding, "What?"
Now, suddenly faced with the reality of the request, even after planning what to say, I felt tongue-tied and finally forced out, "I... I... look it might take a few minutes. Can I stick around so we can chat after everyone is gone?"
"What you need?" he asked as his eyes narrowed.
"Just a request... about using the building... nothing bad..." I stammered.
He looked at me for several more seconds, shrugged, and then turned and headed towards the others. Not knowing what to do, I stepped into the shadows of the women's locker ramp. Soon, the remaining two players came walking by, and behind them, I could hear the footsteps of the custodian. Fortunately, the men exited before the man, which energized me, and when he got close, I stepped back into the light.
"What the fuck? What you want?" he asked, startled by my sudden appearance.
Sensing it was time to be bold, I decided to lead with the truth and explained, "Look, I want to use the locker room after the place is closed... when no one is here... with my wife."
"For what?" he shot back, although I noticed his expression soften with the mention of Kami.
"Uhhh... it's kind of... more or less... a fantasy thing. Fulfilling a fantasy," I said.
"You want to fuck her in there?" he responded crudely.
I thought about trying to obscure the truth, and given his attitude, I considered abandoning the idea, but finally, with a sigh, I replied, "Yeah..."
The look he gave me had me bracing for the worst so I was surprised when he answered, "$100."
"$100 and we can use the locker room?" I asked to confirm his meaning.



"Use it all you want, but if you break anything or steal anything, I'll go to the police," he responded.
Buoyed by his message, realizing it would be as simple as a commercial transaction, my angst lifted and I said, "Okay, that's fine. Next week when I'm here I'll let you know the night."
"You sure it's your wife? I don't want no crazy girl crying rape," he asked.
"Yes, definitely my wife and she isn't crazy," I assured him.
With that, we separated and minutes later I was in my car headed home feeling quite good about how things had played out. It felt like I was in control and with the hard part over, I could play things by ear with my wife and if it became awkward, I would just let the matter drop. Unfortunately, when I arrived home, she seemed distracted by some work issues, so it wasn't until the following day that I felt comfortable discussing the idea.
"You know the place I play basketball has an old locker room with showers," I blurted out as we shared a glass of wine while watching TV.
Kami gave me a surprised look, and a smile came to her face before she answered, "It's not my school."
Not appreciating the importance of the location, I went silent for several seconds before replying weakly, "Uhhhh... okay."
We watched the screen for several more minutes and then, with no warning, she asked, "You think it's the same?"
"It's the layout I'm used to. Looked almost identical to the ones I had in junior high and high school," I confirmed.
"Really? How would we do it?" she asked as her indifference suddenly flipped to eagerness.
"I know the janitor... well, he's more than just the janitor really, but he said it was okay. We could use it after everyone left," I explained, leaving out the issue of the money.
"You told him?" she responded with a surprised look.
Knowing it seemed strange, I took several seconds to collect my thoughts before replying, "Yes, it was too dangerous otherwise. He's an older guy and doesn't seem to care."
"Wow... you really planned it," she said with wide eyes.
"I mean... we can go... if you want," I replied, unsure of her thoughts.
"When?" she answered, and now there was clear excitement in her demeanor.
"We have to decide. I told him I'd let him know next week," I explained.
"Why not tomorrow?" she responded.
"I don't know honey. Thursdays they have league games until late, so it might be difficult to find the guy and arrange it," I said, but when I saw the disappointment on her face, I continued, "Look, I'll try but we'll have to play it by ear."
"So, what time? Around nine?" she asked, ignoring the uncertainty in my words.
"A little later I think," I said as she moved towards me.
Quickly, she straddled my waist, and after a short kiss, she whispered, "It will be so naughty."
Kami's responses told me that my efforts had hit the bullseye. Not wanting to lose the sexual energy, I kissed her passionately as my fingers went to the buttons on her blouse. When it was free, I pushed her bra over her small mounds and began to slowly fondle them. I had barely started when she suddenly stood, pulled me to my feet, and guided me towards the bedroom. We were both naked in seconds, and with no foreplay, I sunk my dick into her slick opening as she wrapped her arms around my neck.
"Mmmm... I guess the idea turns you on," I teased as we moved.
"Yeah..." she sighed and after a moment added, "I'm surprised you did it."
"Why?" I asked.
"I thought it kinda scared you," she giggled.
"I see..." I replied and began to push into her more forcefully.
My actions brought a deep groan from her mouth and her legs, which had been snug against my side, opened to give me more freedom. Soon, she began emitting soft sighs in time with my movements and we locked into a wonderful lover's rhythm. The minutes ticked by as we stayed joined, while occasionally sharing passionate kisses, but when her mews took on a needy edge, I knew she was ready. I changed the pace and started moving into her with more purpose following a well-proven path, and a few minutes later, when her orgasm arrived, she wrapped her legs around my waist and dug her nails into my arms while emitting rhythmic gasps. I fucked her through her release and as it ebbed, her excited sounds devolved into soft whimpers. Then, it was my turn, and magical sensations swept through my body as I exploded into her while grunting loudly.
The following evening, I left Kami at our house and headed for the community center. The plan was for me to locate the janitor, try to arrange to use the locker room, and call her to provide details of when and where to go. It was a little past eight when I arrived and a league game was still underway. I scanned the gym, but the only adults I spotted were the parents of the players, so I made for the locker room, finding it empty. Left with no other alternative, I found a seat near the entrance and watched the game hoping that the man would appear at some point.
The game ended at eight forty-five and it took a few minutes for everyone to depart. I was now alone, so rather than merely wait, I took the ball I had brought and started shooting baskets. I hoped the custodian would hear the sounds and come by to ask me to leave. It would allow me to talk with him, although I was by no means certain he would agree to the plan on such short notice.
Twenty minutes later, the clanging of the door made me turn towards the entrance and standing just inside was the older black man looking towards me with a scowl. I stopped dribbling and walked towards him while thinking about what to say.
"Time to go," he said when I approached.
"We talked last night..." I started.
"I know we did..." he interrupted, still looking annoyed.
"Look, I was wondering if maybe I could use it tonight," I blurted out before I lost my nerve.
"Tonight?" he responded, and after a pause asked, "Where's your girl?"
"I'm going to call her to meet me if you say it's okay," I explained.
For several seconds, he was silent as he stared at me, and then he announced, "$125 if you want it tonight."
"Okay," I answered, thankful I had enough cash.
"Hurry now. You get her here and get it done," he demanded as I handed over the money.
I nodded to him, acknowledging his message, and with no further discussion, he turned, flipped several switches, darkening all but one light bank, and left. Quickly, I pulled out my phone and called Kami and learned she was already waiting in the parking lot.
"This is wild," she giggled when I let her in the door, and before I could respond, she asked, "Where is it?"
"This way," I answered and directed her towards the far end of the building.
She had dressed in her workout attire, likely to fit in, and we strode rapidly towards the far end of the building. She began giggling as we took the ramp down beneath the stands and propelled by the momentum, we were practically running when we arrived at the bottom.
"You're right it does smell," she said when we entered.
"Look around," I laughed as her eyes darted in every direction.
"It's dark... come with me," she replied and grabbed my hand.
We made a circuit through the space starting with the locker area, which had several rows of old metal enclosures in very poor shape. From there, we saw the abandoned offices, the toilets, the storage area and what looked to be a training room that had an old mat on the floor that filled the space. Finally, we arrived at the showers and as I watched a big smile filled her face.
"What?" I asked sensing something was on her mind.
"She was right," Kami replied.
"Debbie?" I asked, recalling her story.
"Yeah... Debbie... the senior girl," she giggled.
"What she said about the showers?" I asked and when she nodded, I continued with, "You want to go... get in the there?"
"Yeah..." she replied in a husky voice.
Driven by the power of a youthful memory, Kami started to remove her things, and I could almost feel the heat radiating from her excited body.
"Wow... you're ready to go," I laughed.
"Hurry, get your things off," she demanded.
"What's the plan?" I teased.
"Shhh... get in the shower," she replied.
"Let me check there's water," I told her realizing I had neglected to confirm the showers functioned during my previous visit.
"Go... " she said, prodding my shoulder.
Barefoot, with my pants still on and my shirt unbuttoned, I stepped onto the cold tile and turned both handles below one of the showerheads. Instantly, water jetted out answering one question, and it wasn't long before I could feel the heat rising.
"We have water... and hot water," I called back to my wife.
When I turned, Kami was standing at the entrance completely nude while holding her hands in front of her body in a demure way. With a chuckle, I approached her, and when I got close, she started pulling on my clothes. Soon, I was naked, too.
"C'mon," she giggled and stepped into the tiled room.
"Shit! It's hot," I declared when I tested the water again.
I started to adjust the knobs but recalling our pillow talk, I left them and went to several other stations and turned them on. Then, I directed Kami towards the center pole, ensured the water was a good temperature and together we moved beneath the spray. As soon as she was wet, she turned and brought her lips to mine, forcing my erect dick into her tummy. We were still in an embrace when I noticed that the steam from the half-dozen spraying nozzles had filled the space creating an ethereal effect.
My hands wandered her luscious body starting with her breasts where her small nipples were now completely stiff. She whimpered into my mouth as I rolled them gently between my fingers and rubbed her body seductively against mine. I knew when my hand descended, I would find her pussy wet, but when my fingers opened her folds, I was thrilled to find her completely soaked. Even in the cascading water, her lubrication was holding up, and when I located her little nub, it was diamond hard.
"God, you're on fire," I declared.
"Yes... uhhh... help me..." she groaned as she tried to climb my body to get my dick inside.
"Uh... not yet. I want to wash you first," I replied, hoping to slow things down.
"Okay... okay..." she gasped.
A small sliver of soap, no telling how old, remained in the dish and I took it and used it on her body until some lather appeared. Pulling her out of the direct spray, I worked her body paying special attention to her ass and breasts and it wasn't long before sweet mews of pleasure escaped her mouth. Also, I teased her with my dick making sure that she felt it sliding back and forth over her ass which eventually brought things to a head.
"I... I need it... now..." she whined and bent forward, presenting me with her lovely ass.
She had both hands on the shower pillar and with the water bouncing off her smooth back, it was an invitation I couldn't decline. I took a position behind her, bent forward to find the angle and then pushed forward. It took several attempts, but finally, with her help, I was at her entrance and with a final thrust, I buried myself halfway.
"Uhhhh... oh, yes..." she groaned loudly.
I became still to give her time to savor the feeling, but after a few seconds, I pulled back slowly until I was at her entrance and then lunged forward fully impaling her on my shaft. It brought from her a loud gasp that slowly morphed into an extended throaty moan. With that, my hands found her hips, and I started taking her deeply in a way that soon had our bodies slapping together.
"This what you wanted?" I asked her between grunts.
"Yeah... oh yeah... yeah..." she groaned repeatedly in time to our movement, and then added, "I'm already close... close..."
Kami didn't struggle to have orgasms. Still, we had barely started so it was a clear message about the power of her fantasy. Only seconds later, her breathing began to get erratic which meant she was going to climax even faster than I had anticipated.
"Let it out baby," I encouraged.
"Uhhh... I... ohhhh..." she groaned as it hit, and seconds later, when her body started to shake, she continued with, "Ohhh... yes... yes... mmmm... now... there... I'm there..."
Several times in our sexual history, Kami's would orgasm so powerfully that I could feel her pussy spasm around my dick. This time, her release seemed to be fading when I suddenly felt her walls begin to squeeze and release.
"You're cumming hard... I can feel it..." I called out.
"Yes... so good... mmmm..." she moaned as her legs started to buckle.
I followed her to the wet floor, making sure she didn't fall heavily, then rolled her onto her back. With her eyes barely open and her mouth slightly parted, she looked like a purely sexual being. I moved into position over her and pushed easily back inside. The hard surface was hell on my knees but I needed desperately to climax so I ignored the pain. Fortunately, it didn't take long and then it was my turn to grunt and gasp as I emptied my balls.
"Shit, Kami..." I declared as I fell onto her, totally spent.
"Mmmm... I can't move..." she whispered as she softly stroked my hair.
We stayed sprawled on the hard floor for some time, letting the water fall on us, basking in the heat from the steam. Several times, I thought about starting again, but both of us had achieved such a monstrous release that I knew it wasn't necessary.
"I guess we should go," I finally whispered.
"Mmmm..." she groaned and tightened her hold of my body.
Ten minutes later we began to stir and on shaky legs, we stepped towards our clothes only then realizing we didn't have towels. We dried the best we could and then arm in arm, sporting huge smiles, we left. However, when we pushed open the door to the gym, we were surprised by the janitor who was standing nearby smoking a cigarette.
"You done?" he asked as his eyes wandered over my wife.
"Yes... yes, thanks..." I replied.
Kami had turned to avoid making eye contact and was moving towards the lot briskly forcing me to hurry to catch up. At first, I thought she might be upset, but when she reached her car she turned and I could see her smiling.
"That was awkward," she giggled.
"Yes, let's just get home," I replied.
As soon as we arrived, we jumped in bed and made love again. The weekend was more of the same as the memory of our naughty dalliance lit a sexual spark. I had been a little concerned that Kami would show some remorse once the excitement waned, but it never appeared. In fact, she was quite happy to talk about the event and how excited she got.
On the following Friday, eight days since our visit to the locker room, we were in bed after an evening out with friends. I had my head between her legs slowly lapping at her slit hoping to make her clit as excited as it became in the shower. All week, our lovemaking had been intense, supercharged by the adventure, but I could tell things were starting to fade. However, I wasn't ready to let it go, so helped by the drinks I had consumed, I decided to be a little provocative.
"Did you get everything you wanted in the shower?" I pushed.
"Yeah..." Kami replied.
"And you doubted Debbie... all this time," I teased, and then added, "She was right about the showers."
"I know... I was wrong..." she answered playfully.
"Yeah, you were. Maybe, she really did get in the shower with all those boys," I pushed.
She offered no verbal reply, but the hand that had been resting on my head pulled me closer and her legs widened. It seemed like a subconscious response and it pointed towards something more in my wife's head that she wasn't sharing. I was still trying to determine the meaning when the tip of my tongue moved to her clit and discovered it had noticeably hardened. Now, there was no doubt in my mind that she was responding to something in my words.
For the next few minutes, I focused on tickling her nub with the tip of my tongue, but just when I thought she was getting near, she pulled on my shoulders and whined, "I want you in me... now!"
I moved up her body and pushed my dick into her dripping pussy and then kissed her with my mouth still coated with her juices. I concentrated on moving the way she liked with a deep consistent pace and by her sounds, I knew she could let go at any time.
"I think Debbie liked being there," I teased.
"Huh...what?" she asked.
"In the shower with all those naked boys," I answered, trying to determine if the theme was what had made her so excited.
"Uhhh... mmm... really?" she gasped.
"Yeah... being touched... watched... passed around..." I answered, purposefully adding to what she had shared to see the reaction.
Instantly, her hands moved to my ass and began to pull me into her while she aggressively pushed back against my invading dick. At the same time, her sexual sounds began to pour forth from her mouth in a litany of whimpers, whines, and moans. Her orgasm followed quickly with mine right behind and as soon as I had regained my breath, I rolled to her side and pulled her tight. Nothing more was said, but I was certain I was on to something. It all seemed to fit now, her interest in the locker room and the desire for the sexual encounter. All along, there had been more to the story that she held back which included the girl naked and surrounded by boys. I smiled inwardly as I contemplated the fun we would have using it in our pillow talk while wondering if there might be even more to discover.
"Hey man," Jalen said with a big grin when I joined him on the bench.
I had just arrived at the gym to play some basketball, two weeks after our play in the shower, and by his demeanor, I suspected he was aware of the situation. If I was correct, it meant the custodian had told him which made me nervous about how far the story had spread.
"Hey, how's it going?" I answered as I stared towards the four players on the court.
"Good. How about you?" he asked.
I dared glance his way and saw his face covered with a huge smile and his eyes dancing. I thought about remaining silent but finally decided to get it over with.
"Who knows?" I asked.
"Just Tony and me," he answered as he broke into a laugh.
"Shit," I let out as I considered the consequences.
"C'mon man. How was it? You got to share," he pushed.
Ignoring his request, I asked, "How did you find out?"
"Leon's my mom's cousin," he said.
"The janitor?" I asked.
"Yeah..." he replied, and then quickly added, "I hear your wife is fine."
"Do me a favor and keep it to yourself," I said.
"Well, then share how it went down," he chuckled, but before I could respond, he added, "I'm kidding, man. Hope you had fun... it sounds damn pretty hot."
"It was okay," I answered, but couldn't keep from laughing, too.
Just then, we were called in to take on the winners of the previous game. Tony was on that team so I now faced his big grin when we met on the court. For the next hour, we played in various combinations that ended when the closing time arrived. Fortunately, the other three players left quickly providing me the opportunity to plead for discretion from the two men.
"He doesn't want to share the details," Jalen said when Tony looked at me expectantly.
"That's not right," he laughed.
Jalen was a black man, about my age and build with a shaved head. Tony was a few years younger, the product of an Asian mother and Hispanic father, and sported a full head of dark hair and a stubble beard. He leaned on his Latin heritage and always tried to project a suave style to go with his muscular body.
"It's my wife guys. Please keep it to yourself," I requested.
"We're not going to tell anyone," Jalen replied while Tony nodded in agreement.
While they owed me nothing, I felt they were being sincere and since no one involved was close to us, I felt comfortable.



"Now, I need to talk to the... Leon," I stated.
Jalen chuckled a bit and then said, "Don't worry about him. He only told me cause we were at a birthday party together."
"And you told Tony..." I replied.
"I had to tell my boy!" he answered which made them laugh again.
"Yeah, great," I said realizing there was nothing I could do.
I was in the process of gathering my things when Tony said with a chuckle, "Show us some pics of her."
"No way... that's not happening," I responded which made them laugh even harder.
At first, I decided not to share the information with Kami but several weeks later, after we had finished some fulfilling lovemaking and were cuddling, I let it out.
"We got busted," I said.
"Mmmm... what do you mean?" she asked.
"The gym... the locker room. The janitor told a guy I play ball with," I explained, leaving out their family connection.
"Really? Are we in trouble?" she asked, turning to face me.
"No... nothing like that. They were just teasing me," I said.
"What did they say?" she probed.
I tried not to smile, but failed, and then told her, "They said they heard you were hot and wanted to see pictures."
"No, they didn't," she replied.
"Yes, they did..." I answered in a soft voice and kissed her gently.
"Did you?" she asked.
"No... should I have?" I teased.
"No!" she replied and then kissed me.
I had to admit that I thoroughly enjoyed our adventure in the locker room and the follow-on play in our bedroom. It no longer dominated our lovemaking, but on the occasions when we revisited the experience, it never failed to heat things. Of course, I continued to push the idea of Debbie in the shower with the boys which I now felt certain was a core element of Kami's erotic thoughts. Several times, I thought about broaching the subject of a return, but Kami seemed content, so I didn't push. Thus, I was truly stunned when she showed up unannounced a few weeks later at the gym.
She had told me that afternoon that she was meeting friends for dinner after work and since she was still in her business attire, I guessed she had come straight over. Also, I suspected it meant she was feeling the effects of some drinks. I left the court to go to her and immediately another guy replaced me. When I got to her, she tilted her head for a kiss and I tasted the alcohol.
"What's up, sweetie?" I asked.
"I just came to watch. Is that okay?" she replied, but the look in her eyes let me know there was more.
Kami was dressed in a black knee-length pencil skirt, a long-sleeved white sweater, and medium heels. I tried not to look, but when I turned, I spotted Jalen shooting glances her way from the court while Tony started openly from his spot further down the stands. The others were looking too, but I had less interest in them as they didn't know the back story.
"You should have told me you were coming," I said in a low voice.
"Why? Am I embarrassing you?" she replied with a playful smile.
"No, of course not..." I started, but she interrupted me.
"Who are the two guys?" she asked.
I looked at her for a moment, deciding whether to answer, but finally said, "The black guy playing in the gray shorts and the guy sitting down the bench in the white t-shirt."
"Hmmm..." she responded.
"How much have you had to drink?" I asked.
"A little," she answered.
I looked into her eyes again to try to gauge her level of inebriation and in doing so, I noticed something else as well. If I was correct, my beautiful wife was very horny and the true purpose of her appearance was to get into the locker room.
"We can't tonight," I whispered.
"Can't what?" she replied although I could tell she knew exactly what I meant.
"I haven't seen the janitor... nothings arranged," I said.
Kami's eyebrows raised and an impish look appeared on her face before she replied, "Figure it out, baby."
Seeing my wife so bold was very arousing, but I knew that if I went looking for Leon both Jalen and Tony would understand the purpose.
"Let's wait until closing. Maybe, he'll come by," I told her.
In truth, I was buying time as I wasn't sure how to approach the janitor nor did I have enough money if he wanted the same bribe. Around fifteen minutes remained and we spent it mostly in silence with each second feeling like an eternity. Along the way, Kami received numerous looks and the fact that I was no longer playing made me feel exposed. Finally, the lights flashed signaling closing time, and although I looked for Leon, I couldn't spot him. The players stopped after the next basket and began to gather their things. I prodded Kami and got her to reluctantly rise and we fell in behind the others on the walk towards the entrance. When we were almost there, I motioned for my wife to sit while I continued, hoping to spot the black man.
"Looks like more fun for you," Tony laughed.
We were at the entrance and with the janitor nowhere in sight, I was at a loss about what to do. Parking Kami had provided my two friends the final indication of our intent and they found it very entertaining.
"Old Leon was right... she is damn hot," Jalen added.
"Have you seen him? I've got to get permission," I asked, deciding not to be evasive.
"He's around somewhere. You need some help?" he asked graciously.
Thinking things might go better if Jalen approached him, given their family connection, I said, "Can you find him and get his okay? I can't leave my wife by herself."
"Yeah, okay," he agreed, and with both still laughing, they stepped outside.
Far from a perfect solution, I still went with it as my wife's excitement had now infected me and I wanted very badly to get her naked in the showers.
"C'mon, sweetie," I said as I walked swiftly towards her.
"Is it set?" she asked.
"Yeah..." I replied, taking a leap of faith, and leaving out the details.
We walked together with fast steps as Kami's heels created a steady clacking sound on the hardwood. Soon, we were descending the ramp and like before, as we grew near, the pungent odor of sweat wafted around us. We moved to the same spot and immediately Kami's hands went for the zipper on her skirt but I stopped her and pulled her into a deep kiss.
"We're nuts," she giggled when we broke although her hands returned to her skirt.
Quickly, it was a puddle at her feet and then I stooped to help her with her heels. When I pulled the sweater over her head and off her arms, she stood before me in just her sheer bra and tiny thong. I paused to look her over and then pulled her to me and kissed her again.
"Hey, man," Jalen's voice suddenly rang out from the ramp.
"It's Jalen, the black guy... let me see what he wants," I said to Kami as she instinctively moved behind me.
Still wearing my playing gear, I moved towards the voice and found both he and Tony standing a few steps up the ramp sporting wide grins.
"Leon's cool... I mean he wants his money," Jalen announced before I could speak.
"Okay, great. Thanks, I'll get it to him," I replied.
"Yeah, no problem, man. We're leaving... enjoy," he responded and they turned and walked away.
I returned to my wife and found her in the same spot holding her sweater before her as cover. However, as I got closer, I saw that she had gone ahead and removed her undergarments.
"Everything okay?" she asked with a worried expression.
"All good... we're alone now," I reassured her.
She dropped the sweater and her hands moved to help me with my things which were soon off. I could see that her nipples were erect and guessed her pussy had started lubricating which made my dick begin to stiffen. Then, with me prodding her from behind, we moved to the shower room and she stood to the side as I turned on several nozzles. While we waited for the hot water to arrive, I kissed her passionately and felt her body move seductively against mine. I could tell she was on fire and knew that, like before, it would be easy to get her to climax.
"C'mon," I said when I felt the heat from the water rising in the room.
Giggling, she let me position her in the same spot as last time and I located the soap that was now nothing more than a sliver.
"We should have brought some," she laughed.
"I didn't get the heads up," I teased.
"You sure complain a lot," she fired back just as my hand landed on her cute breasts.
I took a position behind her and looped my arms around her body to work her front. Quickly, I had her expelling soft mews of pleasure and when I occasionally kissed her neck, her sounds would become more pronounced. I took my time but finally arrived at her slit and as expected, I found it completely drenched.
"You expecting something?" I whispered.
"Yes!" she announced as her hand found my hard dick.
"I think the boy's shower affects you," I laughed.
"Mmmm..." she whined as she turned and pulled my head for a kiss.
Our connection was passionate and when it finally ended, I said, "You're the only woman alive that gets set on fire by water."
"Yes, so what... quit complaining..." she giggled.
I turned her in my arms and she lifted a leg and wrapped it around my waist while her hand brought my stiff shaft to her opening. We struggled to connect but finally achieved it and launched into another deep kiss as our bodies moved slowly. It was exciting to experience Kami face-to-face but it took a lot of concentration to stay inside. In our state, it quickly became too limiting, so, like the previous time, I turned her so she faced the pillar, bent her at the waist and slipped inside.
"Oh yes... yes..." she gasped as I went deep.
"God, you feel incredible," I called out.
"Faster... go faster..." she pleaded.
I did as she requested and started to hammer into her which made our bodies slap together loudly. It fueled my excitement and I hoped Kami was in a similar place as I knew I wouldn't last long.
"Feel good, baby?" I asked.
"Uh huh... it's good..." she answered.
"Cum for me... cum hard..." I said as my fingers found a nipple.
"I want..." she started but her words were interrupted by a series of groans that finally ended when she started crying out, "Don't stop... don't... oh yes... now... I'm there... ohhhhhh... oh God..."
I tried to hold her up but when her hands left the pedestal, she began to fall away from me. It happened just as my dick exploded and globs of semen fell onto her back as she collapsed on the floor. She ended up on her side in a soft curl while I fell onto my ass with the hot water spraying down on us. Just like before, our lust had landed us on the hard tile.
"Shit... I'm done... I can barely move..." I sighed after a minute of sucking in air.
"Me too..." she replied in a tiny voice.
I moved until I was spooned against her back and began to slowly stroke her body as I put light kisses on her neck. Even in the strange surroundings, it seemed incredibly romantic, but that feeling proved to be short-lived.
"Hey, you done? Need to close up," Leon's booming voice called out from the shower entrance just a few feet away.
In her position, Kami's body was on complete display and she tried to cover her privates with her hands. For a moment, my thoughts went to how long he had been present, but I parked it for the time being to deal with the immediate issue.
"Leon... we'll leave. Can you give us a minute... and some privacy?" I called out.
At first, he didn't move while continuing to stare at my wife, but finally, he turned and disappeared into the darkness. I hoped that he would continue out of the locker room but had serious doubts.
"Shit... is he gone?" Kami asked.
"I think so. Stay here and let me check," I said.
I lifted from the floor and exited the shower. Fortunately, there was no sign of the man so I returned to my wife and found that she was now on her feet.
"He's gone," I told her.
She gave me an awkward look that quickly morphed into a smile and suddenly, we were both laughing so hard we couldn't speak.
"Let's get out of here," she stated when we recovered.
Ten minutes later, without seeing Leon, I had her backed against her car as we kissed. It had been a crazy unplanned evening and the fact that Kami had instigated everything made it even better.
"Follow me home... I need some more..." I told her.
"Oh, you think so?" she responded as her hand went for the latch.
Within minutes of arriving, we were in bed, but this time, rather than the hyper-aroused sex in the boy's shower, we made slow love. We would kiss, occasionally talk, and in between serenade each other with our sighs of satisfaction. Several times, I complimented her on being so spontaneous and playful which made her beam. Likewise, she was thrilled I hadn't become angry and made it all happen.
"Leon's going to tell Jalen he saw you," I whispered as the thought struck me.
"Really?" she answered before quickly adding, "I don't care."
"Me either. It was too much fun," I replied.
"We should do it at my high school next time we visit my mom," she giggled.
"Why? This one's the same and less dangerous," I asked.
"It's not where the boys were," she responded, once again providing a glimpse into her erotic mind.
"There were plenty of boys there over the years," I answered, and then, without thinking I added, "We can get Jalen and Tony if you want to be like Debbie."
It was meant as a tease but like the last time the girl's name came up, there was a clear reaction. Her eyes grew wide and bore into mine in a very strange way for several seconds. At first, I thought I made her angry but that didn't fit what I was seeing.
"Ha! You're crazy," she said and then added, "You'd never let... No...that's too much."
Her reaction was so strong that I went quiet to contemplate what had just occurred while trying to maintain a steady rhythm. My comment was so obviously an attempt at humor that I couldn't fathom why she had taken it seriously. Plus, her reaction appeared to show a tiny hint of interest before she slammed the door closed. Even though I knew her teenage fantasy was powerful, I never guessed involving others was something bouncing around in her head. Regardless, I certainly couldn't just leave things hanging.
"You sure?" I asked, purposefully being vague to give her wide latitude to respond.
"Yes, I'm sure," she announced and I considered the matter closed but seconds later she asked, "You'd do that? You wouldn't do that."
It was dangerous ground because if I was wrong, it would look like it was something that I was pushing. Still, my intuition told me there was more to learn, so I pressed on.
"You've talked about Debby," I offered.
"It was just a rumor," she replied.
"A rumor that makes you hot," I answered, entering dangerous ground.
It took her a while to respond and along the way, I started to think of my apology, but finally, she said, "I can't... no... it's too much."
"Okay," I answered with a tone of finality to give her an exit path.
With that, my attention returned to our lovemaking, but neither of us was progressing so when she looked up at me with a strange expression, I knew a question was coming, "You'd be okay with it?"
"Kami, before we go any further, please just share with me your thoughts... what's in your head," I replied.
"Don't make me feel bad," she said.
"I won't," I promised and stopped moving.
With a deep sigh, she said, "It's something I've thought about since... you know... back then with what she told us and all the rumors. But I never thought about it really happening... it's too wicked."
"Okay, that's fair," I replied.
"Now, answer my question. You'd be okay with it?" she pushed.
"I'm not sure okay is the right word... I guess... I don't know. I'd have to think about it..." I told her and then after a pause, I added, "And know it's something you really wanted."
"I see... then fine. We can let it go," she replied and strangely I sensed a tinge of disappointment.
From nowhere, I had a flash and with a big grin, I replied, "Let's do this. If you show up again unannounced, I'll know it's what you want."
"I thought you liked me being spontaneous," she responded pretending she was hurt.
"I do..." I told her and began to move once more.
"What? What are you saying?" she asked.
"Shhh... let's make love," I replied.
The strange conversation had re-energized my arousal and now I thought I could get to a climax. I realized that it wouldn't take much effort for her to link up our exchange with my renewed interest but I put that in the back of my mind as I enjoyed her wonderful pussy. In just a few minutes, I started to get close and when Kami started to trace my back with her fingernails it put me over the top. For the second time that night, I had a huge orgasm caused by my wife's fantasy about the boy's locker rooms.
As expected, the next time I saw Jalen and Tony the looks on their faces made it clear that Leon had spilled his guts. I just tried to ignore it but when we had finished for the evening, I decided to probe.
"Looks like Leon talked," I said.
"Yeah... yeah, he did," Jalen said while Tony snickered next to him.
"Another family gathering?" I asked.
"No, this time he just wanted to brag," he explained, and then added, "He said she's even hotter naked."
"Okay, well... he was a jerk for walking in on us like that," I replied and then a thought struck me and I continued with, "Did he say how long he was there?"
"I think... well... I think he saw a lot," Jalen admitted.
I thought about keeping the information to myself, but that very night as we watched TV in bed, I shared the exchange with Kami. At first, she acted indifferently but her mood slowly started to change and before long she was pestering me with questions.
"I don't think he was there that long. How do you know he saw us... doing it?" she asked.
"Jalen described the position we were in," I replied.
In truth, the young black man hadn't shared any specifics but I enjoyed playing with her, especially since it seemed to create excitement.
"Well... who cares," she said and then asked, "What did they... Jalen and Tony say?"
"They were jealous. He told them you were way hotter naked," I replied.
She gasped and for a moment her body got stiff, but when she relaxed, she said, "Okay... well, I guess it's not a big deal."
"No, not a big deal if you think three men masturbating while thinking of you isn't a big deal," I responded while trying to keep from laughing.
"Don't be an ass. You're just toying with me. They won't do that," she shot back.
"Kami, yes I'm having fun at your expense, but they will absolutely do it," I replied.
With a roll of her eyes, her attention returned to the TV but later when I reached for her, she eagerly accepted my embrace and when my fingers found her pussy, she was ready. We didn't talk about it anymore but she climaxed easily which offered another data point about how she received the information.
Thirty-five days. It took Kami thirty-five days from the time we had the intimate conversation until she decided to act. Like before, it was a Wednesday evening and she announced her arrival once more through the clicking of her heels on the hardwood floor. Dressed similarly to last time in a black knee-length pencil skirt, now, rather than a sweater, she wore a silk blouse and a navy jacket. Strange waves of shock, trepidation, disbelief, and excitement swept over me as I realized the ramifications of her arrival. With a buzzing in my ears, I rose for an embrace and realized she was more than a little drunk.
"You're trashed," I whispered.
"Not that bad," she offered with a silly smile.
"Let's go home," I said, thinking it was the best course of action.
"Really? I thought we had an agreement," she replied and although she was trying to act calm, I could see something in her eyes that vacillated between fear and excitement.



"No... not like this," I said, and then in a voice I didn't recognize, I asked, "You've had too much."
"I'm fine, baby," she whispered in a seductive voice.
Without question, she was both drunk and sexually aroused, but it was impossible to tell which condition drove her more. Also, never expecting to be faced with this situation, I hadn't started to think through the ramifications and my desires.
"No, Kami... Let's go home," I replied, knowing it wasn't something to do on a whim.
"I'm fine," she said again with a silly smile.
I could only surmise that she thought the scenario I laid out indicated my approval and interest. I could see how she might take this view and as I thought about it more, I realized it would be hard to take it any other way.
"Are you sure? Completely sure?" I asked, buying for time.
"No, are you?" she fired back instantly.
It wasn't the answer I expected and time seemed to stand still as we looked into each other's eyes. Multiple times, I almost told her I made a mistake, but on each occasion, something kept me from speaking. Debbie's impact on my wife's sexual psyche had proved to be a lot of fun but, so far, it been limited to us, husband and wife. Strangely, it had all felt fresh, almost innocent in a certain way. Now, with others, that element would be replaced by something more basic, something carnal. Tonight, my beautiful, loving wife was prepared to get naked with other men, receive their touch, and she thought I supported her. I couldn't deny that part of it was intriguing but I wasn't sure how much of it was simple curiosity. Would it hold up against all the other elements? Could I stand aside and watch another man's hands roaming her lovely body?
"You look a little nervous," I said, seeing the excitement and fear still percolating in her eyes.
"I am nervous," she admitted as she reached for my arm, and after squeezing it with her hand, she said, "Have you seen him... the janitor?"
Her words made it clear that she was well past me in her deliberation and was focused on the mechanics of making it all happen.
Again, I thought about the alcohol she had consumed, but something made me dismiss it and I replied, "No, I haven't and... uhhh... we'll need to wait till people leave."
She squeezed my arm once more and then I turned towards the court as I continued to think. She had arrived a little early and it would be another fifteen or twenty minutes before things wound down. In addition to Jalen and Tony, there were five other guys present and as I sat next to her and thought, I witnessed the multitude of looks she received.
When the lights flashed, I left her and started moving towards the door, but within a few steps, Jalen got my attention.
"You want me to take care of it like last time?" he asked in a low voice.
"Yeah, if you and Tony could do that it would be great. Then y'all come tell me it's okay like you did before," I replied, wondering if he would think it strange I was talking in the plural.
I motioned for Kami and we fell in behind the others as they slowly made for the door but stopped short and pretended to talk. When they had disappeared, I took her hand and we made for the ramp. Still not completely certain I would allow the situation to unfold, we hadn't even started undressing when I heard Jalen call out, and leaving Kami, I went to meet them on the ramp.
"He's okay but he's pissed about the money," Jalen explained.
"Okay... I know... I'll take care of it," I responded, and they immediately turned to leave which forced me to call out, "Hey, wait a second guys."
It was the moment of truth and with a ringing in my ears and a severe case of tunnel vision, I stood prepared to deliver the bizarre invitation.
They stopped and looked back with Jalen asking, "What's up?"
"Look... uhhh... I don't know how to say this... but... uhhhh... do you want to be in the shower, too?" I asked.
They looked at me in shock for several seconds before the black man finally asked, "What do you mean? Why? I mean, what happens?"
"Uhhh... I mean... look... she has this fantasy... it's from high school... about being naked in a locker room shower... you know... filled with men," I stammered.
"Shit, yeah," Tony blurted out.
"That's it? Just shower?" Jalen asked, and even though it was awkward I realized it was a good idea to get the ground rules straight.
"Yeah," I answered, and then with my ears buzzing, I added, "Maybe a little touching if she's okay, but that's it."
"Hell, yeah!" Tony exclaimed.
"Okay, I'd love to see her naked," Jalen replied after a short pause as a huge smile filled his face.
"Okay, wait five minutes then get undressed. We'll be in the shower," I explained.
"Wait, does she know?" Jalen asked showing concern.
"Yeah... yeah, she knows," I told him, thinking about how she strutted into the gym.
"Shit, that's awesome," he responded with Tony agreeing with a rapid nod of his head.
With that, I turned and left them but I knew they would follow as planned even though it was a bizarre request involving three naked men and only one girl. Their looks her way the two times they had seen her indicated enough interest that I knew they be thrilled to see more. Kami was where I left her, still fully dressed, and when I drew close, she raised her eyebrows in a questioning gesture.
"It's done. Let's get in the shower," I declared and moved my hands towards her jacket.
Quickly, she was naked, and then she eagerly helped me remove my things. Together, we moved to the shower where I started multiple nozzles, and like before, it took less than a minute for the hot water to arrive. I directed her to the same center post, and after searching several stands, I returned with a small wad of soap.
"You should have brought some," I teased.
"Oh, yeah... it's in my jacket pocket," she giggled and with a roll of my eyes, I left to retrieve it.
Searching the pockets, I found a hotel size bar and after tearing off the wrapper, I returned to the shower. Along, the way, it dawned on me that the soap meant she had planned the evening before getting drunk which put an altogether different slant on things.
I positioned her with her back to the entrance and immediately started to move the new bar over her firm body. We continued this way, stopping to kiss several times, but I purposefully kept from advancing anything sexual. Each popping of the pipes or creaking of the old building made me think that Jalen and Tony had arrived but it seemed like a very long time had elapsed and I was about to give up on them when I heard the unmistakable sound of bare feet on tile. Kami's head was so near the shower nozzle that it masked their movement so it wasn't until they entered her peripheral vision that she became aware.
"Oh, God..." she whispered nervously when she spotted the men.
Jalen took a position beneath a shower on one wall while Tony landed directly opposite him, and Kami, suddenly shy, covered her breasts with her hands as her eyes darted between the two men.
"You okay?" I whispered.
"It's really happening," she said as her eyes grew large.
"Yes, if you want it to," I replied with my lips close to her ear.
At first, she didn't respond, but after staring straight ahead for half a minute, she whispered, "Are we crazy?"
"Completely... are you sure?" I asked as I started to move the soap over her body again.
My touch seemed to calm her and she gave me a quick nod. Soon, she began to take longer looks at the two men and with both facing her, she had a clear view of their genitals. Part of me was pleased to see that both were average.
We stayed this way for several minutes and Kami showed no reluctance when my hands started working her breasts. It was becoming an exciting and surreal scene in the dim setting with the steam from the showers floating around us, but Tony and Jalen were acting nervous. For a while, I thought this might be the best outcome; leave it as is with no touching and check the box that we did it. However, now that things had started, something was driving me to see more and I knew it would be better if everyone was at the same station. Guessing my close presence acted as something of a block, I stepped to the shower opposite my wife and then when she wasn't looking, I caught Jalen's attention and nodded to the open spot at her side. He got the message and with a smile took the few steps over. Tony, seeing him move, didn't need any prodding, and quickly followed.
Kami watched them step over and stared at me with an odd look for several seconds before closing her eyes and lowering her head into the spray. I could tell she was nervous again, but she appeared to be in control, so I didn't intervene, especially since she was the initiator of the evening.
Moving closer had a definite impact on Tony who was not sporting a fully erect cock that pointed upwards. Likewise, Jalen had become stiff, although he wasn't completely there, yet. In my case, I was as hard as I could remember, so much so that it hurt a little. I would have loved to test Kami's arousal by touching her nipples or exploring her slit but thought it best to remain in the background.
We had been in our new position for several minutes when I realized I still held the soap in my hand. With most of my reluctance gone and thinking it might create a nice segue, I reached out towards Jalen. He didn't know what to expect and gave me a confused look, but he opened his hand and I dropped the small bar into his palm. He looked down and then quickly back at me and when I subtly nodded my head, he understood the meaning. He played it slow, likely summoning his courage, and then he shuffled a bit closer to Kami and without warning, he reached out and rubbed his hand along her shoulder.
"Ohhhh..." she gasped.
Her eyes moved to Jalen, then to me before returning to the black man who showed her the soap. Jalen flashed her a smile and his hand began to move again which caused her to reach out with one hand and grasp the post for support. The black man, taking her silence as full acceptance, moved closer and began to work her entire back. Consumed by following his hand gliding over her skin, it took me some time to realize his cock was now rubbing against her leg.
Even though Tony lacked soap, inspired by the scene, he moved closer. It wasn't long before he reached out hoping Jalen would yield control of the bar, and when he handed it over, a huge smile lit his face. Immediately, he started working on her arm, but he covered it quickly and in his excited state, I knew it wouldn't be long before he pushed for more. I debated whether to try and slow things, maybe take the already incredible outcome and go home, but something wouldn't let me, so I cringed inwardly as his hand moved to her front. He started high, just below her neck, but I knew what was coming, so it was no surprise when he drifted lower until he was generously soaping the tops of Kami's breasts. I prepared for her to declare she had reached her limit, but she remained silent and the only indication of her state was her tightly squeezed eyes.
Tony's hand descended to her small breasts and almost immediately began to concentrate on her tiny nipples. Now, I could see her teeth were biting into her lower lip suggesting she was holding back extreme tension. Suddenly, Jalen reached up and took control of one of her breasts leaving the other for his friend. That's when I saw that Tony had moved close enough that his cock was now against her leg, too.
"Ohhhh..." Kami suddenly groaned, releasing her pent-up tension.
It was clear her cry held passion which encouraged the men and the movement of their hands became more pronounced. Their efforts proved positive because soon my wife was emitting a constant stream of soft whimpers and sighs. It was then that I noticed that Jalen, in addition to working her breast, was fondling her ass with his other hand. It seemed like time stood still, but it was likely less than a minute before I saw Tony's hand start to descend. He did it slowly, using a light circular touch until he arrived at her flat tummy.
So far, I had let things progress with limited involvement, remaining the voyeur, but we were rapidly moving towards a more sexual situation. Suddenly, I realized that during the few times we had discussed the shower fantasy we had never gone into details. She had used the phrase "passed around" when describing Debbie, the senior girl, but also "doing it". In my mind, the current activities fulfilled the basis of the fantasy, but what was Kami thinking? She had accepted the attention to her breasts without flinching. Did that mean she would accept Tony's fingers on her vagina? Turmoil took hold of my brain again due to the lack of an agreed plan.
Concentrating on the movement of Tony's hand, I became oblivious to the other sights and sounds. I expected him to continue his descent, and once again I braced myself to respond when Kami reached her limit. Also, I had to determine my boundaries. Fortunately, perhaps understanding the significance of the action, Tony slowed and continued to stroke her abdomen.
"Debbie, are you okay?" I asked.
My wife's eyes shot open and she looked at me in surprise for a few seconds before her face morphed into a strange grin. She understood the message and I think she liked the reference.
"Yes..." she answered and nodded her head.
I tried to recall if I had introduced Kami to the two men by her name and couldn't recall doing so. In any event, they showed no reaction to my use of the name. Of course, that might have been due to their focus on her naked body.
Based on her response, I allowed Tony's hand to continue their descent until he had arrived at a spot just about where the top of her thong would normally ride. He had shifted his full attention to her lower body, relinquishing her breasts to Jalen who was massaging both with one hand and fondled her ass with the other. Between the two, they managed to entice constant sighs and mews of pleasure from my wife.
"Spread your legs a little," Tony commanded after another minute had passed.
His words came with no warning, and even with the sound of showers spraying all around us, his voice boomed like a cannon. I felt the adrenalin surge through my veins as I prepared to come to my wife's rescue, but rather than call out, I watched as one foot moved several inches to the side. Stunned by her acquiescence to his demand, it felt like my body temperature rose several degrees. Tony, clearly pleased by his progress, looked at me with a victorious smile and let his hand drift down. Like before, he moved slowly, building the tension, but it wasn't long before his fingers were high on the inside of her thigh.
"Yeah, baby..." Jalen said softly in encouragement.
At first, my eyes focused on her face trying to guess her thoughts but it was difficult with her eyes shut, so I started taking glances at Tony's hand, which I suspected was in partial contact with her pussy. Seconds later, I noticed Kami biting her lower lip, and suddenly, she gasped loudly as her body stiffened and her eyes flew open. I knew her response had to come from Tony's hand and looking closer, it appeared he now had at least one finger inside and was pulling up on her mound.
"Ohhhh..." she suddenly let out, and when our eyes met, I could see excitement boiling within her.
"Nice..." Tony declared.
With that, things changed rapidly and within seconds, Jalen was behind my wife with his cock against her ass and a hand on each of her breasts fondling them aggressively. Tony, crouching to her side, began to piston a finger into her pussy while balancing himself with a hand on her ass. Kami, once more had her eyes squeezed shut and was whimpering.
"She wet?" the young black man asked.
"Oh, yeah..." his friend responded.
It was a moment of truth as I realized that things were moving so fast that it might be difficult to regain control later. Jalen and Tony were acting much more aggressively than I anticipated, which was concerning, but Kami's acceptance made me nervous as well. The alcohol made me worry about her self-control and if she was struggling, I was a horrible husband for not stepping in.
"Ummm...ohhh..." she suddenly groaned which brought a broad smile to Tony's face.
"Man, I need to taste her," he declared.
"Debbie?" I asked out of concern.
It took a moment for her eyes to focus on me, and then she said, "Do you think she did it?"
Her words told me two things. First, she hadn't lost control and second, she wanted to make it clear that the decision was mine. If I answered no to her question, she would stop short of anything past fondling. However, if I answered yes, I was giving her permission to go further with Jalen and Tony. Still, I wondered if she could go through with it even if I did answer affirmatively. I knew her teenage fantasy was powerful, but it was still a huge step.
Kami had closed her eyes again and I knew she was waiting in anticipation for me to respond. However, after a few seconds had elapsed, she opened them again and stared at me with a strange expression. I tried to decipher her look and understand what she expected but couldn't arrive at an answer. I knew I needed to say something, and with my mind racing, I made a decision.
"Yeah... I think she did," I replied which made her eyes widen.
Less than an hour prior, I cringed at the idea of Kami being fondled by these men who were practically strangers. But now, after witnessing the continual building of excitement between the three, I realized I had been sucked into something of an erotic vortex.
My wife's stare remained on me for several seconds and then her eyes closed and her attention returned to the men who, during the brief exchange, never slowed their efforts.
Tony, intent on tasting my wife, wedged himself between the post and her body, lifted a leg over his shoulder, and began probing for her opening. I knew he had found it when Kami let out a quick groan followed almost immediately by a deeper one. At the same time, her free hand found the back of his head while she kept the other on the pillar.
"How is it?" Jalen asked as his fingers continued to roll her tiny nipples.
Seconds later, the answer arrived, but it came from Kami rather than Tony as she moaned, "Ohhh... oh yes... mmmm... uhhhh..."
Of course, I had never witnessed her expressions when I went down on her, but I couldn't imagine that they were any more powerful than what she was experiencing with Tony. When open, her eyes seemed vacant, and she alternated between whimpers and open cries of pleasure as he assaulted her clit. I didn't think I could be any more shocked but suddenly Kami took her free hand from Tony, found Jalen's head, and pulled him into a kiss that quickly became deeply passionate. When they finally broke, he started to whisper something into her ear that I couldn't make out over the jetting water. Then, they kissed again, and when it ended, the black man spoke to her again. However, this time, after a few seconds, she started to nod her head. At the same time, her hand left the pillar, found his erect cock, and started to stroke it, forcefully.
Kami renewed her sexual whines and it was only seconds later when Tony stopped and asked, "You ready, baby?"
"Yes... okay..." she whimpered.
As an afterthought, she looked over at me, and I could tell she was in a state of complete sexual abandon. Before I could speak, Tony started to rise, and using his friend's body for support, he forced Kami's legs around his waist until his cock was near her pussy. Then, he backed her to the tiled wall and after some fumbling, his hips suddenly thrust forward.
"Uhhhh..." my wife grunted loudly as she received the strange cock.



Tony pulled back slowly and then thrust forward again forcing another cry. Content to take her this way, he brought loud responses from her on each penetration as Jalen and I stood close and watched.
"Is it good?" his black friend asked.
"Fuck yeah..." Tony answered.
With her wet body, he had difficulty keeping a good hold and Kami's leg suddenly fell free. I watched in amazement as my wife tried desperately to get back into position so she could get more.
"Use the mat in that other room," Jalen suggested as they struggled.
Tony let her feet find the floor as his cock came free and started towards the adjoining room. He had my wife by the hand, who seemed eager to follow and they had almost disappeared when Kami turned and looked at me. She pulled away and made the few steps to me, and with no words exchanged, she dropped to her knees and inhaled my dick. Now, it was me suddenly taken to another world and my hand gripped her wet hair as she bobbed. Her mouth felt amazing, but when the two men stepped closer and I spotted Tony's cock still glistening with my wife's juices, I nodded at him and he pulled her to her feet. We locked eyes for a moment, but when she saw me smile, she let the men lead her away. I stayed back, but when I heard her cry out, I made my way to the room.
Tony was on top of my wife in the missionary position with her legs splayed wide and her hands wrapped around his shoulders. He was taking her with deep, consistent thrusts that had her squealing in joy. Jalen was standing close to their side, with his cock in his hand, and I knew as soon as his friend finished, he would take his place.
Minutes ticked by as the Hispanic man relentlessly pounded her tender pussy. I knew Kami had become highly aroused by the play in the shower but I sensed her nervousness was keeping her from completely letting go. Then, when Tony started to rhythmically grunt in time with his thrusts, I knew his climax would arrive first. Sure enough, less than a minute later, his motion became forced and with a final lunge, he cried out loudly as he pushed hard against my wife's mound.
Oh fuck...fuck man...she's sucking it out of me...shit..." he groaned, and then, with his final ounce of strength, he made one final thrust, and grunted, "Uggghhhh..."
Their labored breathing filled the room, and as expected, Jalen gave his friend almost no time to recover before he was pushing on him to move. Tony ignored him several times, and then finally rolled off. Instantly, Jalen positioned between her legs, found her opening and drove in.
"Mmmm... ohhh..." Kami groaned from the new invasion.
"Fuck yeah... my turn..." the black man declared and started moving rapidly.
At first, it appeared that Jalen was so excited he would finish quickly, but after several minutes he was still going strong. Also, he had managed to get Kami's excitement back as she now emitted little mews of pleasure.
"Fuck her good," Tony encouraged as he rested at their side and pulled on his flaccid cock.
"Yeah... she likes it... don't you baby..." Jalen answered.
"Yesss... mmmm... ohhh... "she acknowledged.
The first sign that she might be getting close appeared when her legs, which had been snug against the black man's sides, started lifting. At the same time, her hands moved from his shoulders to his ass and her sounds changed from sighs and gasps to high-pitched squeals.
"Go, man... you're going to make her cum," Tony told his friend.
Jalen, responding to the message, looked down at my wife and their eyes locked. They held the stare for several seconds and then they entered into a passionate kiss that lasted for half a minute. When it ended, her whines returned but now they were more urgent.
"Feel good?" her lover asked.
"Yeah... good... " she moaned.
"Let go, baby... Let us see you cum," Tony said in a soft voice.
One of her hands left Jalen and reached over. The Hispanic man joined hands with her in an interlocking connection that seemed to convey emotion. Soon, her sexual sounds began to come more rapidly and I knew she was very close to letting go.
"Damn you feel good," Jalen grunted.
"Close... don't stop..." she whimpered, and then, just seconds later, it arrived, "Oh... oh yes... ohhhhh... oh yes... I'm there... Oh yes..."
While her excited words spilled forth, her legs began to frantically kick the air as she experienced a full release. The orgasm was still rolling through her when Jalen reached his limit and suddenly, his frantic cries joined hers as they climaxed together.
"Oh yeah... cumming... fuck yeah... yeah... squeeze it baby... feel it... " he grunted.
Each time it appeared that things were waning, Jalen would thrust into her several times which helped prolong the experience. Finally, after several minutes, their bodies ceased moving and their labored breathing started to return to normal.
Deciding we had experienced enough, I gave Tony a look that let him know I wanted them to go and now satiated, he nodded his acceptance. Seconds later, he tapped Jalen on the arm and motioned towards their clothes. It took several more minutes, but finally he pulled out of my wife with a deep sigh. The two men quickly stepped away with no goodbyes as Kami remained still with her eyes were shut. When they were gone, I moved next to her and softly ran my hand over her cheek.
"Are you okay?" I asked when she looked up.
"I... I guess so... Are you?" she responded.
Even though I wasn't sure about my state, I nodded and said, "Yeah, I'm fine."
"Not mad?" she asked.
"No... not at all... you're beautiful," I said, feeling numb but recognizing it wasn't the time for deep discussions.
Just then, I heard Jalen and Tony heading out and when I heard their footsteps on the concrete ramp, I suddenly felt I needed to talk to them and make sure they stayed quiet.
"I'll be right back," I said to Kami and ran after them, still naked.
They were almost in the gym when I caught up and they looked at me with contented smiles.
"Look... guys... I mean please don't say anything," I pleaded.
"That was so fucking hot," Tony declared.
"Your wife is awesome," Jalen added.
Their comments didn't give me comfort, so I asked again, "Really, don't say anything to anyone... okay?"
"Nah, man. We won't tell anyone," Jalen replied as Tony nodded.
"Okay, I'm counting on you," I said and they nodded again.
With that, they turned to leave and I watched them, lost in thought, as they made their way to the door. Finally, when I heard it slam, I moved down the ramp in my bare feet to find Kami.
"Oh God... oh God... yes... yes... oh, God..." I heard my wife's voice calling out when I stepped into the locker room.
At first, I thought she was masturbating, still excited from the encounter, but as I stepped closer, I could hear male grunting and when I reached the room, I stopped cold, stunned to see Leon taking my wife from behind. He was still wearing his work shirt and socks but he had removed his pants and underwear. He held her firmly by the waist, pulling her hard against him with her positioned on her knees and forearms. For a moment, I thought I might be witnessing her rape, but the excited sounds coming from her made it clear she was enjoying the sex.
"What the hell is going on?" I said.
"My turn," he responded, and then added, "You think I wasn't going to get some?"
My wife hadn't reacted to the brief exchange, so I called out, "Kami?"
When she lifted her head to look at me, it was if her eyes couldn't focus and she tried several times to speak before forcing out, "Uggghhh... ohhh... not long..."
Her words made Leon smile up at me, and he said, "Sweet damn pussy."
Somehow, this black man, probably twenty or more years older than Kami, had managed to slip in while I was gone and mount my wife. He had witnessed the last encounter and I wondered if there were some passages into the locker room that only he knew about. I guessed he had seen his opportunity when I left and made his move, but I was still dumbstruck by Kami's state. It had only been a few minutes since she had a big orgasm with Jalen but by her look and sounds, it appeared she was closing in on another.
"Close... close..." she suddenly whimpered.
"You ready to cream some more, baby?" Leon asked.
"Yes... yes..." she answered as her head nodded rapidly.
"Go ahead then..." he said as if he were giving permission.
Stunned by the spectacle, I watched as her fingernails tried to dig into the vinyl mat cover, but when she couldn't get a hold, she started to slap down with her palms. As this was happening, her whines became more desperate and the final sign was when she began to thrust back against his cock.
"There... now... I'm there... ohhhh... oh God... God yes... ohhhh..." she cried out in her second full orgasm.
"Let it out, baby... let it out. Feels good, don't it..." her lover coached.
"Yes... yes... it's still... ohhh..." she moaned.
The janitor kept his consistent movement going as Kami became less vocal, showing no sign of flagging. Minutes ticked by as he continued to hammer into her like some well-conditioned marathon runner.
Just when I thought I needed to force him off, he asked, "You want it in your pussy, baby?"
Kami nodded several times and then said in a tiny voice, "Yes..."
"You protected?" he asked.
"Yes," she answered.
"Shit," he responded with a clear tone of disgust.
He pulled her against him six more times, and then held her in place as he groaned, "Ughhh... uggghhhh...yeah..."
For the third time that night, I watched my pretty wife take a load of cum from a near stranger. I hoped that Leon would pull away quickly so we could retreat to the safety of our home, but he stayed in place for several minutes, content to feel the joy of my wife's warm insides. Finally, with a satisfied sigh, he started to back out and as inch after inch appeared, I realized that a huge tool had just conquered Kami. Over eight fat inches were in sight when the head plopped free and fell wetly against his thigh. The covering of his uncut cock looked almost leathery with thick veins traversing the length, and while his foreskin had begun to cover the head, there was still a half-inch of bright pink peeking out. Leon caught me staring and looked at me with a proud smile.
"Come back again," he said as he started to stand, and then added, "You owe me some money."
A flare of anger hit me as I thought about the arrogance of the man demanding money after just fucking my wife. However, I realized it wasn't the time for an argument and we needed to get home.
"I'll get it to you," I replied.
"You do that," he said.
As soon as his hands left my wife, she fell to her side in a heap. Leon quickly disappeared as I went to her and after stroking her body for several seconds, I prodded her to go.
"Kami, can you get up? Let's go," I said.
"Shit," she said in a barely audible voice.
"Kami?" I said again.
This time, she turned, looked at me and then said, "Make love to me."
"Kami, let's go home. We can do it there," I replied.
Slowly, she started to move and I held her arm as she stood. She was wet with sweat, and I thought about a quick trip to the shower before deciding home was better. We made it to our clothes, dressed and then had to deal with the awkward drive in separate cars.
When we arrived, she went straight to the shower while I piddled about and started to collect her things to put into the hamper. She had worn lacy red panties, and when I picked them up, I noticed the crotch was wet and a line of white goo, a half-inch wide ran for several inches. It could only be the semen of her lovers draining from her body, and it made me wonder how much more was still inside her, perhaps at that very moment dripping onto the floor of the shower. Deciding I didn't want the evidence destroyed, I hid the panties in my closet.
Kami emerged a few minutes later in her robe, and by the way she looked at me, I knew she was trying to gauge my emotional state. Without speaking, I went to her, took her into my arms and kissed her lovingly.
"Let's make love," I said when the kiss ended, remembering her attempt at intimacy in the gym.
"Okay," she answered in a very small and vulnerable voice.
I pulled the robe from her body, finding her naked, and quickly removed my things while she pulled the covers back. Wrapped in a tight embrace, we fondled and kissed for several minutes, but each sigh from her took me back to the locker room, and before long I had become very aroused. I rolled over her and tried to enter, but the shower had removed all her lubrication. Kami took my dick in her hand and ran it slowly over her slit several times and then brought it to her opening. Slowly, I worked inside as she moistened and when I was moving freely, I stopped and looked down at her.
"Are you okay?" I asked.
"I think so... I mean... shit..." she answered, and before I could respond, she added, "Are you mad at me?"
"No... I'm not mad... some surprises..." I said.
"I know... it was too much..." she replied.
"You got too excited," I stated.
It was the first thing I said that carried judgment and I prepared myself for an emotional reaction. However, she took the message in stride and nodded her head. I began to move slowly again, and for the next few minutes, we made love in silence.
"You said Debbie did it... you wanted me too..." she whispered.
Now, it was my turn to feel judged and I didn't have a good answer other than I felt it was what she wanted, too.
"I know... I thought you did too," I answered.
I didn't know how she would respond to the statement. She might reject my assertion and put it all on me. After all, she had posed the question and I had answered.
"It seems different now than it did then," she responded.
Her words resonated with me as now in our normal surroundings, the events did seem sordid. Also, it appeared she had accepted some culpability which was a relief.
"Yes, very much so," I agreed and then deciding it was best not to get sucked into a realm of negativity, I added, "It was exciting, too."
"Even the... you know?" she asked.
"Watching them... inside you?" I clarified, purposefully steering away from any provocative words.
"Yeah..." she replied.
"Yes, even that," I told her.
Fortunately, my message had a positive impact as a little smile instantly appeared on her face, and she said, "I was worried."
Thinking I now had some room, I grinned too and said, "You didn't look worried to me."
"Don't!" she gasped and playfully slapped my arm. It caused me to laugh, and after slapping my arm again, she said, "Don't be mean. It's a lot to process."
"I'm teasing sweetie," I replied, and then asked, "What did you like the most?"
She went silent for a moment as she looked at me, and then said, "Jalen, I guess."
"Not Leon?" I asked, recalling her condition as he took her.
"No... not him..." she replied, although I could tell she was being evasive.
I wondered if her response was a result of embarrassment for being with an older man, a black man, and a janitor, or if it was due to the way she responded.
"How did he... where was he and how did... did it happen?" I probed.
"I don't know where he was. At first, I thought it was you or one of the other guys, but then... it wasn't," she explained.
"Because of his size?" I asked.
"Yeah..." she said with a nod of her head.
"Did you try and stop him?" I asked, wondering how it had gone down.
Kami turned her head and tried to hide in my arm, and then begged, "Don't, it's embarrassing."
"Why?" I asked although I thought I understood.
"You saw..." she whined, referring to her decadent response and strong orgasm.
Again, we returned to silence as we slowly made love. However, I could tell she wasn't progressing, so I stopped.
"Do I feel the same?" she asked.
"Yes, exactly the same," I confirmed.
With that, I fell to her side and after several minutes of cuddling, we began to drift off. Surprisingly, I slept like a baby and had to rush to get ready for work. For the next few days, we talked about the encounter, and I was proud of how we managed to get through it with no anger. Several times she stated that up until Tony's cock slipped into her, she didn't think it would really happen and expected me to stop things. Also, she continued to dismiss the sex with Leon as a stupid decision and secondary to Tony and Jalen. In several areas, I couldn't connect the dots between her view and what I had witnessed, but deciding there would be no value in challenging her, I let it go after a few gentle pushbacks.
"Would you do it again?" I finally asked late Saturday evening after we had split a bottle of wine.
The question had been lingering over all our discussions, but each time we grew close to it, we would both back away. Now, after talking things through, I wanted to know and I wanted to see her react without warning.
"Again? Not for a long, long time," she replied, and then she gave me a curious look and asked, "Why, do you want to?"
I was sober enough to realize her response contained two interesting messages. First, she hadn't given an outright no, and second, like before, her view had a dependency on mine.
"I like your long, long time answer," I said and saw a smile appear.
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Never in my thoughts about our relationship - our marriage, did I think I would be dealing with a situation where my wife experienced another man. However, not only had it occurred, but it was three men in less than an hour. I had profound culpability in the event, giving me no platform to throw moral grenades, and knew that we needed to deal with it calmly. I thought our brief discussion that very evening had established a basis that would allow us to move forward. However, over the next few days, a noticeable tension developed in Kami. Our work schedules were not conducive to slow, in-depth discussions, so I was grateful when the weekend finally arrived.
"Sweetie, we need to talk. I'm worried," I said as we waited in the nice Italian restaurant.
It wasn't the best place to hold an intimate conversation, but I felt we needed to get out of the house.
"Worried? Why?" she asked.
"I... I just think you're bottling some things and it would be better if they were in the open," I replied.
"Oh, you want to talk about me getting it from three guys?" she answered a bit too loudly, and before I could respond, she continued with, "I'm sorry. I know what you're asking."
"I want you feeling good... happy," I responded, nervously.
The exchange launched us into a discussion that lasted through dinner and continued once we returned home. Both of us admitted that we had confused thoughts that ran the gamut from excitement to extreme distress. At times, the conversation was difficult, but I was pleased it was open and when it finally ended, we made love. After that, we slowly settled into our normal ways with no apparent lingering effects. Occasionally, one of us would return to the subject, usually in bed, and tease the other, but it was always lighthearted and we never seriously considered a repeat event.
Several months later, I left the house after a snack to go to the gym, but on the way, a friend called and practically begged me to join him at a sports bar to watch a game. I felt guilty when he reminded me how long it had been since we got together, so I changed my plans and headed his way not realizing at that time how fateful the decision would prove.
The game had already started when I arrived and for the next couple of hours, we drank beer and caught up. It was almost ten when it ended and after a quick goodbye, I headed for my car. Checking my phone, I saw that in the noisy room, I had missed a text from Kami. It merely asked where I was, so at first, I didn't pay it any mind, but as I drove towards our house, I began to get a strange vibe. Checking the message again, I saw that it had arrived at nine-thirty, and instantly I became concerned. My standard routine never got me back until after nine, which made me wonder if the text meant she had gone looking for me, and if so, for what purpose. Quickly, I dialed her number, but it went to voicemail and when I dialed the house, it did the same thing.
Fortunately, the gym wasn't far and I made it there in just a few minutes. There was no sign of her car, but I was still quite worried and for a moment, I had horrible thoughts about her in some bad situation. I didn't think Jalen or Tony would use force, but I had no idea if they had even been there tonight. Just as I was about to step out, the inside of my car filled with the shrill sound of an incoming call and glancing at the screen, I could see it was from my wife.
"Where are you?" I fired out nervously.
"Home," she declared in an awkward voice.
"Uhhh... okay... I... uhhh... I'll be there in a few minutes," I said.
"Okay," she replied and ended the call.
The drive home gave me time to regroup, and I had barely turned onto our street when it dawned on me that she hadn't asked about my location. My intuition told me something was up, but I remained calm, curious to see how things would unfold. I found Kami in the living room watching TV in her robe, and her body language showed no nervousness, so I gave her a quick kiss and flopped onto the couch.
"You just been watching TV?" I asked, hoping to get a discussion going.
"Yes... how was basketball?" she asked.
"I didn't go. Louis called and I watched a game with him at a sports bar," I explained.
"Oh," she replied, and for just an instant, I saw a strange look cross her face.
"Why did you send me that text?" I asked, deciding to move things along, and clarified, "Asking where I was."
"I expected you home," she replied, and the way she answered made me think it was a prepared response.
"You know I don't get back until after nine," I reminded her, and when she didn't answer after several seconds, I asked, "Did you go to the gym?"
When she started fidgeting in her seat, I knew I was correct, and when she finally looked up, she admitted nervously, "I drove there but when I didn't see your car, I sent the text. You didn't answer so I came home."
I let her message settle for a moment, and then said, "So, you wanted to play again."
"Stop... don't..." she responded, and purposefully avoiding my eyes, she turned back to the screen.
I knew there would be nothing to gain by rubbing her nose in it, so I slid next to her and turned her head for a kiss. However, in doing so, I got the distinct odor of cigarette smoke which made me think there was more to the story. I hid my suspicions, but a thought struck me and I excused myself and raced to the bedroom. I found a pair of panties at the top of the hamper, and a quick inspection revealed no smeared semen like I had discovered last time. I guessed she had come into close contact with Leon, but beyond that, things were unclear.
Returning to the living room, I pulled her close again, but this time challenged her story, "There's cigarette smoke in your hair."
"Oh... uhhh..." she started.
"Leon smokes cigarettes," I interrupted, and when I felt her body stiffen, I continued with, "Did you go in the gym? Did you see him?"
"Yes..." she said in a guilty voice, and then added, "But nothing happened."
"What happened?" I pushed.
"I went inside and you weren't there and I was leaving when he showed up at the door," she explained.
"Were Jalen or Tony there?" I asked, wanting the full picture.
"No, no one I recognized," she answered.
"How did the smell get in your hair? It doesn't happen through a casual conversation," I probed.
"We didn't do anything," she replied nervously.
By her voice and body language, I could tell she was uncomfortable. Intrigued rather than angered by the idea of her showing up again unannounced, I pulled her into a kiss while slipping my hand inside her robe. Her body shuddered when my fingers found a nipple and sensing that I wasn't angry, she relaxed and returned the kiss.
"Tell me what happened. Start with what you were wearing," I demanded when it ended.
Kami's look let me know she felt awkward, but I remained stern, and finally, with a deep sigh, she said, "I was in my workout shorts and red hoodie. I thought I would... it would be a surprise but your car wasn't there. I thought... you know... you didn't reply... maybe you parked somewhere else so I went inside to check. You weren't there, so I was leaving when Leon just... was kind of there."
I knew that in the outfit her long, smooth legs would be on display. She knew it too, so it could only mean that she had come to fuck.
"Go on," I replied.
"We were at the door and he kind of... made me move I guess until we were down the girl's ramp some," she started.
"He forced you down it?" I asked.
"No... not really... he's just moved in a way... and I kept stepping back," she described.
"Sounds like he herded you," I offered, which I could tell annoyed her, so I added, "Keep going."
"Then, he... grabbed me and tried to kiss me... started saying some things," she said.
"Did he kiss you?" I asked.
"Once..." she replied meekly.
"What did he say?" I probed.
"He said he wanted to do it... with me..." she answered.
"How exactly did he say it?" I asked, expecting it had been quite crude.
She remained silent for a time before saying, "He told me to follow him down the ramp because he wanted to fuck me some more."
"Shit... did he touch you?" I asked.
"He touched my butt and my... breasts a little..." she admitted.
"On top or underneath?" I asked.
"Under..." she whispered.
"You weren't wearing a bra," I stated rather than asked, and she nodded her head while averting my eyes.
Suddenly, a wave of pure lust swept through me as I thought about my wife's actions, and I slipped from her embrace, stood, and began to pull off my clothes. When I finished, I fell back onto the couch and as I pulled on Kami, I slipped the robe off her shoulders. She was in her half t-shirt and panties, but rather than fumble with them, I merely pulled the crotch aside and directed her onto my hard dick.
"Mmmm... ohhh..." she sighed as she descended.
"You went there for sex," I challenged her as my hands moved to her ass.
For some reason, I found this visit more compelling than the last. She could claim things went too far during that event as it was unexplored territory with unclear boundaries, but that excuse no longer applied. There was no question it had been a visit seeking sex with other men, and only my absence had kept her from fulfillment.
"You weren't there," she groaned.
"Did you fuck Leon?" I asked even though I felt certain she hadn't.
"No," she said as she shook her head, and then suddenly she threw it back at me by asking, "Should I have?"
Although I didn't answer, I knew my eyes gave me away, and I watched as a tiny smile appeared on her face. At that moment, I knew that we had communicated something that would have taken hours if we tried to do it verbally.
What started on the couch continued in the bedroom and we didn't get to sleep until well past two. Each time one of us started to drift off, the other started everything over. We struggled to get ready for work the next morning, and when our eyes met, we would smile.
"We've got to quit doing this on school nights," I said as we entered the garage.
"Do your friends play on weekends?" Kami said boldly, and it was so out of character for her, that I stopped in my tracks. My expression made her start to giggle, and she added, "I win."
"Hardly," I said in defense as my mind raced.
The following evening, exhausted from the lack of sleep, we stayed in and were in bed early. Although I didn't think we had resolved things regarding Kami's action, I knew it wasn't the right time to engage in a deep conversation and decided to put it off until we had rested. Both of us slept well, and after a productive day of chores around the house, we met friends for dinner. Arriving home, a little before eleven, feeling good after multiple drinks, I poured each of us a glass of wine, and we moved to the couch. I sat in the middle and Kami put her back against some pillows extended her legs across my lap. I had a great view of her lovely legs and knew her panties were in reach if I wanted to snake my hand beneath her skirt. However, it seemed like a good time to talk, so I decided to probe some more on her visit to the gym.
"Why did you go, sweetie?" I tossed out with no warning.
She gave me a fake look of annoyance, and then replied, "I told you. I went looking for you."
"Why? You knew the rules of coming unannounced," I reminded her.
"That's your rule," she countered.
I rolled my eyes at her and turned my attention to the TV but it wasn't long before my hand landed on her leg and started to gently knead her thigh. We remained silent as the minutes ticked by and during this time my hand wandered further until I was quite close to her thong covered mound. Kami, enjoying the touch, had let her legs separate while occasionally emitting a soft whimper.
"Why did you go, Kami?" I asked in a seductive voice.
"Mmmm... shhh... " she responded as her legs widened.
"Tell me," I demanded.
"Touch me first," she begged in a soft voice.
Internally, I chuckled at how needy she had become but I closed the small distance until my fingers contacted her thong. There, I let my fingertips trace along her lace-covered lips which brought forth a fresh wave of mews. I maintained the teasing contact for a while and then I found the edge, worked my fingers beneath it, and arrived at her wet slit. Now, nothing was guarding her opening and my direct touch caused her to roll her hips.
"Why did you go to the gym, baby?" I whispered.
"To find you... and... to do it in the... the shower... " she gasped.
"With? With who, baby?" I pushed.
For several seconds, the only sound from her was her soft sighs of pleasure, but just as I was about to push again, she replied, "Mmmm... Tony... Tony and Jalen..."
"And Leon?" I asked.
"Ohhh... nooo. Do you want me to?" she responded.
"You let him... let him fondle you," I answered, wanting her to admit her desire.
"Will you stop him?" she asked, still being coy.
"If you want me to. Do you want me to?" I probed.
Kami's eyes had been half-closed as she enjoyed my touch but my question made her open them wide.
She looked at me for several seconds as if to gauge my state and then closed them again and let her head move back and forth as she replied, "No... I don't know."
"You want me to let him have you?" I pushed, and when she nodded, I added, "Then tell me, Kami."
"Let him... let him do it..." she whispered.
The moment had become so sexually charged that my cock begged for release and I felt with just a little more attention she might explode on my fingers. We had just experienced an incredibly intense interaction although nothing she said surprised me. The decision for me was whether to continue the verbal play or beat a path to the bedroom and enjoy some wild sex.
"To bad the gym isn't open," I said in a low voice.
"Let's go... we can break-in... "Kami fired back suddenly coming out of her sensual reverie.
Her movement broke the contact with my fingers and she raised on her elbows and looked at me with excitement in her eyes. It wasn't the reaction I expected, leaving me startled for a moment, but then the humor of it hit me and I started to laugh.
"Damn, sweetie. You're determined to see us in jail. What is it with you and breaking into a locker room?" I asked.
"Don't laugh at me," she replied with a faux pout, and then continued, "C'mon... it'll be fun."
I'm not certain whether it was the burning desire I saw in her eyes, the consistency of her message, the play we had already experienced in the facility or the alcohol I had consumed, but I found myself considering her idea. Kami sensed the wheels turning in my head and started to get more excited which meant I would be dealing with a very disappointed wife if I didn't have a good excuse.
"No one would be there but us," I reminded her.
"I know... I don't care," she replied.
The excitement she showed about it being a simple husband and wife adventure became the final determinant, as for some crazy reason, it suddenly felt pure and even a bit romantic.
"I can't believe I'm thinking about this," I said.
"C'mon, let's get ready," she announced and jumped from the couch.
Still not completely comfortable, but caught in the wake of her excitement, I followed her to our bedroom and started to change. In just a few minutes, we headed for the car with my wife stopping at the refrigerator to grab the open bottle of wine. On the drive, we discussed the best plan of attack and decided to park on a nearby street, investigate the long axis of the building away from the street, and see if we could find an open or broken window. We had dressed alike, wearing jeans and dark long-sleeved tops with sneakers, hoping to be as inconspicuous as possible.
"Ready? I asked with a deep breath when we had parked.
"Yeah..." she giggled and I could tell she was thoroughly enjoying the adventure.
"How is this part of your thing?" I asked, unclear about what drove her interest.
"Debbie and the guy broke in... I mean, that's the story," she explained.
"Damn, Kami... Your fantasies are awfully specific," I laughed.
"Yeah... C'mon," she answered.
We jumped from the car, moved to the sidewalk, strode about fifty yards until there was a break in the hedge, and then entered the property. From there, we had to cross the parking lot, and staying on the edge to avoid the light, we tried to move swiftly while acting nonchalant. It was another twenty yards to the wall of the building and thankfully there was a row of bushes to help break our silhouette.
"We made it," my wife giggled.
"I wouldn't say that just yet," I countered and inspected a nearby window to try and determine how it operated.
If I was correct, each one had a spindle and a hand crank made them open and close. It wasn't good news as it meant we needed to find one that had lost the mechanism or at least where the window opened enough to reach in. Slowly, we began walking and when I spotted one with potential, we would stop and investigate. On several, we could get an inch or so of play, but not near enough for success. We had gone about two-thirds of the way when we came across one that had enough slop that I could reach my hand inside. I located the spindle, but unfortunately, the crank was missing and I couldn't turn the mechanism with my fingers.
"Let's keep going. Maybe we'll get lucky," I said when I had given up.
Kami nodded and I could see the disappointment building in her eyes as she realized we were running out of windows. None of the rest was any better, so we returned to the one that we had abandoned and looked it over again.
"I don't know Kami, we might have struck out," I said.
"Try some... we've come this far," she pleaded.
With a nod, I pushed my hand through the tight opening and attempted to turn the device but it wouldn't budge.
"Wiggle the window a little while I try," I instructed her.
Sure enough, as she gently worked it, the spindle freed and I was able to turn it some. We repeated the process for several minutes and slowly the window began to open allowing me to get better leverage. Soon, we were making solid progress.
"It looks okay," she said excitedly when it had opened about a foot.
"That's a tight squeeze... let's open it a bit more," I suggested.
When we had achieved about eighteen inches, I declared victory and gave her a boost through the opening. Fortunately, she landed softly and her face appeared before me with a huge smile.
"Made it," she said excitedly.
"Okay, look... check the other windows for a crank. It should be about six inches long and should just pull off. Use the flashlight, but make sure to point it down," I told her.
"This thing?" she asked just seconds later and, in her hand, I saw she had found the device.
"Okay... good," I said and taking it from her, I attached to our window, opened it a few more inches, and said, "Look out I'm coming through."
"Where are we?" she asked when I was standing beside her.
"Looks like a storage room. Let me close this window... hold on," I replied and swiftly cranked it shut.
Taking the flashlight from her hand, I found an unlocked door, and seconds later we were in another similar room. Again, we moved to the door and this time we stepped into what appeared to be the girl's locker room. It certainly smelled better and had an altogether fresher appearance.
"I think we made it," Kami giggled.
"You want to do it here?" I asked.
"No... boy's side," she fired back.
The locker room had some light, so we killed the flashlight, found the ramp leading to the gym, and made our way to the boy's side. The spring in Kami's step as we walked made it clear she was thrilled and I knew that soon I would be the beneficiary of her excitement. As soon as we arrived at our normal spot, her hands went to her top and pulled it over her head. Likewise, I started on my things, and soon we stood before each other completely naked. I took her in my arms, backed her against the metal lockers, and started a kiss that lasted for well over a minute.



"Mmmm... you're such a naughty girl. Now you got to break in, too. Everything you wanted... Too bad the others aren't here to fuck you, too," I whispered into her ear.
"You want that?" she moaned.
"Yeah... I want there to be a guy under every shower and see you get passed around to all of them," I said as my lust took control.
"Mmmm... ohhh... oh yeah..." she moaned.
"That's what you want, isn't it? Like Debbie..." I pushed.
"Yeah..." she sighed.
"C'mon..." I said and led her towards the showers.
I turned on all of them and soon the steam had grown so thick it was difficult to see. Kami waited patiently for me at our spot, and when I joined her, she showed me the bar of soap she had brought last time.
"Look what I found," she giggled.
"Mmmm... last time it touched you it was in Jalen's hand," I reminded her.
"It felt good..." she groaned.
I took the bar from her hand and went to work on her body while I considered whether to slow things down or take her to the mat and fuck her hard. I knew neither of us would last long, but after the effort it took to get in, it seemed silly to go straight to sex. I lathered her from her ass to her neck, while she purred in response. However, it wasn't long before her sounds became needy and I knew she would soon want more.
"I love how wet you get," I whispered to her when my fingers started to explore her pussy.
"I know... I'm ready... Put it in," she whined and reached for my dick.
"No, baby... I want you on the mat like the others," I declared.
My words got her attention but they didn't offend her. Instead, she gave me a wild stare and then found my hand and pulled me as she made for the adjoining room. Without pause, she fell onto her back and spread her legs, but when I tried to go down on her she reached for my shoulders.
"No... I need it now..." she begged.
I accepted her message and moved her lovely body and with her guiding, I went balls deep on the first thrust.
"Oh fuck..." I cried out as her warmth enveloped my shaft.
"Go, baby... do it... like them," she groaned lustily.
I began taking her with deep thrusts while she dug her fingernails into my ass. I had never been on such an exciting sexual plateau in my life and thought it likely that Kami was in the same place. The sounds that came from her and the uninhibited movement of her body indicated so and made me feel powerful.
"What the fuck is this?" a booming voice suddenly called out from behind us.
Startled, we immediately stopped, and looking over my shoulder, I saw Leon looking at us from the entrance. Just then, he lifted something in his hand and a bright flash blinded me.
"Leon, give us second," I called out.
First came another flash, and then the man replied, "What the fuck are you doing here? I told you I'd call the police if you fucked with things."
Look, don't do that... just give us a sec," I said hoping he would back away.
Instead, he stepped forward until he was standing on the mat, towering above us and my body stiffened as I prepared for him to get physical.
"Leon, let us get dressed," I tried again.
"Why? I seen her naked before and got her cum all over my cock," he responded brazenly.
Deciding the man wasn't going to move, I pulled free from Kami and slowly rose. At any moment, I expected him to lash out, but he remained still and finally, we were face-to-face.
"How the fuck did you get in here?" he demanded.
"Look..." I started but he cut me off.
"You owe me money. $300 for before and $300 for this shit," he declared.
"Okay... okay... I'll get it for you. We'll leave and I'll bring it tomorrow," I agreed.
"No, man... You're a bad debt. You get it tonight or I'm calling the fucking police," he stated.
"Bullshit, we're leaving," I replied, having had enough.
"You go ahead then..." he answered and then quickly added, "I got the pictures of you fucking her here in my place. So, you go ahead."
I knew dealing with the police would be bad enough on its own, but the pictures added a new dimension. I wondered if the nudity and sex created a more substantial charge, and whether the photos would end up in the public record.
"I'll bring you $750 tomorrow," I offered, thinking the added money might suffice.
"Nah... Don't trust you no more," he responded.
Finally, with a deep breath, I said, "Okay, we'll go find an ATM, get the money and be back in a few minutes."
"That's fine. You go do that," he agreed, and with a nod, I started moving towards our clothes. Halfway there, he added, "She stays here though... for collateral."
"No way, Leon... No fucking way I'm leaving her here alone with you," I answered.
"Why is that? She was alone when she stroked my cock the other night," he replied with a chuckle.
The shocked look on my face made the black man laugh even harder and when I turned towards Kami, I saw that she had turned away and now lay curled in shame.
"Kami, is it true?" I demanded.
Just as her head began to nod, Leon said, "Hell yes it's true. Blew it all over her titties, too."
For a moment, a large wave of anger swept over me and I almost kicked my wife. Fortunately, it passed and all I could do was stare down at her in disbelief. The actual act was one thing but I had given her every opportunity to come clean and yet she still chose to lie. Without speaking, I made for my clothes and dressed. Just as I was about to depart, Kami appeared and started to put on her things, and fortunately, when Leon appeared seconds later, he made no effort to stop her.
I thought about warning the black man not to touch her but my anger wouldn't let me, so when I was ready, I just said, "I'll be back in a few minutes."
"Hurry," my wife replied, avoiding my eyes.
As I made my way out of the building, I alternated between moving slow and practically running as the knowledge of Kami's deceit rattled in my head. Once in the car, it didn't take long to locate a teller machine in a nearby convenience store. Unfortunately, as an independent unit, it had a limited of $300 regardless of card type, so I had to start another search. Five minutes later, I located a branch of our bank and quickly withdrew the funds.
By now, my concern for my wife had returned, so I raced back and turned into the parking lot knowing there was no longer a reason for stealth. Only twenty minutes had elapsed since I left the gym, but now parked in a space was an older model car that hadn't been there when I left. A feeling of dread came over me which made me run to the door. On my way out, I had stuffed some paper into the door mechanism to keep it open, but now, it was gone, which elevated my worry a hundredfold.
I began to beat on the door but stopped after several seconds as I recognized the futility. We had purposefully left our phones in the car, so calling wasn't an option, and with the way we had left the window, I thought it unlikely that I could open it again. The only option left was to smash the glass and I had just started to look for something heavy when headlights appeared in the lot. A car pulled in next to mine, and as I stood watching, a heavy-set man emerged and headed towards me.
"Hey, man... I'm here," I heard him say into the phone as he approached, and he was just ending the call when he spotted me, "What the hell! Who are you?"
"My wife's in there," I declared.
His eyes widened at my message, but he must have known the situation because he stepped back, and said, "Yeah..."
The African-American man appeared to be in his forties and carried a lot of weight on his shortish frame. Wearing navy pants, a dark work shirt, and flip-flops, I got the sense he had dressed in a hurry.
Soon, the sound of footsteps in the gym emerged through the metal door, and then it opened. A young black man, likely in his late teens or early twenties, stood before us in a tight t-shirt and baggy shorts. I guessed his height at over six feet, and he had closely cropped hair. However, the thing that stood out about him was his powerful physique that showed he spent a lot of time working out. In addition to muscular thighs, he had well-developed biceps, a thick neck, and the tone of his abdomen was evident through the shirt.
He glanced at me for a moment showing little surprise and then turned to the older black man, and said, "Hey Cyrus, how ya been?"
"Good Nazir... How about you," the man replied as he stepped through the opening.
I had to catch the door as Nazir released it while they started across the gym. However, I passed them in a trot and arrived at the locker room first. Instantly, I spotted Leon standing naked in the middle of the room smoking a cigarette with his flaccid cock hanging between his legs.
"Where's my wife?" I said, moving towards the mat.
"Shower," he answered and took a long pull.
"Kami?" I said when I spotted her nude under the spray, and then continued, "Why are you... What happened?"
"She was about to spend some time with my son... get to know him a little," Leon interrupted and I realized he had moved close to my side.
"What... Did you...?" I stammered.
At that very moment, Nazir stepped past us, and now naked, his body looked even more sculpted. His cock, while not quite as large as his father's jutted out half-hard from his shaved groin. He made for Kami, but she backed away several paces and hid behind a pillar.
"Honey?" she called out.
"Did you fuck her?" I demanded.
"Nah man... No time yet. She did suck on me a little after I talked her out of her panties," he laughed.
"Did you?" I demanded, looking straight at her and when she gave a tiny nod, I had the answer. After several seconds of thought, I said, "Okay, then..."
"Honey... Wait!" she cried out when I started to step away. My movement put Nazir between us, and when I stopped, she begged, "Let's... let's go..."
"No... you sucked him... We'll stay awhile," I replied which brought a chuckle from the janitor.
I left her with the black Adonis and Leon fell in behind me. We found Cyrus in front of the lockers, naked except for his filthy boxers, looking very nervous.
"Let Nazir work on her. She'll be singing soon. He knows how to sweet talk," he said.
"Who's he?" I asked nodding towards the heavy man.
"Cyrus? He works in the administration buildings next door," he said, implying they were co-workers.
"How did you get her... to do it?" I asked as my thoughts returned to my wife's recent act.
"Hah! Didn't take much... Didn't take much last time either," he laughed.
Even though he provided no details, I decided to let it go and moved back to the shower entrance to check on Kami. She stood under a nozzle with her back to me at the far end of the room with Nazir close behind. I could only guess that she had backed away at his approach until she ran out of the room. Now, the young man had a hand on her hip and one on her shoulder as he spoke into her ear. Of course, I couldn't hear what he was saying, but she didn't appear to be in distress, so I moved back to the other men.
Leon prompted me for an update by raising his eyebrow, and I told him, "Nothing really. They're next to each other."
"Give him time unless you don't want her fucked," he laughed, and then demanded, "By the way, give me the money."
I pulled the wad from my pocket and handed it to the naked man. After eyeing in for a moment, he stepped to the bench, picked up his pants, and stuffed the roll inside.
"Leon, I'm going to go," Cyrus said.
Since arriving, the man had been fidgeting and it seemed he had reached his limit. Certainly, it was a bizarre scene, so I understood his feelings.
"Be loose friend... hang around for a while longer," the janitor told him.
The message seemed to placate him, and with a small nod, he said, "Okay, for a bit then."
With that, we went silent with only the sound of the showers filling the space. It gave me time to reconsider and I had just about decided to gather my wife and exit when Leon spoke.
"Why you start all this anyway?" he asked.
I realized that I had never given him an explanation, so, for some odd reason, I answered, "She has... or had a fantasy about something that happened back in high school. An older girl being in the boy's shower. It kinda stuck with her."
"Yeah... Jalen mentioned something like that," he replied, and then added, "That girl got fucked in the shower?"
"Something like that," I answered.
"She got what she wanted then... Damn sure likes it, too," he stated, and after a pause, he asked, "Anything left in that thing?"
"No, not really... " I said.
"What?" he demanded, sensing there was more.
"Part of it was about getting passed around. The story was the girl was in with a group of boys and they all touched her," I explained.
"Well, shit... We can do that. We'll spread out and take turns," he laughed.
Before I could respond, he had started for the showers and was beckoning Cyrus to follow. I held up the rear, and when I entered, I could see that Nazir's body was now in contact with my wife's back with an arm looped around her waist and his face nuzzled into her neck. He had made some progress, but nothing dramatic, and Leon had taken a position at the central pillar and directed Cyrus to the remaining one before the couple became aware of our presence.
"Okay, now... Time to share," father called out to son and extended his arm towards my wife.
Kami watched him from over her shoulder, but rather than accept his offer, she turned away. I suspected she was worried about my state, especially after her indiscretion, and wanted to prove her worthiness.
"Go to Leon, Kami," I called out.
The black man shot me a grin but my wife remained still. Just when I thought I needed to push her again, she slowly turned and with a bowed head, took the few steps. Leon took her by the arm, positioned her in front of him, put one large hand on her tummy, and landed the other on her shoulder. I guessed his hanging cock nestled in the crack of her ass and as I watched, the hand on her shoulder moved to her breasts. He talked to her, although I couldn't hear his words, and several times I saw her glancing my way. Then, he started to pinch her little nipples, making her squirm, which went on for almost a minute before he stopped, backed away and slapped her ass. They had another short interaction and then I watched as my wife stepped towards Cyrus.
The heavy-set man, standing beneath the spray in his boxers, seemed to get nervous again as she approached and when she attempted to join him, he moved to the adjacent spot. I had seen him watching his colleague with great interest, so I could only surmise that he was a naturally shy person.
"Baby, help him get those shorts off," Leon commanded.
The words made her look back at him and then she turned to me but I forced myself to show a neutral expression. For several seconds she tried to understand my feelings and then she turned to Cyrus, squatted beside him, and started to tug on his boxers. It took some effort, but finally, they slipped over his fat ass and fell to his feet. His full belly drooped low and extending beneath the flesh was the head of an average-sized cock. The man's nakedness made him even more bashful and he stayed in his spot, staring straight ahead, making no attempt to touch the pretty young woman next to him. I could tell Leon was annoyed at his friend's behavior, but after several minutes, when things hadn't changed, I motioned for her to join me.
With pleading eyes, she stepped next to me, and whispered, "Can we go?"
"No, I'm not ready," I replied.
"I'm sorry... " she said.
"Which time, sweetie? Last time or this time?" I pushed.
My answer silenced her, and it took almost a minute before she asked, "What do you want?"
"I want what Leon got," I told her.
"Now?" she asked.
"Right now," I confirmed.
Kami held my stare for several seconds and then stooped before me, lifted my dick, and took it into her mouth.
"Now we're talking," Leon called out, and then said to his friend, "See what you missed."
Despite the circumstances, within seconds, my lovely wife had me fully erect and when she found my balls with her fingers, I started grunting in response. I knew all eyes were on us, and she probably hadn't been at it for more than two minutes when Nazir and his father got antsy.
"C'mon man... You need to share," the younger man said.
Yeah, now... Don't be a pussy hog," his dad said.
I let her continue for a while longer, enjoying her wet mouth and active tongue, and then I put my hand on her shoulder and pushed gently. She looked up at me, a little confused, but when I nodded towards the others, she understood the message.
"Nazir..." I forced out as she rose.
"Are you sure?" she whispered.
"Yes, Debbie," I told her and instantly a look of relief crossed her face followed quickly by excitement.
She went to the young black man who reached for her arm when she got near, turned her back against his chest, and began to explore her body with his hands. Soon, she writhed in his arms and it was her lips that sought out his and initiated a deep, soulful kiss. When it ended, she moaned loudly, signaling to all present that she had moved from reluctant participant to eager vixen.
The couple, both young, fit, and attractive, projected an amazing picture of sensuality. The color difference heightened the eroticism and I found myself staring openly, mesmerized by the scene. Nazir bad built Kami's arousal to a very high level and it was clear that she would need relief soon. However, before that moment arrived, Leon decided to intervene.
"Times up, now. Let's keep this moving," he announced.
Nazir looked at his father like he was insane but Kami disengaged dutifully and stepped towards the older man. Leon took her into the same embrace he previously enjoyed and immediately started working her breasts and pussy. He seemed content to explore her body with his hands, and while doing so, he whispered into her ear. The minutes ticked by, but they didn't change positions, nor did he stop his verbal interaction. Kami's body was definitely feeling his touch, that was obvious from her movements, and occasionally she would nod her head at something he said.
Without warning, Leon backed away, and like before, he slapped her ass as he sent her towards Cyrus. This time, the heavy man had a determined look, and he didn't move when she joined him under the spraying water. He put a hand on her ass but didn't move it for almost a minute as he built his courage. Then, he slowly started to work over both cheeks in a slow circling motion. About the tenth time, I saw his finger explore lower, and the next time he did the same thing but lingered longer. Finally, on the next move, he became more aggressive and I knew he was searching for her slit. Kami gasped when he found it, which seemed to empower him, and the motion of his arm became more pronounced. Soon, it became apparent that he had one or more fingers rapidly pistoning into her hole. One of her hands went to the pillar for support and before long her other joined. The man's motion was relentless and, in my spot, I could see she was now biting her lower lip.
"Move back," Cyrus demanded and kicked her foot with his.
She did as he asked which bent her slightly and offered him a better angle. Pleased by the results, he did the same again, and now we could see that he did indeed have two of his think fingers in her canal.
"Get you some, brother," Leon called out which made the man's eyes dart between his fingers and his friend.
You could see the wheels spinning in his head, and just a short time later, his hand left her pussy as he moved behind her protruding ass. One hand lifted his belly while the other fumbled with his cock and several times we watched him thrust forward. The connection eluded him, but after another failed effort, I watched as she reached back, found his shaft, and brought it to her opening.



"Uhhh... yeah..." he grunted as my wife gasped.
"You in there?" Leon asked.
"Yeah... fuck yeah, I'm in there," he confirmed.
"It's damn good pussy," his friend said.
Rather than answer, he took hold of her hips and guided her against his body. It wasn't a rapid movement, as I think he was nervous about coming free, but it was consistent, and soon a grimace appeared on his face.
At first, her responses seemed muted, limited to the occasional sigh or soft moan, but as things progressed, she started to become more animated. She started to push back a little and emit a soft grunt with each thrust, and although I didn't think she was close to orgasm, she seemed to be enjoying his cock. However, the subject became moot when his motion suddenly changed indicating he was losing control.
"Uggghh...uggghh...fuck yeah...fuck yeah..." he grunted as he let loose.
"Get it in there... Fill that pussy," Leon encouraged.
Cyrus made just a few more thrusts and then stopped. He remained still as he tried to catch his breath and when he finally pulled away, he slowly collapsed until he was sitting on the floor.
"Shit, she killed me..." the man cried out.
In his position, I could see that his cock was nothing special but he did have an impressive set of balls, and it made me wonder how much semen had transferred into my wife's pussy.
Kami stepped towards me, looking very aroused, but I directed her towards Nazir by saying, "No Debbie, go to him."
She gave me a little smile and headed towards the young man as Leon asked, "What's her name? Debbie or Kami?"
"Debbie if she's being bad," I told him.
"Shit, I guess she's Debbie to me, then," he laughed.
Nazir pulled her into an embrace when she arrived that quickly turned into a passionate kiss. Still connected, I saw my wife try to wrap her leg around his waist in an open invitation to fuck. He recognized her message and with no further play, he backed her against the tiled wall, lifted her with ease, and let her body descend on to his rigid shaft. I recalled that Tony had tried this position, but he lacked the strength to pull it off. With Nazir, it looked easy and as his cock neared the prize, Kami found it and guided it home.
"Ohhhh... ohhhh yes..." she cried out as the shaft burrowed into her.
The couple kissed once more, savoring the feeling of their connection, and then he started to take her, powerfully. Each thrust forced her to cry out and even her small breasts shook from the force. Her arms, looped around his neck, tried to pull him into another kiss, but their movements thwarted each attempt, and she gave up.
"Tear it up... Get deep," his father coached, and looking over I noticed his cock had become fully erect.
Kami orgasm arrived quickly and it was a monster. Her wails filled the shower and when I saw her eyes start to flutter, I thought we might lose her. She managed to recover, but seconds late it happened again and this time she appeared to pass out for a few seconds. When she returned to consciousness, she started to emit a low, continuous groan and I knew it meant the release was still coursing through her body.
Nazir fucked her through the climax and went on for several more minutes before his movements lost their fluidity. Then, in a series of powerful thrusts that took him to his toes, he exploded. Although less vocal than Kami, he seemed to take equal joy from the event. Finally, they stopped, but they remained connected for several more minutes until the young black man lowered my wife to her feet. Her legs were wobbly, but she managed to stand and after looking at her new lover for several more seconds, she turned my way.
I tried not to look, but my eyes went to her pussy and I could tell that even in the wet shower, there was another substance present that made it glisten. Whether it was her lubrication or the seeping semen from the two men, was unclear, and after thinking about it for a moment, I decided it didn't matter.
"Hold me," she whimpered.
I took her in my arms and for a time we were still. Then, with slow steps, I led her into the water. The spray seemed to revive her but I maintained a tight hold until I felt her hands on my head. We kissed several times, and slowly I felt the energy return to her body.
"C'mon over here girl. It's my turn now," Leon said, evidently thinking she was ready to go.
"You were with her earlier," I replied with my back to the man.
"Shit, that don't count," he countered, and then added, "Not with Debbie."
His words both surprised and humored me as I considered how he had attempted to play into her fantasy. He had done it with only limited information, but I had to admit, he had taken a good shot.
Just then, Kami hand guided my head towards her and when our eyes connected, she asked, "Am I still Debbie?"
"I think we need to change your name," I replied.
For a moment, her eyes grew wide, and then I felt her unwrapping from me. She started towards Leon, but he met her halfway and directed her out of the showers. They disappeared around the corner and after several seconds, Nazir and I followed.
At some point along the way, Cyrus had left but I hadn't noticed. He had been very nervous, yet still managed to fuck my wife, and I wondered what made him want to leave. Perhaps he had obligations at home or maybe he was the only sane person and realized what we were doing was madness.
Leon and Kami weren't near the lockers so I knew we would find them on the mat. Nazir followed me as we stepped further into the shadows and the sounds from the couple gave them away before we saw them. Kami was on her knees between his legs with her hand holding the base of his cock as her mouth bobbed. Evidently, the older man loved the feeling of my wife's mouth. He noticed our presence but said nothing and for the next few minutes, we watched as she eagerly serviced him. Finally, Kami ran out of gas, and breathless, she stopped her oral efforts and moved to get his cock into her pussy.
Halfway, she saw us in the entrance, but it didn't slow her from getting into position. By the expression on her face, I could see she had become extremely excited again and needed a cock in her for relief.
"Damn..." Nazir let out as he watched.
I knew what he meant as she looked possessed but once she had the janitor's shaft buried deep in her pussy, a Zen-like calm seemed to envelop her. She remained still, with her eyes shut, for a time as soft whimpers escaped her mouth. Then she started to move, slowly at first, then building until she was rhythmically taking half his shaft at a time.
"Son, we know us how to fuck some pussy," Leon said proudly.
"Hell, yes..." his son agreed.
Kami's slit started to slurp loudly as a result of her excitement and the semen she had received. She showed no shame nor did the men comment as she continued to ride the heavy cock. Strangely, I picked that moment to contemplate how much of what I was witnessing related to her fantasy. It appeared to me that the relative innocence of that adventure had turned into something more basic, more carnal. Now, it seemed the only thing that mattered to her was a good fucking.
Kami's movements slowed, then stopped and as she panted, she said, "I need to rest."
"No time for that," Leon replied and with a quick move, he had her on her back with her legs spread.
"Uggghhh... ohhhh... ohhh, yes..." she when he pushed back in.
Leon began taking her with a powerful yet consistent pace that soon had my wife whining in joy. Each thrust took him balls deep, and the wet sounds coming from her pussy joined the loud slaps of their bodies meeting. Her legs had started wide and then become wider and I sensed that subconsciously she was giving her body over to him completely. Glancing at Nazir, I saw that he was now stroking his erect cock as he watched, and looking at my own, I realized I was hard, too.
Leon began whispering something to Kami and like before she would occasionally nod in agreement. I couldn't fathom what he might be saying, and finally, I decided to find out.
"What's he telling you?" I demanded.
My words made them stop, but neither acknowledged my question, so I asked it again.
"Tell him," Leon said as he raised onto his forearms.
His move allowed me to see Kami's face, but when she spotted me staring at her, she turned her face into his arm. Leon's movement never slowed and when she didn't respond, he began to whisper to her again.
"Kami?" I pushed.
"Tell him," Leon told her once more.
"No," she shot back, which told me it had to be something quite bad.
"Tell me Kami," I said.
A few seconds ticked by, and with her head still turned, she said, "I said... I'd... I'd do it again,"
"Fuck Leon?" I asked, and when she didn't reply, I said to the janitor, "Stop, Leon... I want her to tell me."
The man slowed dramatically but still maintained a languid movement, and he twisted his torso so I could see more of her. Now, it was harder for her to hide and she finally looked up at me with a pained expression.
"Yes..." she admitted.
"And Nazir," Leon added.
"That true, Kami?" I asked.
"Yes..." she answered freely this time.
"What else?" I asked.
She became quiet again, but this time, Leon filled in the blanks, "She says she wants to come over every week and get a good fucking from us. Every Tuesday is the plan."
Leon had to be extremely sure of himself to share the information and from what I had seen, he had done most of the talking during their whispered conversations, which told me it was his idea, his plan, and while Kami might have agreed, it was more likely sex talk than true commitment. However, for some reason, I found the manipulation of my wife very intriguing and enjoyed the questioning.
"You want to come over and fuck them every Tuesday? You agreed to that?" I asked.
"No... I didn't mean it," she answered.
"Did you agree?" I probed.
"I said it... but not for real," she replied.
"Leon, did she agree?" I asked.
"Hell, yes... More than once... a bunch of times," he responded.
"I'm sorry," she offered.
"Who are you saying sorry to? Me or Leon?" I asked.
I could tell by her look that she was trying to decipher my question, so several seconds went by before she said, "Both..."
The brief exchange convinced me that her arousal allowed them to manipulate her into agreeing to things she didn't mean. But, before letting it go, I decided to drop a bomb on her.
"I bet Debbie would do it," I said.
Her gasp and the look on her face were comical, and Leon, understanding the meaning and thinking he would get his way started to chuckle.
"Really?" she asked.
"Yeah..." I said.
As the words left my mouth, Leon dropped back into position and started taking her rapidly. No doubt, he was excited to hear that his surreptitious plans were coming to fruition. When I heard Kami start to squeal, I guessed she felt she was out of the doghouse. Her excitement grew quickly, indicated by the urgency of her cries and the movement of her legs which opened and closed several times and then lifted high in the air. When she started kicking them into the air, we knew her orgasm had arrived.
"Ohhhh... oh God... oh please... there... I'm there... please..." she cried out.
"Let it out baby, cream on my cock... Get used to cumming on it..." he grunted.
"Yes... I want it... Make me cum..." she begged.
Leon made it through her climax, but not by much and soon he started showing the signals of an impending release. His grunts became louder and a noticeable tension built in his shoulders and ass. Suddenly, he threw his back and roared, forced three more thrusts into my wife, holding hard against her on the last. I could see the muscles in his ass clenching and instinctively knew his balls were doing the same. Finally, he collapsed onto Kami and together their bodies heaved as they came down.
At that point, I thought we were over, but watching the couple had excited Nazir and he wanted another go. He gave his dad a few minutes then nudged him off. Kami didn't say no, but she was too exhausted to help, so he sprawled her face down on the mat, pushed her legs wide, and managed to work into her soaked pussy as she lay flat. She allowed him to use her body while showing little sign of engagement, and fortunately, he didn't last long.
I wanted to take her into the shower to rinse off after she had recovered, and luckily, now satiated, neither father or son hung around. It took a few minutes, but finally, I had her up and I guided her back to the water.
"Not so hot," she said when I had her under a nozzle.
After adjusting the temperature, I began to soap her body and slowly she started to perk up. Ten minutes later, we had the water off and were at our clothes.
"We always forget towels," she giggled.
"I know," I said joining in and then when she had finished dressing, I pulled her against me and whispered, "I told you breaking in was a bad thing."
"Yes, you did..." she answered, and then turned and kissed me.
The trip home was uneventful, and when she went into the bathroom, I inspected her thong and like the other time, it held some residue. However, there wasn't as much which made me think she had expelled some during the shower.
It wasn't long before she joined me in bed, and immediately, she said, "I just realized. You never got to cum."
"No, I was too busy getting money for your lovers," I replied, and as the words left my lips, I hoped she wouldn't get mad.
"What? Oh my God, I can't believe you said that," she fired back, but fortunately she had a smile on her face.
"Well, it's true," I answered which brought a slap to my arm.
"Let me take care of you," she said and began tugging on my boxers.
They were off quickly and then her mouth was on my dick as her hands stroked the base with a firm grip. When inspired, Kami could give excellent oral sex and it didn't take long to tell that she was on her game. For a while, I watched her, and then I let my head fall back, closed my eyes, and started to recall all that had occurred. Although I knew it had been sordid, I couldn't dismiss the fact that I had found it wildly exciting and knew my wife did as well.
Our adventure held many twists and turns, but two elements stood out. First, was the sheer audacity of it all. Multiple strange men from dramatically different backgrounds had fucked my wife driven solely by the desire to get a nut. I couldn't understand why I didn't feel disgusted or angry. I did feel guilty. I couldn't deny my part in the sordid events. Then, there were Kami's actions. Something had emerged from the depths of her fantasy turning a simple idea into a bizarre carnal escapade. The second concern had to do with Leon. Somehow, he had managed to carve out a place in Kami's head that let him exert control. Twice, he had convinced her to give him surreptitious pleasure, but the bigger issue to me was the way he manipulated her regarding the future meetings.
"Feel good?" my wife asked, slightly out of breath.
"Yeah..." I told her.
"Are you close?" she asked.
I knew there were too many thoughts in my head to fully enjoy her efforts, so I patted the spot next to me, and said, "Come up here. I want to talk."
"Uh oh... I knew this was coming," she said with a nervous look.
"Sweetie, it's okay... I'm not mad... let's talk some," I replied.
I knew I needed to calm her since to learn what I wanted, she needed to be forthcoming. I kissed her and helped her snuggle in next to me before I started.
"Can I ask some questions... about things?" I said.
"Do I get to?" she responded.
"Sure, of course...you want to go first or me?" I asked.
However, rather than answer that question, she launched into her first question, "Did it bother you? The stuff... the men and the sex. I mean this time... both times I guess."
"It bothers me... then I see how excited you get and it makes me excited, too," I replied, and after pausing for a moment, I added, "I think we're crazy sometimes and then it gets started and I... I guess I get too excited."
"I know..." she whispered and went silent for a moment before asking, "Do you love me?"
"Of course," I laughed and kissed her again.
Our embrace brought a smile to her face and she said, "Your turn."
"Okay...well... I wanted to ask about Leon and what he said... what he made you say," I said and felt her body go rigid.
"We talked about that," she answered and turned her head into my chest.
I could tell she was embarrassed but knew I couldn't let it go yet, so I pressed, "Tell me what he said."
She stayed silent for so long that I thought she planned to ignore me, but finally, she responded, "I don't know...bad stuff."
"Kami, please tell me. I want to know so we're together. I'll admit I'm not happy about what happened last Thursday or what you did while I was gone. Mostly, because you hid it. Don't hide this," I told her.
This message made her look up at me for a moment and then drop her head, but seconds later she began to speak and once started, it all spilled out, "He told me he wanted me all the time...at least weekly... He said he knew I liked it and wanted it, too. He said... it was his now and not to fight it. Things like that and he kept saying it over and over like he was trying to brainwash me."
"His what?" I asked even though I suspected the answer.
"My... my pussy," she admitted.
"I think he was trying to brainwash you. Keep working on you until you gave in," I said and my concurrence made her nod her head rapidly. After a minute or so of silence, I asked, "What was Nizar saying?"
"He was hitting on me... trying to seduce me. Normal guy stuff," she replied.
"Ha! Normal guys don't have a beautiful naked girl standing with them," I laughed.
"Stop! Don't be mean," she countered as she used her elbow on my ribs, and then added, "He kept telling me how beautiful I was and how much he wanted me."
"You are beautiful," I replied.
"No more... my heads a mess," she said with a deep sigh.
"No more Debbie?" I asked.
"No! Debbie is officially retired," she declared.
With that, our conversation ended and after cuddling for a few more minutes, we were asleep. Sunday, we stayed close to the house and recovered and by that evening, despite the surreal event of the previous night, we were far closer to normal than I expected.
Monday went by uneventfully, but when I arrived home from work on Tuesday, something was amiss. Whether she realized it or not, Kami bounced around the house with uncharacteristic nervous energy. Given her recent declaration, I couldn't accept that she had thoughts of the black men, but the more I watched, the more real the possibility became. I opened a bottle of wine, poured us each a glass, and called for her to join me on the couch. Seconds later, she scooted next to me and there was definitely something in her eyes.
"How's Debbie?" I asked.
"Confused..." she replied.
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"Thanks, Daddy!" my daughter Lizzie called out as she left the house.
Both her mother and I had received the same message multiple times over the past few days after getting her a car for her seventeenth birthday. Not only was it a car, but it was new and sporty and would easily take her through college. For the past year, she had used either mine or her mother's when they were available, so the purchase gave her a new level of freedom. Her eyes told the story, along with the beaming smile that had yet to disappear from her face.
"I think it was a success," I said to my wife Rachel.
"Yes, but we've set the bar pretty high. John will be expecting one next year," she replied, referring to our fifteen-year-old son.
"Yeah, I know... that's okay," I responded.
Rachel and I had married one month after she graduated from college. At that point, we had dated for over a year, and since I was a class ahead of her, I was able to establish myself before the wedding. Somehow, despite our good intentions, she got pregnant quickly with Lizzie. John soon followed and for the past fifteen years, we have had a wonderful time raising our children.
Perhaps it was getting pregnant early or maybe it was just good genes, but Rachel maintained her appearance and looks much younger than thirty-nine. Her 5'7" body is naturally slender, requiring little effort to stay in shape and she has long well-shaped legs that merge at a tight behind. She wears her black hair shoulder-length in a sassy style, and her dark brown eyes, juicy lips, and still firm C-cup breasts allow her to project a sexy appearance when she's in the mood. Unfortunately, those times are rare as she tends towards the conservative, and is always conscious of her appearance in public.
When we married, Rachel joined me in the small rural town where I grew up. Being a city girl, it took some adjustment, but she dealt with it without complaining and over time, she grew to truly enjoy the community. Especially, she loved the safety it provided and the values imparted onto our children. At first, I worked in the family business, making little money, but we managed to save and started to develop small projects. We put together a twenty-unit storage site followed several years later by a convenience store, and after that, things took off. While I spent my time as a local entrepreneur, Rachel worked for the local branch of a community college that paid little but provided good benefits. Now, with a strong income stream and opportunities to expand, we had financial freedom if we didn't go crazy.
Although Rachel had adapted well, I sensed she felt she hadn't achieved everything she wanted. So, I wasn't at all surprised when over a glass of wine, she broached the subject.
"I've been thinking of something... something I'd like to discuss and get your opinion on," she started.
"Okay, sure," I said, thinking it might concern the kids or a vacation idea.
"I... I've been thinking I might want to get an MA," she explained.
"An MA? You mean go back to school?" I asked.
"Yes," she replied.
"Okay, sounds good," I replied, and then realizing I didn't understand it all, I added, "In what? What course?"
Her undergraduate work had been in education, and she taught English at the college, so she surprised me when she answered, "Psychology... I think I want to try doing some counseling at the school."
"Okay, how would you do it? Does the school have a program? Something online?" I asked.
By her look, I could tell we had reached the important aspect, and she paused to sip her drink before replying, "No... I would have to enroll at a college... in the city."
"Rachel, that's an hour and a half away... each way," I responded.
"I know, but I can do it. I talked to the people there about schedules and I can go twice a week and arrange my classes here so there isn't interference," she answered, letting me know she had already developed the concept.
"Okay, well... sounds like you've thought it through," I said feeling a little hurt that she hadn't shared it with me before.
"Are you mad? What are you thinking?" she asked.
"No, of course I'm not mad. I just wished I learned about it earlier," I replied, which made her cringe. We looked at each other in silence for several seconds, and then, sensing how much it meant to her, I said, "Rachel, I'm not surprised you want to grow. I know there isn't a whole lot to keep you challenged here. The kids are old enough that they don't need constant attention, so all-in-all, it's a pretty good time."
"Really?" she responded as her face opened into a huge smile.
"Yes, really," I laughed.
Later, I learned that she had already applied and been accepted to a small private school that was pricey, but affordable. The term began in the fall which gave her four months to work through the final details. Fortunately, the schedules on both ends synched which meant that, other than the driving, there weren't any big negatives.
Two weeks before her first class, we left the kids behind and traveled to the city for the weekend. They were good kids, mature for their age, responsible, and we felt confident they could function alone for short periods. We intended to mix some shopping and entertainment, with a visit to the college where Rachel was going to provide a tour. We knew the city well since it was the closest urban area to our community and after checking into a nice hotel, we headed to dinner.
"You look really good. Is that outfit new?" I asked when we were seated.
"Yes, I bought it months ago, but haven't had the chance to wear it," she announced.
"I think you'll have more chances now. We have a good reason to be here more," I said.
"Hope so... I'm getting so excited," she giggled.
"Save some for the hotel," I teased and her laughter morphed into a faux scowl.
"If you're lucky," she replied.
Two hours later, I fell to her side and gasped for air having just delivered a full load of semen into her depths as she whimpered beneath me. She had experienced a nice orgasm before me which allowed me to enjoy mine to the fullest. When we had partially recovered, we kissed and cooed for several minutes, and then I felt her take my flaccid dick into her hand. She slowly tugged on it indicating she might not be through for the night.
"It's been a long time since I banged a coed," I whispered.
"Banged?" she responded and twisted her body to make eye contact. After giving me a disgusted look, she added, "We never banged... we made love."
"There were..." I started.
"Stop! I don't want to hear about that bitch, Sally," she demanded.
Sally was her sorority sister and we dated before I got to know Rachel. There was no overlap between the two but the idea of me having sex with the girl always set her off. Occasionally, I would tease her for sport, although in our current intimate state it seemed inappropriate, so I dropped it.
"Keep doing that," I said when her hand left my shaft.
"No, you killed it," she answered.
I turned her body until her back was pressed against my chest and started to give her neck and shoulders little kisses as my hand wandered. Hopefully, I could get her back in the mood for more lovemaking if I was patient.
"Honey?" she said in a soft voice that gave me hope I had been successful, but before I could answer, she asked, "What would you think about another baby?"
"Baby? I thought you wanted to go to school?" I responded, completely caught off guard by her words.
"Why not both," she replied and twisted in my arms until we were face to face.
"Uhhh... let me remind you. I've been snipped which if I recall was done at your request," I reminded her.
"It can be reversed," she answered in a low voice.
I looked into her eyes wondering what was going through her head. When she turned thirty, she declared her body a no-go baby zone and demanded I get a vasectomy so she could get off the pill. At the time, I wasn't thrilled about the idea but the surge in her libido once free of the hormone had made it worthwhile. Now, I had to wonder if, between the return to school and the baby talk, she might be experiencing some sort of mid-life crisis.
"Are you okay?" I asked and although my question seemed inadequate, I couldn't think of anything else to say.
She stared at me in silence for a few seconds and then her mouth formed an impish smile and she replied, "I don't know. Maybe it's the going back to school. I'm so excited and remember you knocked me up... back then."
"You were out of college," I laughed.
"Barely!" she countered.
"That's because you couldn't keep your hands off me... you were crazy," I replied, laughing even harder.
"Well, I never heard you complain before," she answered.
As she spoke, she pushed me back, straddled my waist, and found my dick that had become partially erect. She gave it a few firms stroke and then managed to work it into her juicy slit. She started a slow-rolling of her hips and it wasn't long before I became hard.
My mind wandered back to our early days and I recalled how much fun we had when first married. We certainly enjoyed sex in college but there was something about being married in our own home that seemed to light a fire in her libido. She needed sex almost every day and would either parade around in next to nothing to entice me or just outright demand it. She had always enjoyed making love but in college had been a bit demure, so the change was notable. It only stopped when she became pregnant with Lizzie a few months later. She claimed the birth control pills were defective but a piece of me always wondered if she was taking them.
"I think school is enough," I whispered to her.
For a few seconds, she looked at me with an odd expression and then said, "Okay."
The next morning, we had breakfast and then left for the tour. Although it wasn't far from one of the primary shopping districts, I had never been in the section of the city before and was impressed to see the small campus set in the middle of a quaint neighborhood. We spent about an hour and then I dropped her at an upscale shopping district. I intended to return to the hotel but decided to drive around a bit to get more familiar with the surroundings. For the next thirty minutes, I drove a progression of expanding circles, and while traversing a tree-lined residential street, I passed an older condo development. On a lark, and wanting to kill time, I did a U-turn and pulled up to the curb in front of what appeared to be the office. When I opened the door, I was suddenly staring at two older women each seated behind a small desk.
"Can we help you?" a gray-haired woman asked.
"Yes, I was just curious if these units are privately owned or rented?" I asked.
"They're privately owned. Sometimes an owner will lease, but that's up to them. We try to help if we can," she responded, and then added, "What are you looking for?"
I described my wife's situation and explained that an economical alternative to her repeated drives might make sense. Both were sympathetic and several times I saw them making eye contact.
"There's a woman who is currently out of the country that might have something. She intends to be gone for quite some time and has asked about leasing it but has never followed through. It's furnished, but very small," the second woman explained.
"Would it be possible to see it? I mean... do you have access?" I asked.
The question made the women look at each other and I could tell they were silently debating whether they wanted to involve themselves in the matter.
"I suppose..." the gray-haired woman finally said.
A few minutes later, I followed the woman down a corridor that was just a touch too dark. I could tell that the building had once been a very nice property but was now showing its age. Turning a corner, we stopped in front of a darkly painted door and the woman reached out with the key. Her message about size proved correct as I guessed the space could not be more than 500 sf. However, it was functional and the bedroom held a queen-sized bed.
On the walk back, I asked about the price and when she told me her thoughts, I let her know that I was interested. After exchanging information, the women told me they would email the owner and see if she would consider it. With that, I left to collect my wife deciding I would keep the idea to myself until I heard back.
I called Rachel and let her direct me to her location. On the approach, I could see her arms laden with bags indicating it had been a successful day. We found a café for a late lunch and were just finishing when I received a call from the condo ladies who informed me that the owner was indeed very interested.
"What was that?" my wife asked.
"I did some research while you were spending money," I teased.
"What kind of research?" she asked suspiciously.
"When I left you, I was just kind of driving around and saw these condos. I thought maybe it would make sense to get a place in case you're too tired to drive," I explained.
"You're joking?" she fired back, and when she saw me smile, she said, "Are you serious?"
"Look, I found this very small and inexpensive place. I'm not sure you'll want it," I said.
"You are serious! Oh my God, I can't believe it," she said excitedly, and then suddenly, her practical side kicked in and she offered, "School is already expensive... and this... maybe it's too much."
"Honey, the way I look at it... it can be something more than just a school thing. We can come here more often to do things... you and Lizzie can too. Hell, if we like it maybe we'll buy a bigger place of our own... a better place," I told her.
I could see the tears welling in her eyes, and it took her several attempts before she could say, "I was worried about you agreeing to school... you were so good and now this. It's so special."
"C'mon... before I become a saint, let's see if you like the place," I chuckled.
An hour later, we had seen the space, Rachel had given her enthusiastic acceptance and I had written a check to cover a month's rent and the deposit. Along the way, my wife so charmed the older women that by the time we returned to the office they were practically begging her to take the place.
"I'm glad you like it," I said as we pulled away.
"It was a bit dark... only the one window," she replied.
"What? Why did we get it if you don't like it?" I asked, suddenly exasperated.
"I wasn't going to push my luck," she declared, and with a giggle added, "I'm teasing... I loved it."
"You're not nice," I told her, but when she began to laugh harder, I changed subjects and said, "I guess you'll want to get some things."
"Of course, I've already started thinking about it," she responded.
That night, after another nice dinner, Rachel made our time in bed all about me. Rarely, did she extend oral sex until I ejaculated, as normally she would become so excited, she wanted me inside. However, this time she remained committed and gently fondled my balls with her fingernails as she sloppily worked my shaft. Finally, with my back arched off the bed, I exploded into her mouth and felt her swallow several times.
"Tastes different without sperm," she said with a grin when I looked at her.
"You never said anything before," I challenged, smiling too.
"I liked it better before," she announced, ignoring my comment.
"Haha... cute," I replied.
Somehow, she managed to get me erect again and she climbed on top of me and ground hard until I flipped her onto her back and took her aggressively. Her needy whimpers soon turned into excited cries and I got to enjoy her climax as her body spasmed beneath me.
When move-in day arrived, I stayed home and let mother and daughter enjoy the moment. Lizzie, when informed of the condo, had shown great excitement while our son was indifferent. Neither of us was surprised, and simply laughed it off. The girls made lists of what they needed and planned several shopping weekends for the fall.
"How did it go?" I asked when they returned.
"Oh, it was so much fun... we had a ball," Rachel replied.
"I guess the place is already paying dividends then," I said and kissed her cheek.
Like the night in the hotel room, later that evening when we were in bed Rachel became the giving lover. When we finished, we maintained our embrace and our mews of pleasure slowly turned into a whispered conversation.
"Did you enjoy that?" she asked.
"Mmmm... every second," I moaned.
"Are you going to miss me?" she giggled.
"Of course, it just means you need to take care of me like this when you get back," I said as my lips found her neck.
"Mmmm... if you're a good boy," she whispered.
Her words piqued something in me and I let the thought wander through my head for a time before I said, "Rachel... We need an agreement on something."
"What?" she moaned seductively.
"If you're... with you away... I want to know anytime something happens. Anytime someone comes on to you," I replied.
I wasn't prepared for her response as suddenly she turned until she was looking down into my face with an annoyed expression, and said, "You don't trust me. You said that because I said "good boy" ... it made you worried."
"No, that's not what I meant. I do trust you... I just want to know what you're dealing with," I said, happy with my answer.
"You never asked who hit on me here," she countered.
"Who? Who's hit on you?" I asked, caught off guard by her message.
I knew that I shouldn't be surprised that she attracted attention as she was a very beautiful woman, but for some reason, in the safety of our small community, it was something I hadn't considered.
"No one... go to sleep," she said dismissively.
Deciding discretion was the better part of valor, I let the matter drop although I knew it was something we would re-visit.
Rachel worked with the community college and structured her teaching schedule for the afternoons on Monday, Wednesday, and Friday. Likewise, her graduate counselor worked with her and arranged an acceptable course load with Tuesday and Thursday classes. She planned to use the condo on Monday and Wednesday night, although she had the option to stay over on other nights if she found herself too tired to drive or if it became necessary for school commitments.
"Okay, I'll see you tomorrow evening... wish me luck," my wife said to me Monday morning.
"Enjoy it. I can't wait to hear the difference from the last time you were in a college class," I laughed.
"I know... it will be strange," she agreed.
That first week went by fast. Between class assignments and putting some touches on the condo, she had little time when I called. I held some concern that she would be exhausted by the time the weekend arrived, but Friday when she returned home, she was still buzzing. The next week started the same but when I called her at the condo on Wednesday night, I could tell she was in a more relaxed state. Later than my normal time, she had already gone to bed and after a quick catch-up, she headed in a new direction.
"I'm horny," she announced in a low, husky voice, and then added, "Come to me."
"Baby, it's too late," I chuckled.
"No... don't you want me?" she whined.
"What are you wearing?" I asked, visualizing her beneath the sheets.
"My little t-shirt and panties," she whispered.
It was her standard sleeping attire but after contemplating it for a moment, I told her, "Take them off... everything."
"Why?" she asked in a tiny voice.
"Take them off, baby," I repeated.
I heard some movement through the phone that went on for a few seconds and then her voice announced, "Okay... I'm naked."
"Mmmm...how do those sheets feel? Are your nipples hard?" I asked.
"Yes..." she whimpered.
"Are you wet?" I pushed.



"Yes..." she moaned, and before I could ask another question, she whined, "Please... come to me... I need you to."
"No, sweetie. I'll take care of you tomorrow when you get home," I replied.
"It's not fair," she tried.
"Stay naked, Rachel... Sleep naked," I demanded.
"I won't get any sleep," she pouted.
"You'll make it... think about tomorrow evening," I said, in a soothing voice.
Once more, she tried to convince me to drive to her and when that didn't work, she begged to be allowed to put her sleepwear on. I declined each request and even though she showed signs of frustration, I sensed she enjoyed the sexual play. Finally, the call ended, and I wondered if we had just experienced our first phone sex. Hearing about it, I had always dismissed the concept, but I couldn't deny that I found what we just did quite entertaining.
It was a little past seven when I heard her drive up, and when she stepped inside, I could tell she was acting purposefully aloof. In made me think that she had spent the entire drive plotting how she would make me pay for my sin of manipulation. She ate the salad I had prepared, talked to the kids, and downed two glasses of wine before she moved to the bedroom. I gave her thirty minutes then went to join and found her still in the bathroom so I removed my clothes and slid into bed. She appeared at the bedside a few minutes later and when she dropped her robe, I could see she was wearing her t-shirt and panties.
She got into bed without speaking, but when I reached for her, she said, "No, you're not nice."
I knew she was putting on an act, so I pulled her to me and whispered, "Shhh... "
"And you're naked. You think it's that simple?" she replied.
Instead of answering, I let a hand slowly move over her body and when it arrived at her vagina, I snaked my fingers beneath the fabric and quickly encountered her wet opening. I let my fingertips trace the length of her slit until soft mews began to escape her mouth.
"You have to take your clothes off if you want to make love," I announced.
"You're not being nice," she declared again but her hands immediately started on her things.
Seconds later, she was naked and her reluctance departed with her clothes. She attempted to pull me onto her, however, I pushed her hands away, flung the sheets off of us, and moved my mouth to her pussy. At first, I kissed lightly around her neatly trimmed bush which made her body writhe and extracted needy whimpers. Then, I pushed her legs wide and started to run the tip of my tongue up and down her slit which quickly turned her whines into deep moans. Her excitement revved me up and now I concentrated on taking her to a full release. Over and over I moved between her delicate lips, her opening, and her tiny nub doing my best to build her arousal. However, when my tongue flicked her clit and found it had stiffened, I abandoned the other areas and gave it my full attention. I teased it relentlessly with quick flicks of the tip of my tongue which made her widen her legs even more. Once more, she tried to pull me onto her, but I was committed to taking her over the top with my tongue, and when she suddenly became silent and her body rigid, I knew she was very close.
Suddenly, her entire pelvis seemed to spasm and then after a deep inhale of breath, she exploded, "Ohhhh...mmmm...ohhh...ugghhh..."
Even though her body thrashed, her voice sounded muted, and looking up I could see that she had her hand over her mouth so the kids wouldn't hear. Quickly, my tongue left her pussy and I moved over her, pushing my dick in balls deep on the first thrust.
"Yes, Rachel... let it out..." I said as I removed her hand.
"Oh yes... yes... oh yes... it's so good, "she cried out as she pushed her face into my chest.
If either of our kids were at this end of the house, they would know from the squeaking bed, our slapping bodies, and Rachel's desperate cries exactly what was taking place. However, at that moment, it all felt too perfect to matter, so I maintained my deep rhythm. Somehow, her orgasm lingered, sometimes fading but then rebuilding, and on the third cycle, when her squeal became high-pitched and her nails dug into my arms, I lost control.
"Oh, shit Rachel... I'm cumming... ohhh yeah... yeah... yeah... "I grunted as the juices escaped my body.
I collapsed onto her and immediately felt the rapid pounding of her heart. Slowly, my strength returned and I lifted onto my elbows so I could look down at my pretty wife. Her hair was damp and her eyes were half-closed with a dreamy look. I let my mouth found a nipple and licked all around it tasting the salty sweat of her body. When I lifted my head, our eyes connected and slowly a smile filled her face.
"I'm floating..." she sighed.
"You are so beautiful. Did it feel good?" I whispered.
"Mmmm... so good," she moaned.
"Isn't this better?" I asked.
"No... you're still mean," she giggled.
"Sleep naked, Rachel. Always, when you're there," I told her.
She looked at me for several seconds and then responded, "Okay..."
"And no masturbating. I want it saved up," I followed.
"Okay," she agreed, much easier than I expected.
"Good," I said and kissed her lovingly.
When we broke, she looked at me with impish eyes, and asked, "What else?"
"Let me think," I replied with a laugh and kissed her again.
With that, we became quiet and soon drifted to sleep.
For the next few weeks, we engaged in phone sex multiple times. I could tell within seconds of hearing her voice if she was in the mood, and I never pushed if her mind was elsewhere. The calls would last up to an hour and we would tease and giggle to each other like teenagers. Typically, she would get quite excited and beg me to go to her but I always declined. I enjoyed hearing her needy whimpers and when she returned home, we always had a fun night in bed. Lizzie picked up on our energy and several times I caught her rolling her eyes but our son seemed oblivious.
"Hold on a second. Someone's at the door," Rachel said interrupting our discussion.
My wife had remained in the city after her Tuesday classes due to an evening function and had just finished her morning bath when I called.
"It's the maintenance man. There is a leak in the condo above me and he needed to check the ceiling," she explained when she returned to the phone.
"Okay," I answered and was just about to continue our conversation when a thought struck me, "Wait... what are you wearing?"
"My robe," she replied with a stifled giggle.
I knew it was a large terry cloth covering that extended almost to her feet, but she had responded so quickly, I wondered what else she had on, so I pushed, "What else? What's underneath?"
"Nothing..." she said in the heavy, seductive voice that she typically used when she wanted to play over the phone.
"Is he still there?" I fired back.
"I think so," she responded, and before I could speak, she added, "Should I check?"
Thinking she might be toying with me, I replied, "Yeah... better make sure he doesn't steal anything."
"Okay," she said in a strange voice and left me.
This time, it took her longer to return and I started to become concerned I had put her in a dangerous situation. Finally, she picked up the phone and announced the man had departed. I could hear the playfulness in her voice which made me think once more that she might be teasing me.
"Come straight home after class," I demanded.
"Why?" she asked, now openly laughing.
"Just do..." I said.
"I have to come back to the city," she declared.
"No, not tonight... You can get up early tomorrow. Tonight, you stay here," I replied.
My words made her laugh again but I could tell she liked the message. So, just before five that afternoon, while the kids were still doing their after-school things, we found ourselves in bed entwined in a tight lover's embrace.
"Put it in," Rachel whined as she gripped the base of my dick in her small hand.
Equally excited, I didn't need any more encouragement and quickly lifted my body into position. Seconds later, I fully embedded my dick in her warm and very wet opening.
"God, you feel good," I declared.
"Mmmm... yeah... go baby," she whimpered.
As soon as I began to move, I knew she wouldn't last long, and I wondered whether, like me, she had spent the day thinking of this moment. We found a nice rhythm and for the next few minutes, we kissed and sighed to each other. When I felt her legs spread wider and her legs lift into the air, I knew she was getting close and it took less than a minute for her orgasm to hit.
"Oh...oh, baby... oh yes... just like that... like that," she whimpered as her hands found my ass.
Her excitement triggered my release and seconds later I grunted into her neck as my cum spewed forth. Like countless other times, all the energy in my body departed with my semen and I fell onto her heaving body before rolling to her side. I pulled her tightly against me and my lips found her neck as she continued to experience the aftermath of her climax.
"You are so special," I whispered.
"Mmmm... I love you," she sighed heavily.
For several minutes, we remained still and enjoyed the feeling of each other's body. However, my mind began to recall the day's events and especially the phone interaction about the repairman. A vivid picture appeared in my brain of Rachel holding her robe closed around her naked body as she talked with the man in the small space. In my mind, he looked her over like a hungry wolf would a fawn sensing her near-nudity. I found it difficult to be still and when I felt my dick stiffen, I decided to probe her on the details.
"What was the guy... the repair guy like?" I asked.
"He was a complete stud. Young, tall and muscular with a perfect smile," she giggled.
"Haha... tell me," I replied.
"Why?" she asked and tried to turn to look at me but I kept her back pressed against my chest.
"Tell me..." I said again.
"I don't know... average, I guess. Our age..." she answered.
"I bet he liked seeing you in the robe," I stated.
Rachel remained silent for a bit before she replied, "He was smiling..."
"What did you talk about?" I probed.
"The condos. How long I had been there... problems with the place he had to deal with," she explained.
"Did he know... know you were naked?" I asked.
"Well, I didn't tell him... so probably not," she responded and this time there was an edge in her voice.
"Yeah, that robe is too thick," I chuckled, deciding to tease.
"Cute..." she replied and this time when she tried to turn, I let her.
Now face to face, I kissed her lightly and then asked, "What's was his name?"
"Larry..." she replied without hesitation, fighting back a smirk.
The next morning, Rachel returned to the city for her classes and we returned to the normal routine. However, even though we didn't dwell on the subject, the event acted as another catalyst in our phone sex. I certainly didn't complain as I found the interaction great fun and was intrigued by my wife's blossoming playfulness. Indeed, it seemed like she had rapidly become two distinct, but overlapping women. Of course, there existed the home Rachel that was the loving mother and beautiful wife I married. I knew her well from our years together, but now I also had the other woman, the more adventurous Rachel that had started to show a naughty streak. It didn't take much reasoning to determine that a big part of it came from the independence she gained from her condo. Perhaps, it should have set off warning bells, but I was having too much fun to appreciate the dangers.
"I made a doctor's appointment for next Thursday," she announced the following weekend.
"What? What doctor?" I asked feigning ignorance.
"The urologist," she stated.
"The same guy?" I asked.
"Yes, same guy. We can go up together on Wednesday and have dinner if you want," she suggested.
"I'm not bought into this," I answered.
"I know, but we can talk to him. It won't hurt to talk," she replied.
"We?" I responded.
"Yes, it's an early appointment and fits my schedule," she said while holding back a smile.
Wednesday evening, we drove into the city and had dinner before going to the condo. The next morning, we drove to the appointment and I sensed her eagerness during the short trip.
"I pulled your case records and it appears everything went smoothly, so the procedure should be straightforward. It involves reattaching the tubes that were separated, but I wouldn't contemplate any issues," the urologist said as we sat in the small office.
"What are the side effects?" I asked.
"The reversal is more complex, so expect significant swelling, maybe some bleeding and we'll need to monitor for infection, but it's a common procedure," he explained.
"When can you do it?" Rachel cut in.
"Check with the desk, but it shouldn't be more than a couple of weeks," he replied.
My wife turned to me and I could tell by her look she expected an affirmation, so I replied, "Okay, we'll talk to the scheduler."
Soon, we were at the desk and the young woman provided a quick rundown of available times, and although Rachel was quite eager to set an appointment, I deferred by saying, "Thanks for the information. Let us think about it for a day or so and we'll call back."
"Why did you do that?" she asked as soon as we were outside.
"I told you I wasn't completely bought in. I want to think some more... and discuss it," I replied.
My message put her into a funk and we drove in silence to the condo where she dropped me off and then proceeded to her classes. After piddling around the place for a while, I became bored and decided to walk to the shopping district to get lunch and look around. The pleasant temperature made the short trip enjoyable and soon I found a bistro. After a quick bite, I started roaming the stores and as I passed a lady's boutique, a robe caught my eye. The silk leopard print kimono was short, and I chuckled to myself as I contemplated it as something of a gag gift to my wife playing on her recent interaction with the maintenance man. I ran the risk of it blowing up in my face given her annoyance with me at the doctor's office, but decided to check the price, and when I learned that it was relatively inexpensive, I made the purchase.
I thought about how to present it to her and finally decided to merely hang it in the closet and let her discover it on her own. We left for home within a few minutes of her return from school, so it wasn't until the following week that she found it. We had just started our normal phone call and I could tell she had something on her mind.
"Did you put the robe in the closet?" she asked.
"Yeah... " I admitted, fighting back a chuckle.
"What's the message?" she demanded.
Her tone put me on my heels, and I stumbled in answering, "I... uhhh... I just thought it looked fun."
"Where did you get it?" she asked.
"The boutique down the street next to the bistro," I explained.
The fact that it came from a legitimate store seemed to help, but she took a final shot before moving on, "I don't like the print."
With that, we transitioned to other subjects and I could tell she wasn't in the mood to play, so I let the call end. Based on the brief interaction, I wondered if I had gone a bit too far. She certainly hadn't appreciated my humor, so I knew I needed to be prepared to apologize when I saw her the next day.
"Hey, sorry about the robe. I thought it would be kind of funny. I didn't mean to offend you," I told her as we watched TV.
"It's too short," she replied, and before I could speak, she added, "And, too thin."
"You put it on?" I asked, a little surprised after her demeanor on the call.
"Yes, I had it on when we talked," she admitted as a smile appeared on her face.
I shook my head as I started to laugh, and when it subsided, I said, "And I thought I pissed you off."
"You did," she answered as her smile quickly disappeared, and then she clarified, "At the doctor's office."
"Rachel..." I groaned as I contemplated my balls painfully swollen and the likelihood we would end up with a baby in the house.
"Please..." she whined.
"Give me some time, honey. Just a few days... I'm almost there, I promise," I pleaded.
She flashed me a smile and slid next to me but just then our son walked in which stopped any further developments. Later, in bed, we made gentle love and then quickly fell asleep. However, the following evening when I called her at the condo, I could tell she was in a playful mood.
"What are you wearing?" I asked, encouraged by her seductive tone.
"Your robe," she giggled, and then quickly added, "Should I take it off?"
"Yes, you're supposed to be naked when we talk," I whispered.
I could hear movement and then her voice returned, "I got hit on today."
"Who? The condo guy?" I asked.
"No... a professor. Professor Kott," she explained.
"What happened?" I pushed.
"He asked me to meet him for a drink," she answered.
"Just out of the blue?" I probed, sensing there had to be more.
"Well... he has been flirting some but nothing like this," she replied.
"Flirting? How long? What have you been doing?" I asked.
She was silent for a few seconds before responding, "I guess... I guess since the beginning of school. I didn't encourage him."
"Didn't encourage? What's that mean? Did you tell him to leave you alone? And, how come I'm just now hearing about it," I fired back.
Once more, she became quiet, and I was starting to think I had been too accusatory when she replied, "I didn't say anything because I didn't think it was a big deal... really."
"And, what did you tell him?" I asked, noting she hadn't answered the question.
"I guess... I didn't lead him on... but I wanted a good grade," she giggled.
"So, you flirted," I replied.
"Not much..." she responded.
"Well, tell me about him. Is he a young stud with a killer smile, too?" I asked, recalling her initial description of the repair guy.
Rachel caught the reference and laughed some more before explaining, "He's 50ish, tall and thin with a bald head. His wife is a professor at the school, too."
"You better be careful. Don't get in the middle of a mess," I counseled and then realizing there was still info missing, I asked, "What did you tell him when he asked... about the drink?"
"I said I was too busy," she answered.
"Not no? He'll try again with that answer," I warned, and then after a pause, I asked, "What other flirting is going on?"
"I guess... one other guy. A younger student in my workgroup. He kind of flirts sometimes and we had coffee together once," she explained.
"Coffee? When?" I pushed.
"After a team meeting in the middle of the afternoon at the student center," she quickly responded.
Seconds of silence ticked by before I said, "Quite the coed..."
I expected her to react defensively, but instead, she asked, "Are you jealous?"
"Some..." I admitted.
"Good! You better see the doctor so you can knock me up," she laughed.
"Rachel!" I gasped, truly surprised by her boldness.
She started laughing so hard that it took at least a minute for her to calm enough to reply, "It's this condo! I feel so sexual when I'm here. It's so weird."
I knew the feeling she referred to as I felt a similar sensation, although perhaps not as profound as her. The small space, Rachel's retreat, seemed to turn the clock back to younger, freer days. In that world, no commitments interfered with life and our bodies pumped an endless supply of sexual hormones.
"Are your nipples hard?" I asked, deciding to return to the moment.
"Mmmm... they are. For you..." she whispered.
"Me? Are you sure? Not Larry or Professor Kott or... the other guy?" I teased, slipping back into the previous discussion.



"Josh..." she giggled, letting me know the student's name.
"Dear Lord," I sighed, and then asked, "Rachel? Is this really you?"
"Come see me... right now," she demanded.
For a moment, I seriously considered her words as the need in her voice came through clearly. However, I had arranged a group meeting for early the next morning and I knew there was no way to change the plans on such short notice.
"Honey, I can't..." I whispered.
"Yes..." she whined.
"I can't," I repeated.
The phone became quiet until I heard her take a deep breath and pronounce, "I'm making you an appointment with the doctor."
Her words coupled with her determination for the surgery made me laugh and with that, the sexual thoughts in both of us disappeared. The call ended shortly thereafter, but I wasn't at all surprised to receive a text the next morning with the date and time for my appointment.
"This is going to hurt," I whined to her two weeks later as we drove to the clinic.
"It won't be that bad," she replied.
"Yes... yes, it will be and you are going to owe me for a long, long time. Maybe forever," I declared.
"Don't be a baby," she laughed.
Two hours later, I lay in the back seat of the SUV as Rachel drove us home. So far, the drugs had been effective in blocking any pain and I hoped to make it to bed before it got worse. We made it, but later that day, my balls swelled up dramatically and a throbbing ache set-in that made it difficult to remain still. It took three weeks to return to normal which meant no sex and hindered any thoughts of phone play. Now, the holidays were approaching and Rachel's mind became cluttered with concerns about finals and preparing the house. Suddenly, it seemed ironic that I had endured the operation to "fix" my equipment only to find myself placed in a sexually inactive environment.
"Ummm... do I get some attention now?" I sighed when I felt her body snuggle against me.
It was the calm time between Christmas and New Year's and Rachel's stress had finally evaporated. The kids, on their winter break, were out with friends which left the house to us. Without speaking, she started to pull on my boxers and when they were off, she worked on her things.
"Let me take care of you," she whispered and gripped my dick at the base.
She bent down, but just when I thought she would inhale it, she stopped and used her free hand to gently lift my balls. I looked on as she inspected the small scars for a few seconds and then took me into her mouth.
"Ughhhh..." I grunted when I felt her tongue circling the head.
"Like that?" she asked glancing up at me with an impish smile.
I gave a little nod and she quickly returned to the task. However, with her beautiful ass close by, moving in rhythm with her mouth, it wasn't long before I pulled her so that our bodies aligned. Now, with her legs straddling my body, her lovely mound, glistening with her arousal, was right before me. Pulling her lower, we locked into a sixty-nine position with her bobbing on my shaft as my tongue rapidly flicked her clit. Her whimpers let me know I was doing it right, but it wasn't long before she stopped and turned towards me.
"I can't... you have to stop or I can't," she said through heavy breaths.
I smiled at her and then returned to her stiff nub finding great enjoyment in witnessing her lose control. Several times, she tried to return her attention to my dick but she couldn't keep her concentration and finally quit. I listened to her mew and whine for several minutes as her juices flowed before her body became taut and seconds later, she started to wail as a strong orgasm swept through her body. Ignoring her pleas, I maintained my assault with a firm hold on her legs so she couldn't move away. Finally, when her sounds became desperate, I let her fall forward and watched as her body writhed. When she calmed, I turned her around.
"Feel good?" I asked with a huge smile.
"I wanted to take care of you," she sighed.
"I'm sorry, it just looked too inviting," I replied.
Rather than respond, she moved slowly onto my body and when her legs had straddled my waist, she found my dick and brought it to her juicy opening. She made several rapid movements and then fell onto my chest as her hips slowly rolled.
"Mmmm... so nice," she moaned.
"Yeah, it feels awesome," I agreed.
"You want to knock me up?" she asked seconds later as she looked up at me with a smile.
"Sweetie, it's going to take months before everything's working. The doctor said it could take six... or nine," I laughed.
"It won't take that long," she announced with a deep sigh as she stopped her movement.
I held her for a few seconds as my mind thought through our situation and a thought struck me, making me say with a laugh, "Look at you... in school and unprotected. Just like before."
"I know! It seems so bizarre," she giggled.
"Do you miss your condo? Your special little place to be a naughty girl?" I teased.
"I'm not naughty," she replied pretending to be offended as she gently slapped my arm.
"Let's see... sleeping naked, talking to a guy in just your robe with nothing underneath, phone sex almost every week..." I chuckled and then quickly added, "Who knows what else."
"Yes... who knows," she laughed.
"You should shave... another step," I suggested.
Her pubic hair had been the subject of many conversations, but she had been adamant about maintaining her bush although it had become ever more tightly trimmed since I started pushing.
"It's a trampy look... like a tattoo," she replied, using the same defense as before.
"I think it's very stylish... in fact, I think you're behind the curve," I countered.
"How would you know?" she responded while staring straight into my eyes.
"I... you know... I hear things," I stumbled, and before she could reply, I said, "I bet your friends do."
"Not all," she answered and by her tone, I knew the subject was closed.
We lay together in silence for several minutes, listening to each other's slow breathing while enjoying the feeling of our naked bodies pressed together. My mind wandered, but suddenly it landed on a subject I had been meaning to return to for months.
"Who here in town has hit on you?" I asked.
"Not again," she giggled, and before I could reply, she added, "I'm not going to tell you. It's not that big a deal and it will make things awkward. Let it go."
"Did Gus try anything?" I pushed, referencing a guy our age that had a reputation for philandering.
"Of course, he did. He's gone after every female over eighteen in the county. Anyway, he's not in our circle," she replied.
Her answer implied that she had received inappropriate approaches from men close to us which made my brain switch into high gear. However, I didn't make any progress in selecting a likely candidate as I felt all our close friends were stable, respectable, and had huge respect for Rachel.
"Who?" I tried again.
"Not telling, sweetie," she responded and kissed me lightly on the lips. We gazed at each other for a few seconds and then I saw a strange look appear on her face and she said, "And why are you pestering me? That kiss you gave Amanda at the New Year's Eve party last year was way past casual."
Instantly, I felt my face redden as I recalled the party. I had consumed too much alcohol and when my turn came to kiss one of Rachel's close friends, I gave her a sloppy, lingering kiss that caught everyone's attention. Rachel pulled me away and made sure I understood her displeasure for months after.
"I've said I'm sorry about a thousand times," I answered, now cowed.
"Yes, you have," she concurred.
The rest of the holiday season went by without note and soon the kids returned to school with Rachel starting both her teaching and student schedule a week later. Quickly, we fell into the same routine with even our phone play picking up where it had left off. Rachel had requested that I drive up the following week to take her to dinner at a nice restaurant that had recently opened, so on Wednesday afternoon when she called and told me she had just left, I dropped what I was doing and followed. I arrived about thirty minutes behind her and was thrilled to find her moving about the small space in her leopard print robe. It didn't take much deduction to know that she was purposefully putting on a show, so the third time she passed by, I pulled her into my arms and walked her towards the bed.
She giggled as I pushed her onto the mattress and when I opened her robe the first thing I noticed was her newly shaved vagina glistening with oil. I knew she still had her bush when she left the house that morning which meant she had become slick in just the past few minutes. Like a hungry dog thrown a steak, I immediately dove between her legs and pressed my face against her mound as my tongue snaked inside. She let loose with a loud gasp quickly followed by a litany of needy mews and soon my efforts had her body squirming.
"Incredible," I said when I pulled away to strip.
"You like it?" she asked rhetorically.
"Yes... ten years too late but I'll take it," I answered as I moved back into position.
"Ohhh... oh, baby... " she whined when the tip of my tongue started to trace her folds.
I sensed she had become quite aroused as the razor cleaned her pussy, and now with my eager efforts fanning the flame, I suspected she wouldn't last long. Soon, her legs started to spread wider and her sensual sounds got an urgent edge. When her hand landed on the back of my head, I began to concentrate on her clit and just seconds later, she exploded.
"Oh yes... ohhhhh... oh yes... Mmmmm uggghhh... uggghhh... " she grunted and almost immediately, she started to pull on my shoulders while begging, "Put it in... now, please... now..."
In one fluid motion, I lifted over her, found her opening, and drove in balls deep. It forced another loud cry from her mouth followed by a litany of whimpers as her orgasm continued to sweep through her body. Just when she started to come down, excited by what I had witnessed, I grunted through a release. Now, the only sounds in the tiny bedroom came from our heavy breathing.
"Shit, Rachel..." I finally sighed as I rolled to her side.
"Did you like that?" she whispered.
"Mmmm... yeah. I love your new look and doing it in your college apartment," I laughed.
"We always did it in your college apartment," she replied as her hand found my flaccid dick.
"Times change," I laughed.
"Mmmm... " she responded just as her mouth found my shaft.
"Damn, that feels good," I groaned.
My wife continued her efforts without speaking for a bit before she finally looked up and said, "I can taste the difference... taste your sperm. It tastes better."
"Oh, dear Lord," I responded as she started to giggle.
We had our nice dinner that evening and then returned to the condo and made love again. Then, for the next few weeks, we went through our standard routine. Thus, exactly two weeks later when I received a call from my wife begging that I come to the city, I couldn't guess the issue. Rachel didn't want to discuss it until I arrived and since I could hear a bit of panic in her voice, I acquiesced and made the drive.
"What's wrong sweetie?" I asked as soon as I entered.
'Something bad happened," she replied and then took a quick sip from her wine glass.
Her message made me look her over to see if there were any signs of harm, but she was wearing jeans and a sweatshirt which didn't show much. In fact, I wondered why she had dressed in these clothes as they were by no mean her standard attire.
"What? Tell me, honey," I said, trying to show calm.
"The guy... the handyman... Larry. He was here," she started.
"What happened?" I demanded, thinking he might have assaulted her.
"I... I did something... something bad," she replied in a tiny voice.
"What?" I pushed, now confused.
"I wore the robe... the robe you bought," she answered as her head lowered.
"Okay... did he do something? Anything bad?" I asked, wanting to be certain he had not been inappropriate.
"No... Nothing," she replied.
"Good," I responded, but now truly curious about what created her distress, I said, "Go fill your glass and then come tell me what happened."
With a nod, she left for the kitchen and then joined me on the couch with her glass refilled along with one for me.
"Don't get mad," she begged.
"I won't. Now, go ahead," I said in a soft voice.
"Okay... uhhh... I was here. I had been here maybe twenty minutes and there's a knock and it's him," she started and then paused to take a deep breath before continuing with, "He says he's checking smoke alarms and he has this ladder and gets up and says mine needed replacing. So, he leaves to get one... and uhhhh... I don't know..."
"Go on Rachel, tell the rest," I encouraged as my mind raced.
"I went to the bedroom and I saw the robe... and I don't know why but I guess I put it on," she explained and I could tell she was very nervous.
"Go on," I pushed, and before she could speak a thought struck me and I asked, "Were you naked underneath."
"Yes," she croaked, and then quickly added, "I feel like such a tramp."
"Go on," I pushed.
"He came back and I was wearing it and... he saw me in it. Looking trampy," she replied.
"What did he see Rachel? Were your nipples showing?" I asked although I knew the answer.
"Yes... I think so," she responded.
"Tell me the rest, Rachel. You're not giving any details. What did he say? What did you talk about? How long did he stay?" I said, growing impatient with the pace of the conversation.
"We talked about the alarms some and then about the holidays and what we did. I got nervous and moved to the kitchen thinking he would go, but he followed me there and I felt trapped so I went to the bedroom. I waited about ten minutes but he still hadn't left," she said.
"Was the new smoke alarm installed?" I asked.
"I think so," she replied.
"Did he try to touch you?" I asked again.
"Not really, but he got very close... like he was in my space," she answered.
"Go change into the robe," I instructed her and even though she gave me an odd look, she rose and left.
When she returned, I tried to put myself in his shoes and I knew it would have been easy for him to assume that she had worn it as a come on. Her small nipples were quite evident through the material and it showed her legs off nicely as well. I had seen her in it as a conservative wife rather than a beautiful available woman, so I guessed he had expected her to make a further move. In truth, I realized she had been fortunate he hadn't done so.
"What?" she asked since I had only stared since she returned.
"Did he say anything about it? I mean, the robe?" I asked.
"He said it was beautiful," she admitted and when she saw me nod my head, she added, "Are you mad at me?"
"No, baby," I said and pulled her into an embrace.
We began to kiss and my hand found a breast and slowly fondled it. When I moved to her neck, she started to emit little mews and whimpers that heightened my already advanced arousal.
"You're hard," she said in surprise.
Her startled tone made me feel defensive, but rather than debate the situation, I decided to leap forward, "Let's go to bed."
She gave me a strange look but allowed me to turn and guide her towards the small room. Once there, I pulled the robe off her body, pushed her onto the bed, and started on my clothes as she looked up at me eagerly. Quickly finished, I dove between her legs, and instantly my face became coated with the juices oozing from her opening. For a moment, I pondered whether her excitement came from my efforts or if it was the lingering effects of her interaction with Larry. She had admitted her nipples had been hard. Did the encounter also make her pussy flow?
"Ohhh... oh, baby... uggghhh... It feels so good," she whined as I lapped away.
A minute later, my tongue turned its attention to her clit and quickly made it stiff. Her sexual sounds rose an octave and her legs opened lewdly in complete surrender. I thought about finishing her this way but decided I wanted to feel her pussy release on my dick, so I lifted over her, receiving no resistance.
"Damn you feel good," I declared as I snaked inside.
"Yes, like this..." she whimpered.
From her arousal, I knew she wouldn't last long, so I immediately started a deep, torrid pace that brought forth a new wave of needy cries. She made it several minutes and then erupted in a full orgasm with her pussy rhythmically contracting around my dick, milking me, and forcing my release. Both of us fought for air as our movements ceased, and then I fell to her side and pulled her back tightly against my chest. I started to kiss her neck and shoulders while one hand moved to her breasts, and it didn't take long for my dick to stiffen. When Rachel felt it, she raised her leg and guided it to her sloppy opening. In this position, I couldn't go deep, but it still provided a very intimate feeling.
"You're amazing," I whispered, wanting her to feel loved and relaxed so I could probe some more.
"You just say that because you love me," she sighed as her hand pressed mine fully against her breast.
"I do love you," I replied, and after letting the words settle for a few seconds, I added, "Tell me everything you were feeling."
I felt her body flinch, but she calmed quickly and said, "I told you."
"Was he close when he said you were beautiful, I asked and when she nodded her head, I continued with, "Did you get excited? Were your nipples hard? Were you wet?"
The questions were extremely provocative and under normal circumstances ones that would get me in trouble, but given the circumstances, I pushed anyway.
"Honey... " she whined and tried to turn to look at me, but I held her firmly until she settled.
"Tell me... I'm not mad but I want to know everything," I said in my best soothing voice.
Intrigued by the event and deeply curious, I didn't want the opportunity to delve into my wife's sexual psyche to slip away. Her heretofore conservative ways added to my interest, but I was smart enough to understand that any accusation or judgment would make her flee.
"Why?" she asked, and then added, "I know I made a mistake."
"Rachel trust me... it's okay. I just want you to share," I replied.
Seconds ticked by, and just when I thought I needed to prod her again, she sighed and said, "It was so strange. Like an out of body thing."
"You were excited?" I pushed.
"Yes..." she responded, and then like a dam bursting the rest flowed out, "Yes, I was wet and my nipples were hard. I was tingling and it felt like my temperature had gone up. It's so nasty... slutty. So... I don't know... I can't believe I'm having this conversation with my husband! I'm so ashamed."
I turned her in my arms, allowing my dick to slip free, and when we were face-to-face, I found her lips and gave her my best loving kiss. Purposefully, I maintained the connection for a long time until I felt the tension release in her body.
"I'm glad we're having the conversation. It brings us closer. I'm glad you called me to come to you," I whispered.
My words brought a big smile to her face and she kissed me aggressively. Then, still connected, she pushed me onto my back, lifted over my body, and pulled my shaft back into her opening.
"Mmmm..." she let loose with a satisfied sigh, but as I looked into her face, I could see something register in her mind, and seconds later she stated, "You got hard."
"Yeah..." I admitted.
"Why?" she asked.
"Thinking about my beautiful wife getting naughty," I replied.
We made love twice more that night and I struggled to drive home. Likewise, I'm sure Rachel, having to sit through droning lectures, had an equally difficult time at school. The following weekend, she referred to her "trampy behavior" several times, but I knew she really wanted to gauge my state, so I made sure to always provide a lighthearted dismissal. Late Saturday, after spending the entire day doing family things, Rachel and I found ourselves cuddled in bed when the maintenance man came up.



"I really thought I would get yelled at," my wife said.
"Why did you call me to come to you?" I asked.
"I don't know. I guess I wanted to feel safe and even if you got angry it was worth it," she replied.
A profound message existed in her words, and I squeezed her tightly, and said, "I'm glad you did. Plus, you know I can't yell at you."
"Well, not usually," she giggled, and then quickly added, "I still can't believe I did it."
"Mmmm... it's the condo sweetie. Like I told you before, the sleeping naked, shaving, flirting with students and professors, and teasing the repair guy all because you have that place," I told her and after a pause, I continued with, "We should get rid of it."
I had purposefully poked her as I knew she loved the place and the freedom it provided, so I had to fight back a laugh when she immediately countered, "It's not the condo."
"That means it's you," I whispered as I found her lips with mine.
The kiss gave her time to regroup and as soon as it ended, she replied, "You bought the robe."
"True," I answered.
"And you bought it knowing about the guy and even teased me about wearing it. You're culpable," she said with her voice gaining momentum.
"Maybe..." I replied, impressed by her rebuttal.
"So, we're keeping my place," she declared.
I couldn't help but chuckle and Rachel joined in before kissing me. We held the embrace for a time as we gently fondled each other, but a thought entered my head and when we broke, I said, "He's going to come around again. I'm worried about him trying something."
"I'll stay away. Besides, one trampy episode is enough," she replied.
The follow-up to her encounter with Larry and the sharing we experienced opened things between us even more. Now, each evening when we talked on the phone, she would share any flirtations that had occurred that day. Stunned by the frequency of the attempts, at first, I thought she might be teasing me, but when I pressed, she explained it was the norm. She went on to describe similar situations with her friends and how they often would compare notes. That led me to attempt to get her to share the local occurrences, but like before, she refused to go down the path.
Typically, we had phone sex when she finished talking about her day, and before long, in my mind, I was linking the flirtatious interactions she had with our play. At first, it was about them seeing her, like the maintenance man, in the sexy robe, but it wasn't long before other more decadent thoughts developed. My thoughts led me to probe more about the men which I managed to do without Rachel sensing any ulterior motive. Professor Henry Kott, I learned, had emigrated from Poland and as she had described before, was tall and slender with a bald head. However, now she stated his age as mid-forties rather than the 50ish estimate she had previously provided. Also, I learned his Polish wife, named Anna, was younger and attractive. She taught European History at the university. While Rachel didn't have a class with the professor in the current semester, she saw him often in the building.
Josh, the student from her workgroup was mid-twenties, and large. She said he was around six-feet tall and guessed he weighed over 200 lbs. He had long red hair that reached his shoulders and a full beard. They were on a similar degree plan so shared classes and even though the workgroup activities had ended, they had formed an informal study group with several other students.
At times, she mentioned others, but these men never demonstrated the consistent effort like Josh and Dr. Kott. On occasion, I thought about sharing some of the visions invading my brain, but the moment never seemed right. However, when she announced the study group would be meeting at the condo the next day the wheels immediately started to turn, and when she called later that evening, already in bed, I couldn't hold back.
"How did it go?" I asked.
"Fine... I got some wine and made some snacks," she explained.
"Who was there?" I probed.
"Just Josh and Carin. Antonio couldn't make it," she advised.
"Did Josh flirt?" I pushed.
My question made her start to giggle, and then she replied, "That's what you're really interested in knowing!"
"Yes... did he?" I asked.
"He stayed behind after Carin left," she announced with her voice intentionally becoming lower.
"What happened?" I asked, and realizing I sounded too eager, I paused and then said, "Did he flirt?"
"Sounds like you wanted him to," she replied.
"Did he?" I tried again.
"Yeah..." she responded, this time in a whisper.
"Tell me," I demanded.
"He wanted to see the apartment and when we got to the bedroom he asked if I was ready for some fun," she explained.
"He just flat asked you for sex," I gasped, surprised even a young man would be so aggressive, and before she could speak, I asked, "What did you do?"
"I left the room but he didn't follow, so I had to go back and get him," she described.
"Did he try again?" I asked.
"Yes, basically the same thing, but this time he followed me out. Then, he got his things and left," she said.
"Were you going to tell me?" I asked.
"Of course, but you jumped straight to the questioning before I could," she declared defensively.
"Okay, you're right," I acknowledged and then a thought hit me and I asked, "Are you wet?"
"What! What kind of question is that?" she responded with surprise.
"Are you?" I pushed.
There followed a long pause before she finally admitted, "A little..."
"From Josh," I stated.
"No! No, from telling you," she replied.
"Why?" I asked.
"It's kind of fun," she giggled.
My laughter joined hers and we discussed the man's attempts a bit more. From the interaction, I could tell she was in a playful mood and hadn't taken offense to my questions, so I decided to continue.
"You should have put on the robe," I teased.
"That thing? I threw it away," she responded, and a wave of disappointment swept through me.
"Really," I asked dejectedly.
"No... my God you're so easy," she laughed, and then added, "How do you know I didn't put it on? Maybe I did."
Rachel had never been so daring in her play and instantly my half-hard dick became fully erect. I couldn't help but visualize her parading around the small space in the sexy garment with the student following her like a hound dog.
"You should have," I answered.
"I'm horny, baby," she whined, changing the subject.
I knew if I asked, she would claim it was because of me or our conversation, but I believed, or perhaps wanted to believe, that at least part of it was a result of the young man's efforts.
Guessing she wanted permission to masturbate, I replied, "Sorry, sweetie. You'll have to wait until tomorrow."
"Maybe, I should call Josh back," she whined.
"Maybe," I answered which brought a loud gasp.
The call ended soon after with her whining about her state until it ended. It had easily been the most playful discussion involving others we had ever had and provided further support for the openness created in our relationship due to our discussions following the maintenance man encounter. While my wife had a ban on self-play, it didn't extend to me and I slowly pulled on my dick as I thought about the call and her description of the student. Before long, I could feel my balls tighten, and then my semen began spewing onto my stomach.
The following week, I was in the middle of some work when I got a call from Rachel who had left earlier for the city. It was too early for our phone sex time, so I suspected she needed help with something or had a question about the kids.
"Hi, honey. I just arrived and looked for the dress I wanted to wear to the party Saturday but it's not here and I vaguely remember taking it to the cleaners. Can you check and see if it's there?" she asked.
"Sure, I'll do it right now," I replied.
"Hold on, someone's at the door," she said, and after a few seconds of silence, she came back on and announced, "It's the repairman... Larry. What do I do?"
"Before I could respond, in the background I could hear a man's voice calling out, "Hello?"
I hoped that he thought the condo was empty and had let himself inside to do what he needed as the other reason was not good.
"Larry, I'm here," I heard Rachel respond in a loud voice.
Following that, I could hear words being exchanged that I couldn't make out before my wife said to me in a whisper, "He's here to check on the A/C. I'm in the bedroom."
I thought about saying his timing seemed suspect and that he might have seen her arrive, but deciding it would serve no purpose, I merely asked, "Are you okay?"
"I'm fine," she responded and I noted there appeared to be no stress in her voice.
Then, unable to hold back, I said, "Your admirer."
"One of them," she answered playfully.
She started to giggle and suddenly my concerns about her safety melted away, replaced by a surge of sexual excitement, and without thinking it through, I said, "You should put on your robe."
"What?" she replied in shock, but before I could offer an apology, she stunned me when she asked, "Really? Should I?"
In a thousandth of a second, my mouth became bone dry, and with my head spinning, I managed to croak out, "Yeah..."
It seemed like time stood still, and then in a tiny voice, I heard her say, "Okay..."
I had expected us to discuss it some more, but the phone suddenly went dead and I found myself staring at the small screen. It took only a few seconds to determine what I wanted to do, and I practically ran to my SUV, jumped in, and raced towards the city, hitting eighty before I had reached the city limits. The drive to the condo would take me just under ninety minutes and with each mile, I expected to hear the ringing of my phone. It finally arrived when I was half-way there and I had to use maximum willpower to remain calm so I could speak clearly.
"Are you okay?" I asked immediately.
"Yeah..." she answered vaguely.
"Rachel, what happened?" I asked.
"I... I did... I went out with the robe on like we said," she answered and I could hear the nervousness in her voice.
"Look I'm on my way. Did anything happen?" I pushed.
"We can talk about it when you get here," she replied and before I could protest, she said, "I think he's at the door again."
"Rachel..." I started.
"Let me check," she interjected, and once more, the call ended.
I tried to call her but it went unanswered, and now quite worried, I made the remaining distance fighting back panic. I didn't think the situation called for police intervention, at least I hoped not, but I wasn't at all certain what I would find. Fortunately, when I opened the door, I spotted my wife on the sofa, still wearing the robe, with an open bottle of wine on the table. She looked flushed, perhaps even a bit disoriented, and she stared at me with a strange expression I couldn't place.
"Rachel? Honey, are you okay?" I called out as I closed the door.
"Your wife got felt up," she responded.
A surge of emotion hit me and in an instant, I contemplated a dozen different responses, but fortunately, I managed to gain control and simply said, "Come here."
She rose without speaking and when we met, I pulled her into a tight embrace and kissed her hard. I knew there would be lots to come, but at that moment, I thought the best thing to do would be to ensure she felt loved. I think my action must have surprised her at first as her arms stayed flat against her side, but soon they lifted and looped around my neck. Then, she was kissing back with equal passion and we continued this way for what seemed like minutes before we broke.
"I needed that," she declared as the beginnings of a smile formed on her face.
"Rachel, I just want to know... I got to ask... were you forced in any way?" I probed, cringing at the thought.
"I... I'm not sure I want to answer," she replied.
"Why?" I asked.
"The answer doesn't make me look very good," she explained as her head fell into my chest.
"Let's go lay down," I said and directed her towards the bed.
When we entered the room, I could see the comforter disturbed on one side as if a body had been on it. Suddenly, I wondered whether my wife had been merely "felt up" or if something much more decadent had occurred. Nevertheless, I helped her onto the bed and then joined her in a renewed embrace.
Some time elapsed, as I slowly stroked her hair, and then with a deep breath, she said, "When I came out in the robe, he came straight over to me and he asked what I was trying to do. I pretended I didn't understand, but he didn't buy it. He hugged me and put his hand on my butt."
"You let him?" I asked, shocked it had happened so quickly.
"I... I guess so," she whimpered.
"Keep going. Tell it all," I said.
"He tried to kiss me, and at first I wouldn't let him, but finally I guess... he did. Then, his hand went into my robe and he touched me... my breasts and then... between my legs, too," she admitted.
"How long did it go on Rachel? It took almost forty-five minutes for you to call back," I pressed.
"I don't know... most of that time, I guess," she whispered.
"Standing up the entire time?" I asked.
"No, we went to the couch," she explained.
Now, other thoughts entered my mind, and I asked, "He just used his hands on you? Nothing else?"
"His mouth," she replied.
"Where?" I pushed.
"Everywhere," she answered.
"Did he keep his clothes on?" I probed realizing I was having to extract info piece by piece.
"At first..." she answered and I felt her body tremble.
"Rachel, did he do it... did he put his cock in you?" I asked, very nervous about the answer.
"No, he wanted... I wouldn't let him. I used my hand," she explained.
"Why did he come back?" I probed recalling his return.
She explained that he had still been excited and tried to coerce her again. However, when he realized she remained unwilling he left after a few minutes. Then, wanting to think through what had occurred before speaking with me, she had rested on the bed. With relief, I realized this was the likely reason the comfort appeared mussed.
Slowly, the talking ebbed until we lay together in silence as each of us contemplated the significance of what had taken place. Still stunned she had taken such a giant step, but knowing I had no room to be judgmental and concerned about my wife's emotional state, I decided we needed to connect as husband and wife. I began to pull on her robe, and after a few seconds, she got the meaning and helped me remove it. Then came my clothes and when we were naked, I pulled her on top of me and squeezed her hard. We kissed for a while and then I rolled her onto her back and slipped into her pussy.
Neither of us made any sounds, no sighs, or needy whimpers with only the rustling of the linen providing any indication of movement. When I lifted my head, I saw that she was gazing into the distance and needed support.
"Rachel, it's okay. Don't be upset," I whispered, and then added, "I pushed you to go out in the robe, so blame me but not yourself."
"It's not that simple," she replied.
"Why?" I asked, unclear of her message.
"He made me... respond. He made me..." she answered.
"Did you orgasm?" I asked, guessing her direction and when her head nodded rapidly, I continued with, "Good, I'm glad you did."
My words made her give me a strange look and she asked, "Do you love me?"
"Of course, I do... more than you know," I replied instantly.
I felt her body relax and when I began to push into her with more purpose, little mews of pleasure stared to escape her mouth.
Then, without prompting, she offered up more, "He almost did it. It was suddenly... just there and I was so excited."
"But, you didn't," I replied hoping to give her comfort.
"No, my God if I did... my God..." she gasped.
"How many times did you cum?" I probed.
"Once..." she responded, but before I could ask another question, she clarified, "One and a half."
"With his mouth?" I queried.
"Yeah... and his fingers," she said.
"Did he cum?" I asked, and when she nodded, I followed with, "Where?"
"On my tummy," she replied.
With that, we ceased our discussion and for the next few minutes I kept up a steady pace, although it was clear that Rachel was not progressing. Clearly, her mind remained in turmoil, so finally, I decided to let go and it wasn't long before I blasted into my wife's recently tongued opening. When I collapsed onto her, she gently stroked my hair until I rolled to her side.
"Rachel, did you get undressed when he came back?" I asked, and when she nodded, I added, "Did he?"
"Yes, I don't know... he did... " she sighed.
"He'll come back for more... you're going to have to move out," I said, thinking out loud.
"No... I love my place. I can handle it," she declared, as she turned to look at me.
"We can find another..." I began.
"No, honey. I like this place, it's fine," she interrupted, evidently fearful that any change might impact things negatively.
"Okay, sweetie. I need to go back to the kids now. Are you going to be alright?" I asked.
"Yes, I'm fine," she answered although I could tell she was not.
I left with the understanding I would call when I got home to check on her. On the drive, I realized things had moved too far, too fast. In the heat of the moment, with both of us energized by our ongoing play, we had let the genie out of the bottle. I knew it would take time to rectify things and I planned to start that very night with the call.
"Hi, honey," I said in a soft voice.
"Ummm, hi... I was napping," she replied.
"I'm sorry for pushing you and letting it happen," I said, jumping straight in.
"I'm okay now. I had the rest of the wine," she replied, and I could hear a pep in her voice that had been absent when I left.
"Good... You want to talk about it?" I probed.
"What's to talk about? Your wife is easy," she offered and I knew she was still feeling me out.
"Stop it," I fired back
"Well, he... he did almost everything he wanted. Almost... and I let him," she said as her voice dropped.
"That's because you were super excited from all our play in that apartment. All our talk, the phone sex... all the things," I said trying to give her a safe place to land.
"Maybe... But, what if it's more? What if it's just the way I am," she asked.
"Stop it Rachel you're not that way," I countered, thinking she was being a bit too dramatic.
"Maybe... " she said again.
"Honey quit beating yourself up. I'm there with you, so if you're guilty, then so am I. But I don't think there is guilt. It's just something that happened," I said to try to get her out of the funk.
"Do you really feel that way?" she asked and before I could answer, she followed with, "Are you concerned about anything?"
"Yes, I'm concerned about where you are emotionally. I'm concerned about the guy bothering you. I'm concerned about letting you down and it bothers me some that you had orgasms with him," I fired back.
"Just the orgasms? Not the nakedness or the touching or the kissing?" she pushed although I sensed a tiny hint of teasing in her voice.
"Yeah, but I'm still processing it all," I replied, and then before she could speak, I added, "But, please put the blame on me."
With that, we ended the call but agreed we would re-visit the subject after we had both had a chance to rest more and regroup. The following evening, well after dinner when the kids were off doing their own thing, we finally adjourned to the bedroom.
"Want to talk?" she asked in a nervous voice.
"Not until we are in bed, naked and each other's arms," I replied and was pleased when her hands went immediately to her buttons.
Soon, we were in each other arms kissing tenderly as a prelude to the discussion. Finally, feeling she was in a relaxed state, I broke away and looked into her eyes.



"How do I get you through this?" I asked.
She looked at me for several seconds and then said, "Tell me why you aren't angry."
"I don't want to be angry. There's no point," I responded.
"Another man played with your wife, got her turned on, and almost did it. How can it not affect you?" she pushed.
"Because, I'm more worried about you," I replied.
"Did you want him to do all those things?" she asked pointedly, and while I worked on my reply, she added, "Did you want us to have sex?"
I had been slow to understand her tact but now realized she equated my lack of anger with some desire or fantasy for her to be with the man. At first, they seemed like simple questions, but as I pondered them, I suddenly felt exposed. I did have some fantasies about her in the condo. Learning about all the flirtatious interactions had ignited something I couldn't deny, and the initial encounter with the maintenance man added further fuel. I knew part of it was how surprising and arousing I found it for my wife to let go. I didn't find the man threatening to our relationship, so the episode didn't create near the jealous angst I might expect if she had feelings for him. But, did those things point towards a subconscious interest in putting her in the compromising position?
Finally, after an awkward silence, I took a deep breath, and said, "Rachel... it's a fair question. I don't know... It seems crazy, but maybe I got caught up in the moment like you. I don't feel that way now."
"Did you ever think about me and him... doing it? A thought or a fantasy?" she probed.
I knew my look gave me away before I spoke, so I did not attempt to evade the question and merely answered, "Yes..."
Strangely, it seemed she found my admission empowering, and a smile appeared on her face as she lifted her body over mine, found my dick with her hand, and brought it to her pussy. She wasn't quite ready for me, so she stroked the head along her slit several times and then took it inside. However, rather than move, she just dropped onto my chest.
"Why didn't you tell me?" she asked.
"Honey, it was just a fantasy. I never thought anything would happen. Besides, you don't share all your thoughts," I replied defensively.
"But something did happen," she responded, and after a short pause, she said, "So, does that make you an instigator or a happy recipient?"
"Maybe, both," I responded, wondering how she would receive my words.
"Bastard," she replied as her hips started to move.
Rachel held herself over me with her hands on my shoulders and kept her eyes squeezed shut while she slowly rolled her hips. I remained still for a time, content to enjoy the feeling while staring into her face. However, her dangling breasts right before me begged for attention, so I took her nipples between my fingers and began to gently squeeze. My efforts caused her whimpers to become more urgent and the speed of her hips to increase. My eyes, locked on her orbs, and as I played with them, I spotted a dark spot beneath the left one.
"You have a hickey," I whispered.
"There's one on the other," she answered shamelessly.
Suddenly, my vision of her adventure became one of flailing arms, writhing bodies, probing mouths, and sexual pleas. By her own words, the man had taken her to the abyss... the edge of decadence before she garnered enough self-control to stop. The hickeys were like a spark that enflamed my emotions and now I wanted to be in control, so without warning, I flipped Rachel onto her back and then quickly drove my dick back inside.
"Uggghhh... ohhhh..." she whined when I re-entered.
She had been moving at a languid pace, but I started fast, pushing deep each time and before long her legs lifted from the bed. At the same time, my body began to tingle and when my mind returned to the condo, I couldn't hold my words back.
"Did you fuck him?" I demanded.
"No..." she whined.
"I think he did... I know it," I pushed, unable to hold back.
"No... but close..." she answered between grunts.
"Did it touch you?" I asked, now almost out of control.
"Yeah..." she moaned.
"You wanted it in you... wanted him fucking you," I declared, now officially over the edge.
"No... no... no, baby... " she let out in the same cadence as my hard thrusts, and then, after a brief pause, she asked, "Did you want me to?"
With that, I knew that my pretty wife had indeed become aroused to the point that she was ready to receive another man's hard cock. All she needed was my okay, but now I wondered if I wanted to hear her admit it, or if it was better left unsaid.
"Cum for me, Rachel. Cum hard," I told her deciding to steer clear.
"Yes... yes, I'm close..." she whined.
Seconds later I felt her body get stiff and her legs lifted higher in the air signaling her impending release. Although I continued to fuck her hard, I made sure it was at a consistent pace and soon she exploded beneath me. She began to cry out and when her sounds started to get loud, she pressed her mouth into my arm. At the same time, she pushed her pelvis hard into me to feel every bit of my invading dick. Then, her body released and she fell back as I worked towards a climax.
"God, you feel good," I groaned as sweat dripped from my body onto hers.
"It's yours, baby... just for you. No one else's..." she whispered to me in a voice I knew was meant to stir my lust, and seconds later, as her fingernails traced my back, she added, "C'mon baby... Knock me up... It's all yours..."
It proved too much and stars appeared before my face as my body shuddered in a huge climax.
"Oh, shit... oh, Rachel... damn... oh, baby... now, baby," I grunted as I struggled to keep going.
With a final lunge, I collapsed onto her warm body and whimpered while she held me. We stayed that way for several minutes and my thinking slowly returned. Finally, I fell to her side, and we moved our bodies until we found a comfortable place.
"I'm sorry I got pushy," I whispered, recalling my blunt words.
"Do you think we did it?" she asked with a strange look on her face.
"You said it touched you," I answered defensively.
"Yes, it did," she responded.
"Where?" I asked.
Her answer was to take my hand, guide it to her pussy, and direct it to the center of her folds. If she were being honest, it meant the man had lined up and was only a move of his hips away from impaling her.
"You stopped just in time," I said.
"Yeah... Should I have?" she replied.
I paused just for a moment, and then answered, "Yes, Rachel. It's mine."
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Rachel and I discussed the encounter all weekend and when Monday arrived, I felt strongly that we were in a safe place with no lingering fears. We made love several times, and I concentrated on making each a caring connection between just husband and wife. I suspected it would take more time and further talk to completely clear the air, but it had been a good start and in general, I was pleased.
Of course, the dynamic with Larry remained very real and I had a deep concern he would suddenly appear at her door. I considered accompanying her, at least on her first return, but she was adamant that she could control things. However, wanting to make sure she felt I was supportive, I made sure to call her when I felt she had driven half-way.
"I miss you already," I said in my best bubbly voice when she answered.
"Ahhhh... that's so sweet," she replied.
We chatted for a few minutes, and then I ended the call by telling her, "Now, remember I'm close. I'll keep my phone with me, and don't hesitate to call. I'll be there in a flash."
I didn't hear from her until ten that evening, and I wasn't surprised to learn that the maintenance man had knocked on her door an hour after she arrived. His uncanny knowledge about her presence made me think that he might be tracking her comings and goings, although I didn't share the thought with Rachel. We chatted a bit longer on other subjects, but it didn't appear she was up for any phone play, and I didn't push.
Larry tried again the following morning and on Wednesday evening when she returned. Fortunately, on each occasion, he had accepted her rejection with little protest. After those attempts, he backed away, and the only time she saw him was when she spotted him working as she made her way to and from her car.
A couple of weeks later, Rachel and I decided to spend the weekend together in the city. With Lizzie approaching eighteen and my parents nearby, we felt comfortable leaving but made a point of explaining to our son that his older sister was in charge. Rachel had mentioned our plans to her mentor, Dr. Kott, and he suggested we meet him and his wife for dinner on Friday. We made the drive together, arriving with enough time for a short rest before getting ready. As we walked from the car, with me loaded down, I noticed Rachel suddenly shuffle her step and when I looked at her, I could see her eyes directed towards three men huddled over a hole in the lawn.
"That's Larry," she said in a low voice.
"Which one?" I asked.
"The man in the blue shirt," she responded.
I only had a moment to look him over before we entered the building, but he came across much differently than her previous description. He looked to me to be younger than she suggested, I guessed him to be in his early to mid-thirties, and rather than average, he looked reasonably attractive with a toned body and full head of curly hair. Just before we disappeared, I saw him glance our way and then do a double-take when he spotted my wife.
We lounged for an hour, purposefully avoiding any play, and when she rose to start primping, I moved to the sofa and watched TV. Thirty minutes before we needed to leave, I took over the bedroom, and right on time, we departed for dinner.
Rachel's description of Henry Kott proved more accurate. He did indeed appear to be in his forties and looked to be about 6'4" tall. Slender, almost angular, he had a bald head and a pasty skin tone. Also, he had a set of penetrating blue eyes that made it seem like he was constantly sizing up his target. Contrasting the man, Anna, his wife, was a petite and attractive blonde with short hair. She had full lips and a constant smile, although she spoke sparingly.
Once seated, we ordered wine, and after completing the formalities, the conversation opened. It didn't take long to realize that the man had a definite attraction to my wife, although Anna seemed indifferent. Of course, I was aware of his interest, so I knew what to expect and managed to maintain my demeanor even when the man acted too familiar. The food was pleasant, although nothing special, and after we finished, the professor suggested we adjourn to the bar for a nightcap.
"We are so fortunate to have Rachel in the program. Such a pleasant person," the man said in his distinct Eastern European accent when the girls left for the toilet.
"She certainly is enjoying things," I said, and then added, "Even with her teaching and the drive."
"I understand she has a small apartment to help," he said.
"Yes, it's small and unremarkable, but she likes it and it does lower her stress," I explained.
"Excellent," he remarked just as the women returned.
For the next hour, we chatted about the school and their experiences growing up in Poland. The professor maintained his doting attention towards my wife, and it became so obvious that I considered ending the evening early. During the entire time, Anna maintained her pleasant manner which told me that she must not care. Perhaps, I thought, it was an indulgence she allowed knowing he had no chance in getting what he desired. As we were about to leave, the women decided to visit the restroom first, which left me alone with Henry for the second time.
"There is something I would like to discuss," he said as soon as they were out of earshot.
"What's that?" I asked.
"Anna and I occasionally engage in swinging. Exchanging partners if you will. I wanted to let you know we are interested if you might want to try," he explained.
His message had been so bold and brief, that it rendered me speechless for a moment before I was able to regain my wits and answer, "Okay, well I understand. It's not something interesting to us, but if that changes, we'll let you know."
He nodded his understanding while staring at me with his piercing eyes and then, just as quickly as it began, the subject ended and we moved on.
Driving back to the condo, I debated whether to tell Rachel, but decided to keep it to myself for the moment given all that had occurred. We decided to have a final drink, and after pouring us each a glass of wine, I joined her on the sofa. Several times, I thought about commenting on her encounter with Larry on this very spot, but I knew there was little upside.
"Rachel, does Kott always act like that when you're around?" I asked.
"Yes, it can be embarrassing. I'm not sure he even knows what he's doing," she replied.
"I mean... I could handle it because we've discussed him. I kind of knew what to expect, although I didn't think it would be this bad," I said, and then asked, "How was it when you had his class?"
"Bad at times. I mean he's a smart, respected man, but sometimes it became annoying," she responded, and then continued with, "I was told I wasn't the first."
"So, a horny old dog around pretty coeds," I teased and pulled her closer.
"What do you want?" she giggled.
"You... Hurry up and let's go to bed," I demanded.
"Let's go," she replied and rose leaving her partly filled glass behind.
I followed her to the bedroom, but before she began to undress, I pulled her to me and started a passionate kiss. As it lingered, I pulled her dress up until I found the hem, and then snaked my hand beneath until I located her firm ass.
"Damn, I should have had you go without panties," I said when our kiss ended.
"You think so?" she asked and then pulled my head back until our lips met.
While we held the embrace, I found the hook in the dress, lowered the zipper, and started pulling the garment up, ending our kiss just as it left her body. My mouth went to the swell of her breasts and I backed her against the bed until she fell onto it. Then, I pulled her panties off her long, smooth legs while her hands worked on the bra, and when she was naked, I looked down at her for several seconds before my attention went to my clothes.
Once naked, I used my tongue to lick her body from her belly button towards her breasts. I moved slowly, making her body writhe in anticipation and after kissing all over her orbs, I moved to her nipples and started to suck them, hungrily.
"I want to make a hickey," I declared looking up at her lovely face.
"No, baby... no marks," she replied.
"You let Larry?" I teased, unsure of the reaction I would get.
"Yeah..." she answered without elaborating and used a hand to push my head towards her pussy.
"What do you want?" I asked.
"Lick me," she whined.
My tongue found her slit and for the next few minutes, I explored her opening while avoiding her clit. Fresh from the recent shower, she tasted wonderful and put me in a contented state where I was in no hurry. Finally, I drifted to her nub and while I flicked it rapidly with the tip of my tongue, I slowly inserted a finger. She whimpered softly as I played, with one hand resting on my head, but when I inserted a second finger, she quickly became more animated. Her hips started to churn, forcing me to move to stay in contact, and her small whimpers morphed into needy moans.
"Am as good as him?" I pushed, taking comfort in her prior response.
"Not quite... almost," she sighed, and then with a light tap on my head, she said, "No talking, baby."
With that, I turned all my attention to bringing her to a climax, and happily, it arrived very quickly. I had only returned to task for a minute or so when I felt her legs spread and lift which always portended an orgasm. Sure enough, the movement of her hips soon became more pronounced and when I heard her sounds transition into high-pitched whines, I knew she was on the launchpad. I let the very top of my tongue assault her clit at a furious pace and then she was there.
"Ohhhh... ohhhh... my God... ohhhh... don't stop, baby... please don't stop..." she wailed as her back arched off the mattress.
Her release lasted for almost thirty seconds and when she started to come down, she tried to push me away from her pussy. I knew from experience that she got very sensitive after orgasm and couldn't take any direct stimulation, but something inside me wanted to continue, so I forcefully kept the connection while continuing to tease her nub. Several times, she tried to roll away, but I pulled her back until, with great willpower, she rolled to her side into a fetal position.
"No more... I can't take it," she whimpered.
From my position on my knees at the side of the bed, I watched in fascination as her body convulsed every few seconds from the electrical aftershocks of her climax. Finally, the effects began to wane and when she turned until she was mostly on her tummy, I suddenly had a clear view of her swollen mound. Without speaking, I climbed onto the bed, moved her legs further apart, and raised over her torso until I had the tip of my dick at her entrance.
"Uggghhh..." she grunted when I pushed in completely on the first try.
"Damn, you feel good," I declared.
"I can't move... I'm done," she sighed.
"Just relax... Be still, Rachel," I whispered.
I started very slowly and increased the pace in stages until I was taking her with a nice steady rhythm. Along the way, she started to recover from her orgasm and I could feel her occasionally pushing back against my thrusts. Unfortunately, her rebuilding arousal had the impact of kicking mine into overdrive and I had to try hard to keep from ejaculating. I made it for a time, but when her sounds became more urgent, I lost it.
"Ohhh yeah... uggghhhh... uggghhhh... God, Rachel... uggghhh... " I grunted as cum jetted down my shaft.
I collapsed across her back and we lay together in a heaving pile for several minutes before we slowly disconnected. I pulled her close to me as she purred softly and we kissed once but with both of us spent we were asleep in less than a minute.
"Morning," I said in a cheery voice when she appeared the next morning.
"Good morning," she replied and took the coffee I offered.
"Nice robe," I said fighting back a laugh as I looked over the leopard print garment for the hundredth time.
"Thanks, it has its moments," she laughed, pleased with her wit.
"Cute, baby," I said and then asked, "How did you sleep?"
"Fabulously," she sighed and pushed her body against mine.
"Looks like you might need more loving," I whispered to her when our lips met.
"Well, Larry gave me two orgasms. You only did one so far," she forced out as she giggled.
I knew her comment was a result of the teasing I did in bed and suspected she had been hoping for an opportunity to make the dig. I had unknowingly fallen right into her trap, but she had played her card well, so I laughed along with her.
"Very funny, smarty. You were ready for that," I said, and when she started laughing again, I told her, "Look at you... so proud."
"Anyway, I thought it was one and a half," I challenged her.
"Closer to two," she responded and started giggling again.
"And here I thought you were fragile," I replied as I looped an arm around her waist.
"Careful with the coffee, baby," she warned as the cup almost spilled, and when she had it under control, she added, "You were so sweet."
"Thanks, honey," thinking I was getting a compliment.
"I mean after you sent me to him," she responded as another smirk appeared on her face.
"Oh, is that the position now?" I replied.
"Yeah..." she answered and for a moment we locked eyes, but then she asked, "What do you want to do today?"
"I don't know. It's a nice day. Why don't we take a walk through the park and maybe go to the zoo?" I suggested.
"Okay, then we can go to lunch and you can take me shopping," she answered as she disappeared into the bedroom.
The sway of her firm ass through the thin material caught my eye and I considered following but decided if we started, we would likely never leave the condo. So, I sipped my coffee and when she appeared a little later in walking shorts and trainers, I took my turn in the bathroom and quickly changed.
Although it wasn't yet spring, the day was beautiful and the temperature moderate. We slowly strolled through the park stopping several times to enjoy the day and finally arrived at the zoo entrance. The facility was small, so it only took about an hour to make the circuit, and when we finished, we made our way back to the car. Rachel told me about a quaint café she had discovered in a small neighborhood off the beaten path and ten minutes later we arrived. After a simple meal, we departed for the shopping district, and for the next several hours, I dutifully followed her as she made her way from store to store. In truth, I hated this kind of shopping, but with her school, we now spent less time together, so I tried to put on a happy face.
"Wow, it's not even three but it feels like we've had a full day," I said when we stepped into the condo.
"We did a lot and you never complained," she replied, and then added, "It might be a record for you."
"Haha... very funny," I responded as I dropped the multiple bags I was carrying in the bedroom.
"You want some wine? I'm going to have some," she stated.
"No, not yet and if you don't mind, I'm going to make a quick run to the sporting goods store for some things," I said.
"Okay, hurry back," she replied, and with that, I left.
Walking to the SUV, a figure left a condo ahead of me and moved down the corridor in the same direction. Instantly, I knew it was Larry who hadn't noticed me. He wore a snug-fitting t-shirt that showed his physique, and like my previous observation, he seemed much more attractive than the average label Rachel had used. At an intersection, he continued straight while I turned left, and soon, I was in my vehicle headed for the store. However, thoughts of the man stayed with me, particularly Rachel's downplay of his looks, which made me consider whether she had been sincere or purposefully deceptive.
I found what I needed and was back at the complex within twenty minutes. Strangely, I found myself looking for the maintenance man and spotted him at the hole where we had seen him the previous day engaged in a deep conversation with another man. Like before, he only stayed in my eyesight for a few seconds and I continued to the condo with my thoughts tweaked once again.
Rachel had set up at the small dining table and was catching up on some grading she needed to complete, so I quietly put away my things and then went to the kitchen for some water. Pouring a glass from the tap, I noted the sink draining slowly, but dismissed it as I moved to the sofa. Almost immediately, my thoughts returned to Larry and when I thought about his manipulation of my wife exactly where I now sat, I became antsy. Then, a very strange idea formed in my brain and despite repeated attempts to scare it away, it kept returning. In truth, it made utterly no sense and held high risk that could easily put me in the doghouse for a very long time, but when it came back for the fourth time, I started to speak.
"That sink doesn't drain well," I said to Rachel.
"It's slow, but it's okay," she acknowledged.
"Does it ever stop up?" I asked.
"It hasn't yet," she responded while keeping her eyes focused on the papers.
Several minutes ticked by, and then I said, "I need to get something from the car."
Rachel barely noticed my departure, and I walked towards the parking spot, although it wasn't the reason I left. What had developed in my mind, despite my attempts to make it go away, was the thought of my wife and Larry together in the same room. For some reason, I wanted to witness how they interacted; the looks on their faces, their mannerisms, and body language. It wasn't about distrust I rationalized. Rather, it would help me understand the full picture and fill in the missing elements of my wife's description. I hoped to find the man at the spot I had last seen him, but when I arrived, he was gone, so I walked the length of the hall and then went to my SUV and sat for a few minutes. Once more, I considered my folly, but when I left the vehicle, I knew I would approach him if I saw him.
Oddly, I had barely left the SUV when I spotted him near a pickup truck just several spaces away. The vehicle had a toolbox in the back, so I guessed it was his, and with nervous legs, I took the short walk over.
"You're the maintenance man here I think," I said when he looked up.
"I am. How can I help you?" he asked.
His demeanor made me believe he hadn't recognized me, but I carried on and said, "The sink in our unit isn't draining well. Can you have a look?"
"Is it an emergency?" he asked.
"No, I guess not," I replied, uncertain whether to proceed.
"Okay, I'll get to it as soon as I can. It might be Monday. What's the number?" he explained.
"Unit 86A," I replied.
The look that appeared on his face made it clear that the number registered and for a moment I saw some panic in his eyes. However, he regained control quickly and took a small piece of paper and made a show about writing down the number. Then, with just a simple nod, I left, although my thoughts remained focused on the brief interaction. If I were in his shoes, I could only surmise that either the husband was unaware of the recent dalliance or it was a trap. Either way, risk was involved so if he showed it meant that his curiosity had won out.
My wife, still engrossed in her work, barely looked up when I returned, so I went into the bedroom to rest. My nervous energy kept me on edge, but with each passing minute, I became more skeptical that he would appear. Time would likely aid his common sense, and after thirty minutes, I had given up, but then I heard a light knock.
"I'll get it," I called out to Rachel as I jumped from the bed.
She had a curious look on her face as I moved towards the door, and when I opened it the maintenance man stood before me.
"Come in," I said and stepped aside.




"Larry?" my wife said in surprise when she spotted the man.
"Uhhh... he told me the sink was clogged," he replied nervously.
"It's not that bad," she stated.
Both looked towards me in confusion, and unsure what to do, I simply said, "Might as well look."
Larry shrugged but Rachel bolted towards the bedroom and closed the door. For a few seconds, we stared at each other, and I knew he now realized I was aware of what had occurred. Regardless, he entered the kitchen and started running the water.
"What are we doing here?" the man suddenly asked after fiddling with the knobs a bit, and then added, "I don't want any trouble."
"Not looking for trouble," I reassured him and then said, "I'm not sure what I'm doing, to be honest. It was an idea... I don't know."
"She was okay with it," he announced, perhaps thinking I felt coercion was involved.
"I know," I acknowledged.
I anticipated the situation would be awkward, but it was proving to be greater than I expected. It strained my nerves and I thought about telling him to go, but there was one part of her description that I wanted to test.
Back and forth my mind went regarding how to raise the subject, and finally, out of frustration, I blurted out, "Did you fuck her?"
"What did she say?" he asked showing some gallantry.
"She said close, but no," I replied.
"That's right," he confirmed.
"So, you never got it in?" I pushed.
"Just a little bit. Then she freaked out," he said.
"But it was in her some?" I fired back.
"Yeah, some," he answered.
My ears started ringing as I realized another man's cock had penetrated my wife. My thoughts went to Rachel and although I felt sympathy towards her predicament, I couldn't accept the deceit. Maybe at first, I thought, but there had been countless times over the past few weeks where she could have admitted the truth.
"Wait a sec," I said and moved towards the bedroom.
I found my wife sitting at the small vanity looking at herself in the mirror and she looked up at my reflection as I stood behind her.
"Why are you doing this?" she asked nervously.
"Rachel, why don't you put on your robe?" I said in a low voice, ignoring her question.
"Are you insane?" she replied with a shocked look.
For some reason, the confusion I felt drove me in a strange direction, and I put my hands on her shoulders, massaged them slowly for a few seconds, and then said, "We want to see you."
"I'm not going to... No way," she answered.
Of course, she was entirely correct to turn down my request as it made no sense. However, her refusal somehow enflamed my emotions and it felt like the temperature in my body had shot up hundreds of degrees. In my unstable state, I couldn't justify her stance knowing that Larry's cock had recently entered her pussy. Fortunately, after a few seconds, my flash reaction departed as quickly as it had appeared. Frightened at how close I had come to saying or doing something crazy, I stepped away and took in some much-needed air.
Finally, I told her, "Okay, Rachel. I'll be out there talking to him."
With that, I departed and she didn't try to stop me. Larry was where I had left him and clearly confused, he furrowed his brow when we made eye contact.
"What's going on?" he asked.
"I don't know... I'd like to hear... the rest," I replied, and then for some reason asked, "You want a beer?"
He nodded so I pulled two bottles from the fridge and we sipped them in silence. I knew he had to be confused about what was happening, and I wouldn't have blamed him if he bolted. In my mind, his continued presence indicated his keen interest in my wife.
"Did you see her after that one night?" I finally asked.
Of course, after the bombshell, I wanted to know his version of their encounter, but I also wanted to address the awkward silence that permeated the room. However, before he could answer, the knob on the bedroom door turned, and there stood my wife in the silk kimono looking very uncomfortable. Like a scene from a movie, in the span of several seconds, each one of us shot glances at the others. Strangely, Larry's face didn't show the eagerness I expected.
"Come here," I said in the best soothing voice I could muster.
Rachel stepped to me and when I took her in my arms, she whispered, "Make him go."
"You look good," I whispered, not ready for it to be over, as I thought there might be more to uncover.
"This is crazy... Really, really, crazy," she answered in a low voice.
"Look, I'm sorry. I hate to do this but I need to go. I have to pick up my daughter from her mother's and I'm already late," the man suddenly declared.
His voice boomed in the small room, startling both of us, but my wife, always gracious, asked, "How old is she?"
"Eight, almost nine," he replied as he moved towards the door.
"That's a sweet age," Rachel said, receiving a smile from him in return.
Then, he was gone and now alone with my wife, I realized that the situation couldn't have turned out worse. I had shown Rachel my dark side, provoking her into a messy situation, and in the end, it was all for nothing. There would be no sexual energy, no exhibition, no awkward interplay, and no discovery about their encounter. Her venom most certainly would appear, but when she turned and entered the bedroom, closing the door behind her, I knew she wanted me to stew in my juices. For a few minutes, I stood silently, feeling sorry for myself, but deciding to get it over with, I headed towards the room.
"I want to be alone," she said.
Reclining on the bed in her long, heavy robe with her back propped by several pillows, she gave me a disgusted look. Ignoring her remark, I sat near her feet and stared at the floor as seconds became minutes.
"Will you talk to me?" I finally asked.
"No," she responded, but seconds later she launched on me, "Why in the world did you do that? You purposefully went and got him and had him come here. Then this fucking robe thing! You've lost your damn mind. I'm going to burn the stupid thing."
Without question, I was guilty of everything she claimed and my only possible defense was the information the man shared about his penetration. My wife had lied to me on a very important subject, but I wasn't certain whether I should let her know I was aware, so I remained silent as she huffed. For the next few minutes, I let her unload on me, but finally, I reached my limit and when she paused, I took the offensive.
"Rachel, he told me he penetrated you... He put his cock in you," I said calmly.
Instantly, a frightened look filled her face and her body started to rise, before settling back. Her eyes told me the accusation was true, but it took a little longer before she could speak.
"No, he didn't" she declared.
"Rachel..." I whispered.
"It's your fault! You did all the damn pushing! You made me! I didn't want to do all these stupid things, but you made me!" she yelled as she began to cry, and then she added, "Just get out."
Deciding she needed time to recover, I left the room and found my beer. For the next hour, I sat silently on the couch and contemplated all that had occurred. I realized my attempt to get Larry and her together had been stupid and I wish I had fought back my lustful thoughts, but other than that, the only element I found disturbing was her deceit. Everything else had been fun and helped put our sex life in overdrive. Now, I thought, I would likely lose the playfulness she had built as her guilt would act as an anchor.
Rachel emerged from the room wearing jeans and a simple top, looked at me and said, "I'm going out. Give me your keys."
"I want to go," I said and when she didn't respond, I added, "C'mon honey..."
She rolled her eyes and then with a nod consented. I jumped up and followed her as she walked briskly towards the SUV, ignoring my presence. However, once we pulled away, she started on me again.
"You're a fucking asshole," she stated.
The fact that she had dropped an "f" bomb twice in the last few hours wasn't lost on me as I could count all the times I had heard the word leave her mouth on one hand.
"I'm sorry," I replied, wanting her anger to be gone before we arrived in a public setting.
"For what? What do you think you're sorry for?" she demanded.
I pulled into a parking lot, stopped the vehicle, and after a deep breath, said, "Rachel, I'm sorry for all the things that have happened since you started school. It's your thing and I've horned in on things where I shouldn't have. I'm sorry about the robe, and the questions about flirting, and the phone sex and the shaving but especially about all the things with the maintenance man. I pushed my beautiful wife who I love dearly into a bad situation and I want her back. Safe and happy."
She stared at me with an expression I couldn't decipher and just when I thought I needed to say more, she stated, "Go to the bar next to the shopping area. I need a drink."
A few minutes later, seated at a small table in the crowded room, Rachel, normally a wine drinker surprised me when she ordered a whiskey and soda. With a buzz of people close by, it made it impossible to talk so we sat mostly in silence and over the next hour went through several rounds. Finally, the crowd began to thin, and whether it was that or the effects of the alcohol, Rachel caught my eye and I knew something was coming.
"Asshole," she said.
I sensed her words meant she wanted to talk, but unsure, I replied, "I know."
More silence ensued before she asked, "What did you expect? What did you think was going to happen?"
"I don't know. It was stupid," I responded.
"Yes, you do know and your evasiveness it patronizing," she countered.
I didn't want to get into it at that moment but knowing I had no choice, I answered, "When he told me... I guess I kind of lost it."
"So, one mistake... one stupid action leads to another? Is that what you wanted? Us doing it?" she pushed.
"I told you I lost it," I replied defensively.
"But it's what you expected?" she replied.
"Rachel, I lost it," I said again.
"A pretty big thing to lose," she answered sarcastically.
I should have left well enough alone, but tired of being the punching bag, I replied, "We haven't talked about your lying."
Fire came to her eyes, and for a moment I thought there might be a scene, but she took a deep breath, and then said, "I wanted some dignity."
Somehow, someway, her answer made me feel very small, and with that we returned to our drinking, consuming two more rounds before we made the short drive back to the condo. She let me hold her hand as we walked from the vehicle, and once inside, I flopped onto the couch while she disappeared into the bedroom. I felt quite drunk and knew my wife must be feeling similarly, so I wondered if I would see her again that evening. However, just a few minutes later she appeared in her long robe.
"How are you feeling?" I asked.
"Fine," she answered, but I could tell something was on her mind, and she soon said, "Thank you for the things you said in the car."
"Come here," I said and patted the spot next to me.
Rachel slid next to me without protest, and I took her hand and held it tightly in mine. I gave her some time to settle, and then turned and found her lips and was thrilled when she returned the kiss. One led to another and soon we locked in a passionate embrace that lasted a long time.
"How long am I in the doghouse?" I asked, hoping to put us on a path to resolution.
"Forever and a day," she answered, but when she started giggling, I knew things would be okay.
"Something to look forward to," I replied, joining her laughter.
I kissed her again, and she got a serious expression and asked, "How about you? Are you going to forgive the... you know?"
"Rachel, if you would have just told me... I mean I would have been really surprised, but I would be over it. But not telling me... that hurt," I explained.
"I know but it was just a little... " she started.
"Rachel?" I said in a challenging voice.
"Okay... I feel so ashamed," she whimpered.
Then, recalling my question to the man about any follow-on actions, I asked, "Did anything happen after that one encounter. The next week?"
Confident that she would be honest since she couldn't be certain what Larry confided, I was pleased when she answered, "No. He tried to talk to me those times I told you about and then stopped."
"Let's go to bed," I suggested.
She nodded and after entering the room she dropped her robe revealing her t-shirt and panties. When she saw me looking, an impish smile appeared on her face.
"What am I supposed to wear?" she asked with a slight slur.
My mind churned for several seconds as I thought about the ramifications, and then replied, "Nothing... you know that."
Her body stiffened and she let out a little gasp but her hands started to move and soon she was naked. We climbed into bed and she let me pull her close, but I kept my hands still.
"This place really does emit some kind of sexual force," she whispered.
"Yeah... I know," I responded.
"How do we stop it?" she asked.
"We need to tune it, not stop it," I told her.
"Tune it? What about all the things you said in the car?" she asked but I could tell she was being playful.
"Some things are okay," I answered.
"Like what?" she pressed.
"The sleeping naked, the shaving, the phone play," I replied.
"I thought you wanted to stop? In the car you said so," she responded as I felt her butt wiggle.
"I know I did, but I really like those things," I said and couldn't help but laugh a little.
"Then, what's not okay?" she asked.
I rose and turned her body so I was looking down at her and said in a stern voice, "When you don't tell me things."
At first, the look in her eyes made me nervous, but suddenly I felt her hand searching for my dick and when she found it, she tugged until she had me between her legs. She worked the head over her slit several times and then pulled me inside as she let loose with a deep sigh. I remained still for a moment and then started to rock slowly as I felt we were going to share more.
"So, you want to stay in my deal," she whispered.
"Yes," I said.
"Why should I let you?" she asked and pulled my head down for a kiss.
When we broke, I smiled down at her and said, "Because you like it, too."
"What! No, I don't," she declared.
"Okay," I said as I started to move faster.
She didn't respond for a few seconds, and then she asked, "What about the robe?"
"That's up to you, sweetie," I whispered.
With that our attention turned to our lovemaking and the only sound came from our mutual sighs of pleasure. I felt Rachel was enjoying the sex, but at the same time, she didn't seem to be progressing. Something remained on her mind, which was understandable, and although curious, I decided to let her communicate it when she was ready. The time came much sooner than I expected.
"Stop for a second," she asked and when I had become still, she said, "You would have really let him... tonight."
"I don't know... " I started before she interrupted.
"And in bed, at home, when you got... real excited..." she said, recalling the evening after her encounter with the maintenance man.
"What about it?" I asked although I knew where she was going.
"I want you to look me in the eye and admit it. You want me to be with him... do it with him," she said.
The way she stared at me told me she already had her answer, but I felt obligated to speak, so I said, "Honey, I don't know. I've thought about it like I told you and when I get excited it likes a big wave that hits me and then it goes away," I explained.
"You were excited tonight. Learning about him being in me made you excited. I thought you were mad, but you were really excited," she replied, connecting the dots.
"Maybe..." I said, now feeling very awkward.
"Did you want me to?" she pressed.
Knowing there was no real way out, I nodded my head, and said, "Yeah..."
Even though she already knew the truth, my admission caused her to inhale deeply, but moments later I felt her hips roll just a little. It prodded me to start moving and as I gently rocked, she stared up at me with an expression I couldn't decipher.
Without warning, she asked, "I can't do that. It's too... terrifying. It was hard to stop."
During Rachel's recovery from her encounter with Larry, she stated several times that she was ashamed about how he made her body respond, and I felt certain that's what she now meant. Once again, I stopped my efforts and looked down into her troubled face.
"Rachel, just because I have the thoughts and urges, doesn't mean anything has to happen. Just relax," I said.
She nodded and gave me a small smile, and knowing there was no reason to continue, I moved to her side. I stroked her hair in silence, thinking we would drift to sleep, so when she spoke, it surprised me.
"You know... I think I told you before. I didn't learn to swim until I was thirteen... almost fourteen," she whispered.
"Yes," I replied, unsure where she intended to go.
"My dad... he took me to the deep end and had me hold on to the edge. Then, he told me to let go and try and stay up," she explained in a slow cadence. I remained silent, and a few seconds later, she continued, "I was so scared, but I finally let go and I thrashed in the water for a few seconds before I could grab the edge again."
"Your dad was being kind of mean," I offered.
"Yeah... I did it a couple of times, and then he let me rest. I remember as I held on to the side, that I was still scared but it was... exciting, too. I tried a few more times and my dad didn't have to push as hard," she said.
The analogy came into sharp focus, but I always thought her dad was a bit of a jerk and didn't like the comparison, so I replied, "Rachel, I'm not your dad."
She didn't respond, remaining quiet for a few seconds before she continued, "That night... when I was in bed. I got excited thinking about it... sexually excited."
"At thirteen?" I asked.
She giggled a little and then responded, "I matured early."
"So, what are you saying?" I asked.
"I'm saying that you took me to the deep end and made me let go and... it was terrifying but exciting, too," she explained, and then after a deep breath, she added, "And, you did it again tonight."
"Did it make you excited? Tonight, I mean," I asked, and when her nod confirmed it, I followed with, "Were you terrified?"
"Completely," she whispered.
I didn't respond immediately as I tried to determine the ramifications of her message, but finally, I asked, "Are you more excited or scared?"
"I don't know... I really don't," she responded, and after a short pause, she added, "I... I think this condo does something to both of us."
"No, sweetie. The condo just provides the opportunity," I answered, as I pulled her closer.
I thought about our prior discussions and realized she hadn't mentioned shame. Indeed, excitement seemed more prevalent, and as I slowly drifted off, I realized we were like a pinball, bouncing madly between bumpers and occasionally striking a bell.
After that evening, Rachel became even more forthcoming about male attention which indicated to me that our discussions had increased her comfort. Previously, she might mention an approach, particularly if I pressed, but usually tried to get through the description with minimum detail. Now, she seemed almost eager to tell me about someone's attempt and would often provide a running account of the exchange.
"Josh tried again. He invited me to his apartment," she announced.
"What did you tell him?" I teased.
"Hmmm... I don't know. Guess," she countered.
"Has Kott tried anything?" I asked, ignoring her attempt.
"He's less verbal. More of an eye contact man," she explained.



"Meaning?" I said.
"He is always watching and it's easy to see his interest," she clarified, and then asked again, "What do you think I told Josh?"
She was showing more interest in the student than I had seen before, which intrigued me, but I decided to be sarcastic, and answered, "You told him you were focused on the maintenance man."
"Haha... very funny," she replied as I snickered, and then said proudly, "I said I preferred older men."
"Like Larry," I replied, and laughed again.
"I knew you were going to say that," she fired back, and then added, "Don't you think it was clever?"
"Yes, sweetie. Very witty. What did he say?" I asked, to give her a chance to finish the story.
"Smartass," she responded and then answered, "He told me I didn't know what I was missing."
"He's bold. That's for damn sure," I said.
"Yes, he is... very," she replied.
The interchange made me think of the question Dr. Kott had proposed, and since Rachel was in a good mood, I decided to tell her about it.
"You know when we went to dinner with Dr. Kott and his wife. While y'all went to the bathroom, he told me something," I said.
"What?" she asked eagerly.
"He said they were swingers. You know, they trade partners," I explained.
"I heard that. It's a rumor at the school. I think everyone's heard it," she answered, which took a bit of fun out of the telling.
"Well, there's more," I announced.
"What?" she asked in the same eager voice.
"He wanted to know if we wanted to join them. You know... swap with them," I told her.
"Really? Why didn't you tell me before?" she asked, and then just a second later said, "What did you say?"
"I said, sure! Anytime," I laughed.
"No, you didn't" she countered.
"Well, what do you think I said?" I replied, turning the tables on her.
However, unlike me, she answered immediately, "You told him no thanks, it wasn't our thing."
"How did you know?" I asked, impressed she had nailed my brief response.
"A good guess," she laughed.
For just a moment, I considered whether the professor had shared our discussion with Rachel, but quickly dismissed it. I felt for certain she would share any overtures from the man, especially in her more open state.
"Yes, a very good one," I replied, chuckling, too.
"He wants to meet us for dinner again. I said we would next time you came up for the weekend," she announced.
Her statement, coming so close to the information I had just imparted felt a bit strange, but I just nodded and said, "Okay, maybe next weekend."
Rachel gave me a happy nod, and we became quiet for a time before she offered, in a nervous voice, "Larry checked on me."
"What do you mean? When?" I asked.
"Last night. He wanted to make sure everything was okay. With me... and us," she explained.
"Us? You and me?" I fired back.
"Yes... that you weren't angry," she replied.
"Where did you talk? Did you let him in the condo?" I asked.
"Yes, but just a few feet," she answered, and once again I heard nervousness.
"Were you going to tell me?" I pushed.
"I just did! And no... nothing happened. I was in my school clothes, no robe and he was very respectful," she clarified.
"Good. Seems like you have a good hold of the edge of the pool," I replied, taking a little dig as I tried to keep my smile from appearing.
"Smartass," she responded as she shot me a dirty look.
With that, we moved on to other things although my thoughts did return to her interaction with Larry later in the evening. I guessed his question had been an attempt to find an opening in our relationship that he could exploit. I felt miffed that it had taken her almost twenty-four hours to tell me about the conversation, especially since she had been so forthcoming about the other approaches. It made me wondered whether she felt any lingering shame or perhaps even an element of excitement in the interaction. Also, I had to consider that she might want a small space in her psyche that she could keep as her own.
We did indeed arrange to meet the professor and his wife for dinner the following Friday. However, rather than enjoying a weekend getaway, our daughter planned to exchange places with me on Saturday. She would spend the day shopping with her mom while I returned and spent time with our son.
"I don't know why, but I have a feeling the evening will be odd," I told Rachel as we prepared.
"I think you want it to be," she giggled from the bathroom.
We met the older man and his wife at the appointed time and while he appeared fine, his wife seemed nervous. I thought it might be her outfit as she wore a very sexy, almost risqué dress that showed a good deal of her legs and the rise of her breasts. Rachel noticed it too and several times gave me a discreet, questioning look. The woman barely spoke throughout dinner, and only then when directly addressed, seemingly content to let her husband carry the social burden. The meal was good, but we finished within an hour, so I expected Dr. Kott would suggest a visit to the bar. However, he had other ideas that we would soon discover.
"I suggest we return to our home for a drink. It's not far and we have some outstanding Polish vodka you might enjoy," he said.
I tried to make eye contact with Rachel, but the professor worked his gaze so it was impossible to make discreet eye contact.
"Rachel, what do you think?" I asked, deciding to throw it over to her since it was her relationship.
Several seconds of silence followed before she replied in a clear voice, "That sounds wonderful."
I couldn't tell whether she had a sincere interest in going or I had upset her with my punt, and it wasn't until we were in the car that I had the opportunity to ask.
"Do you really want to go?" I asked.
"No, but you dumped it on me. I see him every day. You're supposed to be the bad guy," she explained.
"Okay, well... we won't stay long," I replied.
The drive was indeed short and we pulled up at the curb as their car turned up the driveway. They met us at the front door, and once inside, Henry directed me to the living room while the women departed for the toilet. We chatted for a moment and then he departed to fetch the drinks, returning just as Anna and Rachel appeared. He held a tray with three chilled shot glasses and a bottle of liquor that appeared to have just come from the freezer.
"This is Bison Grass vodka," he said as he set down the tray.
"Anna?" I said, taking one of the glasses and offering it to the petite woman.
"She doesn't drink vodka," her husband replied so I handed it to Rachel, and when she was ready, he said, "Na zdrowie."
The professor and I downed ours but it took my wife three sips to finish. Quickly, the man re-filled the glasses and we repeated the process.
"It's pretty good," Rachel said, which brought a smile to the Polish man's face.
"Yes... very smooth," I concurred.
"Would you like to see the house?" the professor asked.
Of course, we nodded our assent and the couple immediately began to guide us through the rooms. Their tastes ran far different to Rachel's and it appeared to me that in general, the space was more about functionality than style. I put it down to the simple fact they were college professors but made sure, as did my wife, to give numerous compliments. Finally, we were back where we started although the tour was not quite over.
"Would you like to see the garage?" the man asked.
"Uhhh... I guess," I answered, unsure why he would want to show it.
Dutifully, we followed him down a hallway, with Anna behind, and when we stepped through the door, I realized it wasn't a space meant for cars. Even though I had no exposure to the practice other than what I'd stumbled across on the internet, I recognized that they had set up the garage as a bondage dungeon. Multiple devices filled the room, but the cuffs and bindings hanging from many were a dead giveaway. Rachel's recognition trailed mine by several seconds, but when she openly gasped, I knew she had figured it out.
"I know by now you have discussed my offer at the restaurant, and since you agreed to meet a second time, I concluded you must be open-minded," he started as we stood speechless. After letting his words sink in for a moment, he continued, "Anna is a submissive... my darling little pet. This is her place to play. Also, to be punished when she has misbehaved."
"Uhhh... okay," my wife said, clearly uncomfortable.
I thought about beating a retreat, but since it was her relationship with the man that had gotten us to this point, I decided to engage a bit, and asked, "What's that device... that frame?"
"A Saint Andrews cross!" he announced, and then quickly continued with, "I'm quite proud of it as I made it myself. In general, I'm not good with tools, but it came out quite nicely."
I swear I could feel my wife's eyes boring into me, but deciding to continue, I asked, "How does it work?"
"Well, you can see of course the cross. The arms and legs extend along the boards and cuffs hold them in place. If Anna has been good, then her back is against the cross and she's teased. If she's been bad, she is bound the other way and spanked. There is more that can occur but that is the basics," he explained with his accent adding a surreal effect.
"Okay, thanks Professor Kott," my wife said trying to end the conversation.
The man, pleased by my questions, ignore my wife, and said, "Perhaps, Anna can show you."
The message startled me and I struggled to respond as I visualized the pretty woman spread eagle on the device. Certainly, he wouldn't put her on display and allow her demeaning in front of relative strangers, but as his words sunk in, I wondered if, in their world, it might enhance the experience. I expected Rachel to say something, but she stayed silent, and slowly I looked her way, expecting a furious expression. Instead, when our eyes met, I saw confusion and when she raised her eyebrow, I knew she was questioning my intent.
"Look, I'm not sure..." I started.
"Anna, prepare yourself," he suddenly instructed his wife, cutting me off.
Immediately, her hands went to the zipper of her dress and I realized that if I didn't act the Polish woman would soon be standing naked before us.
"I'll be inside," my wife whispered and left.
However, her departure had no outward impact on our host or hostess, and when the dress fell at Anna's feet, I could see she only wore a push-up bra. She had a taut body, and the lack of children showed in her flat tummy. Surprisingly, she had a course thatch of dirty blonde hair covering her mound. When she released her smallish breasts from the bra, I could see they were adorned with tiny nipples of the lightest shade of pink.
"Anna has not been good today so we'll place her face down," Dr. Kott said and this time his accent made him sound like an angry fascist.
Dutifully, she moved into position and it only took a few seconds to secure her wrists and ankles. The ease with which it occurred, along with the existing marks on Anna's butt, provided ample evidence that the act was a common occurrence. Then, I noticed something nestled between her cheeks that I couldn't make out. It looked like a blue circle and I felt very naïve when it dawned on me that she had a butt-plug inserted in her ass.
"Anna loves her flogger but we'll start with a crop," he said and stepped towards a stand that I could see held a variety of devices.
The item he chose had a small handle, a shaft of about three feet, and on the end a thick leather square. He moved it through the air several times creating a swishing sound and while he did this, I noticed Anna's butt moving slowly.
"Such a little slut," the professor said, seeing her action, too.
The tone of the Polish man's voice had changed. Before we entered his dungeon, he spoke in a formal, reserved voice that usually lacked emotion. Now, his interest came through plainly and at times I almost sensed glee. It appeared he was now in his element, the place where he found the most joy. Several more times, he waved the whip through the air, and then he stepped towards his wife and landed a stroke squarely on one cheek. For a normal person, I thought the blow would cause them to cry out in pain, but she took it with only a tiny whimper.
Mesmerized by the sight of the naked woman receiving punishment, at first, I didn't notice my wife had returned and stood silently just a few steps behind me. I turned to her but she stood stoic, looking past me towards the Polish pair, so I turned back. A small smile appeared on the professor's face as he whipped his wife who now emitted a continuous low moan.
Anna's lovely body shivered with each blow and I wished that somehow, I could see the expression on her face and the jiggling of her small breasts as the whip landed. Had she been quiet at dinner knowing what was coming and was her slit wet with her secretion? These thoughts racing through my brain caused my dick to stiffen and I found myself looking on in anticipation for the next strike.
Kott's effort had purpose but he didn't show any anger, and intuitively I knew I was watching a very practiced hand. He showed patience, giving his wife time to recover between blows, and I guessed he had landed a dozen when he stopped and turned towards us. For a moment, I wondered if he expected some applause or some other type of recognition for his work, but he had other ideas.
"I can continue with Anna and give her the true discipline she deserves or perhaps you have considered my previous offer," he said.
"Thanks, but we need to be going," I answered and turning, I almost ran into Rachel who seemed dumbstruck.
She quickly snapped out of it and said to the professor, "Thanks... uhhh... it was a nice dinner."
"Of course," he replied.
Rachel quickly exited and I was about to follow when the professor waved his hand in a silent gesture to wait. I stopped and watched as he picked up a small package from a nearby table, stepped over, and placed it in my hand.
"A gift," he said in a low voice.
Not waiting to look, I nodded and took after my wife finding her near the front door. We were soon at the car and it took concentration to keep from stepping hard on the pedal.
"Get me to a bar. Now!" she demanded, and seconds later she erupted into a raucous laugh that lasted several seconds before she added, "Oh my God."
"What kind of company do you keep?" I asked, which brought more laughter.
We stopped at a jazz bar, not far from the condo, that we had passed many times but never tried. The place smelled of cigars and on a small stage, a trio played. With only a smattering of people, we managed to find a table separated from others, but still spoke in whispers due to the decadence of the subject.
"I've seen everything," she declared, and then after a giggle, she added, "How am I supposed to face them at school?"
"How do they know you won't tell everyone or do they care?" I pondered.
"I don't think they do. I told you about the rumors," she replied.
"That garage... wow. They're serious," I said, shaking my head.
"Poor Anna..." she said in a low voice.
"Poor Anna? Are you joking? She was enjoying every second," I countered.
"She had to be humiliated... having to be naked in front of others," Rachel replied, but I don't think she even believed it.
"I think she loved it. Plus, nothing to be ashamed of," I teased.
"You looked?" my wife asked sarcastically.
"Just the technique your mentor was using," I laughed.
"Yeah, right..." she shot back.
"He wants you. He seems a little fixated," I said recalling the man's second request.
She started to speak and then stopped before looping her arms through mine and saying, "Not my type, sweetie."
"Well, he is older..." I said, referring to the message she delivered to Josh.
"You're not funny... not even a little," she replied with faux disgust.
"Oh, I forgot. I got a party favor," I laughed and pulled the small box from my sports coat.
"Where did you get it?" Rachel asked.
"The professor gave it to me when we were leaving. You had gone ahead," I explained.
"What is it?" she asked as I turned the cardboard covered object around in my hand.
"I'm afraid to look," I replied.
"Give it to me," she said and snatched it from my hand.
In a flurry of tearing paper, she opened the box, and suddenly we were looking down at a shiny silver object about three inches long. I recognized it immediately but Rachel didn't and I stifled my laughter as she inspected the device.
"What is it?" she asked holding up before her face.
"Put it down, Rachel. People will see," I said and took hold of her arm.
"What is it?" she repeated, now both curious and nervous.
"It's a butt plug. It goes in your butt. People in the world where the Kott's play use them. Like a toy, I think," I tried to explain although I was unsure about the true dynamics.
"Why did he give it to you?" she asked.
"Rachel... sweetie. It's for you..." I explained and instantly a shocked look appeared on her face.
"No, way. I'm not putting that in me. My butt's sacred," she said just a little too loudly.
I looked around and spotted a couple at a nearby table looking our way so I indicated with my eyes for Rachel to tone it down. She gave me a dirty look and then stuck out her tongue, but she settled back into her chair. Indeed, she had always declared her rear off limits and all my attempts at anal adventure had failed. Of all the toys he could have offered, this one, I thought, had the least likelihood of use. However, I knew when we got back to the condo I would try. At least, I could enjoy some entertainment watching her defend her butt. I took the plug from the palm of her hand, dropped it into my pocket, and just a few minutes later, we departed.
We were naked quickly, jumped into bed, and began to cuddle. When I thought she had reached a nice level of arousal, I rose, took the device from my coat, and grabbed the lube we kept for emergencies. Rachel saw my plan and moved to the far side of the bed with her butt facing the wall.
"Uh uh... no way," she declared.
"C'mon, let's try," I said as I moved closer.
"No," she stated firmly.
I gave her a moment to calm as my hand stroked her side and then took the metal object and started running it along her body. I noticed the top had a quartz-like red covering and recalling Anna's blue one, I wondered if Dr. Kott had purposefully selected the color for my wife. Minutes ticked by as I kept up the effort but when I tried to move my hand to her rear, she turned onto her back.
"No," she said once more.
"Not even try?" I whined.
"Not tonight... Maybe some other time," she answered, although I knew that the likelihood was remote.
I departed the next morning so she could spend the day with our daughter, but returned the following Wednesday for my first follow-up visit with the urologist. It had been a little over three months since the procedure and from our prior consultations, I knew it would determine the trajectory of my recovery. Purposefully, I had scheduled the appointment for late in the afternoon and intended to take my wife to dinner afterward. Then, depending on how I felt, I would either drive back late or wait until the following morning.
For the test, I had to sit in a small room and masturbate into a container, which was awkward, to say the least. Then, they immediately took the sample for analysis and I sat in the waiting room for over an hour before the doctor called me back.
"Well, how is it?" I asked.
"There is some motility, but you're on the low side of the spectrum," he answered bluntly, but quickly added, "It's not uncommon for things to take time, so I suggest we have another test performed in a few months."



"I see, but there's something there. Some sperm present," I said and when he nodded his head, I asked, "Enough to get my wife pregnant?"
"Yes, some is present and it only takes one. Anything is possible, but the probability is remote," he answered, and then added, "At this point I mean."
As I walked out, I felt concerned about his message, but his calm and friendly demeanor provided some comfort that is was a normal situation. On the drive to the condo, I thought about telling Rachel, but the procedure itself had made her happy, and since then, she seemed content to let things take their course. I worried that the information might create some needless angst, so I decided to skirt around the issue. Plus, I hadn't entirely bought into the idea of a new baby, so it felt like a reprieve.
"How did it go? Everything working?" she asked eagerly, as soon as she arrived.
"Yes, sperm is present," I answered, providing her a half-truth.
"It's better this way don't you think?" she said, and before I could respond, she added, "I like it better this way."
"Playing Russian roulette with your womb?" I teased.
"Yeah..." she replied as she slipped into my arms.
We went for an early dinner and I had some hopes of play when we returned, but Rachel complained several times about being behind on her school work, so I decided to leave. Just before I left, I spotted the butt plug, the gift from the Polish professor, still sitting on the nightstand which brought a smile to my face.
"I still can't get over your friend the professor," I teased.
We had discussed the evening many times since the fateful evening, and on each occasion, we would eventually start laughing. I had taken the position that since he was her friend, she bore some responsibility, which she categorically rejected. Nonetheless, I enjoyed picking at her.
"You couldn't take your eyes off Anna," she countered, using her standard defense.
"You should have tried it," I replied, giving a response I had used before.
"Leave," she said playfully and guided me towards the door.
The drive back gave me plenty of time to think and I considered all the dimensions. First, the desire of Rachel to return to school, to continue to grow, I knew had a deeper meaning than a diploma or a different job. Second, the sudden interest in another child, which had caught me completely off guard, factored into things, too, and finally, there was the eruption of her sexuality. Early on, I had considered and then rejected that she might be experiencing a mid-life crisis, but the thought returned. When she had described the pool and the actions of her father, I had told her the condo represented opportunity, but now I wondered if it was more like fuel on a fire.
Since she started school, the sexual aspects of our lives had been poked, prodded, energized, and challenged. Most of it had been good, in truth, outstanding, as we experienced new things together that resulted in better communication. However, on several occasions, we crossed a line that both excited and scared us. I knew we would venture there again, the thrill was too seductive, but I didn't expect it quite so soon. Less than a month after the made-up sink problem that brought Larry to the condo, Rachel called to tell me she had a real one.
"Look, I'm not kidding... The sink really is stopped up," she said, with trepidation in her voice.
"Well, have Larry take a look," I replied, trying to show no concern.
"You're okay with that?" she asked, a little confused.
"Yeah, why not?" I probed.
"Well... he'll be here... I mean... you know," she responded.
"Rachel you said you could handle it. If you're worried, call him and then go to the school... to the library," I counseled, although I could feel my pulse quicken.
Silence followed for a time before she replied, "All my stuffs here."
"Rachel, you don't need the sink for one night. Call the office tomorrow when you're leaving and they can fix it while your home," I told her.
"Okay, I'll do that," she responded and I could swear I heard some disappointment in her voice.
As soon as we hung up, I began to wonder whether the true purpose of the call had been to get my acceptance, perhaps even my agreement, that she should call Larry. If so, did it mean she sought something more than a repair? In fact, could it be possible the sink had was fine? If any of it were remotely true, it meant my wife wanted another encounter with the man and she knew, as did I, it wouldn't stop short of full intercourse.
I thought about calling her back and I considered driving to her to provide first-hand support, but I decided to let things settle for a while. Later, I would call and make sure she was in a good place, but less than an hour had elapsed when my phone rang, and looking at the screen, I could see it was Rachel.
"He's here," she announced.
"Who? Larry?" I asked.
"Yeah..." she admitted in a voice barely above a whisper.
I wanted her to say more... to admit her carnal desires, but she remained silent, and only when it became awkward, did I ask, "What are you wearing?"
"Jeans and a blouse. What I wore up here. Why?" she replied.
"Okay," I said, ignoring the question.
Once more, we entered a long period of silence that this time ended when my wife asked, "Do you want me to put on your robe?"
Essentially, my wife had just asked permission to have sex with another man. At this point, there simply was no other outcome. She knew it as well as me which meant that she must be burning with lust. We had played with fire several times, but in each case had been able to retreat with only minor damage. I couldn't deny that her words excited me, but would it be the same after?
"Do you want to let go of the edge?" I asked.
There were several seconds of silence before she replied in a soft voice, "I want you to tell me to."
Now all the cards were on the table, as she had communicated clearly what she wanted and how she wanted it to occur. My role required that I give the command, the final decision, that would allow her to maintain a tiny sliver of decency while ensuring my full culpability.
Taking my time, I considered everything as the sound of her breathing came through the phone before finally telling her, "Put on the robe baby."
"Your robe," she clarified.
"Yes, my robe," I answered.
"Okay," she whispered, and then the line went dead.
To this day, I don't know how I endured the next several hours, but somehow, often feeling like a zombie, I made sure the kids got something to eat and did their schoolwork. When they had finished and were doing their own thing, I moved to the bedroom and stared at the ceiling contemplating what might be happening and what I should do. Had things progressed to sex and at that very moment did he have his cock in her as he listened to her whines of pleasure? Had he made her orgasm and would she now compare the experience to our lovemaking? Did she maintain enough self-control to keep his semen out of her unprotected pussy? As the unanswered questions piled up, the true insanity of it all hit me like a freight train, and suddenly I had the phone in my hand dialing her number.
"Rachel?" I asked when the phone connected.
"Yeah..." she responded in a tiny voice.
"Did you... did it happen?" I asked.
"Yeah..." she confirmed.
"Are you okay?" I probed, wondering why she only offered simple answers.
"Hold on..." she said, and in the background, I heard a male voice.
"He's still with you," I stated rather than asked.
"Yeah..." she whispered once more, and then added, "I'll call you later."
The call never came and I tossed and turned in a night of fitful sleep, adamant I would not try again. However, as soon as the kids had prepped for school, I jumped into my SUV and headed for the city. It wasn't lost on me that it was the second time I had raced to my wife because of an encounter with Larry.
I arrived a little before nine and entered the condo with apprehension about what I might find. Relieved by the silence, I stepped to the bedroom door and spotted my wife, on the bed alone, covered only by the bedsheet. The comforter lay in a heap on the floor next to the kimono and instantly the aroma of sex filled my nose.
"Rachel," I whispered as I moved to her side.
It took her a moment to turn and she showed no surprise at my presence. She reached out with her hand and took mine, running her fingers over it several times. She looked exhausted and her hair was disheveled but she managed to show a small smile.
"What took you so long?" she sighed.
"You were supposed to call," I reminded her.
"He wouldn't let me," she replied, speaking in a soft voice.
"Did you?" I asked although the reality was all around me, and when she gave a small nod, I asked, "How long did he stay?"
"Till two," she replied.
Instantly, my mind filled with a vision of them fucking for hours in every position with Rachel screaming in orgasm over and over. Although sordid, I knew I wanted her and rose to take off my clothes.
"My turn," I said as I worked on the buttons.
"Let me go to the bathroom," she sighed and threw the sheet off.
There were several hickeys on her breasts but all-in-all, she appeared less ravaged than I expected. She walked awkwardly towards the bathroom, but when she turned to enter, I spotted something, and glancing towards the nightstand, I realized the butt plug was missing.
"Rachel! Rachel, come here... now," I commanded.
"Let me..." she started.
"Now," I repeated, interrupting her plea.
By her sheepish look, I knew she understood why she had been called back. I made her stand in front of me as I fixed her with a stern stare.
"Sorry..." she said meekly.
"Turn around," I demanded, and when her back was to me, I said, "Now bend over."
With her ass projected back, it was easy to see the red disk that marked the end of the device. She had rejected my attempt to use it on her, but it seemed like her new lover didn't have the same restrictions.
"You let him. You wouldn't let me, but you let him," I stated.
Rachel quickly turned and tried to push me onto the bed, but I stopped her and looked into her face until her eyes dropped and she said, "I'm sorry."
"I can smell him all over you," I said.
"Let me shower," she replied and quickly headed towards the bathroom.
I went to the kitchen to get some water and noted Larry's tools still sitting on the counter. It appeared he had at least gone through the motions of a legitimate maintenance call before my wife walked out in the robe and let him know what the visit was really about. I heard the shower start, and ten minutes later, still standing in the kitchen sipping from a bottle, I heard a light knock on the door followed immediately by a key in the lock. Instantly, I knew it meant that Larry had returned to retrieve his tools, fuck my wife again, or both.
"Hey there," I said when he stepped inside, stopping him dead in his tracks.
"Look... she said it was okay," he replied defensively.
"Okay to bed her or to come back?" I asked sarcastically.
The man's eyes got wide for a moment, but he collected himself and answered vaguely, "Yeah..."
Slowly his expression changed until a little smile appeared and I thought he might be recalling the night with Rachel. Then, he seemed to jolt back to the moment and once more made eye contact with a concerned look.
"I need to get my things," he stated.
I knew he meant that he wanted me to step out of the small space to allow him in, but just as I started to move, the sound of the shower ceased, and I stopped.
"You don't want anymore?" I asked, suddenly struck by the decadence of it all.
Several seconds elapsed as we stared at each other, and then he said, "You sure."
"Yeah," I answered and nodded towards the bedroom.
His smile returned and he stepped to the entrance and went inside closing the door behind him. Within seconds, I heard voices that I couldn't make out and soon my wife appeared with Larry right behind.
"Honey, what's going on?" she asked nervously.
"Larry wants to spend more time with you like y'all agreed," I replied.
When I made the statement, I had no idea if there had been any agreement about his return, but my wife's face confirmed I had hit the nail on the head.
"I don't know..." she started.
"Take your lover to bed," I told the man in a voice I didn't recognize.
When the maintenance man's hands landed on her shoulders, she glanced at him and then quickly back at me. Reluctantly, she let him turn and lead her into the bedroom and he used his foot to kick the door closed.
I moved to the sofa and sat waiting for the sounds of their sex to filter out, but as the minutes ticked by with no action, I guessed my wife had turned him down. The door hadn't latched when he kicked it leaving an inch or so gap, and despite my curiosity, I refused to look. More time went by and just when I had decided nothing would happen, the sound of the bed squeaking leaked out. I could tell it was a slow pace, but over the next few minutes, the squeals increased in intensity and became joined by the soft grunts of my wife.
Unable to remain still any longer, I stepped quietly to the crack and saw the mating couple in the missionary position. She had pulled back her knees so that her feet touched his ass while her hands gripped his biceps. The maintenance man would wind up his body and then release it with a hard thrust which forced her sounds. Amazingly, he managed to do this at a steady pace that increased further as I watched. They held an ongoing whispered conversation, but I was too far away to make it out.
"Ohhhh...uhhhh..." Rachel suddenly moaned as her legs spread completely open.
At first, I thought she might have experienced an orgasm, but as she continued to hold her legs lewdly separated, I realized she simply wanted him to go deeper. He rode her like this for several minutes and then stopped. I could tell they were discussing something and when the man started to rise, my wife pulled him down and kissed him passionately. More conversation followed, but this time when he lifted his body, they disconnected and he prodded my wife onto her knees.
Rachel didn't care for the position as she thought it lacked intimacy and made it harder to talk, but she accepted his guidance without protest. As she scooted, I got a good look into her crack and noticed that she had removed Dr. Kott's gift. Strangely, I felt a bit disappointed and watched as Larry guided her until he could stand next to the bed, and then without ceremony shoved his cock back inside. I took solace in the fact that his cock was like mine, although maybe a bit thicker.
"Fuck, baby. You feel good," he declared in a clear voice as he took hold of her hips and started moving rapidly.
The sudden assault made my wife squeal in joy and soon I could see her pushing against his thrusts. Her hands gripped the bedsheet, and as I watched, her fingers slowly collected more. At the same time, her head, resting against the mattress, slowly lolled back and forth. It might not have been her favorite position, but at that moment she appeared to be enjoying it immensely.
Larry's upright stance provided a better view of his body and I spotted a large tattoo on his hairless chest, although from my sideways view, I couldn't make out the details. Also, his muscles were more pronounced than I thought which made me think that he must visit a gym on occasion.
The maintenance man pounded her relentlessly, somehow able to keep his aggressive pace going with no signs of flagging. With each thrust, Rachel's needy whines became a little louder and a little more urgent. Also, joining those sounds were the wet, squishes of her juices forced from her hole by the man's pumping shaft. At that moment, it dawned on me that I had never seen others fucking outside of porn, let alone my wife. It felt surreal and my vision became tunneled. Also, I realized that she was responding sexually in a manner I had never experienced which I struggled to accept. Did it mean she found one of us better or was it just different?
"Close... so close," she suddenly whined.
"Going to cum again?" her lover asked.
"Yes... yes, I want to," she whimpered shamelessly.
"Damn, I love married pussy," the man spat out.
"Do you... do you like it?" she forced out.
"Yes... I love your pussy... love fucking you," he told her
The windup for Rachel's orgasm took almost a minute. The first signs appeared with her hands as she began to pull more of the sheet into her fist. Then, the rolling of her head sped up and when she started to push back forcefully against her lover's cock while groaning deeply, I knew she wouldn't last more than a few seconds.
"Ohhh... oh, yes... Oh God... God, yes... Larry... do it, baby... do it," she cried out when it hit.
"Let it out, baby... let it out now. Cum on my cock, baby," he encouraged.
"Ohhh... I am... I'm cumming... fuck me... fuck me good," she panted.
He used his strength to keep her upright and for a moment I thought he might ejaculate, but what he really wanted to accomplish was to extend her climax. He proved successful as Rachel thrashed and whined for almost a minute before she finally started to calm down. Then, he let her fall forward but he followed and kept pounding into her wet pussy as she lay sprawled across the bed. Minutes ticked by and he appeared to be getting no closer to a release which made me wonder if he had used up all his juice the night before.
"Fuck me, baby," my wife moaned.
"You want me to fuck you?" he replied.
"Yes, fuck me good," she answered.
Rachel had never used dirty words in bed with me, but she seemed at ease with Larry. The dirty words appeared to energized him as if he realized she was showing him an unseen part of her, and he started moving even faster. Soon, I could tell he was approaching the point of no return.
"Don't cum in me," Rachel said in a low voice, obviously sensing his state as well.
"Yeah..." he grunted
Pleased that she had maintained control on such an important issue, I watched him approach his peak wondering how he would finish.
"Remember," she warned, again.
The maintenance man started fucking her so aggressively I thought it might be hurting her, but it only lasted for about twenty strokes before he suddenly pulled out with a deep grunt.
"Fuck, here it comes, baby," he declared as Rachel spun to her back.
Then his body was over her with his fist pumping his hard cock just inches from her breasts. With a final moan, several large drops of semen fell onto her breasts and she instantly started to rub the thick fluid into her skin. The fact that only a small quantity had dribbled out made me, once more, think about their night together, how many releases he had experienced and where that cum had landed. Without speaking, my wife took his half-hard cock in her hand and brought the head to her mouth. For the next few minutes, I watched as she licked the entire shaft, and most of his balls clean. When she finished, her lover fell to her side and they entwined in a tight connection. Thinking things had ended, I returned to the sofa, but it took another thirty minutes before my wife appeared at the door in her thin robe.
"All finished?" I asked a bit sarcastically.
"I am with him... He's getting dressed," she replied, showing no distress, as she sat on my knee.
The pungent smell of fresh sex filled my nostrils and for a moment I thought about opening her robe and inspecting for marks. However, I decided to maintain some sanity and wait until her lover left.
"Need to get the tools," the man said awkwardly moments later when he left the bedroom.
"Okay, Larry," Rachel responded cheerily.
"I didn't fix the sink yet," he declared as we heard the clanging of metal.



"Come back tomorrow," I said and saw him nod.
With his hands full, he made for the door, and my wife rose to open it, giving him a nice view of her jiggling breasts as she moved. He paused as if he expected a kiss, but she stayed back and he left.
Rachel stepped up to me, pulled on my hand, and said, "C'mon."
I let her lead me to the bedroom and her lack of guilt surprised me. Normally, she focused on consequences, sometimes debilitatingly so, which made her current ease hard to fathom.
"Rachel, how are you dealing with everything?" I asked as we settled on the edge of the bed.
"I'm okay... better than I expected," she answered, and then added with an impish grin, "Remember, you told me to."
"Hmmm..." I declared, realizing the role my words would play.
"Let's make love," she said as a needy look appeared.
"You need to shower first," I replied, and then added, "I don't want to come in contact with his... stuff."
"Okay," she answered and my rebuke brought a sad look to her face which made me feel guilty.
She was gone for about ten minutes and then returned with a towel wrapped tightly around her body. I stood as she approached and kissed her lightly on the lips. A second one followed and the third time our lips met I pulled her body hard against mine while kissing her passionately. When it finally ended, she was a bit out of breath but had a big smile.
"Get on the bed... on your back. You'll want to know everything and I want to do it all at once," she demanded.
"Where?" I asked looking at the large wet spot.
"Baby, deal with it," she replied and pushed on my arm.
I undressed and found the best spot I could, close to the edge of the mattress, and once in place, Rachel straddled my body. Since I wasn't hard, and she hadn't lubricated, she simply fell onto my chest.
"Now, no questions until I finished. I want to get it all out," she said.
"Okay, Rachel," I acknowledged.
"Well, let see... After we talked, and you told me to... I went out in the robe and came up behind him while he was working. When he saw it, he stopped and kissed me... the robe came off. He took me to the bedroom and when he found out I was wet, he... we started doing it. I mean we were doing it within just a few minutes of the call," she explained.
"Did you orgasm?" I asked even though I promised to remain quiet.
"Yes... you aren't supposed to ask questions yet," she replied.
"Go on," I said.
"We did it four times... last night. I had three orgasms and yes they felt really good," she said.
"How did you do it?" I probed.
"Missionary three times and me on top once," she responded.
"You didn't cum on top, you never do," I replied.
"No, I didn't," she confirmed.
"What else happened? Did he lick you? Did you suck him?" I pushed.
"I sucked him... some. A lot, I guess... He didn't lick me," he said.
"Why not? He did before," I asked.
"Because he... uhhh... you won't like it. He kind of came in me the first time," she answered in a nervous voice.
I used my hand to lift her head and when our eyes met, I said, "Rachel? He ejaculated into you? You aren't protected! Are you crazy?"
"I got too excited and forgot to warn him. It was just the one time... and my period is in three days so it's safe. It's okay," she replied guiltily.
"Christ, Rachel... I hope you're right," I responded, shocked she had allowed it despite her arousal. Then, I thought about the present from the professor, and asked, "How did the butt plug get in you? You wouldn't let me near, yet with Larry it's okay?"
"I don't know... I guess I just gave myself to him," she said, stunning me with the meaning of her admission.
"When did that happen?" I asked.
I felt her hand searching for my dick and when she found it, she looked at me and said, "You're hard."
At first, I felt embarrassed that her description would excite me but when she scooted back and my dick hit her dripping pussy, I countered, "And you're wet... soaked."
"It happened after the first time," she said, returning to my question.
"You're first orgasm?" I attempted to clarify.
"That's when you gave yourself to him... and let him put the thing in?" I asked.
"Yeah..." she whispered as she slowly moved her hips.
"He put it in?" I asked.
"Yeah, he saw it on the nightstand where you left it and asked if I used it. I said it was a gift and I'd never tried it," she explained.
"Did it hurt?" I pushed.
"Some..." she admitted.
"Did he use some lube?" I asked, for some reason intrigued she allowed it.
"He put it in... in my pussy first," she replied.
"So pussy juice and his cum? Shit, Rachel," I responded, realizing that she had indeed given herself to him.
"Yeah..." she whispered, and after a pause, she asked, "Do you want to put in?"
"No, baby... it's his thing. You gave it to him," I said.
"That's not true," she replied as she looked down at me.
"Yes, it is... you gave it up to him. This morning, too," I pushed.
"You made me!" she declared, and kissed me for a few seconds before she added, "I expected you sooner."
"No, baby... you wanted to give it to him. You've been wanting it for a while," I told her, as she started to move faster.
"I wanted you with me," she persisted.
"I was here this morning when he fucked you and came all over your tits. You rubbed his cum in deep, didn't you?" I fired back as the feeling of her dripping pussy took me to a higher state of excitement.
"Mmmm... I did. You watched me," she whispered seductively.
A sudden surge hit my body and without warning, I flipped Rachel onto her back and quickly re-entered. Now, I could drive into her deeply, but wanting to learn more and afraid of going over the top too soon, I set a slow, steady pace.
"You liked being with him," I whispered to get her talking again.
"Yeah..." she admitted without hesitation, indicating to me that she was also very aroused.
Suddenly, a thought hit my head, and although I tried not to say it, I couldn't hold back and whispered into her ear, "My beautiful wife has gone bad."
Her eyes which had been closed as she enjoyed the sensations, shot open and she replied, "I'm not bad. You told me to... you wanted me to."
"Maybe... but you still got bad," I teased.
A tiny smile appeared on Rachel's face as she realized my game, and seconds later she started with her provocations, "You should have come sooner to protect me... why did you wait so long?"
"I knew you wanted space, baby," I whispered.
"You should have come sooner," she repeated in a seductive voice and then continued with, "I had to beg him to pull out."
In my wildest imagination, I never thought that my loving wife could play the role of a dirty vamp. Without question, the flirtation and sex had been an incredible step in an uncharted direction, and I worried that her guilt would turn out to be overwhelming. So, now hearing her return my provocation with an equal if not more powerful message was shocking. It indicated to me that she was not going to dwell for long on any guilt. Regardless, I found her words to be deeply arousing and I started to move into her with more purpose.
"Feel good?" I grunted.
"Take it, baby... "she moaned, which pushed me even further.
The magical feeling started to churn in my body and it built so rapidly that I knew my climax would be huge. I tried to stay focused, hoping she would give me some hint that she was on a similar path, but I knew by her sounds that she hadn't started to build. Likely, Larry had fucked her completely out and she had nothing left to offer, but even that thought was arousing.
"I'm going to cum," I warned.
"Yes, yes..." she whispered into my ear, and then with a heavy moan, she added, "It's yours..."
An explosion of stars appeared before my eyes and although I tried to keep moving it felt like several hundred pounds had been loaded onto my back. I pushed in deeply once and then managed to withdraw before I fell into her as my balls spasmed. With a final, deep grunt, I collapsed onto my wife, completely spent.
My next conscious thought was Rachel's hand lovingly stroking my hair. Still sucking in air, I tried to lift to look at her, but she pushed me down onto her bosoms. Several more minutes elapsed before I managed to roll to her side, and when I did, she turned so that we were facing each other.
"I love you," she whispered as she softly pressed her lips against mine.
"I can't move," I whined.
"You're exhausted... you were fighting for me," she giggled.
"My God! Where did you come from?" I gasped.
"Baby, rest. I need to go. I'm already late for school," she replied.
I looked into her eyes for a moment and then said, "Rachel, you're not going to school today."
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It seemed implausible that in such a short timeframe we would experience the world of others in the bedroom. I felt our marriage stood on bedrock and in our small-town world the idea just didn't exist. After all, we were viewed as pillars of the community - a church-going solid family that would never consider something so decadent. Perhaps, it was just about the opportunity, as we now had the freedom provided by the condo and the anonymity of strangers in a large city. However, one would have to be intellectually dishonest to conclude we were mere victims of events. Rather, there had to something within us that embraced the experience and repeatedly led us to the edge. In any event, we now existed in two totally opposed worlds.
When I told Rachel there would be no school that day, her eyes grew large and then she burst out laughing. Pleased by the message, she snuggled close to my side and we shared light kisses and soft purrs for a time before we drifted to sleep. I awoke before her, extremely horny, but wanting to be sure her body had recovered enough from the night's activities to orgasm, I left her sleeping while I went out and made some coffee. Three hours later, just before four in the afternoon, she appeared in a long t-shirt looking quite fresh.
"Are you recovered?" I asked.
"Don't..." she whined as she wormed into my arms.
"How are you feeling?" I asked.
"A little tired...sore," she sighed, and then asked, "Do you really think I'm a bad girl now?"
I knew her question related to the declaration I had made earlier in bed. That was meant as a tease, but the tone of her voice seemed serious. I didn't think she was bad, certainly not in a negative context, so I debated whether to give her immediate comfort or pull the string further.
"Mmmm...I do," I whispered into her ear.
"What? No, I'm not... You don't think that," she fired back, clearly surprised by my response.
Just then, we heard a key in the door, and we quickly looked at each other, both understanding the meaning. Rachel tried to step into the bedroom but I held her firmly and seconds later, Larry appeared at the entrance.
"Uhhh... I thought I was supposed to come back for the sink," he said with a confused expression.
"You were. We got delayed," I explained, and then added, "How about tomorrow?"
He nodded and then looked towards Rachel, and asked, "How are you?"
"Fine, Larry," she responded in a soft voice.
"Okay, then," he said and left.
"Let's go eat, I'm starved," I suggested.
"Wait, buster. You need to explain yourself," she demanded.
I couldn't fathom that she would think my statement was anything but sex talk, which meant what she really sought was stroking. It meant I had more room to play before expressing my undying love.
"Honey, I didn't say I didn't like it," I teased, and fortunately her back was to me so she couldn't see my smile.
"I'm not bad," she whined.
"Do you want to see him, Larry...again?" I asked.
The question made her pause to think, but finally, she answered, "No, I don't."
"Okay, then. One time doesn't make you bad," I said as I kissed her neck.
"Then take it back," she demanded.
"Okay, I take it back," I said and kissed her again.
With that, we began to prepare to go out and thirty minutes later, we found ourselves in a Chinese restaurant. Since it was quite early, only one other table was occupied and after ordering too much food, we started to talk.
"Tell me what you're thinking," Rachel asked.
"I'm thinking last night was crazy...bizarre, but mostly I'm thinking about you and hope you're okay," I replied.
"I'm fine... I mean I'll be okay. A lot to process," she answered, and then said, "God, the kids can never find out. Lizzie would kill me."
"No, of course they can't" I agreed, cringing at the thought as well.
"Tell me what you were thinking...what you felt," she asked.
It seemed out-of-place to answer such an intimate question in our current surroundings, but I liked the fact that we were talking, so I told her, "There was worry, concern, anxiety, and nervousness when I wasn't near you. Not knowing what was happening... how you were doing... was tough. When I got there and knew you were okay, I felt better, and when I saw you...it was very strange. Strangely exciting in a way, but also unreal."
"Did it make you mad?" she asked.
"No, I wasn't mad," I replied.
"Jealous?" she probed.
"It made me want you, too. Is that jealousy?" I asked.
"No, honey... That's lust, I think," she replied.
A little smile appeared on her face as we looked at each other which made me think my admission had pleased her. Just then, the food arrived and we busied ourselves with serving, but after we had taken a few bites, we returned to the discussion.
"Desire maybe, not lust," I said, picking up where we left off.
"Yes, desire is a better word," she agreed.
"Tell me what you were thinking...feeling...when you were in bed with him," I urged.
"It happened so fast... after you told me to..." she started smiling at her phrasing before she continued, "I worried too...about you...about us...but I was so excited, too. And after the first time, I don't...I just kind of let go."
"Quit worrying...about us?" I pushed.
"Yes, I guess. Is that bad? Is that why you said I was bad?" she asked.
"No, that's not why and I'm glad you enjoyed it. It would be much more difficult having the conversation if you didn't," I counseled.
"I agree," she answered and then added, "You don't really think I'm bad, you're just teasing."
"Am I?" I asked.
"Yes, you would never let me. If you thought I was bad you would stop me," she answered, and impressed with her thinking, I gave her a little nod.
We made love when we returned to the condo and although it took patience and persistence, I finally managed to get her to release. I think, much like me, she was pleased to have that mountain behind us. Early, the following morning, we drove home in separate cars so she could make her teaching assignment and I could catch up on all the things I dropped. I made her stay home and drive up and back for her Thursday classes in the city, which meant we were in the same bed for six straight days. That togetherness helped and by the time the weekend arrived, our conversations were very open.
"Do you feel naughty in that bed?" I asked in a low voice on Monday evening when she was back in the city.
"Mmmm...why would I?" she giggled.
We had already talked about kids, school, and work along with the maintenance man. He had not tried to contact her, which was good news, and now she lay naked as we engaged in a little phone play.
"You're right, there's no reason," I teased.
"These sheets are making my nipples hard," she whispered, and then she whined, "Let me touch... I need relief."
"No, baby. You know the rules. Save it for tomorrow and I'll take care of you," I said.
"Promise?" she asked.
"Yes, baby. I promise," I told her.
I was pleased that the encounter with Larry didn't interfere with our phone time. I had come to enjoy it a great deal and felt Rachel did as well. Interestingly, it never resulted in orgasms for either of us, but still had its own special intimacy.
The following day, when she returned home, we did manage to sneak away from the kids late in the evening and enjoy some spectacular lovemaking. Our sexual psyche, still fueled by her experience with Larry, took us down a path of extreme passion. Part of it came from the simple decadence of the event, but there was also a sense of heightened caring driven by our need to emotionally heal. Combined, these elements created incredible energy that kept us going for hours.
As normal, on Wednesday afternoon after she completed her teaching schedule for the day, Rachel departed for the city. Based on the outcomes of the last two evenings, I looked forward to speaking to her later and hopefully engage in a sexual exchange. Thus, I phoned her near our normal time but the call rolled to voicemail, and twenty minutes later when I tried again, the same thing happened. At times, Rachel would dive into her studies and work late, but she always called me back within thirty minutes. So, when an hour had passed, I started to wonder what she might be doing.
"Hi, I'm sorry it took so long," she said when she finally called back, and by the tone of her voice, I knew something had occurred.
"Rachel, what's wrong?" I asked.
It took her several seconds to respond, and then she said, "I...I was bad."
Instantly, I knew she had met with the maintenance guy, but I wanted her to admit it, so I asked, "What happened? Tell me."
"I...I let Larry..." she whimpered.
"You had sex with him?" I pushed.
"Yes..." she forced out.
"Is he still there?" I asked, recalling the last time.
"No...he left," she replied.
"How long was he there, Rachel?" I probed, feeling strangely calm.
"I don't know...four hours," she answered.
Connecting the dots, her admission meant the man had gone to her shortly after she arrived and for the bulk of the evening, he had enjoyed her body. Also, it reinforced my belief that somehow, he kept track of her coming and going.
"How long did it take him? Did you put on the robe?" I challenged her as a vision of her swift capitulation entered my brain.
"I'm sorry..." she whispered.
"How long, Rachel," I demanded.
"I...I guess...not long," she admitted.
"Did he cum in you?" I asked.
"No!" she answered emphatically, and then quickly added, "I wouldn't let him."
"Okay, Rachel, go to sleep, but we need to talk about this more tomorrow. A serious talk. This is going too far," I said.
"Okay...I...I should have...I'm sorry," she replied.
Just as I started to end the call, a thought struck me, and I asked, "Did he put the plug in your butt, again?"
Her silence told the story, but finally, she answered, "Yes."
"Is it still there?" I fired back.
"Yes," she responded.
"Get it out," I demanded.
"Okay," she replied in a guilty voice.
She apologized several more times before the call ended, and once I dropped the receiver, I stared up at the ceiling wondering what we had unleashed. Most troubling to me was this encounter had occurred without my involvement. Plus, despite her repeated declarations that she could handle the man, he had bedded her easily. Did it mean that his seductive powers were too strong for her to handle or did she harbor some hidden desires that he managed to tap into? I struggled to sleep that night as the vision of my wife receiving the man's cock as she kissed him passionately wouldn't go away.
As soon as she arrived home the following afternoon, we retreated to our bedroom and sat down to talk. She strongly denied having any thoughts of being with him again and proclaimed that his appearance at the door was a total surprise. She went on to explain that they talked a few minutes and then, without warning, he wrapped her in a hug and tried to kiss her. She claimed she asked him to stop and averted the kiss, but on his third attempt their lips connected and after that, she lost control. Once in bed, he had gone down and her and made her orgasm and then entered and fucked her until he was ready to climax. He finished across her body and after resting for a while, he asked about the plug. She told him it was in a drawer in the bathroom, and after retrieving the device, he worked it into her ass. After that, she said they talked for a long time about his life and daughter before she took him in her mouth, got him hard, and let him fuck her again. She had another climax and then took him into her mouth and sucked until he exploded.
"Did he tell you to suck him?" I asked.
"Yes, he did," she answered, but I could tell she was lying.
"Rachel?" I challenged.
"Okay...I did it. I couldn't help it," she admitted.
"You were too horny?" I asked, and when she nodded her head I asked, "Did you take the plug out?"
"Yes, like you told me," she answered.
I went silent while I thought about the encounter before taking her chin in my hand, forcing our eyes to connect, and stating, "If you can't handle him, we're getting rid of the condo."
"I can..." she started.
Cutting her off, I said, "Rachel, he got you with ease."
"I'm not easy!" she declared.
"How long did it take him?" I asked.
"That's not fair," she responded, and I could tell the idea annoyed her.
I let her calm for a minute before I said in a soothing voice, "After all this time together... I think we've discovered something about... us really. You have this passion... this naughty passion and I get something...something out of it, too."
"What do we do?" she asked with pleading eyes.
"Do you want him again?" I asked.
"I don't know," she replied, and her eyes dropped back to the floor.
"Do you?" I pushed.
"No... Maybe. I don't know" she stammered and then asked me," What do we do?"
"Maybe, call me first. So, it's us, not just you. Call so we can discuss and decide," I suggested.
A smile came to her face and she moved to sit on my lap, then said, "Or, you could just knock me up."
Seconds later, we were naked and writhing in each other's arms. She wanted me inside her quickly and I barely managed to last long enough for her release to arrive before I blasted my semen. As we held each other, panting heavily, the urologist's message returned and a feeling of guilt hit me as I thought about Rachel's belief that each time we made love she could become pregnant.
The following week, she turned down advances from Larry both times she was at the condo without even bothering to contact me. I felt reassured that she could exert some control, although I expected at some point the call would come seeking permission. The end of school was now approaching with one more week of classes and then finals, and since she had no plans to attend summer school, I thought she might get the bug soon.
"Is it okay if I stay over Tuesday night?" my wife asked on Sunday.
"Why?" I asked, wondering if it had to do with the maintenance man.
"The study group is meeting and it's kind of my turn," she explained, and then added, "With finals coming, it will be a long meeting."
"Okay," I agreed, and then asked, "What are you going to do with the condo over the summer? Just leave it empty?"
"Lizzie is thinking about taking a couple of classes. The second session, though," she said, referring to our daughter who had just turned eighteen and was about to graduate high school.
"Can't she stay here and go to the community college?" I asked, and then added, "It's cheaper."
"We talked it through and thought it would be a better transition to university life," she answered, referring to my daughter's plans to attend a large school in the fall.
"I see. Why am I always the last to know?" I moped.
"Because you don't count," she laughed, and then said, "Except, you know... the money."
Monday evening, Rachel was in a playful mood and we talking and teased on the phone for almost an hour. She informed me that Larry hadn't come by and I sensed just a hint of disappointment in her voice. When she reminded me that she planned to stay over the following night so she could meet with her study group, I asked what she planned to do with Josh. He had tried brusquely several times before to get with my wife, and I suspected he wouldn't pass up the opportunity in the condo. She brushed it off, saying "Josh is Josh" and the call ended.
The following day, early in the evening my son informed me he needed his birth certificate for driver education classes which were due to start soon, and after searching the house and coming up empty, I decided to call Rachel who would know exactly where it was located.
"Hi, honey. Sorry to interrupt, but where did you put the birth certificates?" I asked, thinking she was still with the study group.
"There in the top drawer of my desk, near the back. Why?" she said, which led me to explain our son's need.
"How's the group doing?" I asked.
"We're finished," she answered, and then added, "Josh is still here."
"Why?" I asked, curious about her state.
"He brought some wine, so we're having a drink," she explained.
Her voice sounded fine, so after a quick goodbye, I hung up, expecting that later that evening she would have a story to tell about the student's ham-handed attempt to get into her panties. However, when her call arrived just forty-five minutes later, I knew something interesting must have occurred.
"You're not going to believe this," she declared with a slight tone of distress.
"What?" I asked as visions of Josh attacking her filled my head.
"Larry came by and when he saw Josh, he got mad. There was a fight," she replied.
"A fight? A real fight with fists or just yelling," I tried to clarify.
"Yelling...just yelling. No fists," she acknowledged.
"Rachel, are you safe? Are they gone?" I asked.
"Yes, they're gone. Larry left and then Josh grabbed his things and left," she responded.
"Shit, Rachel...you have men fighting over you," I said, and then added, "It's not good. How long did it last?"
"I know... Only for a minute. Maybe, not even a minute," she answered.
"And he...Larry thought you were doing something with Josh? Were you?" I asked.
"No! I opened the door and when he saw him, he just went off," she explained.
"That's more than being a little jealous. That's possessive behavior," I told her.
"I know, honey. Remember what I'm in school for," she answered condescendingly.
He'll come back... he'll come back on the pretext of apologizing. Plus, now Josh knows somethings up. It's not good," I said, thinking out loud.
"I know. I'll have to think about how to deal with Josh. I feel so bad for him. He was in total shock," she said.
"Use the chain, Rachel," I said.
"It's already up," she answered.
I paused for a moment to think about it all and then said, "Damn, woman. You've got men fighting for you. Did you when you were young?"
"No! Definitely a first," she said with a forced laugh.
"Did Josh try anything... before?" I asked.
"Not really...well, not much. Mostly he was giving out info. Stuff about Professor Kott," she replied, perking up a little.
"Like what?" I probed.
"Well, he said he has been in the garage before and seen all the things. He said Professor Davis and her husband are regular visitors, too. I think he might have done something with Anna but he wouldn't admit it," she described.
"Why do you think that?" I asked, feeling a little jealous.
"The way he acted when he talked...his smile," she answered, offering nothing solid.
"What else?" I pushed.
She started giggling and it took her a moment to stop, then she said, "He said Dr. Kott is huge."
"Huge? You mean his penis?" I asked.
"Yes, he called it a monster," she responded and started laughing again.
"If he knows about his dick, then something must have happened... something. Did you ask him how he knows?" I queried.
"No, that's when everything happened. I didn't get a chance," she explained.
We continued to discuss the event for a few more minutes and then I tried to convince my wife to get undressed and lay down so we could play. However, she begged off stating she still felt frazzled from the experience and it didn't take much effort to convince me. As I thought about everything, I realized that the upcoming summer break, that would bring her home for several months, was arriving at the right time.
I didn't see Rachel the next day as she drove in just to hold her classes and then immediately headed back to the city. However, on her return trip, she called me to discuss something that was on her mind.
"I'm thinking about inviting Josh back. If he'll come," she announced.
"Why?" I asked.



"I feel so bad for him. What happened...he had no idea and he left angry. Also, I want to know what he's thinking...about Larry and me," she explained.
A silly thought entered my head, and before I could stop myself, I made the dig, "You sure that's it, sweetie? Or, do you just want to wear your robe?"
Turning the tables, she fired back, "Hmmm...hadn't thought about that. Are you giving permission?"
"Uhhh... I was just asking a question," I replied and my cowed voice made her laugh.
"He probably won't come anywhere near the condo... or me," she responded.
"Trust me, Rachel. He'll show," I answered.
With that, I let her go, but recalling all his efforts in the past, I felt certain he would be thrilled to get the invite. For some reason, knowing the student would spend the evening alone with my wife made me antsy. She had proved she could handle the young man, having fended him off multiple times, but the thought of the wolf so close to its prey stayed with me. Then, an idea struck me that I wanted to share, so I dialed her number.
"Hey, baby..." she said in a soft voice that let me know she had been sleeping.
"Oh, sweetie...I'm sorry," I offered.
"It's okay, I need to get up," she replied.
"Are you naked?" I whispered.
"Yeah..." she responded with a giggle, and then added, "Like you want me."
I got up to close my office door and then asked, "Are your nipples hard?"
"Mmmm...yeah..." she sighed seductively, making my dick stiffen.
"I wish I was there," I said.
"Baby, you're just worried about Josh," she giggled.
"Oh, you think so?" I asked.
"Yes, you called to check on me," she replied with another laugh.
"You want to wear your robe for him?" I asked, deciding to tease back.
"Your robe, baby. Do you want me to?" she asked.
For just a moment, my head filled with the vision of her prancing around the small space with the sexy garment clinging to her body as the student's hormones surged.
"I called to tell you to get more info on Kott," I said, changing the subject.
She laughed again and then said, "Sweetie, I already planned to and you didn't answer my question."
I realized it marked the second time we had discussed Josh and the robe in the span of just a few hours. Although it was playful banter between husband and wife, it felt edgy too, and I wondered whether Rachel, subconsciously, was sending a message. Then, there was the simple concept of losing a debate and waiting for her to rub my nose in it.
"If I don't call by eight to say no, then you have permission," I said, pleased with my approach.
I heard her inhale sharply, and she replied, "That's dirty."
I felt certain, especially after several drinks, that she would be watching the clock in anticipation of my call. I could string it along for as long as I wanted, depending on my mood, before ending the suspense.
"Rachel, remember, it's permission, not a requirement," I whispered, taking a final shot.
"I'm done with you," she declared with a laugh and after chatting a bit about the kids, the call ended.
The thing I hadn't counted on when I threw out the deadline was that I would end up watching the clock, too. Every few minutes, my mind returned to the condo, and the interaction underway. I could only speculate about the conversation, Josh's efforts, and my wife's state of mind. As the pre-determined time grew closer, my anxiousness intensified, but I decided to take it to the limit and waited until just a few minutes before eight.
"I knew you'd call," my wife said immediately when she answered.
"Really? You think you know me?" I laughed.
"Yes, anyway, he left an hour ago," she announced.
"You're kidding? I didn't see that coming. I thought you had him under your spell," I teased, although I was truly surprised the young man had departed.
"I guess not...too old," she replied, seeking stroking.
"That's not true," I answered, then added, "Probably went to Dr. Kott's garage to spank Anne...or get spanked."
My words made Rachel laugh and then she said, "I think he's in bad shape in one class and really needed to get to work. But we did talk more about the professor."
"Tell me," I demanded.
"He has been with Anna. He didn't want to admit it but I pestered him until he broke down," she said.
"Been with? You mean sex or doing the bondage and spanking stuff?" I asked.
"Both! He told me the Kott's had another couple that was like their regular... group or whatever you'd call it. They were the same age as the professor. One day, he gets invited to the house and sees it. He said he freaked out like we did at first," she explained.
"Weird," I answered, unsure of what else to say.
"Yeah, he was worried they were expecting him to do something with another man, but it never got pushed. He just... you know... was with the women. Dr. Kott told him they wanted some youth," she laughed.
"I guess...I mean you know the stuff is out there, you just never expect to run into it," I offered.
"I know!" Rachel replied.
Several seconds of silence ensued, and then, thinking of my wife's current state, I asked, "Have you changed?"
"Of course, I wanted to be ready for your call," she responded with a giggle, pleased with her wit.
I convinced her to go to bed, and for the next thirty minutes, we engaged in our phone play. Rachel responded passionately throughout the interaction which made me think Josh, their conversation, or perhaps both, had put her into an aroused state. She described the condition and feelings in her body in detail while I told her all the intimate things I wanted to do with it. As the call ended, I had to endure her pleas once more for self-relief, but like the other times, I told her to save it until she got home. Happily, for me, sleep came easily, and my last conscious thought was about the following evening when I could have my wife's naked body pressed against mine.
"Honey, do you mind if I stay over tonight to study? I need the peace and quiet," she asked during a morning call.
"Ummm...I guess," I responded, although I felt disappointed, I would have to wait another day to get her into bed.
"I'll make it up, I promise," she said in a soothing voice, sensing my condition.
We talked several times the next day, but I didn't see her until she finished her teaching assignments on Friday afternoon. She arrived home just after the kids, and eager to spend time with them, I didn't get her to myself until almost ten. She had slipped off before me and I found her in bed, naked beneath the sheets, with the lights out.
"What took you?" she giggled.
"You snuck away," I laughed as I quickly stripped.
Joining her, I immediately pulled her warm body against mine and let my hands wander. Her wet pussy confirmed her arousal and when I tried to lower my head to taste her, she pulled on my shoulders.
"I can't wait," she declared as she moved me between her legs.
I tried to go slow and stay in control, but her movements and the needy whines that escaped her mouth spurred me on. Soon, I moved rapidly and a wet slapping sound emanated from the meeting of our bodies.
"Need to slow..." I grunted.
"No...don't. C'mon...go," she whined.
I did as she demanded and tried to hold back but didn't make it long. In a series of deep grunts, I fired my semen into her and then collapsed onto her body. Recovering, I realized I had left her wanting, but my climax had left me completely devoid of energy.
"Sorry, sweetie," I moaned.
"Shhhh..." she whispered, seemingly content, and then added, "One of these times it's going to happen."
"An orgasm?" I asked, unable even in our intimate state to pass up the opportunity to tease her.
She slapped me on the shoulder, and then said, "A baby, you turd."
Ignoring my laughter, she rolled me from her body and her hand found my deflated dick. She pulled on it, while occasionally fondling my balls, until she had me acceptably hard, and then climbed on top. In the darkness, I could barely make out her form, and content to let her do the work, I rested my hands on her hips and enjoyed the feeling. She rode me for several minutes, but it didn't seem she was progressing, so I wasn't surprised when she fell onto my chest.
"Finals?" I asked.
"Yeah..." she sighed.
The next morning when I woke, I could hear Rachel in the bathroom, but needing to relieve myself, I entered anyway. She stood at the vanity dressed in her robe and peered into the mirror as she plucked her eyebrows.
"Morning," I said with a gummy mouth.
"Morning, sweetie," she answered.
After finishing, I moved to leave so she could have the space to herself, but turned back to her at the door, and said, "We should do something with the kids today."
"You sure they want to be with us?" she asked.
The exchange had made her body turn which opened her robe and I saw a dark spot on the side of her left breast. Rachel caught the direction of my gaze and her hand quickly closed the garment, but it was too late.
"Open your robe," I demanded as I stepped, completely nude, towards her.
"Why?" she asked nervously.
"So, I can count the damn hickeys," I replied, fighting to hold back my anger. Several tense seconds passed as we held each other's state, before I said again, "Open the damn robe, Rachel."
Her hand dropped and the garment parted several inches exposing one of the bites, but guessing there were more, I pulled it from her shoulders revealing her entire chest. There were two fresh hickeys on her left orb and one on her right, and when I looked up, I could see fear in her eyes.
"I'm sorry," she whispered.
"You fucked Josh. Without permission...without telling me," I accused.
"I...I don't know what to say," she answered, now close to tears.
"You lied to me... he was still there," I challenged her, but suddenly another thought entered my mind, and I said, "It wasn't Josh. It was Larry."
"I...I'm sorry," she said for the third time.
"Was it Larry?" I demanded, and when she nodded her head, I asked, "Did he fuck you Thursday, too?"
She nodded again, and unable to think of anything appropriate to say, I turned and left. While I threw on some clothes, I heard her begin to sob, but I was in no mood to be forgiving. For the entire day, I found things to do around town so I could avoid seeing my wife. With so much to think about, I didn't want to deal with her emotion or risk it triggering mine. Finally, just an hour before sundown, I returned home and was pleased to see Lizzie's car gone. If lucky, our son would also be out leaving the house to just Rachel and me.
I found my wife sitting on the living room sofa dressed in jeans and a short-sleeved blouse. She looked at me with a hopeful expression as I approached, but I stopped at her side without speaking.
"You didn't call me back," she said referring to the three messages she left.
"No," I answered without elaborating, and then said, "Is the house empty."
"Yes, everyone's out with friends," she responded.
"Rachel, why did you lie to me...hide it?" I asked sternly.
"I...I don't know," she whispered.
"You know...Larry. You have a boyfriend," I stated.
"That's not true!" she declared, but by the look in her eyes, I knew the message startled her.
"You stayed over to be with him," I challenged her.
"I needed to study, too," she replied in a tiny voice.
Ignoring her statement, I started with my thoughts, "When you were fucking him Wednesday, you made plans to meet Thursday. I know that's what happened. You snuck around... lied to me to see your new boyfriend."
"I'm sorry," she whispered as she stared at the floor.
"Did you have something planned for when Josh left, too? How did he just miraculously show up?" I asked, angrily.
"I called him..." she admitted nervously.
"You called him? After we talked with you in bed...as husband and wife? You have his number?" I pushed, shocked by the message.
"I made a mistake..." she responded, making no real effort to mount a defense.
"Rachel, I want to know the whole story. What happened...when he left...if he left on Wednesday and when he returned on Thursday," I demanded.
"He left..." she replied as if it made things better.
"What happened, Rachel," I demanded again.
She gave me a worried look, took a deep breath, and then explained, "I called him and he came over. He left...just after midnight and then we met the next day."
"When the next day?" I pushed.
"He came over during the day when I was studying and then we met that night," she admitted.
"And you fucked him each time...three times," I stated and when she nodded, I asked, "Did he spend the night?"
The look on her face told the story, but I would soon learn there was far more to it than I suspected. Frightened to speak, it took her almost a minute as I stared at her before she began.
"We...I went out with him..." she said, after a short pause, added, "We went to his house."
"You went out with him? On a date? And then fucked him in his bed?" I fired off in rapid succession.
Her eyes went to the floor as she started to sob, and then forced out in a soft voice, "I don't know what to say."
More silence ensued, and when her crying ebbed, I asked, "Are you in love with him?"
"No! God no!" she fired back instantly.
"But you love fucking him," I countered.
"No..." she started.
"Yes, Rachel. You do," I interrupted.
"No...I don't know... It was exciting and you...I thought you were okay. It just...I went too far. I don't know why," she responded as the tears returned.
"Because you love fucking him," I replied provocatively again which caused her to look at me. We locked eyes for several seconds, and then I asked, "Did he cum in you?"
Her expression provided the answer, and I rose to leave as she called out, "No...wait."
Ten minutes later, I sat in a dingy beer joint nursing a beer. Fortunately, no one in our social circle frequented the place so I could brood in peace. Thinking back, it seemed unfathomable that so much could have occurred in the span of just a few months, but I knew there was no opportunity to go back. My male instincts told me I should be livid at my wife's behavior and take immediate action. However, my involvement complicated things which meant I would need to proceed in a rational but deliberate manner. In any event, the time had arrived to give up the condo as Rachel clearly couldn't handle the freedom.
"I'm sorry," she whispered when I climbed into bed several hours later.
"You've been saying that a lot," I replied.
I had my back turned to her but I didn't fight her when I felt her arm loop over my shoulders and her body snuggle against mine. The soft feel of fabric informed me she had dressed in her full pajamas which I took as another sign of her guilt.
"Say something," she finally said after several minutes of silence.
"Where did he take you?" I asked as for some reason her date seemed even more intimate than the sex.
"A Mexican food place," she whispered.
"And then back to his place to fuck," I stated, and then asked, "How many times did he take you?"
Several seconds passed before she replied, "Three."
"You're probably pregnant," I said, and when she didn't answer, I told her, "It's time to get rid of the condo."
If she ever responded, I didn't hear it as the long day and liquor took me to a much-needed sleep. The kids picked up on the tension in the house the next day and I noticed Lizzie trying to talk to her mom several times. Later, when we were alone, we had another conversation where I learned further details about her two days of sex. After calling the man over, they had fucked twice, and the following morning when he returned, they did it again. Then, that evening after dinner he had quickly taken her to his bed and enjoyed her three times. She explained that his first ejaculation came without warning and after that time, it seemed pointless to stop him. Also, I found out he had inserted the plug in her the first night and when he returned the next morning and found she had removed it, he made her put it back. She had worn it until the following morning.
"I don't want you to spend the night. You need to drive back and forth," I told her with regards to her upcoming finals schedule.
"Okay," she answered.
"We'll turn the condo in at the end of the month," I said.
"What about Lizzie? Summer school?" she asked.
"I think we have bigger issues to deal with," I replied.
I kept close tabs on Rachel's movements the following week and convinced myself she had traveled to and from her finals with no side visits. Unfortunately, her indiscretions ruined the excitement about completing the first year, so that weekend, we only had a brief celebration that Lizzie organized. Almost two weeks had elapsed since we made love, but in bed, when my wife reached for me, I turned down her attempt as my mind remained cluttered.
Rachel, now free from school and her teaching duties had plenty of free time. She asked about taking our daughter to the city for a shopping spree but I told her firmly the condo remained off-limits.
"Do we really have to give up the condo?" she asked one evening and before I could reply, she added, "I made a mistake. I know that, but it won't happen again."
"Yes, we do. I don't have any trust in you right now," I told her, and then said as something of a cheap shot, "You need to take a pregnancy test."
"I'm not pregnant," she replied.
"Has your period arrived?" I probed, and when she shook her head, I demanded, "Then take the test."
Three hours later, as I sat in front of the TV, Rachel made a production of standing in front of me with something in her hand that I deduced was part of the test.
"I told you," she said.
Clearly aggravated, she marched off and I realized it was the first time she had shown any annoyance at my behavior since she had admitted her encounter with the maintenance man. I felt a sudden rush of anger, but as it slowly subsided, I realized the time had probably come to move on. We needed to start collecting all the things she had amassed at the condo, so I suggested to her we travel up the following weekend, spend some time alone, and load up the SUV. By her look, I guessed she realized my suggestion meant there might be a light at the end of the tunnel and quickly agreed.
Mid-week, as we sat alone in front of the TV, she turned to me and said, "Dr. Kott wants us to meet for dinner this weekend."
"That freak? How did he know we would be in town?" I asked, suddenly suspicious.
"He called this morning to see how finals went," she explained.
"He's the kind of person...thing...we're trying to get away from," I countered.
Rachel's attention returned to the program, but a few minutes later she turned back to me and said, "I understand what you're saying and how you feel, but he has been supportive and I do have another year to go."
"Rachel his support comes from the fact that he wants to fuck you," I declared.
I could tell she was taken aback by my pointed message and it took her several seconds before she could reply, "That's not true. I'm a good student and we get along well. You see everything through the same biased glasses."
"My bias comes from his own words and your actions," I responded.
She looked at me without speaking for several long seconds, and then rose and left the room. I knew my comments had been inflammatory and made her angry, but I felt I stood on the moral high ground. Unfortunately, with each passing minute the ground seemed to erode a little more, and reluctant to abandon the progress we had made to move past Larry, I went to find her. Resting on our bed and reading a book, she didn't look up as I approached. I sat and started to massage her feet and only then did she acknowledge my presence.



"What?" she asked in an irritated voice.
"I'm sorry about what I said. If you want to meet them, it's okay," I told her.
"Okay," she answered and went back to reading.
Friday afternoon, we drove together towards the city with plans to meet Dr. Kott and his wife for dinner and then pack up most of my wife's belongings the following day. We had engaged in some vague discussion about staying over Saturday as well but made no firm decision. There remained a palpable tension between us and so far, we had not made love since her rendezvous with Larry. I think both of us hoped that we might finally connect during the short trip.
"Hopefully, everything will fit and we'll only have to move one load," I said, returning to a discussion we had held previously.
"I think it will," she answered, although I could tell the thought didn't please her as it meant she was one step closer to losing the space.
"Good," I replied.
We drove in silence for several miles, and then she suddenly blurted out, "Can we talk about this some more. I don't want to move out."
"No, we can't. Not with Larry...and Josh. Both coming by regularly," I said, allowing myself to once again slide down the accusatory slope.
"Nothing...I didn't do anything with Josh," she answered defensively.
"Rachel, you had two men fighting over you. It should have ended then. You should have never gone back," I said, and then after a pause added, "Josh no doubt knows the truth... or suspects it. You said he asked you about it. What if he blabs all over school? What then?"
"He won't," she declared.
"How do you know?" I pushed.
"He won't," she said again.
"Why? What makes you so sure?" I demanded.
"Because he swore, he wouldn't," she answered.
"That won't stop him. He has no reason to be honorable," I challenged her, and then guessing there might be more, I asked, "What happened to make him promise?"
"I told him the truth. He said if I wanted his silence, he wanted to know everything," she answered.
"Shit, Rachel. Why?" I said as I shook my head.
"I...I guess I had too much wine," she responded.
"Yeah, enough to call Larry as soon as Josh left," I replied, taking the easy shot.
"Fuck you," she said with clear anger in her voice.
Seething from the brief exchange, we drove the rest of the way in silence and when we arrived, I headed for the condo while my wife made her way to the office to finalize the details of her departure. After lowering the A/C, I went to the bathroom to pee and had just finished when I noticed the butt plug sitting on the counter. No doubt, my wife had left it there weeks ago as she hurried to leave, never expecting that it would be so long before she returned. Suddenly, I had a vision of her across the lap of the maintenance man with her butt wiggling as he slowly pushed it inside. Although irritated, I left it undisturbed deciding reluctantly that our relationship didn't need any more chaos.
I was sitting in the living room when my wife arrived ten minutes later but I didn't mention the device. We began to box a few things, although I could tell it pained her and she acted quite relieved when the time came to prepare for dinner. I gave her a thirty-minute head start and then went to shower and wasn't at all surprised to find the plug moved.
"Let's keep it quick," I said as we pulled out of the complex.
"Whatever you think is best," she answered sarcastically.
I kept my eyes straight ahead determined to get through the evening, pack the vehicle, and leave the next day without any flare-ups.
At the restaurant, Rachel entered a few steps ahead of me and despite my deep annoyance I had to admire her appearance. She had dressed in a fashionable red dress cut several inches about her knees that showed a hint of cleavage and I watched as the men's heads started to turn. I couldn't help but wonder if their thoughts of her would change if they knew of her recent sexual escapades.
Fortunately, we arrived to find the professor and his wife already seated and after quick hellos, we settled in at the table. The older man, as was his norm, took in my wife with his penetrating stare. Anna, unlike the previous gathering, was in an outgoing mood and acted bubbly. Indeed, her demeanor was so different that I wondered what might be driving the change. Regardless, after ordering wine, we started a lively conversation but it didn't take long for the subject to move towards the school which left me as an outsider. Since the evening was progressing nicely, we accepted the couple's suggestion to move to the bar. However, just a few minutes later when the women departed for the bathroom, the Polish man dropped a bomb on me that made me wish we had left.
"I understand Rachel has taken a lover," the foreign man stated boldly.
Instantly, I knew that my wife had misjudged her trust in the grad student as somehow, in the span of just a few weeks, the information had made its way to the professor.
"Josh told you," I said, deciding not to play coy.
"Yes, he was over a week ago for a small...gathering. His excitement made him quite talkative," the man explained.
"Well, we would appreciate it if you keep it to yourself," I said.
"Of course," the man replied. An awkward silence set in that was finally broken when he said, "The offer is still available. I understand I might be off base but I want it clear."
His statement made me start to chuckle as I thought about his determination and I replied, "I think I'd rather use your garage. Give her a spanking."
"What a marvelous idea," he responded eagerly with his heavy accent adding some flair.
Quickly, an image of Rachel bound and displayed while I looked through the selection of spanking devices appeared in my mind. Hearing her pleas and whimpers would go a long way towards achieving a sense of balance regarding all her indiscretions.
"She'd never do it," I laughed, coming to my senses.
"Perhaps, the key is to tell and not ask," he responded calmly.
Just then, I spotted my wife and Anna headed our way so I dropped the subject. For the next hour, we enjoyed several cocktails and continued our discussions from dinner. However, I could tell our brief conversation had piqued the professor's interest as several times he shot questioning glances my way. Thus, I wasn't entirely surprised when he brazenly made a move.
"Anna, I believe our friends might want to come to the house for a drink," he announced.
Instantly, a confused expression appeared on my wife's face while the Polish woman went silent. Like a switch flipping, her vivacious manner turned sullen. The change was so dramatic that for several seconds, I focused on her rather than my wife. However, when I saw Rachel staring at me with a questioning look, I quickly turned her way. In truth, it was a simple decision that shouldn't have resulted in any angst, yet I found myself nervously considering the reasoning and likely outcome.
"Just one," I finally answered.
"Excellent!" the professor declared.
Rachel remained mostly silent as we left and I could tell she was very confused. We drove for a few minutes with her giving me strange looks before she finally spoke.
"You're not getting with her... we aren't swapping," she stated, and before I could respond, she added, "Look, I made a mistake but let's not make more. Let's go home."
"Just a drink, Rachel," I answered although I had to fight to keep the smugness from my face.
We arrived in time to see them entering the house and when we got to the door, we found they had left it open. We made our way to their den and spotted Anna sitting rigidly on the sofa while Dr. Kott worked on opening a bottle. I didn't think we needed anything more to drink but thought it might help with the segue, so I kept quiet. The professor tried to initiate a conversation, but with the tension in the room, it was difficult and finally, when everyone's glass was half empty, he changed direction.
"Anna, come with me," he said in a firm voice and moved towards the garage.
When they disappeared, I rose and as I stepped towards my wife, she said brusquely, "I'm not going to watch her get whipped again."
"Stand up Rachel," I demanded.
"Why?" she asked sensing something amiss.
"I'm going to take you in there and spank you," I stated causing a shocked look to appear on her face but before she could speak, I added, "You deserve it."
"You've lost your mind," she declared.
"Stand up," I said firmly.
"No," she responded.
"Rachel, stand up now. You're getting spanked," I replied feeling my temples begin to throb.
She slowly rose, but when she was on her feet, she said, "I want to leave."
"Not yet," I answered and took her arm.
At first, she tried to pull away but after several seconds she let loose with a heavy sigh and let me guide her down the hallway into the garage turned dungeon. We arrived in time to see Anna removing her dress and soon we could see she wore only a lacy bra. The thick thatch of dirty blonde hair still covered her mound and when she removed her bra, her nicely proportioned breasts came into view.
"Stand straight," Henry Kott demanded and his wife took a military-like stance.
Then, all eyes turned to Rachel who knew the expectation. She fidgeted for a few seconds and then looked defiantly towards me.
"I'm not going to do this," she said.
"Rachel..." I started.
"Your husband feels that your behavior has been... deserving of punishment. I must say that from what Josh told me, I agree with him," the professor announced.
"Josh... he told you?" she fired back, truly surprised.
"Yes. Now, enough talk. Do as you've been told," he demanded sharply.
I could tell Rachel was dumbstruck by the revelation and for several seconds her eyes darted between the professor and me. Then, slowly, her hand reached behind her back and found the hook on the dress. She unclasped it and the sound of the descending zipper filled the quiet room. Then, with admirable dexterity, she lifted the dress from her body leaving her standing in just her thong, bra, and low heels.
"Everything," I demanded with a dry mouth.
The heels came off first, followed by the bra, but she paused for several seconds before looping her fingers in the strings and pulling the tiny garment down her smooth legs.
"Stand straight," the professor commanded, and surprisingly, she made an attempt to follow Anna's lead.
Without speaking, the older man approached a small table, took something off the top, and then moved in front of my wife. He lifted the object, looped it around her neck, and made some adjustments before stepping back to inspect. I could see that he had fitted her with a collar, about an inch wide with a small metal loop in the front. He inspected the front of her body and then her back before turning to me with a smile.
"Your wife is lovely as I knew she would be. I suggest you start by securing her to the bench. It's my own design which I'm quite proud of," he said and motioned towards a well-constructed device a few feet away.
I looked at it curiously trying to determine how it worked. A padded piece about three feet off the ground dominated the design and at either end, a wide board acted as a floor brace. I could see along the bottom supports there were rings every six inches and on the padded bench were three straps. I suspected a person would lay face down on the padded piece giving access to their butt but certainly didn't appreciate the details.
"Okay, I agree," I told him.
With a smile, he took my wife by the elbow, and now resigned to her fate, she allowed him to direct her to the device. Like I guessed, he had her lay face down on the bench and then stand up as he made some height adjustment. When he finished, he put her back in place, and then from a nearby table he took some objects and I looked on as he connected her ankles and wrists to the crossbars. The simplicity and effectiveness of the design was evident as my wife's pretty ass now protruded before me on full display.
"This is crazy," Rachel called out.
"Let's open her a bit," the professor suggested as a look of glee filled his face.
Quickly, he adjusted her feet wider, and in doing so he opened her ass cheeks giving us a clear view of her pussy and puckered hole. Likely, only her doctor had ever seen her in such a completely exposed position.
"Hurry and get it over," she demanded and I could hear anger rising in her voice.
"Quiet Rachel. You should have thought about it when you were fucking Larry," I replied, feeling a sudden wave of power surge through me.
My words made the older man's smile grow even wider, and he moved close to me and whispered, "Consider having her feel some pain in her nipples as well as her ass. It usually has amazing results."
Although I wasn't completely sure what he meant, I still nodded my assent and he quickly moved to a table, picked up some devices, and stepped near her head. He looked up at me and motioned for me to join him and when I arrived, he pulled her right breast from beneath her until he exposed her nipple and quickly attached a spring-loaded clamp with small teeth.
"Ayyyeeee...shit. Take it off! Enough! Take it off!" she cried out as her body shook.
Despite her pleas, the professor moved to her other side and did the same thing with her left breasts which brought forth renewed protests. Then, he took a small cable, attached it to the ring in her collar, and a loop on the bench. With a quick adjustment, he had her secured in a way that offered almost no movement of her head. She continued to whine and beg from the assault on her nipples as he made his way back to me, and just for a moment, I became sympathetic, but when I recalled her deceit, I committed myself to her punishment.
Dr. Kott motioned me to the table and then explained, "I suggest either using the paddle or crop. Perhaps the flogger, but the other things are best used in experienced hands."
I lifted the paddle, that looked made for ping pong, and ceremoniously moved it through the air several times. Then, with a nod to the man, I stepped towards my wife. I moved it over her ass several times and then without warning, I took it back and struck her crisply on one cheek.
"Owww, don't hurt me," she yelled.
I ignored her whine and hit her again on the other cheek which brought forth a similar response. Then, I started rapidly striking alternate sides while enjoying the crisp sound I created and Rachel's begging. I thought I had barely started when Dr. Kott's hand landed on my shoulder and motioned for me to step away.
"Pain is important but so is anticipation. Make her desire it, not fear it. Take your time...be patient," he counseled.
The message resonated with me and I nodded my head and affirmed, "I understand."
"Good. I'm going to play with Anna," he replied.
Returning to my wife, I gazed at her delicate labia, and realizing the paddle was the wrong instrument, I picked up the crop. I drew it along the inside of her thighs as she continued to whimper and then gently started to tap her pussy. As soon as I made contact, a new wave of pleas shot forth telling me I had done enough. I remained silent and continued to tease her and gently spank her ass when suddenly the professor appeared at my side, again.
"Her begging is annoying don't you think?" he asked in a clear voice.
"It's been enough," Rachel cried out.
"A bit," I replied, unsure where he was going.
He held up his hand and I could see a device with leather straps and a bright red ball. I knew enough about bondage to recognize it as a gag and couldn't help but smile when I thought about it on Rachel. I nodded to him and without hesitation, he stepped towards her and in her restrained state, she couldn't fend off his efforts.
"No...ummm..." she protested as he began to position the device.
Quickly, he had it in place and with a nod, Dr. Kott returned to his wife. As soon as he departed my view, I struck Rachel hard to gauge her sounds. Now, the only things emerging from her mouth were muted grunts and over the next few minutes, I alternated between teasing and striking her. Tomorrow, I knew, there would be total hell to play, but tonight, I wanted to exert my revenge.
"May I? I've so looked forward to the opportunity," the professor asked just a few minutes later.
He held a thin switch, an instrument he had warned me about, and in his eyes, I sensed a burning need to experience my wife. Reluctantly, I stepped aside, indicating my acceptance and with a smile, he took a position and began to run the thin reed delicately over her ass. Clearly, he had an experienced hand and I watched as he coaxed tiny goosebumps from my wife's skin. Then, he moved it to her mound and started to tease the sensitive spots between her leg and labia. After a minute or so, he stopped and indicated for me to be quiet. The silence built the tension and soon we could hear Rachel gurgling through the gag as her butt gently swayed.
"Whack!" he suddenly hit her forcefully and without warning which made her emit a high-pitched squeal.
Again, he let her anticipation reach a peak before he repeated the effort. Several more times he followed this routine before he stopped and pointed towards her slit where I could now see a slight glistened.
"Perhaps, you'd like to spend some time with Anna," he said loud enough for my wife to hear.
His words made me turn towards the Polish woman and I saw that he had positioned her on a small padded matt. On her knees, her arms and legs were attached to metal poles which exposed her body like Rachels' although she hadn't been gagged. I had to admit that her smooth ass looked inviting but I felt reluctant to leave my wife.
"I'm not finished," I replied.
"Don't you think you deserve some time... with another woman? After all she has done?" he asked, and I knew his words were meant as much for my wife as me. Still, not convinced, I remained in place which made him say, "Not for long. I'll make sure she is capable of more."
The humiliation I thought Rachel would feel from the professor's punishment rather than my desire for Anna was the deciding factor, and with a small nod, I stepped away.
"Which...uhhh...what whip should I use?" I asked naively.
"I suggest you stay with the paddle, but make sure you twist her nipples occasionally. She responds quite well to nipple pain," he answered with a strange fire in his eyes.
As I stepped towards Anna, I had to admire her well-proportioned and taut body. My eyes quickly focused on her fuzzy pussy and I could see that she had become thoroughly wet. Unlike Rachel who showed only slight signs of arousal, the Polish woman's slit oozed juices which had soaked some of her hair. Suddenly, a swishing sound followed by a crisp slap filled the room and I turned to see the professor smiling down at Rachel's freshly struck ass. His action elicited my own and I landed a blow on Anna's right cheek. However, unlike my wife who writhed as best she could while grunting around her gag, the Polish woman didn't respond. I struck her again, this time more forcefully, but still was unable to force an outward reaction. The next one was even harder, and when it failed, I decided to continue to increase the intensity of each blow to find her limit. After the seventh strike, I started to wonder if I would reach my physical or emotional limit before her, and as I considered the meaning, I remembered the professor's suggestion regarding her nipples. Without warning, I took one in my fingers and started to twist, increasing the pressure as I went, but I only managed to make her expel soft whimpers. Stopping to contemplate the situation, I saw that her slit had become even wetter and now seemed ready to drip onto the matt. Without really thinking, I took the handle of the paddle and slid it slowly between her lips which brought an instantaneous reaction.



"Mmmm...ohhhh...mmmm..." Anna moaned openly as she tried to force more contact.
It dawned on me that to her the spanking and nipple torture was akin to loading a gun with bullets and her clit was the trigger. Perhaps, if I offered just a little more connection, she would explode, and it made me wonder whether all women were this way or if it was a condition specific to her. With the thought, I turned to check on Rachel's state and was shocked to see that somehow, in the few minutes I had spent with Anna, the older man had managed to remove his pants and now stood behind my wife with his heavy cock in his hand sliding it along her crack.
"What the hell?" I yelled at the man.
The professor had been in something of a trance, but my words brought him back quickly and he looked my way in surprise.
"Anna..." he started as if he thought my attention to the woman provided him implied permission.
"No way," I said as my hand landed on his shoulder.
"She's ready," he said with a smile as he backed away several steps, and quickly added, "Such a little slut. I knew she would be."
The boldness of his word enflamed me, but guessing my reaction, he nodded towards Rachel's pussy, and looking down, I could see she had become sodden. So much so that she appeared to be on the verge of dripping. It made me move towards her head to check her state and I saw she had her eyes squeezed shut as drool hung in strings from the gag. Somehow, she sensed my presence and when we made eye contact, I could see a strange look that seemed to communicate lust and abandon. My mind raced as I contemplated the situation. Without question, the professor had made her very excited and for a moment I thought she might relish the man's cock buried deep in her wet hole. I thought about all the alcohol we consumed and the role it might be playing, but she had seemed in control when things started.
"Mmmm...nnnngghhh..."she suddenly whined around the ball.
Turning to Dr. Kott, I saw he had stepped closer again and now, with a demonic smile, had his hand guiding the head of his cock over one side of her ass. Josh's description had proved accurate as the man was indeed quite large. He had a fat uncut penis that looked to be at least nine inches in length and a heavy balls sac that attached to his shaft a few inches up the length. His weeping hole left a faint trail of moisture along its path.
My eyes returned to Rachel's but she had closed them tightly again and suddenly, I wondered if she had become rigid in anticipation of the man's shaft penetrating her pussy. I knew it made all the sense in the world to free her and leave but something kept me in place and when her eyes opened and she stared up at me with the same needy look, I decided to push.
"Do you want him in you?" I asked.
"You shouldn't ask..." the professor started, but I held up my hand and stopped him.
"Do you?" I said again.
She had been bound tightly which left little ability to respond, and although she tried the message wasn't clear. Regardless, the professor, thinking he would have his chance, moved into position and rested his cock against the top of her crack. With his shaft lifted, he displayed his dangling balls which were about the size of lemons. In total, his organs looked both impressive and dangerous and I realized that unless I ended things soon, he would attempt to enter my wife.
"You'll find Anna equally entertaining," he said as he stared at me.
"No... I don't know..." I replied, feeling deep turmoil.
Without speaking, he guided the fat head of his cock down until he was teasing her entrance. Like her attempt at speaking, the bindings left little room to move, but we watched as she wiggled her ass in response. Although she only managed to move about half an inch, it appeared she sought to impale herself on his cock. The professor looked at me with a victorious smile and I watched silently as his fat head contacted her folds.
Very slowly, it disappeared, and then he stopped, looked up at me, and boasted, "I knew I would be in her. She knew it, too. It has been in her eyes."
Then, he took hold of her hips and pushed several inches into her. I watched as her body spasmed from the intrusion and several high-pitched squeals emerged from around the gag.
"Wait... Enough..." I said.
"Perhaps, you can give Anna some more attention," he said undeterred by my message as several more inches disappeared.
"No! That's enough... Get out of her," I demanded, suddenly coming to my senses.
I started to step around the bench to push the man away, but guessing my intent, he removed his cock before I arrived. Now completely hard, it was easy to see the wet coating on half his cock that told the story of my wife's arousal and the depth he had reached. When we made eye contact, he gave me a strange look that seemed equal parts anger and determination.
"Sorry, I can't... We need to go," I said.
"You will regret missing the opportunity," he replied, and then quickly added, "She is ready and quite willing."
"No..." I answered without elaborating.
Then, with haste, I began to fumble with the bindings that held my wife and fortunately managed to get her freed quickly. Once standing, I went to work on removing the gag, and when it was off, I caught her staring at Kott's fat tool. A wave of confusion swept through me as I contemplated whether I had saved my wife from unwanted sex or stopped her from getting what she wanted. Regardless, at that moment, I merely wanted to remove us from the situation, get some fresh air, and find some solid footing.
I helped Rachel pull on her dress, ignoring the thong and bra, and when it was in place, I offered a hasty goodbye as we left. We drove in silence which made it hard to determine her state, but by her body language, I sensed she held back a lot of emotion.
"Did you fuck Anna?" she suddenly asked.
"No, my clothes stayed on," I answered.
She became quiet again, which lasted until we were almost at the condo, "You let him put it in me."
"I... I know," I admitted.
Without speaking, we left the car and made our way to the condo. Once there, Rachel quickly disappeared into the bathroom leaving me alone to contemplate the strange direction of the evening. I cringed in anticipation of the accusations she would throw at me later. Even though I had seen her respond to the spanking, she had been at best a reluctant participant and the binding had taken away all her control. Thus, she could easily put all the blame at my feet and I would have no defense.
"You let him put it in me... You let him hit me and then you let him fuck me. You just stood there and watched. After all the...stuff... All the things we've talked about. All the Larry things... You let him," she fired at me shortly after emerging, proving my concerns well-founded.
I let her words settle for several seconds before offering a reply, "When he told me Josh had told him about Larry...I kind of lost it. It was...I shouldn't have done it."
"That doesn't account for letting him fuck me," she countered angrily.
"No... No, it doesn't," I responded, feeling very cowed.
"Why?" she pushed.
"I don't know," I answered evasively.
"Why?" she demanded.
I knew the answer would be inflammatory, but after taking a deep breath, I said, "Because you had become so wet and your face looked like you were excited."
"Fuck you," she replied loudly.
"Look, I'm going to bed," I said, deciding the time wasn't right for a rational discussion.
"Go sleep on the couch," she demanded.
As you might imagine, I got little sleep that night as my mind swirled through the sequence of events that landed us in this spot, and although my wife wasn't an innocent victim, I knew the bulk of the blame fell on me. I had pushed her to be provocative with the robe that resulted in her relationship with Larry and I had stood and watched as Professor Kott penetrated her with his heavy cock. It made me feel extremely guilty as if I had failed to protect her virtue, and it frightened me to consider that our marriage might never truly recover.
I heard movement in the bedroom a little after nine but it took another hour before the door opened. She allowed me to give her a quick hug and a peck on the cheek before I moved to the kitchen to pour her some coffee. She accepted the mug and sat on the couch while fixing me with a determined stare.
"I'm so mad at you," she finally said.
"I know," I responded, thinking time was my best ally.
"After everything...all the accusations... You let another man...do it," she declared.
"Yes, I'm ashamed. I really am... Let's just go home," I replied.
"I want to drink some coffee before we pack," she answered.
"Honey, I went to the office earlier while you were still sleeping and told them we had a change of plan and wanted to keep the condo. The women said it was fine. Actually, she seemed quite happy about it," I explained.
That morning, my shame at what I had allowed boiled over, and wanting badly to make things right with Rachel I had visited the women while she slept. It was the one thing I could think of to do that I knew would make her happy.
"Really?" Rachel responded.
The look on her face and her body language made it clear that she was thrilled by the message, and a tiny smile came to my face as I said, "Yes, really. But I have a condition."
"What's that?" she asked as her brow furrowed.
"No using it this summer. I want you home with me until school starts every day. Honey, I think we need to work on some things," I told her.
"What about Lizzie and summer school?" she asked.
"Lizzie can use it. That's fine," I replied.
"So, you don't trust me," she stated.
"Honey, I don't trust either of us," I responded which brought a slow nod of her head.
She received the message so well that it momentarily pushed thoughts of Professor Kott and his dungeon from our minds. I knew we would return to the subject but I welcomed the reprieve and soon we headed for home. The quiet on the drive allowed for visions of the evening to return to my brain and I recalled Kott's cock oozing fluid. Although it was only precum, I knew that there existed a tiny probability of impregnation and wondered if I should discuss it with her before finally deciding to leave well enough alone.
It took several more days before Rachel reached an emotional place that allowed intimacy and our first effort was awkward. However, after that, things rapidly advanced and our lovemaking found firm-footing. So much had occurred in her first year of school that would have been unfathomable a mere nine months prior. I had learned much about my wife and myself and while some of it was shocking, if I were honest, I found some of it to be interesting. A concern existed that there was still a year to go and it would be impossible to watch her every moment. Larry had managed to seduce her with relative ease but I hoped she had learned her lesson and would avoid contact with the man. Could I sleep separately from her several times a week and hold my trust? Would it drive me crazy?
Now, with an abundance of free time, Rachel devoted herself to being wife and mother, cognizant of the fact she would only have a few more months of her daughter at home. It was a magical time, like a Rockwell painting on how family life was meant to be, so as the time approached for Lizzie's summer school session, I began to feel a bit depressed.
"It's been so wonderful. Can't she go to the community college so we get a few more months?" I pestered my wife for the hundredth time as we lay in bed.
"Don't be selfish," she giggled while pulling my hand to her breast.
"More?" I asked.
"Yeah..." she answered.
We had finished making love just a few minutes ago, but Rachel wanted to start anew. Something had come back with us from the city all those weeks ago as now we were having sex much more frequently. We didn't talk about it, electing to just enjoy the experience, but the encounters clearly played a role in our sexual psyche. I had elected to give her my complete trust and hadn't probed about any communication she had with those in the city, although I suspected it occurred. In any event, there had been no visits to the condo or indeed and day trips for shopping.
"Saturday is coming fast," I said to Rachel the following week referring to our daughter's departure date.
"I know! It's exciting," she declared.
"I'm depressed," I responded.
"That's because you're a good father," she laughed, and then said, "I need to go up there first, though."
"Why?" I asked.
"I left the thing in the drawer in the bathroom," she said.
"The plug?" I clarified.
"Yes," she answered looking a bit nervous.
"Honey, you know..." I started but realizing how distrustful I sounded, I said, "Okay, but up and back, right?"
"Yes, up and back. You can time me," she answered with a tilted smile.
I held her gaze for several seconds without speaking, but when the day arrived, I did time her and was relieved to see she made the round trip quickly.
The morning Lizzie left my wife walked her to the car while I stayed with our son in the doorway. The accelerating summer schedule meant she would have classes every day and we likely would see her sparingly until it ended. Then, she would be home for just a brief period before she left for the fall semester at the university. While mother and daughter seemed in good spirits, I felt completely bummed and finally, Rachel, tired of my moping, took me by the hand to the bedroom where she provided some much-needed TLC.
Rachel spoke with Lizzie so much on the phone that it became background noise in the house. However, on the following Thursday, the inflection in my wife's voice and her sudden change in demeanor let me know something was up.
"Why? What needed fixing?" she asked, and after a short pause to receive the response, she asked our daughter, "Lizzie, he's just the maintenance man."
Instantly, I knew the subject of the conversation and when Rachel saw me staring, she retreated to the back of the house. Although nervous and angry, I remained in my seat and waited until she returned almost twenty minutes later.
"I talked to him," she announced before I could speak.
"Larry?" I asked.
"Yes, he heard sounds from the unit and thought it was me," she replied, and then added, "I told him it was our daughter and to stay away from the condo."
"Good. What happened?" I probed.
"They met and talked for a minute. Lizzie explained things," she responded.
"I see," I said.
The seconds ticked by in silence but I sensed my wife wanted to say something and she finally blurted out, "She thought he was cute."
"Oh Lord, Rachel! Are you kidding me?" I fired back.
"I know...I know..." she said to try and calm me.
I started to challenge her for more info but she reminded me our son was in the other room, so it wasn't until I found her in our bathroom later, preparing for bed, that we had a chance to discuss it further. I moved behind her as she stood before the mirror and looked at her reflection in the glass.
"Are you sure he won't bother her?" I asked.
"He wasn't bothering her," she answered while continuing to remove her makeup.
"You know what I mean," I replied.
"Yes, I'm sure," she said, pausing to stare at me.
I stood in silence for a time and then offered, "I'm worried about her. She may not be ready to move away from home. She's still pretty naïve."
"She's not naïve," she countered.
"I mean about men and...sex," I forced out.
"Okay," Rachel said dismissively.
"What does that mean?" I asked.
"Let's go to bed," she replied, setting down the cloth and taking my hand.
I let her lead me over and soon we were together beneath the covers. She snuggled against me with her back to my chest and then pulled my arm around her waist.
"What do you mean?" I asked.
"Honey, our daughter knows about sex," she answered.
"She's had sex? You're kidding," I replied.
"No, I'm not kidding," she said.
It took a moment for the message to sink in and then I asked, "Who? How many?"
"I'm not going to tell you. It will upset you," she responded.
"How many?" I asked again thinking that was the bad info.
"Are you sure?" she replied.
"Yes..." I said although I wasn't.
"Five that I know of," she answered.
"What? She's only eighteen!" I gasped.
"Yes, and apparently she likes sex. She has a bit of a reputation," Rachel said.
"My God..." I whispered.
Silence followed for several seconds and then Rachel turned in my arms, pushed my shoulders back, and while staring down at me said, "And no... It's not like mother, like daughter."
"I wasn't thinking that. I was still in shock," I responded.
A sly grin appeared on my wife's face and she said, "You need another baby in the house."
With that, she slid down my body, pulled my boxers off my legs, and inhaled my dick into her warm mouth. I let her do all the work but just before I entered the final countdown, she stopped, quickly removed her t-shirt and thong, and then straddled my waist. I slid in easily and we started a slow rocking motion while I teased her nipples.
"What did Larry say? What happened?" I asked, unable to leave the subject.
"I told you," she answered, and then seconds later added, "She was wearing your robe."
"What! You can see everything in that thing," I replied while grabbing her hips to stop her movement.
"Yes... And, she flirted with him," she said while giving me a nervous look.
"What do you mean? How?" I pushed.
"She asked how to get hold of him if she needed him," my wife explained, and after almost half a minute as I lay dumfounded, she added, "She's not naïve."
Rachel began to move again as I slowly recovered from the shock of finding out my daughter was a sexual being. Not only that, but it seemed from the information she had a lusty disposition as well. As an attractive young woman, I couldn't fathom why she would be interested in a thirty-something man, and the fact he was Rachel's lover made the whole thing tawdry.
"Make sure he stays away," I finally said and she nodded her agreement.
My wife's wonderful wet pussy slowly brought me back to the moment and when my hands returned to her nipples, she took it as a sign I had reconnected and rolled to her back pulling me on top. She wrapped her arms around my neck while I pushed deep and soon, we had established a nice rhythm.
"Knock your wife up, sweetie. Put a baby in me this time," she whispered into my ear which made my entire body tingle.
I lifted my head and kissed her passionately and then said, "You need a baby to keep you home."
It was the closest I had come in months regarding her encounters with Larry and I cringed as the words left my mouth. However, I didn't receive a rebuke. Instead, she decided to go with it.
"Mmmm...yeah. Keep me home...do it," she moaned.
The eroticism of our mating went from zero to sixty in about ten seconds and I could feel my balls begin to tighten. I lasted less than a minute and in a series of deep grunts, I fired my semen into her needy opening. Completely spent, I fell to her side and pulled her warm body against mine as I recovered.
"I need to take care of you," I said a minute or so later when I had regained my breath.
"Go to sleep. You can make it up in the morning," she whispered, and after a short pause, she said, "We've been trying for a long time. Maybe...maybe you should see the doctor again."
In truth, I was delinquent in seeing the urologist for an update on my recovery. The first follow-up test had been disappointing and perhaps I just didn't want to deal with the negativity as the doctor did not seem enthusiastic about the prognosis. I guessed there was a way to redo the procedure but that didn't appeal to me. Also, my desire to be a father again didn't match Rachel's interest in motherhood and I took some comfort in having her think we were going to make a baby while I knew the likelihood was remote. Now, it seemed, the day of reckoning had arrived.



"Okay..." I replied cringing at the thought of having to explain the reality.
For the next week, I remained in turmoil thinking about the doctor. Multiple times, I picked up my phone to call for an appointment, but on each occasion, I let it go. I had almost decided to share my knowledge with Rachel, to get her up to speed with me before seeing the urologist again when something occurred that pushed the issue to the background.
Sitting on the sofa watching a baseball game, I saw in my peripheral vision Rachel bolting down the hallway with her phone in hand. Almost an hour elapsed before she returned to the kitchen so I rose and when to check on her.
"What's up?" I asked, giving her a questioning look.
"Nothing," she responded, clearly trying to ignore me.
"Rachel...tell me," I demanded.
She stopped what she was doing, took a moment to collect herself, and then said, "Larry was at the condo. They were doing extermination work in the whole building."
"Don't they have outside services to do that?" I asked.
"I don't know," she responded, annoyed by my question.
"How do you know? She told you?" I probed.
"She mentioned she saw him and started saying again how cute he was. I called him and asked what was going on. He tried to be clever and got me mad," she explained.
"How did he do that?" I asked, putting my hand on her shoulder to try and calm her.
"I told him he promised to stay away. He said he had a job to do and that I should talk to her about being flirty," she said.
"You need to talk to her...I mean how do you do that?" I asked.
"I don't know... I don't know how to bring up the subject without revealing that Larry told me," she answered, and before I could speak, she added, "I need to go there and spend some time with her. See if I can get her to open up."
"Okay, I agree. When do you want to go?" I asked.
"Now? I mean my heads all in it so I rather address it," she said.
"You won't get there until around nine," I reminded her.
"I know...it's okay," she responded.
Rachel quickly packed a bag and left leaving me to contemplate the discussion with our daughter. When I was her age, I would have been aghast to have a conversation with my parents on details of my sexual life, but thought maybe mother and daughters were different. A little past nine she called me to let me know she had arrived and explained she had stopped and bought several bottles of wine along the way. I wished her luck and as soon as the call ended, I poured myself a bourbon on the rocks.
The following morning, she called me early while our daughter was still asleep and described the conversation. She managed to surreptitiously steer the discussion to the maintenance man and Lizzie admitted she had flirted some with the man, although she viewed it as benign. Rachel warned her that older men had little time for games and she needed to be wary. She felt the message hit home and she planned to have breakfast with our daughter, when she woke up, perhaps do a little shopping, and then come home.
A few hours later, I called to check on her progress and the phone rolled to voicemail. Thirty minutes later it did the same thing, so I called Lizzie to see if they were together.
"Honey, are you with your mom?" I asked.
"Dad, I'm at school. I left her at the condo this morning," she replied.
"Oh, okay. She said y'all might go shopping. I guess she went alone," I responded.
"Okay, got to go," she fired back and hung up.
When I tried my wife the third time with the same results, I became suspicious, so when she returned my calls an hour later, I had thought through a line of questioning.
"What are you doing? Did you go shopping with Lizzie?" I asked, forcing myself to sound upbeat.
"Uhhh, no... She couldn't miss school," she replied.
"I see. Where did you go? What shops?" I probed.
"You know...just the mall," she answered vaguely and I sensed some tension in her voice.
"Did you talk to Larry?" I asked, hoping to catch her off guard.
"Hey, what's with the questions?" she replied.
"Did you see Larry?" I pushed ignoring her comment.
"We talked," she answered defensively.
"Rachel, did you fuck Larry?" I demanded sensing something was amiss.
"What? What is this?" she responded, but her shaky voice made me certain I was on the right track.
"Rachel," I said sternly.
"No, I didn't..." she started.
"Goodbye Rachel," I said and hung up.
Although my questions had been aggressive, I maintained control, but her weak responses incensed me and I needed to end the call before I lost my cool. Fifteen minutes later she called back, but I was still worried about losing my temper so I didn't answer. We didn't speak again until two hours later when she arrived home. As soon as she stepped into the living room, I could tell she had been crying.
"Are we alone?" she asked.
"Yes," I replied, thankful that our son had gone to visit a friend.
We locked eyes and within a few seconds, I could see her lip quivering. Seconds later, she broke down and began sobbing heavily.
"Hold me," she begged, but I remained in my spot.
"Did you fuck him?" I demanded.
"Yes... I'm sorry. It won't ever happen again, I promise," she whined.
"Go to the bedroom, take your clothes off, and lay on the bed," I told her.
With a quick nod of her head, she left and I gave her some time to get ready before I followed. She was on the bed as I instructed and even from across the room, I could see the redness of her pussy and the light bruises on the insides of her thighs. Moving closer, I spotted several hickeys on the underside of her breasts that I knew her lover left there for me to find. I looked her over and quickly concluded she had spent the day getting thoroughly fucked.
"Where did you meet him?" I asked.
"In an empty condo," she answered in a tiny voice.
"Just like that? He said come with me to fuck?" I probed.
"No, he came to the condo to talk. He...I was bad and I don't know...he wanted to and kept trying and I gave in," she replied, and then added, "I told him we had to go somewhere else."
"How many times?" I asked.
"Twice," she admitted, and then quickly continued with, "But he pulled out."
"Dr. Kott was right. You are a slut. Larry has turned you into one," I stated calmly.
"That's not true! You don't believe that," she cried out.
"Yes, Rachel. I do believe it. Your actions prove it...this time and the last time you were sneaky," I said.
She jumped from the bed, wrapping her arms around my neck as the tears returned and it took her a few seconds before she choked out, "Are you leaving me?"
"I don't know Rachel but I've given up on you. You always say you're sorry and then do it again. I can't trust you anymore and I don't have the time or energy to watch you every moment so tell me what I should do. Clearly, you like to fuck the man and I don't think you will give him up," I told her.
"Please, I'll be good...no more. I promise!" she forced out.
"Did he put the plug in you?" I asked.
"Yes," she answered, too distraught to attempt to evade the question.
"So, you took it with you which meant you knew you were going to fuck him before you left," I responded.
A fresh wave of tears suddenly burst forth as she realized she couldn't argue with my simple logic.
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"Abby! Let's go to dinner at the fancy French place," I said with enthusiasm one evening as we watched television.
"Really? Okay, I'm game," she answered.
She looked towards me excitedly and I tried hard to hide my smirk, but I knew I had failed when a suspicious look appeared on her face.
"What?" I asked, struggling to maintain my composure.
"What indeed! What are you plotting?" she asked.
A few weeks prior, while traveling on business with several senior coworkers, we had met for dinner at a high-end restaurant. We stopped in the bar for a drink before being seated, and posed on a stool was a beautiful woman that looked amazingly like my wife except her hair was lighter. She wore a short cocktail dress that showed her shapely legs and the tops of her lovely breasts. She looked sexy, but also quite stylish, and I struggled to keep from staring at her while she talked to a well-groomed man. Since then, my head had churned with the thoughts of getting my wife in a similar situation.
"I'm just thinking that since I'm paying the high prices, I should get to select your outfit," I responded after a short silence.
"And just what does that mean?" she answered now even more apprehensive.
"It means, I decide what you wear," I reiterated, forcing myself to maintain eye contact.
"What kind of outfit? I want to know," she asked, and while her expression showed some interest, I noted worry, too.
"Well let's see. The kind that turns every man's head. The kind that makes men trip over their own feet. The kind where a guy's wife or girlfriend will hit him because he's staring. The kind where later he will still be thinking about you." I said quickly so she couldn't interrupt.
You see Abby, despite being an attractive woman, typically masked her sensual beauty behind conservative clothes.
"I'll have to see the outfit first," she stated, and then added, "I'm not going to embarrass myself."
"You won't be embarrassed, I promise. Come with me so I can show you," I assured her before leading her to the computer.
Since the night I had seen the woman, I had surfed the net in search of a similar outfit. I quickly navigated to a very prestigious clothing store website that Abby loved to shop at when she splurged, knowing she couldn't argue about embarrassment if the dress came from the store. After a few clicks, I found the right page and expanded it on the screen.
"That's a bit much," she declared, but I felt encouraged since she hadn't outright rejected it.
The dress was very close to the one the woman wore, except the top, from the model picture, showed a bit more cleavage.
"Honey you will look fantastic," I said with complete sincerity.
Abby is 5'7" tall and slender, with raven hair and long legs that merge into a lovely butt kept nicely toned by her strict workout regime. Up top, she has perfectly shaped C-cup breasts with tiny, pink nipples that are very sensitive. She wears her hair just past her shoulders in a sassy style but her dark brown doe eyes and cute dimples counter the effect creating a playful contrast. Normally, she hides behind her natural shyness, but on rare occasions, she will become energized in a group setting and quickly become the center of male attention.
"Hmmm," she responded, and stared at the screen for a few seconds before departing.
We didn't return to the subject that night, but in bed, she accepted my advances and we enjoyed each other completely.
I met my wife six years ago, during our first year out of college when we were both working for the same company. She was in marketing, focused on web development, and I was in finance. Our introduction came through after-work friends, and we did things in the group for over six months before dating. Quickly, we found that we liked the same things and were sexually compatible. Neither of us was a virgin, but we were still relatively inexperienced. Abby had come from a conservative Catholic family and still felt a little "dirty" when she "did it." Fortunately, after we got married, she started to get a bit more adventurous, but being a weekly churchgoer meant there were still anxieties. We had held off starting a family, but I knew Abby was starting to get antsy which was another reason to push her limits while I could.
The following Saturday she headed to the store with a printout from the website of the dress along with one for a pair of heels I had selected. While she shopped, I played golf with friends performing horribly as I thought about her trying on the sexy clothes. As soon as we left the eighteenth green, I begged off from our normal post-round beer to hurry home, hopeful that she would model the new purchases.
When I arrived, I saw the packages sitting on the dining room table, but Abby lay curled up watching a movie in a pair of old flannel pajama pants and a sweatshirt. She was clearly toying with me, but it didn't stop me from asking.
"Sweetie, try on your new things for me," I said with a grin.
"Maybe later. I just sat down," she replied, not even turning her head from the TV.
She was trying to take control, but I refused to give her the satisfaction of seeing me beg. We had made arrangements to meet another couple for dinner, and it was only when I threatened to cancel that, with a heavy sigh dripping with feigned annoyance, she acquiesced, gathered the packages, and retreated to the bedroom. I waited impatiently, cursing her under my breath for taking way too much time before I finally heard the door open, and the sound of heels clicking on our hardwood floor filled the space.
"Wow," I said when she turned the corner.
The dress I had selected was black with thin straps holding up a V-neck that showed off a healthy amount of cleavage. The hem stopped mid-thigh, and in-between, the garment's fit snuggly showing off the marvelous shape of her trim body. She stood erect like a model on her three-inch heels, and my eyes shifted back and forth between her long shapely legs and her firm breasts trying to determine which part of her dress I liked better.
"Turn around," I choked out.
With only a brief hesitation, she accepted my command and turned giving me a view of her exposed back. The snug fit also provided some detail of her butt cheeks, tantalizingly pronounced by the heels. She looked unbelievable and I realized that anything more would have been too much.
"Well," she asked with a nervous voice when I didn't say anything, and I realized I had been so taken by the look that I had forgotten to speak.
"You look incredible...truly," I said as I moved towards her.
I put my arms around her waist from behind and pulled her tightly against me nuzzling my lips against her neck which made her sigh with pleasure.
"Do you really like it?" she asked, and for a moment I thought she was fishing for a compliment, but then I realized she was feeling vulnerable.
"I love it. It shows how beautiful you are...it's perfect," I answered, proud of my response.
Over her shoulder, I could see her beaming and I turned her and planted a kiss on her juicy lips. I thought about taking her right then, pulling her clothes off, and leading her to bed, but I didn't want to diminish the effects of our upcoming night out, so reluctantly, I let her fall from my arms.
"Go change now or we'll be late," I said softly and gave her a playful spank.
Abby started to speak, then stopped, and with a final look over her shoulder disappeared down the hall.
That night, I was a complete doting fool constantly making sure she had a full glass of wine while listening intently to every word she spoke. The other couple noticed it, they would have had to be blind and deaf not to, and the woman giggled several times while watching me. I didn't care. Seeing her earlier in the hot dress mesmerized me and now it seemed natural to give her all my attention.
"If I had known how easy it was to get my husband under my spell I would have bought some sexy clothes a long time ago," Abby laughed as we drove home.
"You definitely have me under your spell," I replied, acknowledging the truth.
We didn't make it to bed that night before I was inside her. As soon as we closed the back door, my hands were all over her pulling at her clothes. When I freed her breasts, she started on my things, and we simply dropped to the cold tile and connected in frenzied passion.
The restaurant I wanted to try was booked on all the good nights three weeks out. Regardless, I made the reservation realizing during the interim I would go mad with anticipation. From a prior visit, I knew the place had a subdued dining room and a cozy bar with a fireplace. A wall with cutout sections separated the spaces but allowed some visibility between them. In my view, it provided the perfect environment and I looked forward to her exhibition.
The last week seemed to crawl by but finally, the date arrived and I had to force myself to show an outward appearance of calm. Our reservation was for eight, but I wanted to get a drink in the bar first, so I told Abby we needed to leave just before seven. After piddling for most of the day, she disappeared around five and stayed behind the closed bathroom door forcing me to use the guest room to prepare.
At 6:45 PM I sat impatiently in the living room dressed and ready to go when I heard her heels, and when she appeared, the visual impact of seeing her for the second time was no less stunning. In fact, she had fixed her hair and done her makeup so well it was even better, and her full lips, now coated in a beautiful shade of red, seemed to call out for a kiss.
"You look so beautiful," I said to her while smiling like a fool.
"Do you really think it's okay? It's not too much? Now that I know we're going out, I feel nervous," she said with a worried look.
"Yes, I do. I think it's perfect," I replied, wanting to cut off any debate.
"Okay," she answered, giving a fake gulp in the process.
"Spin around," I instructed.
When she did, I noticed the lines of her thong through the tight fabric covering her rear.
"Sweetie, were you wearing panties when you tried the dress on before?" I asked.
"No..." she answered, with a confused expression.
"Well, I can see them through the dress," I stated.
"I'll be sitting mostly. Don't worry," she answered dismissively.
"No, it's not a good look. You need to take them off," I said and my boldness took both of us by surprise.
As far as I knew, she had never gone out in public without panties and now I was telling her to do so in this tight dress.
"Uh, no, I don't think I will," she replied in a sarcastic voice.
The tone of her response irritated me and without thinking, I said, "Yes, I think you will if you want to go."
For a moment, we stared at each other in silence before she turned and as she departed, she said, "Well, so much for being under my spell."
I kicked myself mentally for being so brusque and when she hadn't returned after several minutes, I began to wonder if she would at all. Fortunately, I heard her heels once more, and with a purposeful movement, she arrived, stood before me, turned, and bent at the waist to present her butt.
"Does that look okay?" she asked, clearly irritated.
"Fantastic. Let's go," I replied, eager to leave the conversation.
I did my best to be the gentleman opening her door and holding her hand while she slid into the car, but she was clearly angry, and I knew from experience that time was the best remedy. We drove in silence to the restaurant, and when we arrived it was like a movie where everyone stopped what they were doing and stared for a moment before quickly looking away. We checked in with the maitre d' then went to the bar and took two stools near the center. Another couple sat at a nearby table, but otherwise, we had the room to ourselves.
The place was just beginning to fill, and the patrons were mostly old-school with everyone appearing to have at least a dozen years on us. I could tell she was very nervous and she sat on the stool with her legs together while periodically trying to pull her dress down. I ordered a vodka martini for her, and she gulped half of it before I grabbed her wrist and put the glass on the bar.
"Easy baby," I whispered.
"I'm so nervous. What if Father Davidson sees me?" she replied, and when I started to laugh, she looked at me with disdain.
"You are beautiful and every man's dream," I whispered into her ear, then took her hand and kissed it.
Abby's initial discomfort made it difficult to have a conversation, but as the liquor hit, she started to relax. More people entered the bar, including several single men, and I was pleased to see her attracting attention. An older man in his fifties wasn't even trying to hide his interest and openly stared, but fortunately, he was just outside her vision.
When she finished her drink, I immediately ordered another and then excused myself to go to the restroom. When I returned, she had crossed her long legs and with the short dress now riding high on her thighs, most of the men were stealing glances.
"Are you still mad at me?" I asked when I arrived at the stool.
"Yes," she replied, but I could tell she was fighting back a smile.
"How can I make it up?" I asked playfully.
"Go home and get my panties," she deadpanned.
"That's not happening," I said.
"Do you know these men are staring at me? They think I'm a tramp," she pouted.
"They think you're gorgeous and they think I'm a very lucky guy...very lucky," I countered.
"Do you want your wife stared at?" she said, looking straight into my eyes.
"I love having a wife men want to stare at," I said while holding her stare.
"What if they knew I wasn't wearing panties?" she asked.
"Oh, honey, they know," I said with a laugh, which made her grab my arm.
"How do they know?" she gasped.
"The dress leaves nothing to the imagination," I explained.
"Excuse me? Is anyone sitting here?" a male voice asked.
Our little conversation stopped, and looking up, I saw a man and woman behind my wife.
"No, it's all yours," I replied.
I could see the man glance briefly at my wife's exposed legs before sitting on the stool next to her. He looked fortyish with dark hair and graying temples and was well-dressed, tall, and in good shape. His blonde wife appeared to be roughly the same age and, like him, she had a fit body. She wore a very nice dress, but not as sexy as Abby's.
We continued our playful chat now with lower voices due to the proximity of the other couple, and she had just finished her second martini when the time came to be seated. I walked behind her on the way to our table enjoying the movement of her ass through the dress as she moved, and while I couldn't be sure, it seemed she was putting a little extra sway into the motion. Along the way, I spotted several women giving looks of disapproval while most men stared with hunger. One older woman even grabbed the arm of her husband to break his gaze. The lighting in the dining room was dark, illuminated mostly by candles, which made Abby more comfortable.
"Thank you, Abby. I know this is hard for you," I said when the waiter left to get our bottle of wine.
"Does it excite you that people can see me like this?" she asked, returning to the theme we had discussed earlier.
"It excites me that you are beautiful and that everyone knows it and it excites me that you are pushing your boundaries," I replied sincerely.
"Why now? Why am I seeing this in you that I've never seen before?" she asked, which I accepted as a fair question.
"It's been on my mind for a while," I replied with a forced grin, as I certainly didn't want to tell her that another woman had inspired me.
Before she could respond the waiter returned and went through the ritual of pouring the wine while staring at her chest the entire time. When he left, she looked at me with an impish smile as she sipped. It was a good smile and I knew that things were going to be just fine.
"Will you fuck me later?" she suddenly blurted out a little too loudly, causing several people to turn.
Since we met, she had only used the word on rare occasions, so it startled me and I realized she must be feeling the alcohol.
"Yes, but much later," I answered, wanting to keep her off guard.
Abby started fidgeting with her dress again, tugging on the hem hoping her pulls could somehow make it longer and I finally told her to stop and just let it be.
"I can't," she said, with her small grin suddenly breaking into a bigger smile.
"Why?" I asked.
"I'm very wet. I think I might be wetting the chair," she said, looking at me like a child.
"To hell with the chair. Wet is good," I said, laughing as I felt my dick harden.
The food was excellent with the wine complimenting it nicely, and Abby was able to make some jokes about different men that were staring at her during our meal. Twice, I made her go to the bathroom just to enjoy the looks she received as her hips moved sensually beneath the tight dress. All in all, I was very pleased with how the evening was progressing.
It was almost ten when we finished, and with the night still young, we decided to have a nightcap in the bar. Just as we entered, the couple who had been sitting next to us previously appeared, and while I guided Abby to a stool so her legs would be on display, they took a spot several seats away.
"How was your dinner?" the woman asked my wife with a smile.
"It was lovely, we enjoyed it very much," she responded.
That started a conversation with the older couple and soon we made introductions learning they were Frank and Clemmy. We all ordered drinks and resumed talking with Clemmy acting something like a social director keeping things lively and making sure everyone was included. I could tell she was well-practiced in the art, so I wasn't surprised when she explained she spent most of her time in non-profit fundraising.
Talking to her, it was obvious that at one time she had been an incredible beauty. That's not to say she wasn't still quite lovely, but signs of age were starting to show. Still, any man at the restaurant would have been proud to have the attractive blonde on his arm. Her easygoing charm quickly had us at ease, and she went out of her way to compliment my wife on her beauty and style. I could tell my wife enjoyed the attention and was warming up rapidly to the older couple.
Frank was the consummate sophisticated gentleman. He let his wife carry the conversation with patience, only interrupting when he had a good point to make, which he did in an easy manner. We learned that he was a banker and that Clemmy had borne him three sons, with the last just starting college. They laughed about having the house back to themselves and the peace they now enjoyed.
We enjoyed the drinks while maintaining a lively conversation with no one showing any interest in leaving. Despite Frank's gentlemanly ways, I did catch him sneaking peeks at my wife's legs several times. Like before, her dress had ridden up, providing a tantalizing view that seemed to promise even more.
"We were going to drop by Luther's if you would care to join us?" Clemmy announced when her glass was empty.
I looked at Abby who gave a tiny shrug, but in her eyes, I could tell she was having fun, so we agreed to follow them. It was a club we weren't familiar with, but they told us it was just a few blocks away, so in less than ten minutes, with us following their Mercedes sedan, we were inside the place.
Immediately, I sensed that it was unlike any bar we had ever been to as it had a strange, almost mysterious, vibe. Upfront, there was a normal well-stocked bar, but our new friends led us to the back then down a narrow flight of stairs to a lower level that was very dark and had a variety of small couches and love seats intimately positioned. Frank directed us to the back of the room where two small loveseats were separated by a table, and as soon as we sat a waiter appeared from nowhere and took our order.



"What's this place?" Abby asked, sensing its uniqueness, too.
"Just a quiet place we come to sometimes, honey," the older woman responded vaguely over the sound of the piped-in 70s soul music.
Glancing around, I counted eight other couples sitting close together with most holding whispered conversations, and although there had been single people in the front, none were in this room which piqued my interest.
"Okay, what's the deal?" I asked, deciding to be forthright, although I made sure I was smiling.
Our host leaned forward, which prompted the rest of us to do the same, and with our heads converging over the table, he said, "It's just a fun little place to see and be seen."
Abby and I looked at each other, still bewildered, which brought a giggle from Clemmy.
"Just relax," she laughed.
After the waiter brought the drinks, we settled in and I noticed that Clemmy was snuggled quite close to her husband. It wasn't necessarily inappropriate, but once again I got an odd feeling. We chatted sporadically in low voices, and during periods of quiet, I would glance around the dark room where I could see that, like our older friends, other couples were sitting very close together, with some trading kisses. It finally dawned on me that we were in something of an adult "make out" bar with the participants getting a kick out of exhibiting themselves or watching others.
"It's a make-out place," I whispered to my wife.
"What?" she responded, still confused.
"People must come here to make out in public," I told her, realizing I hadn't been very descriptive.
I continued to try and explain what I surmised for almost a minute while Abby interjected with clarifying questions. She wasn't upset by my revelation, indeed, no doubt helped by the alcohol, she seemed quite interested. When we finally looked up, we met the broad smiles of Frank and Clemmy who understood we now knew the secret. It wasn't long after that Frank turned his wife's face towards his and they met in a passionate kiss. Suddenly, it was all very real and right before us which made me cringe thinking about the reaction that might come from my wife.
"Wow," Abby gasped in a low voice, as her hand gripped my arm.
I was pleasantly surprised she hadn't reacted badly. On the contrary, her expression and tone provided some encouragement. Slowly, I lowered my head and searched for her lips and when I found them, I was once again amazed when she let me kiss her without reluctance. It lasted for just a few seconds, and when we looked up our friends were once more looking at us with smiles.
For the next twenty minutes or so, we watched Frank and Clemmy and occasionally others in the bar and indulged in several embraces ourselves. I had to admit that I found it exhilarating, and based upon my wife's growing enthusiasm, I suspected she was enjoying herself, too. It was after one of our kisses when we looked up to find that Frank had his hand inside his wife's top and was slowly massaging her breast, that things changed. However, it certainly wasn't the change I expected, as rather than demanding to leave, I heard Abby gasp, then she sighed softly and pulled my mouth to hers.
This time our kiss was urgent and passionate with our tongues dancing rapidly. The harder I kissed her the more fervent her moans became, and she began pushing her body against me in a way that allowed me to feel the fullness of her breasts. When I dropped my hand to her ass, I realized her short dress was very high and a good deal of her bare bottom was on display. However, rather than try to cover her, I pulled her further towards me to expose her even more knowing that Frank would receive a wonderful view.
"This is crazy," Abby whispered after a particularly long connection.
"Yes, it's great," I replied, then started to giggle, which made her do the same.
We were forced to break while we enjoyed the laugh, and that's when Clemmy said something that floored us.
"Do you want to trade places with me?" the older woman asked my wife.
"What?" Abby responded in confusion.
"You come sit here and I'll sit there," Clemmy explained, and while the words sounded innocent the meaning was quite clear.
My wife looked at me for help and as I fought back a smile, I answered, "Just for a bit."
It was truly meant as a joke, but the older woman was up before the words had completely left my mouth and took my wife's arm to help her stand. With a strange look, Abby stepped over to the other couch and sat rigidly. It occurred so fast that my partially inebriated brain struggled to keep up and now the older woman was snuggling close to my side. Awkward didn't begin to describe the situation, but for decorum, I decided to give it a minute, and then we would say our goodbyes and leave. Unfortunately, Clemmy was eager to play and almost immediately I felt one hand high on my leg while the other tugged on my arm.
"I can't," I protested when her lips tried to find mine.
"Relax, it's okay," she responded.
On her second attempt, her lips managed to make contact and for several seconds we held the light kiss until I regained my senses and broke free. When I looked up, Abby was staring at me with a strange expression while Frank sported a wide grin. For some odd reason, it struck me as funny and I chuckled despite trying hard not to.
Once more, Clemmy tried to turn my head for a kiss, but this time I resisted. Undaunted, her lips went to my neck making me squirm while she pulled my hand to her leg. I tried to maintain eye contact with my wife and not smile, but her lips felt quite good and she got her way for a bit before I stopped her.
"Clemmy, you can't. You're getting me in trouble," I whispered to her with our faces turned close together.
"Don't be a dud. Give her a chance," the older woman answered, while still trying to make contact.
"She's the jealous type," I whispered, in a voice that tried to convey my worry.
"Darling, is it you or her that worries you?" she asked.
"I don't mind, but she won't," I blurted out, prompted by my male ego.
"Then relax. She's fine with Frank," she counseled.
It dawned on me that we had been holding a whispered conversation with our faces close and Abby could easily interpret it as flirtatious or seductive talk. With trepidation, I summoned the courage to look at her, expecting to see fire in her eyes, so I was stunned to see that she had engaged in a similar discussion with the older man. Like us, their heads were close together giving the impression they were engaged in sensual talk. He was partly turned towards her with his back to us, and then, as I watched, he lowered his hand and placed it on her thigh. The response I expected never came. Instead, they continued to talk, and strangely, I felt my dick stiffen in my pants.
"Told you," the older woman giggled, as her hand started working the buttons of my shirt.
Seconds later, with my eyes still on my wife, Clemmy's hand slithered inside the opening and began rubbing my chest. I had to admit that it felt quite good and this time when she pulled my head to her, I let our lips connect. A second kiss immediately followed and when it ended, I looked towards my wife.
"Shit," I called out softly when I saw my wife in an embrace with the mature man.
"Frank knows how to seduce a woman," Clemmy giggled, then tried to pull me back.
Despite her attempt, I kept my eyes on Abby, mesmerized by their passionate exchange. She had her eyes closed and her hand rested on the back of his neck as they kissed, and as I continued to watch, the man's hand traveled further up the outside of her leg until his fingertips disappeared beneath the skirt. There was no question he was feeling the muscles of her tight rear while enjoying her juicy lips.
"You like watching her," the older woman purred into my ear, as her fingertips found my balls.
With any further movement, she would contact my dick which was now embarrassingly erect. The thought made me nervous as I knew she would surmise it came from witnessing her husband and my wife.
"I...I don't know," I answered, which was a completely honest response.
I let her pull me into another kiss, but this time when it ended, I looked up to see Abby staring at us with a confused look.
"Frank, I need my wife back," I stated, and was happy to see both girls sit up and move.
"Are you okay?" I whispered into Abby's ear, but something made me let my tongue travel her earlobe, too.
"This is so crazy," she said softly and turned just enough to allow my lips to find hers.
For the next few minutes, we kissed, and with each passing second, our embrace became more passionate. We were oblivious to all others and unconcerned that we might have people watching as we focused on communicating our passion through our lips and sighs.
"I need you in bed," I whispered into her ear when we parted.
Abby gave me an excited smile, and quickly we said goodbye to our new acquaintances and left the strange club. It was a struggle to drive home without speeding, especially with the looks she gave me, so I was happy when we finally turned onto our street. We practically ran from the car and once inside, I began to pull at her clothes and her at mine, leaving a trail to the bedroom.
"Ohhhh...oh God," my wife whined when I pushed into her very wet pussy without preliminaries.
"God Abby, you feel so good," I moaned.
We set a torrid pace that had me worried that I wouldn't last long, but it turned out not to matter because within just a few minutes my wife's body and her sounds let me know that she was on the brink of exploding.
"Oh God...oh please don't stop...ohhh...ohhh...uggghhh...ugghhh...ugghhh!" she cried out as her body and mind released.
I lasted only a few seconds longer, pushed over by watching her, and in a series of grunts, I shot rope after rope of semen inside her hot opening until, with a final lunge, I pushed my dick in as far as it would go and cried out as the remaining fluid escaped. Her body continued to spasm in a series of aftershocks, which kept me hard, and we kissed sloppily while regaining our breath until I finally collapsed at her side.
"Thank you," I whispered to her minutes later, with my arms wrapped tightly around her body.
"Are you happy?" she asked in a deliberate voice.
"Very...very!" I replied and kissed her cheek.
My thanks were intended to convey my appreciation for the entire night and I sensed her question was related to the same thing. However, it wasn't time to get into details, so with no more words, we were quickly asleep.
The following week I made sure to dote on her and continue to show my appreciation for her cooperation. Surprisingly, it wasn't until the following weekend, after a nice lovemaking session, that we finally broached the subject of Luther's.
"Did you enjoy kissing her," she asked from out of the blue, while snuggled in my arms.
"Who?" I responded, having been caught off guard.
"You know who," she followed.
"It was okay. Did you enjoy kissing Frank?" I asked, wanting to be on even ground.
"It was okay," she answered as if mocking me.
There was a long silence that lasted several minutes before I spoke again, "That place was pretty crazy."
"I didn't know places like that existed," she added.
After a bit more silence, I summoned my courage and said, "You looked hot."
"What's that mean?" she asked, and I felt her flinch in my arms.
"It means you looked hot in your dress," I said, and then added, "And the kissing."
"Whose kissing?" she asked, but the tone in her voice had a playful tone.
"Both of us," I responded, and heard a tiny gasp.
"It didn't bother you?" she quickly followed.
"It was strange at first, but after a bit, it was...you know...kind of interesting," I replied, somewhat embarrassed about my feelings.
"What does interesting mean?" she followed, breaking from my embrace and turning to look at me. In this position, she displayed her lovely breasts mere inches away and I had to fight the urge to reach for them.
"It means...I guess...I kind of liked watching you," I answered, admitting my feelings.
"You liked watching another man hold me and kiss me? I would have thought you would get jealous," she replied, but her voice was soft.
"I was a little jealous too," I replied.
"A little? But, you still liked watching," she said, with her words coming out as a statement rather than a question.
"Yes," I responded, and twisted a bit in bed so she couldn't tell my dick was getting hard.
"Well, now that is interesting. I didn't like Clemmy kissing you," she stated, with a bite in her voice.
"Okay, I understand," I replied, now just hoping to get out of the conversation.
"You looked like you were enjoying it too much," she said, and I saw the playful look in her eyes return.
"Sweetie, you got so wet I think you enjoyed it too," I answered, and pushed her onto her back no longer caring if she knew my dick was hard.
"You made me wet," she replied, trying to defend herself.
Without answering, I lined up and as I moved to enter her I felt her hand take my dick and guide me to her opening. Together, we moaned from the feelings as I traveled up her tunnel, and when I reached the limit I stopped and looked down.
"Frank made you wet and you liked kissing him. Admit it," I demanded while staring down into her face.
"No," she giggled.
"Admit it," I said again.
"Well, you helped some," she giggled.
The conversation excited both of us and we had an intense session of sex. I was able to bring her to orgasm and fuck her through it before letting go. When I collapsed next to her, she shared an unexpected piece of information with me.
"They want us to come over," Abby said.
"Who does?" I asked.
"Clemmy and Frank," she clarified.
"How do you know?" I asked, wondering how the communication had occurred.
"She keeps texting me," my wife explained.
"When did she get your number?" I asked.
"Honey, girls always trade numbers," she responded dismissively.
Abby went on to explain the multiple requests she had received to get together and how each time she had made an excuse. Although disappointed she hadn't mentioned it before, I understood her reluctance but wondered why she hadn't firmly closed the door.
"Maybe we should..." I started before she cut me off.
"No baby, it was a one-time thing. I let you have your way...but only once," she explained.
I decided to let it go, so with a firm hug, I replied, "Okay."
Over a month had elapsed since our special night and our life had settled back into its standard routine. Often, I would think about Abby in her sexy dress and the time she spent in another man's arms, but I kept it to myself. Likewise, after the one exchange, she never brought up the interaction I had with Clemmy. I did wonder if she fantasized about that night and Frank, but so far, I hadn't summoned the courage to ask.
The opportunity to see them again strangely presented itself as a result of a meaningless argument that got out of hand. It had started as a discussion about her recent spending habits but her rejection of all my suggestions to control her budget had incensed me which set her off in turn.
"You're cut off!" she finally cried out in anger and frustration.
The statement stopped me dead in my tracks but after a deep breath, I challenged her, "I'm cut off because of your sloppiness? Sweetie, don't ever use our lovemaking as a weapon."
Abby knew she had screwed up and hung her head as I walked back to the TV. It was almost thirty minutes before she finally appeared and joined me on the couch, snuggling at my side.
"I'm sorry," she said softly.
"It's not okay...not good," I replied wanting to let her stew.
Several minutes of silence went by and I could tell the situation was weighing heavily on her psyche. I knew she wanted to make peace as she hated unresolved conflict but she shocked me with her offering.
"We can go out with Frank and Clemmy," she whispered in a barely audible voice.
"What?" I replied, pushing her away so I could see her face.
"I thought you wanted to," she said defensively.
"Honey, we haven't talked about them in weeks," I answered, although she had definitely piqued my interest.
"Okay," she replied with a sigh and left the room.
From her message I had to surmise that she thought I valued the interaction with the couple. In truth, I had enjoyed it a great deal but more from the perspective of witnessing her responses to the strange situation than my petting with the older woman. It also indicated it was something still churning in her head. Regardless, if all it took for another night at Luther's was for me to forgive her for her outburst, I was ready to agree!
"Honey, we can go to Luther's by ourselves. We don't need them," I said when she wandered in fifteen minutes later.
"Really?" she asked eagerly, sensing it was her path to redemption.
"Yes," I answered but then a thought struck me and I asked, "Is she still bugging you?"
"Some...not a lot. Some I guess," she explained.
"To meet them there?" I probed.
"No, not just there. More about just meeting for a drink," she responded.
"I see," I said, still believing the couple had ulterior motives, and before she could speak, I added, "We can meet them for a drink and then go to Luther's on our way home."
"That sounds good. Let's do that," she replied.
"Abby... Just remember. You can't threaten me with our lovemaking," I said sternly.
"I know...I'm sorry," she responded as she straddled my waist and began to shower me with kisses.
Three days later, on a Saturday night, we drove towards the selected bar to meet the couple. As expected, it was an upscale place that meant Abby needed to dress well and she had selected one of her standard cocktail dresses. It was stylish and looked good on her but lacked the added oomph of the one I had found. The older couple was waiting in a booth when we arrived and I wasn't the least bit surprised when Clemmy directed Abby next to Frank and me next to her.
"Abby, you look ravishing," the older man stated as his wife found my hand.
The compliment made her nervous which caused her to look away and fidget. It made Clemmy giggle, which triggered my soft chuckle as well, and Abby shot me an annoyed look as she settled down.
"It's been too long," Clemmy announced.
"Well..." I started, intending to say something clever, but suddenly wilted and replied, "You know..."
That brought another round of laughter from our new friends and my wife looked towards me in amusement, happy to have the attention diverted from her.
From there, the conversation moved to less awkward subjects and the conversational skills of the pair showed once again. Somehow, they managed to keep both of us engaged, and soon the table became quite animated. We went through several rounds of drinks and it looked like the evening would be a smashing success when Clemmy suddenly reentered delicate ground.
"Have y'all discussed the visit to Luther's?" she asked me openly.
The question caught me off-guard and I went silent for a moment, but not wanting to appear naïve, I finally answered, "Yes, many times."
The words caused Clemmy to giggle once more, and she responded, "I bet!"
"It's such a unique place. Sensual without being tawdry. People either love it or hate it," Frank said.
"We hated it," Abby replied but her effort to hold back her smile failed.
"Sweetie, I could tell before you left last time that you loved it," Clemmy giggled.
"Clemmy!" my wife responded in shock.
The older woman exploded in a full laugh that shook her body and the rest of us couldn't help but join in.
"Perhaps a return is in order," Frank suggested when everyone had calmed.



All eyes turned to me, but the most important set was my wife's. She didn't appear to be nervous, rather, I sensed she, like the older couple, was intrigued to hear my answer.
"Not tonight," I replied, deciding to stick with our plan.
"Disappointing, but we understand" Frank replied as his wife gave me a pleading look.
Thirty minutes later, we left the older couple and headed for Luther's. Abby was in good spirits, almost giddy as we made the short drive and as soon as the valet took the car, we walked purposefully towards the narrow staircase to take us to the lower level. With our prior spot taken, we scanned the dark room and managed to locate a similar table in an even darker corner that looked ideal.
"It's crowded," Abby offered as soon as we sat.
"Yes, it is. Much more than before," I concurred.
We talked about the other people in the room for several minutes but when a lull hit, I took the opportunity to give my wife a deep, passionate kiss that soon had her mewing. When we broke, her cute smile indicated she was enjoying herself.
I took her head in my hands, looked into her eyes, and before kissing her again, I said, "You are so beautiful."
We were still embraced when we heard Clemmy's voice call out, "Well, look whose here."
The words ended the kiss and as I turned, I felt Abby's head land on my chest as she started to giggle. The older couple was standing just a few feet away and they both sported big grins.
"I guess we're busted," I replied.
"Yes, you certainly are..." Clemmy responded.
"We don't mean to intrude. I couldn't stop her, unfortunately..." Frank offered as he rolled his eyes.
It was an embarrassing moment and they had just started to step away when I asked, "Would you care to join us?"
"Yes," Clemmy replied before her husband could speak.
Quickly they settled into the love seat opposite us and placed their drink orders. Once done, Clemmy started to tease us but her husband, wanting her to stop, pulled her close, and found her mouth. For several seconds, we watched the older couple act like teenagers before I turned to Abby and did the same thing.
When we finally broke, our friends had snuggled even closer and Frank had slipped his hand inside his wife's dress. By the movement, I could tell he was slowly kneading her flesh and I knew my wife had spotted the display when I felt her hand suddenly squeeze my arm.
"They just got here," she gasped into my ear.
It took all my self-control to refrain from laughing as her issue seemed to have more to do with the timing than the public act itself.
"It's dark," I whispered, thinking I needed to say something.
"Not that dark," she responded.
Deciding I didn't want to debate the subject, I turned her towards me and started another long kiss. This time, my hand immediately went to her butt, and perhaps inspired by the older couple, I slowly began to move the hem up. At first, I made good progress but before I managed to show her bottom, she pushed away.
"Uh uh..." she said.
"Why? It's a nice rear," I replied trying to be clever.
"Cute...very..." she started before my mouth found hers again.
I let some time elapse before I tried her dress again and was pleased when she didn't try to stop me. Emboldened, I pulled her towards me in a way that made her drape across my body which freed the dress, and within a few seconds, I worked it up until part of her ass cheek was visible. I knew without looking that Frank was feasting on the sight and that we had crossed an erotic threshold.
"Let's trade," Clemmy said to my wife as soon as the kiss ended.
Still catching her breath, Abby looked at me for the decision. For some reason, my thought returned to our prior visit, the serendipitous play, watching my wife in another man's arms, and the aftermath. In truth, we had moved past it with little angst. Perhaps it was that aspect that made my mind race, and although the silence only lasted for a few seconds, it seemed like hours before I responded.
"For a few minutes," I said.
The look on my wife's face morphed quickly from surprise to defiance and as soon as Clemmy stood, she did as well. The older woman wasted no time with formalities. She sat, pulled me to her, and began to kiss me as her hand landed high on my leg. Seconds later, she contacted my dick which instantly began to harden.
When we broke, I looked over at my wife and saw that Frank had her pulled hard against him as they embraced and somehow, in the short time they were together, he had managed to raise her dress allowing his hand to massage her bare bottom. Glancing around, I could see several tables watching the show, feasting on my wife's exposure. Like before, my emotions were confused, but the excitement of the situation easily overcame any trepidation.
Clemmy once more turned my head towards her and as soon as our lips connected her hand took mine and placed it on her breast. This time, I focused on her and drove my tongue into her mouth while my hand explored her mounds. Her sighs and whimpers let me know she enjoyed the attention, and each time I tried to disengage, she pulled me back. I had to admit, the more time I spent with the woman, the more sexually appealing she became, and we stayed focused on each other for some time before Frank's voice brought us back.
"Luther, how are you?" he said, and looking up I spotted a large black man standing next to our small table.
"Good man...good," he replied in a booming voice that seemed out of place in the subdued atmosphere.
"This is Luther, the owner of the bar," Frank announced.
Luther waved me back as I started to stand, but still briefly took my hand, although I could see most of his attention was on my wife who remained pressed tightly against Frank. Surprisingly, Frank asked the black man to join us for a drink and he immediately dropped onto the small couch with Abby squeezed in the middle.
Luther looked to be about 6'2" tall and was quite thick but not flabby. Even through his well-tailored slacks and dress shirt, it was easy to discern he had heavy thighs and well-developed arms. His size, coupled with his shaved head, made him look a bit menacing.
Stuck between the two male bodies, my wife struggled to pull her dress down and finally gave up leaving lots of leg showing. Certainly, the two men noticed as their eyes made numerous glances.
"Come on baby," Clemmy whined and turned my head back to her.
As we kissed, the older woman resumed teasing my dick and consumed by her attention, it wasn't until I heard a heavy sigh from Abby, audible even over the music, that I looked up. Frank had her partially turned across his body and was kissing her deeply, and in that position, one leg draped over his. The large black man's hand now fondled her exposed bottom. The contrast between her smooth, white skin and his dark meaty hands was striking and for a moment it mesmerized me before I looked up and realized that everyone nearby was watching. I thought about intervening as she seemed almost trapped between the men but some unseen force kept me from moving.
"Why don't y'all come over and let her have some fun," Clemmy whispered, breaking my concentration.
"Not tonight," I replied, now certain there was more to their play than public fondling.
"I understand...soon though," she responded, to which I gave a quick nod.
Deciding we needed to regroup, when Frank released my wife, I managed to get her attention and indicated we should go. I could tell by her expression they had aroused her and sensed she might even be a little disappointed to be leaving. However, during our discussion on the drive home, she agreed it had been time and we soon were laughing about the couple catching us. Fortunately, she maintained her spirit, and as soon as we entered the house, we raced to the bedroom. In short order, we were naked beneath the heavy comforter in a tight embrace.
"Damn you looked so hot tonight," I whispered.
"I told you I didn't like you with Clemmy," she teased, referring to the message she had delivered after our last visit.
"I have to distract her while you play with Frank," I snickered, and then added, "Luther, too."
"Do you really want someone else touching me?" she whispered with fake vulnerability, as she ran her tongue along my neck.
"Ummm...that feels good," I replied.
"You didn't answer," she said but maintained her teasing.
"You seemed happy," I responded, and when my fingers found her slippery wet slit, I said, "Wow...excited."
"Hush," she replied and turned onto her back, pulling me with her.
She fumbled with my dick and then brought it to her opening. As wet as she was, a gentle push was all it took to enter, and when we had connected, I stopped and looked down at her beautiful face.
"Just like before. Frank's kisses make you hot," I teased.
"Mmmm...yeah... Luther's too," she sighed.
"You kissed him? Luther?" I asked and as my mind recalled the nearby voyeurs, I wondered what they were thinking.
"Yeah...you were too busy with Clemmy to even notice," she said with an impish smile.
"Damn... What else did I miss?" I asked.
"Oh, just his fingers on my panties," she answered.
"Whose? Where? What do you mean?" I fired back.
The comical way I spoke made Abby giggle and it took her a moment to calm enough to reply, "Luther's fingers...you know where."
"He touched your pussy?" I asked in shock.
"Just on the outside...through the panties," she clarified.
It took a moment for the words to process and then I said, "No wonder you're dripping."
"Yeah...mmmm..." she moaned as I started to move.
Within seconds, I was taking her with deep, purposeful strokes, overwhelmed by the image of the men surrounding her. I knew I wouldn't last long but in truth, I didn't want to. Selfishly, I wanted to explode into my wife and ease my aching balls as I filled her with semen. Abby's movements and sounds were equally urgent and she had her legs high in the air as she encouraged me. Then, with my body suddenly numb and stars appearing before my eyes, I threw my head back and roared as I let go. I collapsed onto her and for some time she bore my full weight before I summoned the strength to roll to her side.
"Shit, Abby," I forced out.
"That was big...my God," she giggled.
"I know...I'm sorry..." I offered.
"Hush," she responded as her fingers started running through my hair.
I enjoyed her gentle touch for several minutes as I regained my strength and then pulled her tight. We cuddled and occasionally kissed but knowing she still needed relief, I pushed her onto her back as my fingers found her swollen slit.
"Mmmm...that feels good," she sighed as I gently rubbed her clit.
"He got you aroused," I said as the vision of Luther's fingers teasing her pussy filled my head.
"Shhhh...don't," she whispered.
"Two men...and you between. Kissing and touching you," I pushed.
"What did you do with Clemmy?" she asked but kept her eyes closed.
"She brushed against my dick with her hand," I admitted.
"Really?" she asked as her eyes flew open, and then with a sigh she added, "She's too much."
"Yeah...she got me hard. Just like they got you excited," I pressed.
"No..." she responded but she couldn't hold back her smile.
"Mmmm...hmmm..." I said and after several seconds, I continued with, "What if Luther had slipped his fingers underneath and touched you like I'm doing?"
Her reaction was like watching a car stuck in second gear suddenly being upshifted to third. A little whimper escaped her mouth and her legs widened several inches. I leaned down and took a nipple between my lips and sucked hungrily on it for several seconds as she filled the room with whimpers.
"What are you doing to me?" she whined sensually.
"Hush...just think of Luther's fingers on you while Frank kisses you," I whispered.
It took another minute, and in that time, I watched her legs spread even further as her sounds became desperate. Then, her orgasm hit, and her voice became much louder. For a moment, she grasped my wrist as I continued to manipulate her clit, and then she started to thrash, ending up curled on her side. I pulled the covers over us and began to rub her arm but she took it and pulled it over her and soon we were asleep.
The next morning, I had my radar going to try and determine my wife's state of mind. The liquor and the moment might very well have allowed her to participate in the encounter but in the light of day, I wondered how she might view things. Interestingly, I got no signals of distress which seemed particularly odd knowing that a strange black man had toyed with her sacred spot. Indeed, later that evening, she seemed quite happy to discuss the event.
"They certainly are an interesting couple," Abby said as we sipped wine in front of the TV.
"Yes, but I think there's more. Clemmy wanted us to come over to their house. I think they are probably swingers," I told her.
"You mean like wife swappers?" she asked.
"Yeah, I get the feeling there's more. More than just that bar," I replied.
"So, we're the new recruits?" she said.
Her question made me laugh but it did seem accurate and I replied, "Yeah, could be."
"They're attractive and charming. Why would they do that?" she asked.
"I don't know. Maybe I'm wrong," I said.
"I agree there's something more...but that sounds like a lot more," she replied.
"Well, you already kissed him. That's pretty intimate," I said as a tease, and started to add, "And Luther..."
"Stop!" she interrupted, and then repeated her stance on Clemmy, "And I don't like you with her."
"I didn't plan it, sweetie. I thought it would just be us. I guess we should have anticipated they would go there, though," I responded.
"I know. That was a surprise. How are we going to be sure it won't happen if we go again?" she asked.
The easy way she brought up a return to Luther's surprised me but wanting to encourage her playfulness, I said, "We'll go on an off night. Like a Wednesday."
"We'll be the only ones there," she laughed.



            Abby Learns the Game Ch. 02

            Abby and her husband agree to observe.

            
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/abby-learns-the-game-ch-02

Title: Abby Learns the Game Ch. 02

Author: j267

Category: Group Sex

Description: Abby and her husband agree to observe.

Tags: wife sharing, wife swap, slut wife, wife, swingers

Series: Abby Learns the Game


The most intriguing aspect about our encounters with Frank and Clemmy was my wife's reaction or lack thereof. I thought I would be dealing with some post-club anxiety, especially after Luther became involved but it only turned out to be minor. I knew it could have gone the other way, so all in all, I felt relieved. It did leave me wondering how well I knew my wife's inner desires and the location of her boundaries. Several months ago, I would have guessed a mere sensual embrace would have made her go ballistic but we had blown through that to passionate kissing and fondling.
I thought it might be best to let things calm for a while and perhaps softly probe her sexual psyche over time. In my mind, that would occur in bed as we held each other and exchanged soft words. However, what I hadn't considered was Clemmy pushing things with my wife and it took her less than a week to reach out.
"Clemmy's been texting me," she announced over breakfast.
"About going to Luther's again?" I asked.
"No, she wants to meet for lunch," she explained.
"Why?" I asked.
"She says we should get to know each other better," she replied.
"Hmmm..." I responded suspiciously.
"What? What's that mean?" Abby asked.
"I think she's sizing you up or trying to determine how you'd react to an invitation. Maybe both," I offered.
"About your swinging theory?" she clarified.
"Yes," I responded.
"So, I shouldn't go?" she asked.
The question was interesting and in truth, I had some curiosity about the woman's motivation, so I said, "I guess you could go if you want. Just be prepared so you don't get surprised or upset."
She returned my look for a moment and then said, "I'm not twelve."
Later that day, after running errands for several hours, I returned home and popped open a beer then went looking for my wife.
"Did you talk to Clemmy?" I asked, finding her primping in front of the mirror.
"Yes," she replied but failed to elaborate.
"And?" I asked with mild annoyance.
"We're meeting for a drink Tuesday," she said.
"I thought it was going to be a lunch date?" I replied.
"Neither of us is free for lunch. Besides, it's a nice place and she's buying," she laughed.
I tried to ask a few more questions but she quickly grew annoyed at my hovering so I retreated to the living room. Although their appointment was only two days out, I had mostly forgotten about it due to pressing issues at work. Thus, when I arrived home Tuesday and found it empty, I had my phone out when I recalled her plans. Now with it squarely at the forefront of my mind, I wandered impatiently through the house until she arrived home an hour and a half later, noticeably tipsy.
"We've been invited to a party at their house a week from Saturday," she replied nervously after flopping onto the sofa.
"What kind of party? I asked.
"She said we didn't have to do anything. We could just stay for a while and meet the people," she replied.
"Abby, is it that kind of party?" I pushed.
"Yes, you were right. Happy?" she responded, and before I could speak, she added, "God, it's so dirty. How would you look at someone knowing and they know you know?"
"Awkward for sure. You told her no, right?" I clarified.
"I did," she answered but without conviction.
"Meaning?" I asked.
"She wouldn't take no for an answer. She said we could just stop by for a drink and then leave. And she kept asking...I committed to her I would talk to you about it," she explained.
"Well, you did. Want to go?" I asked.
"No," she replied.
"There...then we're done," I said.
"Okay," she agreed and started walking away, and just as she was about to exit the room, she said, "Frank is going to call you."
"Why?" I asked, catching up with her in the bedroom.
"For the same reason, she met with me. Try to convince you," Abby replied.
"How did he get my number?" I asked suspiciously.
"I...I gave it to her," she admitted nervously.
"I think they're out of line pushing so hard," I said.
"Yes, I agree...it does seem too much," she replied.
That ended the immediate conversation although we returned to it several times over the next few days. Mostly, it involved me asking clarifying questions about her discussion with Clemmy. I expected Frank would call quickly and get it over with one way or the other. However, when the weekend arrived and he still hadn't reached out, I assumed they had decided to go with Abby's rejection. Thus, I was mildly surprised when I received a call from the older man on Saturday afternoon.
"By now you must be aware of the conversation our wives had earlier this week," he started after the normal preliminaries.
"Yes, she told me about the discussion," I concurred.
"Perfect. Then, let me be candid but at any point, if you want to end the call, feel free to say so," he started, and after I acknowledged his comment, he continued with, "We are a very select group of attractive, successful, and educated adults that have been in our...scene for many years. When we ran into you and your beautiful wife the first time at the restaurant, we thought y'all would make a great addition to the group and our other interactions have only reinforced that view. With each new couple, we've had to go through an introduction, a discussion like this, and of course, it's quite awkward. In every case, the results have fallen into two camps. First, there are the ones that do not want to consider participation in any way and are offended by the approach. They shut things down quickly. The second group are the curious people...intrigued by the thought but not prepared to do anything without learning more. Never have we met a couple that was instantly eager. I say this so you can understand where you and Abby are in the spectrum. Are you with me so far?"
"I am," I confirmed.
"May I proceed?" the older man asked.
"Sure, go ahead," I told him.
"When Clemmy spoke with your wife, she was clearly quite nervous, as was to be expected. Although she said y'all weren't interested, she did agree to let us talk," Frank explained, and I sensed he was alluding to something the older woman saw that he wanted me to know about. However, I didn't try to clarify and let him continue, "The purpose of this call is to offer you the opportunity to meet and socialize with our little group without any pressure to participate. The others will know you're only there to observe and may decide to leave at any moment."
"Where does all this occur?" I asked, unable to hold back my curiosity about the mechanics.
"Our home usually. It's a very tasteful residence and my wife has done an outstanding job decorating," he explained.
"I see...look, Frank. I...we know that you and Clemmy aren't lunatics but this is way past anything we have ever been confronted with, let alone considered. I think the answer, as we stand here today, is no but I'll talk it over again with Abby and if that changes, we'll reach out." I told the man.
"I can't ask for any more than that. Have a good day," he replied and hung up.
"Was that Frank?" my wife asked suddenly appearing in the room.
"Were you eavesdropping?" I asked with a chuckle.
"No, I was walking by and from the tone..." she replied, fighting back her smile and when I rolled my eyes, she asked, "What did he say?"
I went through the brief discussion and when I finished, she confirmed it was like the message she received from the man's wife. Clearly, the sales pitch strategy focused on getting us to take the next step and meet the group. For the remainder of the afternoon and into the evening, we discussed the bizarre situation and speculated on everything from the people's attractiveness to the process of partner selection. It seemed that each time we contemplated a question it would quickly lead to several more. We found the speculative discussion very entertaining and managed to kill a bottle of wine and part of a second.
"Should we feel honored?" Abby giggled as we discussed our selection.
"I think so. I bet they looked at a hundred couples before they decided to approach us," I replied.
"Why do you think that?" she laughed.
"Because you're so beautiful," I said as I pulled her close and after giving her a long kiss, I teased her by saying, "Frank clearly thinks so."
"Yeah, yeah...Clemmy was the same way with you," she countered.
Then, suddenly a thought hit me, and rather than holding it back, I blurted out, "Could you do it with him? With Frank?"
A shocked look appeared on her face but just for a moment, for a tiny millisecond, I swore I saw guilt in her eyes before she replied, "No, of course not."
Now, I wondered if she held something within her, harbored some inner desires that she hadn't shared with me. Had she fantasized about the older man and perhaps even masturbated to thoughts of him caressing her body? Strangely, the idea didn't terrify me. Instead, it further enflamed my curiosity as once again I contemplated the boundaries of her sexual psyche that I had never really challenged.
"Do you want to take them up on the offer? Check it out?" I asked.
Oddly, in all our hours of discussion, we had not broached the simple question deciding instead to entertain ourselves on the subject without first calling for a show of hands.
"No, do you?" she replied after only a brief hesitation.
"No, I don't want you to get upset," I said, instantly realizing I had chosen my words poorly.
"What does that mean? Why do you think I'd get upset? Why not you?" she fired back.
"That didn't come out right," I acknowledged.
She gave me a hard stare for several seconds, clearly unimpressed by my mea culpa, and then answered, "So, you'd go if you were sure I wouldn't get upset? That's what you're saying. You really want to go except you're worried about me?"
I had to admire the cleverness she showed after so much alcohol, and now on my heels, I replied, "That's not what I'm saying."
"Okay, I promise I won't get upset. What's your answer?" she pushed.
"You're already upset," I countered.
"At you. Not at the...the swingers. I'm upset because you won't give me a straight answer," she stated.
Knowing she had me trapped, I responded, "Okay, look. I've thought about seeing what it's all about...to get the answer to all the questions we've been talking about but I don't think it's worth the trouble."
"Trouble meaning me?" she demanded.
"No, Abby...not you. I mean you some if I'm honest but other things, too. The social awkwardness, the visual knowledge we'll carry...and I'm sure when we're there we'll be pressured," I explained.
"So, it is me," she replied and the fire in her eyes informed me that I was either being played or she was truly enjoying taking me down.
"Abby, every man there is going to look at you and want to fuck you," I said crudely.
Again, she gave me a strange look and then took my hand and said sarcastically, "Oh, I'm sorry you're so insecure, baby."
That launched another round of discussion and somehow every time I tried to dig out of the hole I had created, I found myself descending deeper. A half-hour later, somehow, we had concluded it would be safe to go to the party to check things out but leave at the first sign of weirdness. In the end, I'm not sure whether it was a decision we reached together or if it was just the path out of the argument. Even then, I thought it highly likely we would change our minds before the day arrived.
Abby had the task of contacting Clemmy which she did the following day. Amazingly, little was said about it for the rest of the week, and it was only on Friday when I inquired about the dress that she told me it was a casual gathering.
"Okay, show me what you're wearing," I said.
"I'll show you but you don't get a say," she replied.
I stood aside as she went to her closet and came back with a dark blue knee-length turtleneck wool dress. It seemed a bit more than casual but also a quite defensive offering as it provided no view of her sensual neck or lovely thighs. A few hours later, dressed in grey slacks, a blue shirt, and a navy blazer, I waited for her in the living room and stood as she entered.
"You look lovely," I told her.
"It's not too racy, is it?" she joked and then began laughing when I rolled my eyes.
"I guess we're really going," I said when she calmed.
"I guess but let's be ready to leave," she responded.
Twenty minutes later, we pulled up in front of a handsome home set on a large piece of property in a fashionable section of the city. Frank met us at the door, giving my wife a simple kiss on the cheek, and soon we were sipping cocktails as the remaining guests arrived. In all, there were six couples including our hosts with Abby and I easily being the youngest. Everyone looked professional, and I was proud of the way my wife managed to interact with the group. An hour had gone by and people were on their second or third drink when Clemmy used a serving fork against her Champaign glass to get everyone's attention.
"We have something fun in store for this evening, but first everyone must change into the outfits we've arranged. They are on the table in the dining room with your name on them and there are plenty of places to change so get to it!" she announced in her normal bubbly way.
Instantly, people began moving towards the dining room like children receiving a present. Abby's eyes caught mine, and we lingered near the back nervous about what to do. I knew without speaking that we were both contemplating whether it was time to leave but we dutifully followed the others. When we entered the room, we could see that everyone had received the same outfit which looked like heavy pajamas with slippers. There was a long sleeve top that buttoned up the front and full pants with drawstrings. Both male and female sets came ornately embroidered with the only visible difference being an orangey-red for the women and gold for the men.
"This is a bit weird don't you think?" Abby said when the others had left to change.
"Yes, kind of, but these things aren't really...threatening. I mean... Do you want to go?" I asked.
"The longer we stay the harder it becomes to leave," she said.
I nodded to her and we prepared to go in search of our hosts when Clemmy appeared in the doorway.
"Don't panic. Still, plenty of time to leave," she said with a reassuring smile, and then quickly added, "Besides, you should see what Frank has created. It's amazing."
"Clemmy, we're nervous," my wife said.
"Honey, relax. Neither your husband nor Frank would ever let anything happen to you," she said in a soothing voice.
With a final smile, she turned and left leaving us once more to face the decision. I had to admit I still held a certain curiosity, so when Abby looked at me, I merely shrugged my shoulders. With a deep sigh, she grabbed her package, and together we left to find a place to change.
Fortunately, the first bedroom we came to was empty, although there were clothes there indicating a couple had already changed and left. I helped her pull the dress over her head and then started to remove my things. Abby was wearing a tiny thong and a very thin bra that seemed incongruent with her conservative outerwear and for a moment I wondered if they had been a subconscious selection.
"I don't think you're supposed to wear underwear with these," I said as she began to pull up the bottoms.
"If I have to run out of here, I want my panties," she replied which made us both laugh and broke the tension.
Now that she had set the precedent, I found myself pulling the pants up over my boxers. It took only a few minutes to finish, and we placed our clothes in a neat stack on the bed then joined the others. The odd clothing had created a buzz and now everyone seemed giddy which made me nervous about what might happen next.
Our hosts assembled everyone in the living room and dimmed the lights to a low level before illuminating the backyard with floodlights. Suddenly, a large tent appeared that seemed to be made from a very heavy material.
"Frank, is that a desert tent?" one of the male guests asked.
"Yes, it's a Bedouin tent to be precise. I ran across it by chance and the owner didn't realize what he had," he explained.
"Let's see it," a female voice spoke, and we all quickly moved towards the back door.
"Damn, Frank," I heard a male voice say ahead of me, as I waited to enter the tent.
Once inside, I realized what he had been referring to. It was one of the cleverest and most enticing set-ups I had ever seen. The tent could easily hold everyone and covering the floor were numerous overlapping oriental rugs. Also, arranged around the perimeter were six stations that consisted of a small mattress held within a nice cover, along with numerous pillows. There were several platters filled with fruits in the center and on either end was a hookah with multiple hoses. Middle Eastern music was playing through some unseen sound system and soft lighting filtered from around the bottom providing just enough illumination to see. Now, the outfits made sense as we realized our host's intentions.
For the next few minutes, Frank and Clemmy were inundated with words of admiration for their concept, and following that they answered questions. When the din died down, the couples were directed to pick a spot. Abby and I took one across from Frank and Clemmy and sat down cross-legged. Our hosts directed everyone's attention to the wine that was positioned in jugs around the tent and the goblets that went with each station. Dutifully, I poured some for my wife, and we joined the conversation while I occasionally fed Abby grapes from the tray.
"This is amazing," I whispered to her, as the others chatted.
"It is! Wow...not what I expected," she concurred.
Besides us and our hosts, the other couples included Steve and Sally, Craig and Diane, Jim and Mary, and Bob and Irene. Steve and Sally were just to our left and looked to be the next youngest couple to us at perhaps thirty-five. Steve was tall and in good shape with chiseled facial features, and his wife who also looked good was a honey blonde with deep blue eyes and a very nice smile. Craig and Diane were to their left, next to our hosts, and looked to be around forty. Craig was heavy without really looking fat which juxtaposed with his petite wife. Both had dark hair, although Craig's hairline was receding rapidly. Diane was full of life and jumped into the middle of every conversation, but her husband was quieter, almost brooding, at times.
To our immediate right were Bob and Irene who also looked to be around forty. Bob was a pretty average-looking guy, but his wife was very good-looking. She had light brown hair, a slender body, and a way of carrying herself that delivered the message that at one time she had been an absolute stunner. To their right were Jim and Mary that looked to be the oldest couple at what I guessed was around fifty. While showing some signs of age, they made up for it with their witty conversation that usually had the group laughing.
While the conversation continued, I noticed Bob pick up a small wooden box, extract something and place it in the hookah. Almost immediately, a sweet aroma filled the room and he reached for one of the hoses.
"Go easy, Bob. It's strong," Frank said, stopping the chatter for a moment.
The smell and his warning let me know that the substance being burned was very likely illegal. I had consumed my fair share of pot in college and Abby had admitted trying it several times, but it had been years and I knew the current strains were stronger. We watched as Bob sucked gently on the hose and after several seconds emitted a stream of smoke from his mouth. He offered the hose to his wife Irene while at the same time Jim took one of the other hoses. With my focus on the developments at our end of the tent, I didn't notice at first that Frank had fired up the other device, and now that there were two going, I knew it wouldn't be long before our turn came.



"Abby?" Bob offered, holding out the hose.
She looked at me with questioning eyes, and with a shrug, I said, "Why not."
My wife accepted the offer and amazingly she was able to draw and expel the smoke correctly without coughing. After Bob refilled the bowl, I went next and Abby took another quick hit before we passed it back.
"Oh shit," I heard my wife say a minute or so later, and looking at her I could see the drug's effects were already hitting her.
It wasn't long before I felt what she did, and as our host had warned, it was indeed quite strong. We weren't the only ones to feel it and over the next few minutes, I watched as people that had been sitting straight up began to stretch out on the mattresses. I let Abby fall over and rested her head in my lap using one of the cushions as a pillow. People were still talking, although it was at a slower pace, and then somehow Frank lowered the lights to the point I could just barely see across the tent.
Those conversing reduced until only Frank, Craig, Diane, Bill, and I were doing any talking. I could see that Abby's eyes were open, but she seemed to be content to listen and experience the feelings of her high. We continued for a while then, when a lull occurred, Frank reached behind him and came back with something in his hand.
Turning to me, he held out the object and said, "Since you're the new guy, you control the bell. Ring it when you're ready to move."
"Move? What do you mean?" I asked.
"Each time it rings, the men move one place to the right," he explained, and his words sent a panic through me as the meaning hit.
"Frank...I don't know. We...what if I don't want to," I stammered.
"Then don't ring it," he replied, as a smile appeared on his face.
The short exchange brought some chuckling from the others and then like the firing of a starting gun, I watched as the men quickly nestled in next to their wives and began to kiss and caress. Abby had the same expression on her face when I looked down at her, so I guessed she was oblivious to the discussion. Nevertheless, I set the bell to one side, and like the others moved closer to my wife, nestling in behind her in a spooning position. Gently, I moved the hair from her neck and started to give her light kisses.
"Mmmm..." she moaned softly, then surprisingly she turned so that we were facing.
"I thought you were out," I whispered.
"Just resting," she replied.
I kissed her on the lips several times with each one becoming more passionate. She didn't fight me and I pulled her leg over my hip to make us partially entwined.
"What's happening?" she asked, and I could tell she was slowly coming out of the deepest effects of the drug.
Whispering, I explained about the smoking and the effect it had on everyone, the dimming of the lights, and the making out that was now going on. I left the bell for last and told her that I didn't have to ring it all.
"That's so crazy," she replied, but rather than get upset, she pulled me into another kiss.
Amazingly, it was only the start as she slowly became the aggressor seeking out my lips and running her hands over my body. While this was going on, even over the music, I could hear the occasional moan or sigh from the other couples. Emboldened by her actions, my hand found the buttons on her top, and I slowly began to undo them until the top three were free and her bra came into view. I lowered my mouth and found the swell of her breasts above the garment and began to kiss and lick, with her sounds now joining the erotic serenade.
"You're on fire," I whispered.
"That stuff made me horny," she replied with a little giggle as if it was a legitimate reason for her behavior.
"Take your bra off," I demanded, her arousal now feeding mine.
I thought I might get rejected or at least go through some debate, but with just a quick look she replied, "Unhook it."
Reaching into her heavy top, I was able to unclasp it, and immediately she began wiggling and working the straps down her arm until she was able to pull it free, then she casually tossed it to the side. My mouth, hungry in anticipation, descended to her chest and quickly found her erect nipples. I tongue-lashed them, drawing wonderful sounds of excitement from her mouth, and was thrilled but also nervous about the way my wife was behaving. Still, I couldn't stop, and as my mouth sucked on her breasts my hand found the remaining buttons and released them. Pushing her onto her back, I gazed with pride at her beautiful torso and the perfect mounds that were now on display to me and anyone else that happened to look.
"Happy?" she asked looking up at me, and rather than respond I lowered my head and licked her from the top of her pants to her neck.
Falling back to her side, my hand snaked beneath her waistband and found her thong. I could feel her heat and when my fingers made their way under the tiny garment I was rewarded with a very wet pussy already swollen with arousal.
Four buttons held her pants up and when my fingers came into contact with the first one I was certain she would push me away, but I was able to quickly unfasten it without protest and it wasn't until I was at the third that she responded.
"What are you doing?" she asked while taking my hand in hers.
"Taking your pants off," I said bluntly.
"Why?" she responded.
"I want to," I answered, providing no real justification.
Surprisingly, she withdrew her hand from mine and I quickly completed the task of unbuttoning, and when I finished, I could see the top of her thong through the opening. With my blood practically boiling and a pounding in my ears, I searched for something to cut her panties free and my eyes located a small knife on the fruit tray which I quickly grabbed.
"Be still," I commanded.
Reaching in and finding her leg band, I stretched it into view and with a hard pull of the knife half cut and half tore it free. Seconds later, the same thing occurred to the other side, and this time it was me that tossed the garment to the side.
Once more moving beside her, I sucked hungrily on her nipples while my hand moved into her pants and began to tease her opening. I could hear her panting in excitement from my efforts and occasionally I would rise and kiss her mouth. For some bizarre reason I didn't completely understand, I wanted her to cum, wanted to witness her letting go with everyone around, so I continued to push.
"What are you doing to me?" she whined, as her body writhed sensually.
"Making you cum," I answered.
"People are watching," she replied, suddenly showing some modesty.
"No one is," I countered.
"Honey...please..." she said in a voice that let me know she was suddenly uncomfortable.
"What's wrong baby?" I asked removing my hand and lifting my head.
"Everyone can see," she whispered.
"Baby, don't worry. They're all busy. Look," I said, knowing from the sounds there was activity all around us.
I moved so that I was on my elbow and helped her scoot up so that we could see more of the room. As expected, it was a scene of decadence as Steve had his head buried between his wife's legs, Frank was getting a blowjob and Craig was slowly fucking his wife who had her legs raised high in the air. Behind us, we could hear more but didn't bother to turn.
"My God," my wife whispered.
"I told you. Now let me play," I replied softly, flashing her a big smile, and hoping she would accept the actions of the others as justification to allow me to continue.
"This is crazy," she answered, but made no effort to stop me when my hand reentered her pants.
Soon, I was back to manipulating her body, and I was happy to hear the sounds of her arousal return. After using my fingers to play with her pussy for a few minutes, I decided that like Steve, I wanted to taste my wife, so I began kissing down her body until my lips were just above her opening. Then, with a quick move, my tongue found her clit and flicked it back and forth.
"Ding!" the sound of the bell ringing filled the tent, and looking up, I was surprised to see the shocked look on my wife's face.
"I hit it by accident," she gasped.
Our eyes locked for a moment and I was just about to explain what happened to Frank when Steve, naked from the waist up, entered my vision and dropped to my wife's side. At the same time, I noticed other movements in the tent which distracted me and when I looked back, his body now shielded Abby's face from my view. Confused and in something of a fog, with slow measured steps I walked towards the next station expecting at any time to hear an urgent plea from Abby.
Irene was on her back, completely nude when I arrived, and I had barely sat down when she began to work the buttons on my shirt, and as soon as it was off she pulled me next to her.
"Is this your first time?" she asked.
"Yes...I guess...yes, I think so," I responded, still in shock.
Lie back so you can watch your wife and I'll suck you. No husband should miss his wife's first time," she said.
I did as I was told, finding a spot where I could watch Abby and Steve, and as soon as I was settled I felt her hands working the buttons, then my pants being pulled down and off. The boxers quickly followed and then the beautiful older woman's lovely mouth was wrapped around my dick while her fingernails teasing my scrotum.
Steve lay to Abby's side with his head close to hers and they appeared to be talking. It didn't seem like anything had happened and several times I saw him attempt a kiss. However, on each occasion, she demurely turned her head but returned to the conversation as if she was playing for time. Then, he leaned down and his lips went for her neck. For a moment her hand went to his shoulder as if she meant to push him away, but her move lacked strength and within a few seconds it was merely resting there.
After getting her comfortable, he left her neck and moved to her mouth. This time, she accepted him, and just like the times at Luther's, watching her receive and return another man's kiss was strangely erotic. Steve took his time and it was several minutes before his lips moved to her breasts but the instant they touched she arched her back in response. Over and over I watched as he licked and sucked on her hard nipples while occasionally kissing beneath her breasts. Abby's hand had moved to the back of his neck, and with her eyes closed, she seemed to be quite content.
Finally, his mouth left her breasts and he licked down her torso, stopping to tease her belly button for a moment before continuing towards the prize. I watched as her hand reached down to hold her pants closed, but he ignored her and with his chin pushed it out of the way. He licked down the opening until he had her squirming then sat back and with a sudden movement he pulled her pants down to her knees and with a second tug had them completely off.
My wife tried to cover her sex with her hand, but like before Steve quickly brushed it aside and his hungry mouth was quickly attached to her wet slit.
"Uhhhh..." we all heard her cry out.
I could see her looking around, no doubt seeking my reaction, however, her lover's tongue proved too powerful because seconds later she widened her legs. Her hand moved to the back of his head, helping to guide, as she abandoned her sensibilities to the decadent pleasure.
"Ugghhh..." I grunted when I felt Irene's finger penetrate my rectum.
She had worked my cock over voraciously as I watched my wife and in other circumstances, I would have already exploded, however, her sudden assault on my ass got my attention.
"Relax baby, it will feel good," she coached me while looking up with a smile.
"No...uhhh...damn," I groaned, trying to wiggle away but failing.
Irene kept pushing and when she found my prostate I surrendered completely to her efforts. It felt like her finger was inside my dick making it harder, and the sensation, coupled with her wet mouth, distracted me from Abby. I let myself enjoy her efforts for several minutes and was blissfully aware I was getting close to a release. However, before it arrived, I glanced towards my wife and saw that Steve was now kneeling between her legs, naked with his hard cock in his hand.
"Irene, the bell...please..." I was able to force out, which made her look up, but my words didn't immediately register so, I said again, "Irene hand me the bell...now!"
She looked at me then at Abby and Steve and it dawned on her what I was saying. With a graceful move, she dropped my dick, pulled her finger from my ass, and turned her body to pick up the bell. She could have just rung it herself, but she was following my directions and those few seconds terrified me as I watched the handsome man lean forward to penetrate my wife.
"Ding!" I hit it at the last possible moment and watched his look turn to disbelief and anger.
For some reason, if someone was going to experience my wife, I didn't want it to be him. Maybe it was because he was younger than the rest and more attractive or perhaps it was his smooth manner, but I knew I needed to stop him.
"There are always lots of emotions the first time," Irene whispered, as I prepared to leave.
"Thank you," was all I could think of to say as I moved to Mary.
Strangely, Mary, who had been so outgoing when conversing was very quiet, acting quite shy when I sat next to her. It made things awkward, particularly since I wanted to focus attention on my wife. Besides the obvious aspects of sex, I was worried about Craig's demeanor and what effect it might have on Abby's psyche.
Since everyone was now naked, I could see Craig's average cock protruding from his barrel-like body as he lay next to my wife casually massaging her breasts. I wondered if he had already fucked one of the women and climaxed which had drained his energy or if he was trying to be sensitive, but he seemed to be in no hurry.
"What can I do for you?" the older woman finally asked.
"Mary, I...I'm struggling...with my wife. I'm worried about her and want to make sure she's okay," I replied, trying to be honest.
"Sweetie, I've been around lots of newbies and there are two kinds of men. Those that only worry about themselves and those that worry about their wives. It's special how you're acting and it's good," she answered, making me feel much better.
"Should I be worried about Craig?" I asked, now that I had something of a confidant.
"Since he just fucked Sally it will take him a while, so I doubt he will be ready unless you want to wait. Better if you let Frank," she counseled.
"Should I go ahead and ring the bell?" I asked, feeling that I was getting sound advice.
"You should give Steve a minute. You cut him off pretty hard," she replied.
Just to our left, barely out of reach, Steve had just entered Irene and was fucking her with long powerful strokes that made me glad I hadn't let him have my Abby. He had her grunting loudly, and was showing no signs of fading. Mary and I sat mostly in silence watching the others, however, after several minutes, I felt her hand grip my dick.
"Young men feel so nice," she said with a laugh as she stroked it, which made me laugh, too.
Looking around, I could see that everyone but Abby, me, and our partners were fucking. Steve was still in the missionary position with Irene pummeling her pussy while Frank was pounding Sally hard from behind. Clemmy was on top of Bob riding him like a cowgirl and Jim was in the missionary position with Diane who was practically wailing.
The sights and sounds were keeping me aroused and looking over at my wife I could see that she too was taking it all in with a strange expression on her face. Then, while I looked on, I saw Craig place his hand between her leg and start to manipulate her pussy. I was shocked to see that within just a short amount of time she was actively responding to his touch by opening her legs and moving her body seductively. Did she find him more appealing than I realized? Had she been left without an orgasm for so long that she would do anything for a release? Had the sights and sounds of everything around her taken her to an extreme level of arousal? As I thought about the possibilities, I suspected that the truth resided in some combination of all these things.
"Keep your bell close," Mary whispered.
Craig moved to his knees with his hand still on my wife's pussy and leaned across her so that his cock was inches from her mouth. I cringed expecting a bad reaction from her to this bold act so I was stunned when I saw her reach up with her hand and take hold of him then bring it to her mouth. He pushed it in deep and her hand went to his balls and fondled them while he rocked slowly back and forth.
"She's very excited," Mary proclaimed while squeezing my aching dick harder.
Fortunately, I could tell that Irene and Steve were getting close. Their moans had become more pronounced and there was an urgency in the movements of their bodies. Less than a minute later, she started to cum which must have tipped him over because with a loud groan and a hard push his body began to spasm against the lovely woman.
"Ding!" I rang the bell, after giving the couple to our left a minute to recover.
"You're wonderful," I said to Mary.
"Come back later," she said with a grin before I scooted the short distance to Clemmy.
"Finally!" our hostess declared when I settled in next to her and then added, "Why did you pick that spot so far away?"
"Clemmy, I didn't know the rules," I said in my defense.
"I know honey, but you better let your wife orgasm before she goes nuts," she giggled.
"I know...I...uhhh...I want it to be Frank," I admitted.
"I thought that was your plan, but you know...get ready. Frank will make her fly," she warned with a wry smile.
Frank, now next to Abby, was turned to his side and resting on his elbow, while he looked down at my wife who was flat on her back. His semi-hard cock draped across his thigh and I could tell it was slightly larger than mine. Abby showed no apparent concern about her nudity and appeared quite relaxed as they talked.
It was only a minute later, while Clemmy stroked my cock with a tight grip, that Frank pulled my wife against his body in a tight embrace and began to passionately kiss her. Almost instantly, her arms wrapped around his neck and a casual observer would have concluded that they were long-term lovers. They kept at this for some time, showing no urgency until Frank rolled my wife onto her back once more. He climbed over her with his legs straddling her waist but held his torso a foot above hers. I saw Abby glance down towards his cock before Frank dropped his head and began to suck on her small, sensitive nipples which soon had her whimpering.
Time seemed to creep by as he further excited my wife, but it was probably only a minute or so. Then he stopped and I could see them whispering again, and soon, with their eyes locked, Abby nodded her head. Frank began moving between her legs as she spread open in a clear invitation. The older man took his now fully erect cock into his right hand and after several seconds of awkward moves, they both became still.
"Ohhhhh..." Abby's cry filled the tent when Frank's hips suddenly thrust forward.
Without question, Frank had penetrated my wife and after a moment, they began whispering to each other again as her hands maintained a tight grip on his biceps. Seconds later, another thrust from him brought forth another passionate wail. Once again, he paused for several seconds, but when he resumed, he started a deep, forceful movement that had my wife moaning loudly as her legs lifted to his side. All around me, I could see the others had stopped their activities to watch the breaking of the new girl.
Frank took my wife. There was no other way to describe it. He fucked her hard in a relentless way that brought her to an orgasm quickly. It was obvious to all when she got there as she filled the tent with her excited cries. After her climax, she became quiet for a while, but Frank kept up his assault, and soon she was back with him responding passionately to the raw fucking.



Clemmy provided soothing words of comfort as my wife felt the joy of her lover's cock, and then held me when my wife erupted. As soon as Abby released in her first climax, the older woman pulled me on top of her and brought my drooling dick to her opening, where I plunged quickly inside. With my mind reeling in turmoil from what I had witnessed and continued to hear, I lasted only a short time before my balls boiled over and I shot a huge load into the mature woman, who took it graciously while holding me in an embrace.
Then, with me gasping for air, we turned our attention back just as Frank's body became rigid and with several final, deep thrusts he fired his semen into my wife while letting go with a powerful roar. Then, as if someone had thrown a switch, it became silent inside the tent, and when Frank rolled off my wife, I was both stunned to see her remain spread with her eyes shut and her chest heaving. Even in the dim light, I could see her body glistening with sweat and her small, shaved pussy now swollen and drooling.
When my eyes left her, I noticed the others staring at me and after several seconds I knew they were sending a message. Slowly, I reached out, took the bell in my hand, and after a moment of contemplation gently jostled it until it rang.
Jim rose and moved to my wife immediately. I hadn't paid much attention to him, but now standing next to Abby I could see he had a large, uncircumcised cock that seemed out of proportion to the rest of his body. It was only half-hard and I wondered, as an older guy, if he had done all he could for the night.
Like the others, Diane met me with a knowing smile, and I wondered how many newbies this group had broken in. Up close, I realized that her small body was perfectly proportioned with a tight bottom and nice B-cup breasts. Like my wife, she had full lips and for a moment I was distracted from what was happening with Abby. However, just as Diane took my dick in her small hand, I heard sounds from behind me and turned to see Jim between my wife's very open legs, holding the base of his mean-looking cock and slapping it against Abby's used opening.
"Turn this way," Diane said guiding me where I could watch my wife while she straddled my waist and pulled my recovering dick to her slit.
As she slid down my shaft, I could tell she was full of the cum of the men who had been with her before me, but it still felt wonderful, and when she pushed her chest against mine and began to nibble on my ear, just for a moment, I forgot about Abby. One of my hands went to her ass to help guide her and the other landed on the back of her neck while I directed her mouth to mine.
"Damn, you feel good," I gasped.
"Thanks, honey. Was that your wife's first time?" she whispered.
"Yes," I groaned softly in reply.
"Frank knows what he's doing. He was my first. Irene's too," she offered.
"Really?" I replied, not knowing what else to say.
"Yes, she'll always remember it too. Especially, with that climax," she answered, which brought with it a pang of jealousy.
Jim was now alternately slapping my wife's pussy with his heavy cock and running the head up and down her wet slit. I could see that it was stiffening, and could also see that my wife was now watching his efforts with her body jerking each time he came into contact with her clit. Around us, Chris was taking Mary in the doggie position, but the others appeared to be resting and watching Abby.
"Uhhhh..." I suddenly heard my wife's voice cry out.
Returning my attention to her, I could see her legs were spread very wide and her feet were suspended about a foot off the ground. Her nails were dug into the older man's arms and she was looking between their bodies where he must have been pushing his cock inside her.
"Relax Abby," Clemmy called out in a low but purposeful voice.
"Unnnggghhhh..." she grunted again as we watched Jim push his hips forward.
"Abby try to relax," our hostess said again.
"I'm trying...ohhhhhh..." Abby started to reply before her lover fed more of his fat cock inside. Then, when he pushed again, we heard her force out, "Oh, God!"
When the sound of her voice dissipated, we could see that Jim was now in her saddle with his large tool fully embedded. He lowered his body, obstructing most of my view, and grew still, no doubt allowing her to get accustomed to the size. A minute or so later he started to move slowly which brought fresh sounds from my wife that slowly morphed from discomfort to pleasure.
"She's fine," Diane said to me with a giggle, as she continued to roll her hips.
The sensual sounds that Jim was now pulling from Abby affected me and helped bring my dick to full hardness. The older man was doing a great job of building my wife's passion and it seemed like it was carrying over to all of us. I could feel the tingling in my balls start, although having already cum once, I felt more in control.
Abby's sounds were dominating the tent when her lover suddenly stopped, pulled out, and directed her to her knees. I thought she might take it as an opportunity to break away, so it was with some surprise that I watched her eagerly turn and present him her lovely rear.
"Uhhh...uhhh...ohhh..." she started calling out repeatedly when Jim pushed back inside and restarted his assault.
He had his hands firmly on her hips and built the pace until he was pounding her hard. Her face and sounds made it clear that she was in heaven, and looking around I could see that everyone had stopped what they were doing to witness their mating. Even Diane had stopped and was now resting on my chest with her mouth next to my ear.
"That's so hot. She's going to cum some more," she whispered.
Her words were prophetic as it wasn't long before Abby was practically screaming and her body started thrusting back against her new lover's cock. Jim, no doubt sensing the moment, took one hand off her hip and moved it to her breast, found her nipple, and squeezed.
"Uggghhhh...uggghhhh...ohhh...oh fuck...fuck..." my wife cried out as she began to orgasm.
Several times, her body stiffened and released, and then she started tossing her head back and forth as her mouth emitted sounds of wild abandon. Jim rode her through it and tried to keep her on her knees, but finally, she fell forward, releasing his cock. All watched as he pulled on his shaft several times forcing a heavy glob of semen to fall onto her still writhing ass. For a moment, the creamy substance clung to her skin but gravity took hold and we watched as it moved obscenely into her crack.
"My God," I whispered.
"Fuck," Diane replied in amazement.
Abby lay sprawled and still on the mat with Jim still on his knees behind her, and throughout the tent, I could hear murmuring voices commenting on the scene.
"I need to go to her," I said to Diane.
"Yes," she agreed and quickly climbed off me.
Jim saw me coming and moved away while I snuggled close to my wife's side so I could talk to her.
"Baby, I'm here. Are you okay?" I asked in a faint whisper.
Slowly, she turned her head and looked at me, and I could see from her eyes that she was still lost, so I wrapped my arm around her and pulled her close. I kissed her several times on her lips, eyes, and ears hoping to convey my love before she finally spoke.
"Oh my God," she whispered, and it seemed it took all her energy to force the words out.
At that moment I wanted nothing more than to be inside my wife. Pushing on her shoulders, I was able to turn her to her back and spread her legs. I'm not even sure she was aware when I entered her as she still seemed detached, and her normally snug pussy was sloppy and dilated.
Slowly I moved inside her and over the next several minutes she came back until we were peering into each other's eyes to gauge our feelings.
"I'm sorry," she mouthed more than spoke.
"Shhhh..." I whispered, and put my finger to her mouth.
"Are you mad?" she asked more clearly, with a furrowed brow.
"No, baby," I replied while forcing a smile.
I didn't last long and with aching balls, I released my seed into my wife's full vagina. Looking up, I could see that for the most part, the others seemed to be either finished or resting and now showed little interest in us.
"Let's go," I said to Abby who nodded her concurrence, and after saying hasty goodbyes we walked naked back to the house with Clemmy.
Our hostess met us at the door wearing a robe after we had dressed and was smiling as if nothing out of the ordinary had occurred.
"Darlings, I hope you enjoyed yourselves," she said and gave my wife a quick kiss on the cheek.
I tried to make love to my wife that night and in the morning, but she fended me off each time without explanation. Also, I tried to engage her in a discussion to talk through the experience, but she wanted nothing of that either.
"Abby, we need to talk about it," I said the following Friday after we had lots to drink.
All week, I had remained silent and had not tried to initiate sex, but I knew we needed to get it behind us.
"I don't want to..." she started before I cut her off.
"No, baby. We need to...now," I replied.
"Okay, you go first," she answered after a pause.
I hadn't thought our discussion would be initiated this way so it took me a moment before I started, "I love you and I will always love you. I want you to be happy, so I will do anything to get past this. I am not mad. I admit to some confused thoughts, but I'm not mad or upset."
"You're not jealous? Your wife got fucked twice and fondled by a half-dozen men. How can you possibly not be jealous?" she challenged me.
"Well, I guess that's what I meant by confused thoughts. Jealousy is in there," I admitted.
"What else is in there?" she asked, giving me an odd look.
"Confusion...surprise...excitement..." I answered slowly, as I carefully picked my words.
"You're going to have to be more descriptive than that," she demanded.
"I...I'm surprised it went that far, I'm confused and surprised while I'm not more jealous, and I...uhhh...I'm confused why watching you was so exciting," I answered as honestly as I could.
"Exciting?" she clarified, while fidgeting on the sofa, then followed with, "So, you liked it? The men doing it to me?"
"Well, like I said I'm confused about it, but yeah I guess I did, some," I responded.
"And no jealousy?" she shot out, showing some irritation.
"Yes, some jealousy of course..." I tried to answer but she cut me off.
"What made you jealous?" she demanded to know.
"Well, the men with you...and...uhhh...well..." I stammered.
"What?" she pushed.
"Well...ummm...I guess it was how hard they made you cum," I finally admitted.
"My God," she said in a low voice, which for some reason took my mind back to the tent when she used the phrase.
"I know...I know..." I responded, trying to deflect her thoughts.
"What do you know? Do you know I had two huge orgasms? Do you know they were the biggest I ever had? Shouldn't my husband be delivering those?" she replied in anger, and suddenly I felt extremely small.
"I see...well..." I started to reply while searching for words before I gave up.
"And who did you fuck? I don't want you fucking other women!" she challenged me.
The discussion certainly wasn't going the way I intended, so rather than risk it escalating I just walked away, went to my car, and started driving around. It was an hour later when I returned, and Abby was in the bedroom so I went to the couch and turned on the TV. A few minutes later I heard footsteps, and she appeared in her robe and joined me.
"It's my fault too. I'm not putting all the blame on you," she said in a low voice.
"No, sweetie. It's my fault," I replied, not wanting her to feel guilty.
She didn't answer, and for the next fifteen minutes, we watched a sitcom in silence. I knew her joining me was her way of saying she was sorry for yelling at me earlier and that she was trying to move things forward.
"Which emotion was strongest?" she asked out of the blue.
"Huh?" I answered, confused by her question.
"Jealousy, confusion, surprise, or excitement?" she clarified. Her question made me think, and after several seconds without responding, she tried again, "Well?"
"Excitement," I told her, which brought a startled look and a gasp.
"Damn," she finally said after a long silence.
"Honey, let's let it go," I replied, suddenly tired of it all.
She looked at me with a strange expression for several seconds and looked like she wanted to speak a couple of times before she finally asked, "So, you would do it again?"
"No, Abby," I answered instantly.
"Why not?" she followed.
"Look at us. I don't want to be like this," I responded, and once again received a strange look.
It was another week before we made love and several more until we seemed to return to our normal interaction. During that time, I felt like I was walking on eggshells until it dawned on me that my demeanor was only adding to the awkwardness. I vowed to treat her like nothing had happened, which seemed to work, and after that, things improved rapidly. We ceased talking about it and by the two-month mark, it seemed to be a rapidly fading, surreal memory. Then, seemingly out of the blue, she returned to the subject.
"You know all the talk about the tent was about me. You never told me how it was being with those women," she said one evening as we watched TV.
Since her statement had arrived with no leadup or warning, I stared at her trying to determine where she might be going, but as the silence lingered, I finally answered, "Do we really want to start this again?"
"Who were you with? Who did you have sex with?" she asked, ignoring my words.
"Weren't you watching?" I countered, immediately cringing about how she might take it.
"I was busy," she responded and despite her obvious efforts, a little smile appeared on her face.
By her questions and demeanor, I could only guess that time had softened the rough edges of her psyche. Although surprising, I had to believe it was a good thing so I returned her smile and thought about how to answer.
"Clemmy and Diane...and you," I told her.
"Why not the others?" she asked.
"My focus was mostly on you...making sure you were okay," I responded.
"Did you cum?" she probed.
"Yes, with Clemmy and you," I replied.
"So, not total focus then," she said as her smile broadened.
Feeling she was in a good place, I decided to be bold and said, "I told you watching you made me excited."
"Yes, yes you did..." she answered.
As she spoke, she set her wine glass on the table and then turned to me and pushed on my shoulders until I was on my back. Straddling my waist, she looked down at me without speaking as if she was preparing for something.
"Do you think it was too much?" she finally asked.
"Yes, of course," I replied, sensing it was the answer she expected.
More silence ensued before she said, "I almost went to confession...to relieve my feelings...my guilt."
Although it was a serious statement, the liveliness of her eyes made me feel we were still on solid ground, so I decided to tease.
"Let me be your confessor," I whispered.
Once more, she became quiet and then an impish look filled her face and she said, "Forgive me, father, for I have sinned."
"What's the nature of your sin my child," I replied.
"I had sex with two men not my husband and let others fondle me," she responded.
"Did these men find the devil in you and excite you?" I asked, struggling to keep from laughing.
"Yes, all of them," she said with her voice becoming soft.
"And, have you fantasized about these encounters since they occurred?" I probed.
"Yes," she admitted without hesitation.
"Then, my child, your penance is to worship your husband and always do what he says. If you do this successfully you will be absolved of sin," I managed to force out before I started giggling like a child.
"You're such a turd," she laughed as she bent down to find my lips.
After that, we were soon in bed and spent the next several hours exhausting each other. Later, after we had finished, I stared at the ceiling contemplating where things stood as she purred in contented sleep. The conversation we shared coupled with the amazing sex we had just experienced made me think she might finally be on a good path forward. As it turned out, I didn't have to wait long for the next datapoint as just a week later, as we cuddled before going to sleep, she returned to the subject again.
"Did it really excite you to watch?" she asked in a nervous whisper.
"Yeah...a lot," I replied sensing I needed to be wholly positive.
"Why?" she asked.
"Because you looked so beautiful and you got so excited. I liked seeing you let go...give in to it," I answered using the rationalization I had already landed on in my head.
"I couldn't help it! There was too much...attention," she answered.
"I understand," I replied, pulling her closer and after a few seconds of silence, I said, "You told your confessor you fantasize about it."
At first, she didn't respond, and I had almost given up when she whispered, "Sometimes."
The brief interaction had made my dick hard and I thought about making love but I didn't want to stop the exchange so I turned her onto her back and began to slowly caress her body.
When I heard her emitting soft sighs, I asked, "Who do you think about?"
I expected her answer would be Frank so she surprised me when she replied, "All of them.'
Since she only had sex with two of the men, for a moment I was confused but suddenly it dawned on me that her fantasies didn't have to be literal. Perhaps, in her thoughts, she had experienced all the men. It would indeed be a revelation, a peek into her inner thoughts, and I knew it was something I needed to explore.
I thought about how to approach it and finally said, "Clemmy had them all."
Now, I wasn't certain that claim was entirely accurate but I knew that neither was she so it would be the concept she responded to.
"Mmmm...she's experienced," she sighed.
In my mind, the sigh told more than her words so I needed to think of a good question to keep things moving. However, before I could do so, Abby took my hand and guided it to her pussy. As soon as I made contact, she opened her legs a few more inches and I immediately let my fingers gently wander through her delicate folds.
"You wanted them all. I shouldn't have rung the bell. I'm sorry, "I whispered into her ear."
"You picked them," she replied opening her eyes and looking into mine.
"Yes," I replied and when she closed her eyes, I added, "I wanted you to have them all."
"You didn't let me," she whispered.
The message was so profound that I felt my body shudder and despite my brain screaming to slow down, my fingers began to move faster. Soon, the sound of her wetness filled the room and when she started to push against my hand, I plunged one and then two fingers into her hot hole. Now, she grunted openly with each insertion and I wasn't surprised when her hands began to pull on my arms. I denied her for only a brief time before I moved between her open legs and took my position.
"Mmmm...ohhh..." she cried out as I slid inside.
I set a deliberate pace that allowed me to achieve deep penetration while staying in control and her excited sounds let me know she enjoyed it immensely. Although we didn't talk of others, visions of her in the tent raced through my brain, and for a moment I wondered if she was doing the same thing.
"God, you're beautiful," I told her as I leaned down and connected with her in a powerful kiss.
Almost immediately, I could feel her body begin to move against mine and when the kiss finally ended, she released a loud pent-up groan. I realized my manipulation of her pussy had taken her to a high state of arousal and she wouldn't last long, so it was no surprise when I felt her legs lift slowly in the air as she approached an orgasm.



"Uggghhh...ohhh...mmmm...uggghhh...there...I'm there, baby...go..." she begged as it hit.
Her hands moved from my arms to my ass and back as she spurred the air with her feet for a good thirty seconds before the intense feelings began to fade. Somehow, despite having witnessed an amazing erotic show, I managed to fend off my release. Now, I got to enjoy seeing her in a post-orgasmic state as I continued to slide into her juicy pussy.
"That looked amazing," I said.
"Mmmm..." she sighed deeply.
A little smile filled my face as I told her, "Too bad I don't have the bell."
"You haven't cum, yet," she answered playfully, opening her eyes to look up at me.
"Maybe, I won't. Maybe, I'll enjoy you like this forever," I replied.
"Mmmm...that's nice but then you couldn't share me," she said and instantly I felt my balls tighten.
"Damn, Abby..." I groaned.
"When did you cum in the tent?" she asked, ignoring my reaction.
"Right after you did," I said, and then clarified, "With Frank."
"Mmmm...from watching?" she asked.
"Yeah..." I replied.
Already close, my wife's open question put me over the edge and I felt the cum building in my balls. When I had reached the point of no return, I started to move faster, and I grunted loudly as the thick liquid spewed forth. Spent, I took in a deep lungful of air and then collapsed on my wife's body.
"Rest, baby," she counseled as she stroked my hair.
For a minute or so I did but my mind kept returning to her words and I wanted to know if they were fantasies or desires. When I felt our combined juices trickling over my balls, my excitement began to return and I raised onto my elbows.
"Did you really want all of them?" I asked.
"No...no sweetie. It's a crazy fantasy, not reality," she explained, and before I could respond, she said, "All girls have fantasies about being out of control."
"You came close," I chuckled.
"I had you to keep the control...a little," she replied and fortunately her message came with a little grin.
"Did I do a good job?" I asked.
"Mmmm...you made it happen. I was about to run out with the first guy...Steve...but you saved me and the second guy, too. By the time Frank came I was really excited and...it was Frank. It might not have happened otherwise," she explained.
"He put you into orbit," I said as I felt my dick stiffening.
"Frank was great but Jim put me into orbit," she clarified.
I started to move slowly and soon Abby rewarded me with her soft moans. We coupled in silence while occasionally offering each other tender kisses. I thought about her admission concerning the older man and realized I shouldn't be surprised given what I witnessed. Along the way, I managed to get myself worked up with the sights, sounds, and smells from the tent. It felt like the evening needed some closure given what we discussed and I thought about it as we made love.
"I'm glad we did it," I finally forced out.
"Okay," she responded.
Her vague response felt unfulfilling but I let it go and we continued with our languid lovemaking for a few more minutes before stopping. Abby left me to go the bathroom and by the time she returned, I was already asleep.
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It took tremendous willpower to stay non-judgmental about the decadent encounter Chris had with the bikers. Never in my wildest dreams did I think my lovely wife would allow herself to get gangbanged and then sent home with a tattoo. The fact that she appeared to be an eager participant only made the encounter seem more surreal.
After the previous meeting, we experienced a strange euphoria that felt pleasant even though we couldn't describe it accurately. However, it didn't appear this time which wasn't surprising given how far things went. Several times, we tried to address the issue head-on but, on each occasion, we struggled to find the right words and quickly retreated to the comfort of silence. Soon, we gave up trying having never achieved closure.
Time became the salve to heal our wounds and we managed to gain some peace from the routine of daily life. Strangely, it took less time than I expected for Chris to return to normal, exhibiting her vivacious nature to all around her. Even in the bedroom, she soon acted like the wife and lover I knew. However, rather than accept and appreciate this outcome, I found myself wondering how a woman could experience something so outrageous and not suffer more from guilt and regret. I didn't dwell on it all the time, and I made an effort to give no outward sign of concern, but in quiet moments when I was alone it often popped into my head and I would find myself staring off into space as I contemplated the meaning. Fortunately, as the weeks ticked by the periods of reflection waned although I never did land on a comforting answer.
Three months after the event, my wife took a short overnight business trip, and not eager to return to an empty house, I stayed late at work. Staring out the window of the high-rise building, I realized my gaze was towards the south, straight in the direction of Falcon's house. It made me think of DeAnne and the fact that somewhere in my field of view was the club where she worked as a stripper. Her pleasant face and luscious body appeared in my thoughts and I wondered how things were going in her life. Was she still living with the hard biker or had he moved on? He didn't seem to be the stable type but DeAnne made few demands so maybe she had managed to hang on. As I considered her situation, an urge hit me to check on her, and in just a few minutes, I had packed my things and started towards my car.
Without traffic, the drive to the club was about fifteen minutes but since it was Thursday and the end of rush hour, it took me almost forty-five. After entering, it only took a few minutes to spot the young woman but she was sitting with a man and they stayed together for over an hour. I had just decided to leave when I saw her stand and head towards the dressing room, so I quickly flagged my waitress
"That girl...Mercedes I think...I'd like for her to join me," I told her.
She nodded and fifteen minutes later I saw DeAnne approaching. She wore a red semi-translucent baby doll through which I could see her splendid breasts.
"Oh, wow!" she said excitedly when she recognized me.
"Yes, wow!" I responded, allowing her to sit close to my side.
"Are you going to talk to Falcon again?" she asked, which I assumed meant they were still together.
I chuckled a bit and replied, "I've got no plans to. Chris is out of town so I thought I'd come see you."
"Nice!" she declared happily and then asked, "Ready for a dance?"
I let her dance twice and as soon as her cover came off my hands went to her breasts. She smiled at me as I gently fondled them and before long, I moved one hand to her ass. When she finished, she landed on my knee with her arm draped over my shoulder.
I didn't have an agenda, so I decided to just engage in idle chit-chat and asked, "So, how have you been doing? Everything okay?"
"I'm doing fine...nothing special going on. How's your wife?" she responded.
"She's fine," I replied.
"She really let go last time. She had some fun," DeAnne giggled.
"It got out of hand," I countered and an odd expression appeared on the young dancer's face.
"Okay," she answered, and before I could probe, she rose and said, "How about another dance?"
I nodded to her but her reaction made me think she was purposefully trying to move away from the subject. It piqued my interest and while I enjoyed her sensual movements, I thought about the best way to draw the information from her. The first danced segued into a second and when our waitress swung by, I nodded for another round. The drinks arrived before DeAnne finished and as soon as she returned to my knee, she picked up her glass and started to talk about music, movies, and celebrity gossip. I let her ramble on over the din of the driving bass beat as she seemed quite happy which made me wonder if she ever had a similar conversation with Falcon. About ten minutes had passed when I realized my hand was slowly gliding along the smooth skin of her thigh. It made me think about our times together which, despite my worries regarding Chris, had proven to be very enjoyable. Suddenly, she stopped speaking, recognizing she had lost my attention, and gave me a questioning look.
"I'm sorry. I was thinking about the times we were together," I said hoping she would take it as a compliment.
A smile appeared on her face and she replied, "Did you like it?"
"Loved it," I answered.
"Really? You're so sweet," she responded.
"I had fun. Do you really think my wife did too?" I asked.
With the mention of Chris, for a moment, an annoyed expression appeared on her face, but it quickly disappeared and she answered, "Oh yeah...for sure. I heard Falcon and Vince talking about how wild she got. They were surprised. She made Falcon fuck her before he brought her back."
The discussions with my wife about the encounter assured me that no force was involved, although she was reluctant to provide much detail. Although I would have liked to press for more info, I decided to keep on the good side of DeAnne and returned to our casual conversation. An hour later, feeling the effects of the alcohol, I decided it was time to depart.
"DeAnne, I enjoyed the evening but I need to go," I declared.
She gave me a playful pout and replied, "Me too. Are you going to come again?"
"Do you want me to?" I asked.
"Yeah, I like talking to you," she answered.
"Well, then I'll certainly try," I said.
A big smile appeared on her face and after a quick hug, I was out the door. On the drive home, I reflected on the evening and DeAnne's message about Chris's involvement. She had described her position as one of reluctant acceptance but the young dancer's words had alluded to much more. In truth, I would have preferred my wife's answer as it allowed some wiggle room on her virtue, but deep inside I knew that DeAnne's words had merit.
The evening at the club reignited many of my lustful thoughts and I found myself looking at my wife differently. My mind returned to the scenes of the biker pleasing her at his house and Mad Dog's. I tried to think of a word to describe what I had witnessed and finally decided it had to be "abandon". She had indeed let go of all the things that provided her a safety net to experience some raw, powerful fucking.
Coupled with my thoughts on Chris were those concerning DeAnne. I had to admit that I enjoyed her company. In fact, I enjoyed it a lot. She lacked the education and worldliness of my wife, but she had a simple charm that, for some reason, I found thoroughly engaging. Our time with Falcon had started as an exploration of Chris's fantasy and her limits. In that realm, DeAnne merely provided a means to the end. However, I knew that if we did anything again, my interest in the young woman would be a key motivator which forced me to shake my head at the irony of my wife's declaration of sacrifice.
Three weeks later, after lying to my wife about a business dinner, I arrived at the club hoping to find DeAnne. Fortunately, I spotted her almost immediately and since it was early, the crowd was smaller and she was alone.
"Wow! You're already back," she giggled over the loud music.
"I thought you wanted me to?" I teased.
"I did," she responded as she took a position on my knee.
A hand went to the buttons on my shirts and seconds later she had several undone and after reaching in, she started to softly stroke my chest. I let her hand wander while I ordered drinks and I sensed that DeAnne was truly pleased by my visit.
"Damn, that feels good," I said.
"You're so nice. It was sweet what you said last time," she answered.
Quickly, I tried to recall our conversation and decided she had to be referring to my statement about enjoying our time together in bed. It also made me wonder how often she received compliments or just kind words. I took it for granted that a pretty, young woman with a sweet disposition would receive flattering messages often but maybe not. Perhaps, it just wasn't something that happened in the biker world.
Two dances later, after ordering fresh drinks, I decided to probe some more about Chris and asked, "Last time, you said you thought my wife enjoyed the...you know. Do you think she'd do something again?"
"Yeah," the young dancer answered instantly.
"That was quick," I chuckled and then continued with, "What makes you so sure?"
"I told you last time and besides..." she started before suddenly going quiet.
"What DeAnne? Tell me," I implored her sensing there was more.
She gave me a strange look that lingered for several seconds before she answered, "She's talked to Vince some. I heard him and Falcon talking about it."
"You're kidding? Really?" I responded and then added, "Have they met?"
"They hadn't I don't think but that was a few weeks ago. Vince thought he was getting close," she explained.
"Wow," I said and shook my head as the message sank in.
"Yes, so I bet she'd jump at the chance if you set it up," she giggled.
"That's all? Nothing more," I pushed wanting the full landscape.
"Well, they talked about how much fun they had making her get dirty. They've laughed about it a couple of times, I guess," she replied as her smile evaporated.
The two bikers discussing my wife's debauchery didn't surprise me but the idea that she had held multiple conversations with Vince was a different story. I tried to visualize how the interaction occurred, who called who, how long it had lasted, and the breadth of the conversation but couldn't arrive at a satisfactory view. In my mind, Vince would come on so strong that it would turn off my wife. Had he somehow managed to play the seducer or was Chris so into the sex that she reveled in the degenerate talk? Despite the current circumstances and my involvement in pushing her down the sordid path, a wave of disappointment swept through me but right behind it came anger. However, I managed to hold it back, and rather than express myself with an outburst, I decided to take an alternative approach.
"Well, she's a big girl," I said signaling to DeAnne the subject was over.
The pretty young woman gave me a wry smile but seemed happy to move on. I let DeAnne return to her favorite subjects and with our bodies close together, I managed to pepper her shoulders with light kisses as my hands caressed her body.
"Can I dance?" she asked a few minutes later and wanting her to stay in good spirits, I agreed.
As she moved, I maintained a soft connection with her body with the intent to tease, hoping any unseen defenses she had might recede.
"DeAnne...what would you think about getting together outside the club? For dinner...just you and me," I asked when she had returned to my lap.
"Really? Like a date?" she responded and when I nodded, she added, "Where would we go?"
"A nice place. Somewhere you could get dressed up for," I answered.
For just an instant, a look of vulnerability appeared in her eyes but it disappeared quickly as she replied, "I haven't been on many dates. I mean...you know...real dates."
"Let do it!" I said enthusiastically.
"It's exciting..." she started but a thought suddenly filled her head and her expression changed. Still smiling, she let out a deep breath and said, "You got to work it out with Falcon."
"It can't be our secret?" I asked although I knew I was playing with fire.
"You know I'm with Falcon," she giggled, and then said, "I hope you call him."
Thirty minutes later as I drove home, I thought about my attempt to get DeAnne to myself. It had started as a response to the message about my wife's communication with Vince but as the wheels whined beneath me, I finally admitted to myself that the idea had been percolating for some time. On a grander scale, did it mean that Chris' declaration held significant truth? Was this all about my interest in the young dancer and was my wife indeed making a sacrifice?
When I entered the house, I located Chris curled up on the couch watching TV. I excused myself to take a shower and get the smell of the club off me and she was in the same spot when I returned fifteen minutes later. DeAnne's message acted as a hammer in my brain and bolstered by the alcohol, I took my wife's feet and slowly massaged them hoping it would lead to more. Perhaps, if we proceeded to sex an opportunity might arise to probe some on the bikers.
Chris accepted my approach and soon I had soft sighs emerging from her mouth. She understood my intent and a few minutes later when I reached for her hand, she let me guide her to the bedroom. Quickly, we were naked and after several sensual kisses, I moved to her small nipples, kissing, sucking, and softly nibbling on them before descending further. I found her pussy already slick and slowly traced the length with the tip of my tongue several times before moving to her clit. I wanted to inflame her a bit more before putting my dick inside but her passion grew so quickly that I decided to take her over the top. It only took a few minutes of rapid cat licks to her nub before her body stiffened.
"Ummm...ohhh...ohhh...ugghhh...close...so close," she whimpered, and then seconds later, her back arched and she cried out loudly, "Oh, yes...yes...ohhh...oh yes..."
I kept at it until her hand gently pushed on my head signaling, she had had enough. With a wet mouth, I lifted over her and as she looked up at me with a contented smile, I found her opening. We sighed together as my shaft burrowed deeply into her warm hole and when I found her bottom, I became still to enjoy the connection. Although satiated, Chris serenaded me with soft purrs and it wasn't long before her lips found mine. When we finally broke, I began to move slowly which immediately brought forth more mews of pleasure.
I wanted to probe my wife about her contact with Vince but couldn't think of a good way to initiate the discussion. I thought she might get defensive and deny it, which would be counterproductive, but now with her relaxed and satisfied, I thought I might learn something if I posed the question cleverly.
"You feel so good," I whispered.
"Mmmm...so do you," she sighed.
"You know, when I lick you, I'm looking right at your tattoo," I said.
"Close your eyes," she giggled.
It was a shameless reply and indeed she seemed quite pleased with her wit but it did provide me the opportunity to carry on.
"Do you miss it? The bikers?" I continued.
"You miss DeAnne," she countered.
Although her tone showed no anger, I paused for a moment but when she started to nibble on my ear lobe, I felt comfortable to proceed.
"No, baby. I'm just trying to understand. Have you talked to any of them?" I responded.
Several seconds elapsed before she replied, "Baby, you're the one that does the talking."
In that short pause, I had my answer. Her connection with Vince went all the way back to the camping trip where she allowed him to watch her in the shower. At the time, she claimed it was the path of least resistance but there was something in the way they interacted. Plus, after the last trade where things got so out of hand, it was Vince's house where she stayed the night. Now, I had to ponder whether her interaction was a flirtation that kept alive the thought of her encounter or if it meant something more.
"I think you've always had a thing for Vince," I stated, deciding to push harder.
"You have a thing for DeAnne," she replied and for the first time, I heard some nervousness in her voice.
"You went to his house. Got your tattoo," I said as my movements stopped.
"Why are you doing this? You're ruining the mood," she whined.
"Did you talk to him? To Vince?" I asked pointedly deciding I needed to hear her admit the truth.
I lifted so I could see her face and we stared at each other as the seconds passed before with a sigh, she admitted, "Once."
"What happened? Tell me about it," I demanded.
"He called some but I never answered before," she replied.
"But you did this time," I prodded.
"Yes, I guess so," she responded.
"Why this time?" I probed.
"I was alone in the house. You were out of town," she answered meekly.
I thought about saying something judgmental but I still wanted to learn the extent of the interaction, so I kept my cool and asked, "Tell me about it. What did you talk about?"
"I don't remember...I really don't," she answered and after a pause, said, "He wanted to get together."
"He wanted you to go to him," I stated rather than asked.
Another short silence ensued before she replied, "He wanted to come here. I said no."
At first, hearing about the biker's desire to visit our home surprised me but after a little contemplation, I realized it shouldn't at all. As an aggressive male, fucking another man's wife in her bed without her husband's knowledge was likely a huge turn-on.
"So, I guess he wanted to plant his flag in our house," I replied sarcastically.
"No...I don't know. He lives with a girl so he wanted to come here," she explained.
"Where was she...that weekend?" I asked thinking back to the last meeting.
"I don't know. I guess away for the weekend," she replied.
"How many more times did you talk to him?" I asked, hoping to catch her off-guard.
"None," she replied although I could tell she was lying.
"Chris, please tell me the truth," I said sternly.
"I don't know...a couple," she answered, now very uncomfortable.
"Have you met him? Have you fucked him? Any of them?" I demanded.
"No!" she replied emphatically.
"But you want to," I said and pushed my dick into her forcefully.
"Uggghhh..." she gasped, and then added, "I don't."
At first, I ignored her words and concentrated on fucking her with full, powerful strokes. She too went silent, save for her gasps and sighs, and I let her think the conversation was over before suddenly returning to the subject.
"Yes, you do... You like being a biker chick," I whispered into her ear.
"It's so you can be with her...with DeAnne! You sacrifice me so you can be with her," she responded returning to the theme she always used to deflect her desire for illicit sex.
My mind returned to the physical nature of our connection and suddenly, I was one of the bikers with no emotional connection taking her just for the raw sex. The more it churned in my brain the more aggressive I became and soon I was fucking her as hard as I ever had. The sounds coming from Chris, coupled with the rapid movement of her hands over my arms and back, informed me that she was getting something very pleasurable from the mating as well which forced me to consider if she might be fantasizing about Vince or Falcon. However, I didn't dwell on it as a desire was rapidly building within me to release the contents of my balls. For the final minute, it consumed all my mental and physical energy and when my thoughts went to Mad Dog's place where I witnessed my wife seeking out more of Falcon's cock as I stood just a few feet away, I lost control.



"Uggghhh...oh shit...fuck...oh fuck...fuck yes..." I called out loudly and just when it felt like things were ebbing, a fresh wave arrived and more fluid left my body as I groaned, "Damn...oh damn..."
Chris, for her part, began to whimper rapidly as I climaxed which made me think she had achieved an orgasm of her own. Then, it was suddenly over and the room became silent except for our heavy breathing. I fell to her side and instantly she wrapped her body around mine which I knew was a sign of her guilt.
"That was intense," she whispered and started to stroke my hair.
"Like your biker..." I started before she interrupted.
"Don't...don't be mean," she whined.
"Chris, that tattoo...it's a mark of ownership. You let them put it on you which means you wanted to be their property," I told her.
"That's not true," she replied in a low voice, and after a pause added, "You're putting too much into it."
"Am I?" I asked.
That ended the exchange and soon I drifted to sleep. However, sometime later, I awoke and discovered Chris had scooted down the bed and was eagerly sucking my dick. The act provided further proof that she wanted to get in my good graces but rather than weigh the consequences, I merely laid back and enjoyed the attention. It took her a few minutes but she managed to bring me to another climax and quickly swallowed the small amount of semen I managed to produce.
The next few days were tense in our household but the more I thought about the situation the more I realized I had done the same thing I now condemned her for. Not only that, but I had gone out of my way to meet with DeAnne on two occasions while she had only answered her phone. However, like most males, I managed to rationalize that my interactions with DeAnne were a dalliance with no harm to our marriage while everything Chris did was an outright betrayal.
Slowly, I found a balance with my thoughts and accepted that my wife was not some sneaky harlot. It allowed the tension to leave our home and for several weeks we enjoyed a normal relationship. However, try as I might, I couldn't completely erase the thoughts from my brain. The occasional recollections of a sound Chris made with Falcon or a scene I witnessed were too powerful and before long they were filling a good part of my day. Adding to the stew were my wife's surreptitious phone calls and the final element that put things over the top was DeAnne's sincere request that I contact Falcon so we could get together. I tried to fight it as I knew nothing good for our marriage would come from it and once more, I contemplated whether my wife really was making a sacrifice for me and the young dancer. The irony was there but I knew the situation was far more complicated and had morphed with events.
My call to Falcon rolled to voicemail and it took him two days to call me back. In the interim, I had decided that renewing the arrangement was far too crazy and if I heard from him, I would explain I changed my mind.
"Hey, you called. What you need?" the rough voice asked when I answered.
"Look, I was calling about getting together but I think I changed my mind," I replied.
"Okay, then," he responded, and I thought the call was over but he decided to add, "It's a Vince thing now anyway. Call him to work something out."
Instantly, my antenna went up with the mention of the other biker. The pointed message made me wonder what more there was to the story.
"Vince? What do you mean?" I asked, playing dumb.
"Yeah, gave her to him so it's his deal. Besides, I got plans for my girl. She doesn't know it yet but she's getting knocked up," he laughed.
The message about DeAnne hit me like a punch to the gut. I didn't understand why and there was no time for reflection but suddenly I knew I had to be with her again.
"Oh, I see. Well, that's a good thing for y'all," I answered, and then after a pause, continued with, "You know it would be fun to get together one more time...you know...before you take the step with her. Just once more," I said.
"Nah...no need. Talk to..." Falcon started before I interrupted.
"C'mon...why not once more. It'll be good," I interjected, knowing I sounded desperate.
"What's with you? I thought you didn't want to," he probed, showing some annoyance.
"No, I'm good with it. Let's do it," I pushed.
"Let me think about it some. I'll call you back," he answered and the phone went dead.
I thought it might be days before I heard from him, if ever, but just forty-five minutes later, my phone rang, and looking at the screen I saw the call was from Falcon.
"Here's the deal. We'll do it again but we trade for a few days. I want her Thursday through Sunday and no pestering about when and where. No following like you did last time. You sit tight with DeAnne and do what you want until I give your wife back. That's what we're talking about," he said.
"Uhhh...if you leave town, she'll have to take off work," I replied.
"Then arrange it. I want her at my door noon on Thursday. You want DeAnne to take off from the club or you going to visit her there some more?" he asked.
A chill went up my spine as I realized I had been busted and immediately I wondered how long he had been aware of our meetings. Did he know of my attempt to get DeAnne to meet me on the sly? Was this arrangement just a façade to get me on his turf where he could exact his revenge? And, would Chris pay the penalty for my actions.
All these thoughts raced through my mind, but I still managed to reply, "Better if she takes off."
"Okay, amigo. We have a deal. Not this weekend but next. Bring your wife here by noon," he stated and hung up.
The brusqueness of the exchange coupled with his demand to have her for a long weekend made me very concerned and for the next several days, I wavered on my decision. However, my worries slowly faded and by the time Sunday arrived, I was prepared to broach the subject with Chris. It was a pleasant day so late in the afternoon we moved to the patio and enjoyed some cocktails. When I felt she was adequately buzzed, I decided it was time to explain the arrangement.
"I traded you again," I announced.
In her partly inebriated state, she first gave me a silly smile thinking I was kidding before replying, "You're hot for DeAnne again?"
In my head, I quickly debated how to impart the truth and I cringed at how she might react when she learned the truth.
"Yeah..." I finally answered, unable to land on a more illustrious response.
A short silence followed and then she said, "Are you serious?"
"Yeah..." I repeated.
Instantly, I saw confusion and hurt fill her eyes and it took me back to the moment in the parking lot of the seedy bar where she learned she really was about to face Falcon. Of course, that occurred before I knew how insane things would become. Perhaps, it was the knowledge of my wife's wild behavior that steeled me to her reaction.
"Really? I mean...are you sure? Do we really want to start this again?" she asked.
"Yeah...you need to make another sacrifice," I responded, purposefully using the word that connoted the special meaning.
"Okay," she answered meekly.
Deciding to get it all on the table, I explained that the arrangement consisted of a long weekend and required her to take two days off work. She accepted the message quietly with only raised eyebrows providing any clue of her feelings. Unsurprisingly, the pleasant feeling we had created while sipping our drinks vanished, and for the next few days, we had only stilted communications. I expected at any time she would declare she had changed her mind or at least corner me for a serious discussion but it never occurred. In truth, on Wednesday, it seemed her spirits had improved and I wondered if it might be from anticipation. It made me consider whether her reluctance had indeed waned or if it had always been meant as a false show of virtue.
"Ready?" I asked with a dry mouth when the time to leave arrived.
"If you are. This is for you," she replied while giving me a hard stare.
Now, with the moment of truth at hand, I felt reluctant but managed to push the feeling aside as one hand took the handle of her roller board while the other reached for the door.
"Four days is a long time," she said, breaking the silence as we drove towards Falcon's house.
"I know...and I...look call if you need help," I answered, unsure how to explain I agreed not to contact her.
She merely nodded but a little later she said, "Don't enjoy her too much."
Although a simple message, it caused me to pause and consider the situation and I couldn't help but feel guilty about my anticipation I felt in getting to spend some time with DeAnne.
"Never as much as you," I replied, hoping to lighten the mood.
"Asshole, you're not funny," she responded with no trace of humor.
When we turned onto Falcon's street, I heard Chris let out a deep sigh as if the reality finally hit home. The man left us waiting at the door for almost a minute before answering and once again, I felt the visual impact of his large, hard bearing. Dressed in jeans and a t-shirt, his broad chest and thick biceps were well displayed.
"Come on in, baby," he said to my wife, ignoring me, and for the first time that day, I saw Chris' mouth curl into a little smile.
DeAnne appeared as soon as we stepped inside wearing tight shorts and a tank top. The outfit showed a bit of her ass cheeks and the nipples of her braless breasts and Chris shot a look at me dripping with judgment.
"Hi," she said to us in her normal bubbly voice.
We engaged in some awkward chit-chat for a minute or so and then Falcon turned towards my wife's suitcase and said, "What's this?"
"My things," Chris replied.
"Nope...won't fit on the bike. Besides, all you need is a toothbrush," he laughed.
"Falcon! C'mon...I need my things," my wife whined, speaking to the man in a very familiar way.
"Nah...no you don't. And, the clothes you're wearing aren't good for riding. You can use some of my girl's things," he announced, and then quickly added, "C'mon back here."
Chris followed the man without protest and for a moment I trailed them but realizing the silliness, I stopped and returned to DeAnne.
"You always surprise me," she giggled when we were alone.
"In a good or bad way?" I asked.
"Good for me," she answered seductively.
It took almost thirty minutes for Chris and Falcon to reappear and my wife now wore snug-fitting leather pants and a jacket with dark boots. In her right hand, she held her small toiletry bag which seemed to be the extent of her travel things. Despite his show of control, I had to admit that the clothing provided far better protection for a journey on a motorcycle. The biker soon declared it was time to leave and without even a look my way, Chris followed him out the door. Quickly, we heard the deep rumble of the bike's engine and when it started to roar, I knew they were gone.
"Well..." I said to break the new silence.
"Feeling bad now?" the young woman asked.
"Feeling strange," I admitted.
"I'll help you feel better," she giggled and moved her lovely body against mine.
In our previous encounters, DeAnne had been engaged but mostly passive so I wondered what caused her new demeanor. Had my time at the club crossed some threshold with her or did she sense the mixed feelings I had with the departure of Chris? Regardless, I let her lead me to the master bedroom and when we stepped inside, I spotted my wife's things in the corner. On top of the bag were her carelessly tossed jeans, blouse, and bra which meant that unless Falcon had provided a shirt, she was naked beneath the jacket.
DeAnne, wasting no time, started to remove her skimpy attire and I quickly followed suit. As soon as she was naked, she crawled onto the middle of the large bed and looked on with a smile as I finished undressing. Once done, I joined her, and remembering she struggled to orgasm from intercourse, I lowered my head between her legs hoping Falcon hadn't enjoyed her that morning. Thankfully, I found her completely fresh.
"Mmmm...uhhh..." she sighed as my tongue traced her young lips.
I felt her hand find my head and for the next several minutes, I patiently teased her opening hoping to build her arousal. Along the way, I lapped up mouthfuls of her juices that seemed to be flowing more than previous times. DeAnne's legs spread in stages and after the third time she widened them, I became more deliberate with my efforts and started to use the tip of my tongue to toy with her clit.
Previously, I had mostly used my fingers to get DeAnne to achieve a climax but I felt determined to make her orgasm with my tongue so I stayed with it despite the ache that developed. I turned my full attention to her clit that had become erect and started to circle it rapidly which brought an immediate reaction. She started to roll her hips in time to my efforts and her voice filled the room with a high-pitched whine. Still, she couldn't quite get there but I remained relentless and when her body suddenly stiffened, I knew from experience she was on the edge.
"Ohhhh...ohhh...uggghhhh...oh please...ohhh..." she grunted loudly when the climax arrived.
I could tell by her reactions that it was rolling through her in waves and I maintained a light contact with her nub until I felt her push me forcefully with her hands. As soon as I backed away, she slammed her legs together and rolled to her side as her body continued to spasm in strong aftershocks. Her grunts became groans that slowly morphed into little whimpers and I knew she had experienced something very special.
"Lay back," I whispered and used my hands to guide her shoulders.
When she was in position, I opened her legs, found her opening, and easily slipped my dick inside. I moved slowly while looking down at her face but it took over a minute before she opened her eyes. I could tell by her look that she was both satiated and vulnerable so I lowered my head and found her lips. It was during the kiss that I realized we weren't fucking, rather, we were making love, and by her look, I think she understood it, too.
"That was good," she said when she finally managed to speak.
"Shhh...just relax," I replied and kissed her again.
She didn't speak anymore but her soft mews slowly built which fueled my excitement. The tingling in my balls started and the strange sensation that emanated in my groin spread throughout my body and with a final desperate lunge, I pushed deep as my semen fired from my opening. I could tell it was a huge load and given the knowledge of Falcon's plans for her, I felt very satisfied.
Still heaving for breath, I collapsed at her side and she quickly turned and pushed her back against my chest while bringing my hand to a breast. We purred together without speaking for a few minutes and just for a moment, I had a vision of my wife speeding on the bike, dressed in her dark gear, with her arms circling Falcon's waist.
"It hasn't even been an hour," DeAnne giggled softly.
"Mmmm...let's rest," I whispered into her ear.
Indeed, we both drifted off and it was only when I felt her body stirring that I woke. Checking the clock on the nightstand, I could see it was late afternoon.
"Are you up?" she asked.
"Yes, that was good sleep," I laughed.
"Cum sleep," she laughed, and somehow coming from her it didn't seem crude.
I chuckled with her and then, deciding I wanted a complete understanding of the situation, I asked, "Where did they go?"
I thought she might evade the question but she answered immediately, "A rally. About three hours away. Like when we met."
"Is she safe?" I decided to ask since she was forthcoming.
"She'll get fucked. I mean...you know that. I don't think she minds," she replied.
Now feeling antsy, I got up but took the blanket from a nearby chair and covered the young woman. Spotting my wife's things, I decided to put them in her suitcase, but when I unzipped it, I got a shock when I found sitting out open on the top of her clothes the container that held her birth control pills. Although not an expert on female reproductive pharmacy, I felt certain that missing three or four days didn't put her at risk of an unwanted pregnancy. No, the meaning was symbolic and my thoughts went to the conversation that might have occurred between Chris and Falcon before she accepted his demand. Then, another thought struck me which was even more profound. What if no conversation took place and she left them as an act of complete submission? The latter scenario created more turmoil within me which somehow turned into thoughts of DeAnne and her condition. Did she even know about Falcon's plans for her?
I returned to the bed, sat on the edge, and after giving her a quick kiss, I said, "Let's go do something."
"Like what?" she asked.
"I don't know...go shopping...get a drink maybe," I replied, and then added, "Go out to dinner. You know like a couple."
The last sentence I threw in for her psyche and as soon as the words left my mouth a broad smile filled her face, and she said, "That sounds fun."
She jumped from the bed enthusiastically and headed for the bathroom. I joined her in the shower and had to force myself not to maul her taut body. After giving her some time to put on her makeup, we headed out in my car. Heretofore, I hadn't put much notice into her attire but as we discussed where to go, I knew I needed to select the right place. Her look wasn't exactly trashy and with her good looks she made the best of it but her wardrobe certainly could stand some refinement, especially if we decided to go to the better places near downtown. The idea of buying the pretty woman some new clothes resonated with me and meant we had something to do the following day as, for some reason, I wanted to make our time together about more than just sex.
We found a nice Asian bistro with a decent bar in a strip shopping center and stayed there for several hours, talking about our plans for the weekend, while nibbling on food and drinking heavily. By late evening, we had had our fill and returned to Falcon's house. Almost immediately, we jumped into bed although this time DeAnne took the lead and inhaled my dick into her soft mouth.
"Be still...it's my turn," she demanded when I tried to move so I could touch her better.
"Okay," I groaned as she resumed her efforts but minutes later when I felt myself building, I said, "I want to be in you."
She gave my dick several quick licks and then lifted her body over mine and descended onto my stiff shaft. Together, we moaned as I penetrated her, and I was pleased to find her pussy had become sodden. Now closer, I could play with her breasts and became intrigued by the way each tiny pinch of her nipples caused her pussy muscles to clench. Soon, she had me building, and then for the second time that day, I unloaded my semen into her depths. DeAnne maintained her movements for a little longer as she smiled down at me and then stopped and fell onto my chest.
"I wish I could get you there," I whispered.
"You did...earlier. It was great," she replied.
"You know what I mean," I answered.
For a time, she didn't speak and when she did, she took the discussion in an entirely new direction, "You wanted...at the club. You asked me on a date."
"Yes," I said recalling how the thought pleased her before she said no.
"Is this our date?" she probed.
"We'll make it one...I mean we can make it several," I answered, and when she didn't immediately respond, I continued with, "Do you know...I mean Falcon told me something. He said he was going to get you pregnant."
My mind raced with the thoughts of shocking the young woman but she merely answered, "Yeah."
"Are you excited?" I pushed.
"Kinda...I mean I guess," she said, and then it seemed a sudden flash arrived and she asked, "Is this why you traded?"



At first, I struggled as to how to reply, but I finally answered honestly, "Yes...I needed to see you again."
"Shit..." she answered leaving me to guess what she might be thinking.
"Are you mad?" I asked.
"No... I'm happy. Surprised, too, but you always surprise me," she giggled.
"Are you...I mean...are you on birth control right now?" I asked.
"Yeah..." she replied and I sensed a tiny bit of disappointment in her voice.
After the brief exchange, we became quiet and it seemed like the longer the silence the harder it became to break it. My mind raced with thoughts about my wife, my marriage, and the unquestioned affection I held for the young dancer. Although from different backgrounds, both had big hearts.
"My wife left her pills in her bag," I announced.
It took DeAnne some time to respond and I was just about to give up on it when she said, "I've told you a bunch that your wife is bad. She likes being bad. You're just blind to it."
"I wouldn't say I'm blind...hell, I helped create it," I responded somehow feeling I needed to come to her defense.
"Okay," she answered and by her voice, I could tell there was more.
"What?" I pushed.
"She's a bad girl...dirty," the young dancer replied.
"What's that mean, exactly? Tell me, DeAnne," I demanded.
My words made her go quiet and for a moment I thought I may have frightened her but finally, after taking a deep breath, she said, "Don't get mad, okay. I mean...don't go crazy."
"Okay," I agreed.
Several more seconds of silence ensued before she explained, "She's been fucking Vince."
"What? Your joking," I responded as I lifted her body so I could see her face.
DeAnne's prior message involved text exchanges between the pair but no physical contact and Chris's response implied it was unwanted and brief. I tried to think back about the time frame and where she would find the time but realized she had sufficient freedom to meet if she wanted too badly enough.
She rolled next to me and replied, "Not joking. They were doing it until Vince's girlfriend found her panties. She's really mean and now she watches him real close."
"How...how many times," I asked for some reason wanting to know the details.
"I think three...three or four," she replied, and when I didn't immediately respond, she added, "She loved it."
"Fuck," I said, unable to conjure up anything else. Then, a thought struck me and I asked, "Is he at the rally?"
"Yeah..." she answered.
For a moment, I thought about jumping from the bed and making the long drive to collect my wife and return to our sanity. However, when I thought about her sneaking off to meet the biker any sense of chivalry quickly vanished and I moved to the realization that DeAnne was correct. My wife was indeed bad and dirty. At the same time, my sexual interest in the pretty woman next to me instantly disappeared as thoughts of marriage, home and future swirled like a tornado in my head.
"Well, great," I finally blurted out.
"I'm sorry. Maybe, I shouldn't have told you. Now you're a mess and you don't want to be here," she responded.
I contemplated her message and realized that despite the pain, I would far more desire the truth than live in an oblivious state. She was correct about my turmoil but I couldn't contemplate sitting at home consumed by my thoughts. I concluded that the best place I could be was with DeAnne, making the best of the bad situation. Confrontation and retribution would have to wait a few days and in the interim, I planned to enjoy my time with the pretty woman.
"Fuck her. We're going to have a good time and I'll worry about her later," I declared.
"Good!" she replied enthusiastically.
Instantly, her hand moved between my legs and I felt her fingernails start to tickle my balls. It took some time but when she had me mostly hard, she moved to straddle me once more. However, I had other ideas and pushed her onto her back, spread her legs, and slipped inside.
"Damn you feel good," I declared as I started a steady pace.
"Mmmm...yeah..." she whined into my ear.
The wonderful feeling of her body and her erotic whines managed to push away all thoughts of my wife. I found a nice rhythm that allowed me to enjoy DeAnne without risking ejaculation, although, I knew at any time, with just a gentle nudge, I could move forward.
When I decided the moment had arrived, I told her, "Almost there."
"Mmmm...cum in me some more. Get me pregnant," she whispered.
"You can't..." I started before she cut me off.
"I didn't tell him...stopped early," she forced out between grunts.
I knew her message was very likely concocted to excite me and get my mind off Chris and in that regard, it worked perfectly because the rising in my balls suddenly felt like a tidal wave approaching.
"Ohhh...oh, baby...here it comes...shit baby," I cried out.
"Go...do it..." she whined.
Seconds later, I lost all my energy and collapsed onto her body. Then, with great effort, I managed to extricate myself from our connection and move to her side.
"Damn, DeAnne...you killed me," I sighed, and then seconds later I managed to ask, "Are you really off...the birth control."
"Maybe...who knows..." she giggled.
We had sex once more that night and she was already up when I woke with coffee made. Neither of us seemed in the mood for more lovemaking so after a leisurely morning we headed out to shop. Initially, she directed me towards some lower-end shops but after a little prodding, I convinced her to go into the city and find some better things. I could tell she felt intimidated by the surroundings but after successfully dealing with some doting attendants she found her footing and began to have a good time. We went at it for hours, stopping only for a quick lunch, and when it was over, I had dropped well over a thousand dollars. Besides multiple dresses, slacks, blouses, belts, and pairs of shoes, she had selected a lovely cocktail dress that I planned on having her wear to dinner that night. I had slipped away to quietly make the reservation and had not yet told her wanting it to be a surprise.
"What a day!" I said enthusiastically on the drive back.
"I never got to do that before...so crazy," she answered.
"By the way, we have reservations tonight at a very nice restaurant. You can wear your new dress," I told her.
"Really? God, I should have gone out with you like you wanted," she giggled.
"Yes, you should have," I replied.
We chatted aimlessly on the way back to her place interrupted only when she looked at something on her phone. Once there, we had to hurry to get ready and when she stepped out of the bedroom, I was amazed at the transformation. Without coaching, she had gone light on the makeup and looked like a very desirable early twenties, professional woman. With that, we rushed to my house so I could change and I left her alone for fifteen minutes to look around.
"You have a nice place," she said when I returned, diplomatically skirting around any mention of my wife.
"Thanks...we need to go," I told her and headed towards the car not caring if the neighbors spotted us.
Like shopping, dinner started a bit awkward for DeAnne but with my coaching and the help of several cocktails, she relaxed and began to enjoy herself. By the time dessert arrived, all her nervousness had evaporated and we maintained a lively banter. A nightcap in the bar left us feeling no pain before we finally decided to head for her house.
"Did you enjoy that?" I asked.
"Are you kidding? My first real date and it's like that...wow!" she answered, and then added, "You better be ready."
"For what?" I smiled, suspecting the message.
"You'll find out," she giggled.
We stripped as soon as we entered the door and quickly jumped into bed where the young woman pushed me onto my back and brought my erect dick to her mouth. However, this time she allowed me to reposition her body and soon we locked into a sixty-nine with me on bottom feasting on the juices of her dripping pussy. When I started to lash at her clit, she quickly lost focus on my shaft which excited me even further and when she had mostly given up, I flipped her onto her back. I started anew and in less than a minute her aroused state had returned. I wanted to get her to another good orgasm and worked her hard until she started to paw at my shoulders.
"This what you want?" I asked when I acceded to her demand and guided my dick into her.
"Yeah..." she moaned seductively.
I decided as soon as my climax arrived, I would get her to a release with my hand but it didn't take long for me to realize that something now was quite different. Not only were our movements connected but her sounds had a depth - a passion that I had not experienced before. It took several more minutes but then she started to build and it certainly seemed to me that she was well on the path to orgasm.
"Mmmm...you feel so good," I whispered.
"I'm close..." she responded in a needy voice.
More time went by and by her responses, I guessed she had plateaued but suddenly her sounds became edgier and her legs widened. Then, as her legs kicked the air and her hands rapidly moved over my body, she exploded.
"Ohhhh...oh, yes...I'm there...there...don't stop...I'm there..." she cried out as I continued to make full thrusts. I rode her through her release but just when I thought it had passed, she whined, "Still...it's still there...oh, baby do it."
Already nearing the brink, the final words proved too much for me and with a deep grunt, I ejaculated hard. Just as I lowered my body onto hers, the sounds of her sobbing started and I felt her arms wrap around my neck in a loving embrace.
"Stay there...don't move..." she forced out.
The magic must have still been coursing through her body because every few seconds I could feel her pussy push against me. This went on for almost a minute and then her grip loosened and I took the opportunity to kiss her passionately. Something had happened in her mind in the last few days that impacted her sexual psyche and I could only ponder whether it was the shopping, our date, my decision to stay when I learned of my wife's infidelity, or some combination of multiple things that proved the catalyst.
"That was lovely," I whispered.
"Yes," she forced out and after a pause, she added, "You're only the second guy."
"That's because you're special," I answered which made her arms wrap tightly around me once more.
I knew after that there would be no more activity for the night so I allowed myself to accept sleep. Despite everything happening around me, I slept well, and like before, DeAnne was already up when I rose. She met me with a lovely smile and as we sipped our coffee we aimlessly chatted before turning our attention on plans for the day.
"Are we going out again?" she asked hopefully.
"Of course!" I replied enthusiastically.
"Let's go to a fancy place again," she suggested.
"My thoughts, too," I laughed.
I started going through a list of the better restaurants and the plusses and minuses of each to determine which one she thought best. After making our choice, things became quiet and with that, my mind wandered to Chris.
"I'm surprised I haven't heard anything from my wife," I said, cringing when I realized I had spoken my thoughts.
"I bet she's fine. No one's making her do anything," DeAnne answered in an odd tone.
At first, I let it go thinking she just didn't want her joy interrupted. However, the more I thought about it the more I felt there might be more to her message than she had shared.
"Have you heard anything? From Falcon?" I asked.
She acted as if she hadn't heard my question which made me more suspicious and just when I was about to probe some more, she replied, "Some pictures were texted."
"Okay," I said and returned to my coffee thinking it might be best to wait until tomorrow to view them but it wasn't long before my curiosity overwhelmed me and I said, "I want to see them."
DeAnne didn't try to argue. Instead, she moved next to me at the table, manipulated her phone, and then handed me the device. The screen had the image of my wife standing outdoors in a tiny black thong bikini with arms spread wide holding what looked to be a cigarette in one hand and a plastic cup in the other. The bottoms were just a small strip that only covered her mound and the top consisted of three-inch triangles. Fortunately, with her B-cup breasts, it wasn't as racy as the bottoms. I could see from the text that the picture had arrived the previous day around four in the afternoon but there was no timestamp to tell when taken. My thoughts immediately went back to Mad Dog's trailer and the outfit she wore. Based on these two events, it appeared the bikers had no trouble manipulated her into wearing extremely revealing clothing. The next two pictures were very similar but then followed several which included Falcon. In the first, he stood alone next to Chris with a big smile, and in the second another large man was present that appeared to have his hand on her ass.
"Who's that?" I asked DeAnne.
"Clarence...he's...kinda an asshole," she replied.
"Great," I answered, and thinking about the situation, I asked, "Who took the pictures?"
"Tommy," she replied.
My attention returned to the screen and after a few more slides I landed on one that showed my wife topless. The poor picture quality indicated it had been taken around sundown. In that picture, she stood alone but in the next few she sat on Clarence's knee, and in the last, she straddled his leg with his hands covering her breasts. These more intimate shots made me focus on the new man. Like Falcon, he had a large frame but didn't carry the weight as well. He had an obvious gut that distended his dark tank top and like the other bikers, I could see on his exposed arms a myriad of tattoos. His shaved head contrasted with his full unkempt beard and his skin had the look of someone that made their living outside. From his right ear, an earring dangled that looked like it might have been a crucifix but I couldn't tell for sure. After completing my inspection, I scanned through the rest of the pics but none were any more provocative.
"Did Tommy say you know...if anything crazy has happened?" I asked.
"No," she replied, but I could tell there was more, and after only a brief hesitation, she continued with, "Look, she went up there to be with Vince. When Vince learned what you wanted, they planned it but his girlfriend showed up yesterday and made a mess."
"Did Chris know the plan?" I asked.
"I don't know...maybe. I'm not sure," she responded.
As I processed the information, I realized that the real victim in it all was DeAnne and I looked at her and said, "Falcon let you be with me to help out Vince?"
A smile appeared on her face and she said, "Club members are important...women aren't."
"So, they got busted by the girlfriend. Is everything okay?" I probed.
"I don't know for sure. Sharon is mean and crazy but the texts I think are from after she showed up," she answered.
"I mean...could you ask Tommy?" I pushed, feeling I couldn't completely leave my wife to the whims of the club.
For the first time, DeAnne's face showed irritation before she replied, "Okay, I'll try."
While she typed out a message to her prior boyfriend, I refilled our cups, and there followed an awkward silence after she hit send. However, appreciating how much the young woman had shown of herself, I decided we needed to move forward as planned with our day.
"Let's get ready. We'll do some shopping, then a movie and dinner later," I suggested.
"Okay...great," she replied, clearly pleased to move on from our discussion about my wife.
We started to prepare but less than fifteen minutes later in a short span, I heard her phone ping as she received multiple messages. She took her time going through them which made me think they involved Chris and when she finally finished, she looked my way.
"Well?" I asked.
"She's okay...I mean there's been no fight but Vince's girlfriend is being a real bitch. She knows something is going on and is pissed but Falcon told her to calm down," she explained.
"She sounds wonderful," I said sarcastically, and then asked, "Why does he put up with her?"
"She's pretty I guess and her dad is his boss," she replied.
"Vince works for her dad?" I clarified.
"Yeah," she responded and started to laugh.
That information put the situation in context and although I wanted to probe more, I was sympathetic to DeAnne. She didn't like the role of communications hub for issues regarding Chris. Also, I think in many ways she enjoyed our time together and felt some jealousy when we discussed my wife's activities. Her reaction last night, the orgasm she had during our time in bed, indicated she had developed an emotional attachment.
We hit several stores and I could tell DeAnne was having a great time even though her haul was significantly less than the prior day. In between shops, we managed to take in lunch and after a few more hours we decided to return to her house to rest before preparing for dinner. Quickly, we were in bed but despite having our bodies pressed together in a naked embrace, we didn't advance to sex. It wasn't long before her steady breathing let me know she had fallen asleep and just a few minutes later, I joined her.
"What time is it?" I asked as I woke from the sound of her moving in the bathroom.
She had started to get ready for dinner and stood before the mirror dressed in only her thong. Instantly, I was taken by the perfection of her body marred only by the tattoos.
"Almost six," she announced.
Our reservation was for eight so there was no hurry, and I stood, moved behind her, and looped my arms around her slender waist.
"Want to go back to bed?" I asked as my dick stiffened against her rear.
"I've already showered," she giggled.
"Well, then I'll guess I'll make a drink," I said faking a pout as my fingers tweaked a nipple.
I moved to the kitchen and deciding on bourbon, I poured a double over the rocks and sat down. The liquor went down smoothly as I thought about what the evening held in store. I had just rose to pour myself another drink when DeAnne entered the small space in her robe. Although she had a smile on her face, I sensed something was on her mind and it didn't take long to find out the reason.
"Would you like a drink? Vodka or maybe some wine?" I asked.
"Wine sounds good," she replied.
When I turned from pulling the bottle from the fridge, her eyes locked on mine which provoked me to ask, "What's up?"
"Tommy sent a video. You keep asking about everything so I'm telling you but I don't think you want to see it," she explained as her look morphed into a worried expression.
While I processed her message, I poured the wine and had decided to heed her advice but at the last moment as I handed her the glass, I changed my mind and said, "Let me see it."
Like the previous times, she manipulated her phone and then handed me the device just as the video started. The screen showed Chris bent forward on a knee at the edge of a small bed with her other leg extended to the floor. Falcon, in a similar position, was fucking her hard from behind. He had one hand pulling on her shoulder while the other gripped her short hair forcing her head up and with each thrust, she emitted a heavy grunt. It was an aggressive scene but what made it decadent was the onlookers that offered comments and encouragement. I guessed at least five people were present although, there lacked sufficient detail to make identifications. Also, I noticed the room appeared very small which made me wonder about the circumstances.
"Fuck that dirty cunt," a female voice called out and then quickly added, "Hell, fuck her in the ass so she really squeals."



Her words made the group laugh and just then DeAnne said, "That's Sharon. Vince's girlfriend."
"Hurry up, man...I want some of it, too," a male voice laughed.
"Clarence," DeAnne offered when I looked up at her.
I guessed Tommy was doing the filming and that it was likely that Vince was present as well. For the next twenty seconds or so, I watched as Falcon continued his relentless taking of Chris while the assembled onlookers made derogatory comments. Then, the naked biker pushed her head forward which forced her onto her elbows and I noticed markings along her rib cage. It took several seconds before I realized that my pretty wife now possessed another tattoo. It looked like writing but I couldn't make out what it said and when Falcon pulled back on her head again her arm blocked the view.
"Where are they?" I asked.
"I think...it looks like Clarence's motorhome. He has an old beat-up one he brings sometimes," she explained.
Her message made sense and now with context, I imagined them in the rear of the unit in a small bedroom.
"Man, you got her cumming down her leg," Clarence declared.
Quickly, the camera zoomed onto her thigh, just above her knee capturing several drops of fluid descending.
"She's always wet," Falcon forced out.
"Vince, you going to fuck her some more?" Clarence asked and then immediately started laughing.
"Fuck you, Clarence...fuck you. He isn't touching the skank!" Sharon responded, which brought loud laughter from the others. It must have incensed the woman because she screamed, "Fuck you, fuck all of you, and fuck her."
Suddenly, the video lost focus as if someone jostled Tommy, and then the screen went dark. I stared at the phone for several more seconds wondering if the image would return before looking up at DeAnne.
"That's not good. Did Tommy say what happened?" I asked.
"No," she replied.
"I see," I said and looked at her for a few seconds in silence before telling her, "Let's get ready."
As we prepared, my mind continued to return to the video and I had to fight my instinct to save her from the rough mob. However, the knowledge of her cheating with Vince continued to provide enough anger within me to leave her on her own. Plus, there was the new tattoo and the excited sounds coming from her mouth as Falcon pounded her from behind. She could deal with it I decided and I would enjoy my evening with DeAnne.
"What do you think?" she asked a little later when she had finished dressing.
"Wow, you look amazing...truly," I responded which made her face beam.
I noticed in our short time together that she had blossomed like a flower of a plant finally getting some sunlight. Her nervousness and trepidation had mostly disappeared, replaced by an eagerness that bordered on jauntiness. Her excitement fueled my mood and we left her house in good spirits.
"She'll be okay," she offered as we pulled on the freeway, headed towards downtown.
"I hope so, but let's focus on us," I replied.
"Has she called you?" she asked as if to prove her point.
"No...no she hasn't," I admitted, and after a pause added, "She got another tattoo."
"I saw it," DeAnne responded in a nervous voice.
We made it to dinner and fortunately by the second glass of wine I had managed to put away thoughts of Chris's situation. Instead, I focused on my date and marveled at the transformation she had achieved. Her stylish dress conveniently hid most of her markings and the low-cut top offered a tantalizing view of her young breasts. Like before, she had sensed the appropriate amount of makeup to wear in a sophisticated setting and many heads turned to get glimpses of her beauty. After stopping in the bar for a nightcap, we were feeling no pain and the looks she gave me let me know a special night was in store.
"Should we go to my house?" I asked when we pulled away from the restaurant.
"Spend the night there? I'm game," she answered eagerly.
With that, we turned west and started the fifteen-minute drive. We had gone less than a mile when DeAnne took my hand in hers and slowly stroked it as she gave me seductive glances. By the time we turned onto my street, I had an erect dick, but as we approached the house, we got a surprise when we spotted a motorcycle in the driveway. Pulling in behind, I could tell it wasn't Falcon's which made me wonder if the club was using the knowledge of the situation to rob us.
"What do you think's going on?" I asked DeAnne.
"I don't know," she answered nervously.
My senses were on high alert as we walked towards the door and finding it locked, I slipped the key in and slowly turned it. Music was playing but the house was dark and as I moved inside, I expected at any moment to come under attack. We took several slow steps when suddenly a voice came from the kitchen that practically gave me a heart attack.
"What the fuck!" a male voice called out.
"Who's that?" I asked.
"Who the fuck are you?" the man replied.
"It's Clarence," DeAnne interjected.
He must have recognized her voice because suddenly the light came on and we could see that he was naked. Before him on the table was my expensive bourbon, and in his hand, he held a partly filled glass.
"You, her husband?" he probed.
"Yes, where is she?" I asked.
"Sleeping... Long day," he chuckled.
"Why are you here?" I asked.
"Falcon had to leave to take care of a matter and Vince's girlfriend was going fucking apeshit crazy about her being around. He told me to get her out of there," he explained.
"What about your motorhome?" DeAnne asked.
"Mad Dog will get it home," he responded.
Deciding to move closer, the large man stepped into the living room and beneath his thick waist, several inches of cock emerged. No doubt, it had recently been deep within my wife but strangely the thought didn't bother me as much as I thought it should.
"David? What's going on?" I heard my wife ask from behind me and turning, I saw her standing in the entrance in her robe.
"We came by to check on things," I lied.
Chris's eyes turned towards DeAnne and I knew she meant to judge the young woman. However, it only took a few seconds for a strange look to come to her face that I knew was a result of the stylish clothing she had on. Her expression turned to confusion but when she returned her eyes to me, I spotted more than a little anger. It was at that precise moment that the realization hit me about how the two women had essentially traded roles. When we first met at the campground, DeAnne was the provocative dancer that ended up gangbanged by the club while my wife was the sophisticated observer. Now, DeAnne wore the stylish clothes and had just returned from an expensive dinner while Chris, freshly fucked by the rough biker, prepared for more.
"Girl, get on over here," Clarence said to my wife.
His meaty hand had moved to his cock and he idly played with it as he looked expectantly towards Chris. For a moment, she looked at me expectantly but when I didn't intercede, she slowly moved towards the man. As soon as she came within reach, he started to pull on her robe and she only fought him for a few seconds before she let him take it off. Now naked, I could see the fresh markings that ran horizontally along her rib cage.
"What's it say?" I asked, unable to make it out with the dim light and swelling.
"STRIKERS," the biker announced, and then with a laugh added, "She wanted to be part of the club."
"Was it forced?" I asked.
"Forced? Oh, hell no! She saw Little Pam's and wanted the same...practically begged," he responded as my wife's eyes fell to the floor.
Clarence's hand began to roam my wife's body as he whispered into her ear, and wanting to understand the situation completely, I asked, "When are you leaving?"
"Leaving? Uh uh...Falcon said I had her until noon tomorrow if I brought her here," he replied.
His statement made his expectations clear and although I could likely have stopped it, I wasn't prepared to let go of DeAnne. So, for the second time in just a few days, I chose the young dancer over my wife.
"I see," I said.
Interestingly, during the quick exchange, Chris kept her eyes down and provided no outward response even when I acknowledged his deal with Falcon. It left me to wonder whether she had resigned herself to her fate or if she looked forward to sex with this man.
With our conversation over, he resumed whispering in her ear and it wasn't long before he moved them towards the couch and then flopped onto it leaving her standing before him. He looked at her expectantly, but she remained still and glanced my way before dropping to her knees.
However, before she reached for his cock, she announced, "I can't do this."
Rather than get angry, the large biker suddenly roared with laughter and then forced out, "I guess she don't like an audience."
It dawned on me that it was the first time to my knowledge that she had refused a sexual act with one of the club members which made me wonder if she had reached her limit or merely didn't care for this particular man.
"I'm going to bed," Chris announced, and strangely her eyes went to DeAnne instead of me as she left.
"Damn, I wish she had bigger tits. I tried to tit fuck her earlier but they're just too damn small," he laughed.
"Did you fuck her?" I asked and felt DeAnne squeeze my arm.
"Oh, yeah...of course," he chuckled, and then continued with, "Pulled over and fucked her on the drive. Behind an old building."
DeAnne's squeeze had become a light tug and sensing her thoughts I nodded to her and we turned and left. The first half of the drive we made in silence but when the young woman caught my eye, she offered a little smile that I couldn't help but return.
"Don't...I mean I know you're worried but she likes the sex. She loves it...no one is making her," she offered.
"Maybe that's what makes it so worrying," I countered.
"Don't you enjoy the sex with me?" she asked.
"That's...that's different. I try to be respectful...and caring. She's just being used as a piece of ass," I said.
For almost a minute, she remained silent, and then in a soft voice, she said, "Which one is worse?"
It wasn't the first time she surprised me with her insight and I had to think about the meaning for a moment before I replied, "Yeah, except for Vince...her cheating with Vince."
"Maybe there isn't as much there as you think. It doesn't stop her with the...the others," she responded.
"Maybe..." I said, and then continued with, "Look, I don't want to ruin our time."
"Okay," she replied as a big smile filled her face.
Soon, we were pulling up to her house and we wasted no time undressing and moving to the bed. However, after the strange evening, I wanted to reset the mood, so I pulled her to me and kissed her gently as my hands caressed her body. She accepted my lead and we only moved forward when we struggled to keep our bodies still. Kicking the sheet off, I traced her body with my tongue until I landed on her oozing slit. Her arousal grew very quickly and I had to fend off several attempts she made to pull me up. However, since it was our last night, I wanted desperately to make her orgasm again through intercourse, so when I felt she was ready, I lifted and found her opening. The deep groan she let out made my dick grow another inch and when I looked into her eyes, I sensed she too wanted to repeat what we had achieved.
"You feel so good," I whispered into her ear.
"Make me pregnant...knock me up," she moaned as her hands pulled on my ass.
"I want to," I told her.
"Then do it..." she begged.
It didn't take long before her sounds informed me that she was building rapidly. Somewhere along the way, we had crossed the barrier of true intimacy and her mind gave her permission to let go and accept me. I knew she could achieve a climax and the only concern I now faced was her excitement pushing me over too fast. Thankfully, I managed to maintain control long enough to get her over the top, and with her hands sliding over my back and her high-pitched squeals filling the room, she exploded.
"Oh, baby...oh, baby...there...I'm there...go baby...go...don't stop..." she cried out as her body melded to mine.
It proved too much for me to handle and within seconds of dropping my defenses, I too arrived, "DeAnne...damn...damn girl...ohhh...oh shit...ugghhh..."
Panting and sweating we stayed connected summoning just enough energy to kiss every few seconds. Finally, I rolled to her side and she burrowed in close to me as we settled into a tight embrace.
We made love once more that night and again in the morning but neither encounter came close to matching what we experienced earlier. In truth, neither of us tried that hard and I had to wonder if there might be a fear of failure, especially since our time together was rapidly coming to an end.
"DeAnne, what are we going to do?" I asked as an emotional wave swept through me as we sat sipping coffee.
"You're going home to your wife," she answered.
"Is that what you want?" I pushed.
She looked at me in silence for several seconds before she replied, "You know I belong to Falcon."
I thought about discussing it some more and try to get to her real feelings but I knew she was trying to give me an easy way out so I just nodded.
"You'll have a beautiful baby," I said.
"Yeah..." she responded as a tiny smile appeared on her face.
I arrived home just past noon hoping that Clarence would be gone and was surprised to find the house empty. The place was neat, providing no clue about her whereabouts but when I checked the garage and found her car, I suspected she left with the biker. I decided not to call her for the time being and unpacked her bag I had brought home from Falcon's house making sure to place her birth control pills on top of the stack. When she hadn't arrived by sundown, I tried her phone but there was no answer, and after another hour had elapsed, I was just about to call DeAnne to see if she knew anything when car lights filled the front windows. Moving to the door, I peered out and spotted Chris emerging from the back seat of a taxi dressed provocatively in small, tight shorts and a cropped halter top that left most of her tummy exposed. She had on heels and struggled to make it the short distance across the lawn looking up with a strange expression when I opened the door.
"Are you okay?" I asked and as she brushed past me, I took in the strong aroma of cigarette smoke and sex.
"Fine," she declared nervously as she made for the bedroom.
"Where were you?" I asked even though I knew the likely answer.
"With Clarence...doing what you wanted," she replied with a definite edge in her voice.
After the previous encounters, she had shown some embarrassment but never irritation or anger which made me wonder if something bad had occurred. As I considered how to respond, she moved towards the bathroom and when I followed, she gave me a strange look for a moment, sighed, and then started to remove her clothes. She started with her top and I wasn't at all surprised to see her breasts covered in marks. It also allowed her new tattoo to completely show and I could see that it had started to scab. I wondered how she would view the thing now that she was back in the safety of her home but she had surprised me before with her acceptance of the first one.
Once more, she glanced at me and then began to push the shorts over her slender hips and when her pussy came into view, the damage stunned me. She wore no panties and her entire pelvic area had bruising. Further, her normally dainty labia appeared raw and distended, and to top it off, her opening still showed wetness as if the biker had fucked her and then immediately put her in the cab.
"Chris..." I said sympathetically.
"Yes, I got traded and used while you made love to your girlfriend," she responded.
Deciding it might be best to give her some space, I left her in the bathroom and moved to the living room where I waited until she appeared almost an hour later. Her movement made it clear she had lingering pain between her legs and without speaking, she went to the kitchen and poured some wine.
"Do you feel like talking?" I asked when she joined me.
"Tell me what you did with DeAnne," she demanded.
"I don't know...we had sex and went out some," I replied, suddenly feeling guilty about how much effort I put into making her feel special.
"She was dressed up. Where did you go?" she pushed, and before I could answer, she asked, "Are you in love with her?"
"No, of course not," I declared, but experienced an awkward surge in my body as I thought about the affection I felt for her.
"I'm not sure..." she responded.
Almost a minute of silence ensued before I asked, "Have you been seeing Vince? Having an affair?"
Although she tried hard, her body language gave her away and after taking a deep breath, she answered, "Yes."
"Why?" I asked.
"I don't know," she replied in a low voice, and then after a short pause, she continued with, "I don't know...then he told me you were going to the strip club to see DeAnne."
"I didn't sleep with her," I clarified.
"You wanted to," she responded.
That ended the exchange and for the next few minutes, we sat in silence. Finally, I rose and took her glass to get a refill along with one for me and when I returned, I joined her on the sofa.
"I think you're in love with Vince," I stated.
"No...no, it's not ...not like that," she whispered.
"How many times?" I asked.
"Five I think," she answered with no hesitation.
"That's a lot," I replied and even though her deceit angered me, I managed to temper my emotions by recalling my interactions with DeAnne.
"I know," she agreed.
"What happened at the rally? How did you end up back here with that guy?" I asked even though I thought I knew most of the story.
"We were there and then Vince's girlfriend showed up and started to create a scene. At first, Falcon kept her under control but something came up where he needed to go so, he told Clarence to bring me home," she answered confirming my understanding.
"Did he tell him he could have you?" I asked, unable to hold back.
"Fuck you...and as a matter of fact, yes, he did," she replied angrily.
"Did you leave with him? Where did you go?" I pushed wanting to complete the picture.
"His trailer...last night. He needed to feed his dogs," she explained.
"Did he hurt you?" I asked recalling her damaged body.
"He was rough," she answered without elaborating.
We retreated into another silence that I finally broke when I asked, "What now?"
I intentionally made the question open-ended and half expected for her to bring up the subject of divorce but she looked at me with a strange expression for a time before responding, "I don't want you with her...DeAnne. You're too close."
It was an odd response and my mind rapidly thought through the potential meanings which led me to, "And Vince? The bikers?"
"No...no more," she replied.
With that, I took her hand and led her to bed. We got under the covers and moved close but refrained from any sensual touching. My mind was much too clouded to engage in lovemaking. Instead, I stared at the ceiling trying to piece together the bizarre chain of events that led to this moment. Minutes passed and I could tell my wife wasn't asleep. I suspected that she was dealing with her tumultuous thoughts just like me.
"You have a new tattoo," I blurted out when my thoughts went to the markings.
"Yes," she whispered.
"Did they force you?" I asked.
Several seconds went by before she responded, "No."
Suddenly, a wave of emotion hit me and I stupidly blurted out, "You loved every minute of it...all the sex, so I don't want to hear how you are the victim in this."



I could sense the anger surging through her but somehow, she managed to maintain control and in a forced voice she replied, "I don't think that either fair or accurate."
"Look..." I started but she cut me off.
"It was always all about your lust for her...DeAnne. I did what you wanted. You met with him and set it up," she declared, once again attempting to position her involvement as passive.
"No, Chris. You didn't make a sacrifice. Falcon put a bug in your head at the campground. You admitted you wanted him and you also put on a show for Vince in the shower," I said.
"Those...it was just thoughts...fantasies. You made it real," she countered.
I had to accept she had a point but it didn't stop my next verbal launch, "Everything I saw...the sex with Falcon...the time at Mad Dog's...you were loving every second."
"So were you!" she exclaimed and then quickly added, "You have feelings for her. It's easy to see."
"Did you tell him...Vince...you loved him?" I pushed, guessing at the truth.
At first, she didn't respond but finally, she admitted, "It was just sex talk."
For the next ten minutes, we lay in silence. My mind was filled with thoughts and fears and I felt certain Chris was in a similar place. Slowly, the fog of emotion lifted, and with the emerging clarity, I realized we were at a crossroads. One path took us towards redemption while the other led towards an ever-widening chasm that would soon be too broad to cross.
"How do we get past this?" I whispered.
It took a few seconds but she finally replied, "Do you still love me?"
"Yes...I do," I answered.
Instantly, she turned to face me and scooted closer until I felt her warm body pressed into mine. We stared into each other's eyes and then shared a soft, lingering kiss. When it ended, Chris's hand began to pull on my shoulder which told me she wanted me on top of her. I followed her direction and with only a little fumbling we connected. I moved a half-dozen times to spread her lubrication and then stopped and stared into her face.
"I want...I need to know who you were with," I whispered.
A sad look appeared on her face, but she answered, "Falcon, Vince, and Clarence...and Kelso."
"Who is Kelso?" I asked.
"A guy...he was at the trailer last night," she explained and before I could respond, she asked, "Where did you leave it with DeAnne?"
"DeAnne's going to have Falcon's baby. There is no more DeAnne," I replied.
My message made her go quiet but slowly a strange look appeared on her face and she said, "You wanted it to be yours."
"No..." I replied but she interrupted.
"Did you talk about it?" she pushed.
Now, it was my turn to become quiet but finally, I responded, "It was just sex talk."
I could tell my admission hurt her and once again the room went quiet. However, her hands moved to my hips and she gently prodded me so I began a very slow movement. At first, my attention was all on her lovely face but before long flashes of her with her biker lovers began to fill my brain. In all the scenarios, the thing that drew me in was the sexual abandon she showed. If my count was correct, she had experienced seven club members of all sizes and shapes and the only negative reaction I saw was her rejection of the blowjob with Clarence.
Despite the emotional turmoil, something in my psyche told me I needed to ejaculate into my wife. Without even realizing it, I started moving faster, finally recognizing my state when my breathing became labored. I knew Chris was far from an orgasm so when the time came, I let go and pumped a healthy amount into my wife's pussy. It made me recall her abandoned birth control pills but I decided we could have that discussion later. I finally rolled to her side and she immediately looped a leg across my thighs and arm over my chest.
"DeAnne dumped you for Falcon and Vince dumped me for his girlfriend. I guess the biker crowd doesn't want us," she whispered.
It was an odd statement and one that confused me, but deciding enough had occurred for one day, I let it drop and soon we drifted to sleep.
The following morning, we managed to wake at the needed time, and later, during a lull in my schedule, I checked my phone and saw I had a text from DeAnne. It was a simple message thanking me for the weekend and I acknowledged it with a quick reply adding that I thought our time together was more enjoyable than what Chris experienced with Clarence. I didn't expect a response and was just about to leave for the day when a ping announced an incoming message. Checking my phone, I could see it was from DeAnne and included a video. With equal parts curiosity and trepidation, I opened the file and a scene of my naked wife bent over a worn couch with Clarence fucking her hard from behind filled the screen. I fumbled with the device to turn the sound down as Chris's cries of excitement filled my office.
"Fuck me...fuck me hard...do it, baby..." she demanded loudly.
"Damn this bitch can't get enough," the biker replied as he looked towards whoever was filming.
"Tear it up," a man's voice responded.
"She pulling my balls inside out," her lover grunted, and then laughed, "Another club slut. We needed a new hole."
The video soon ended and I knew it was DeAnne's way of showing that my wife was truly a dirty girl. She had delivered the same message more than once when I showed concern for Chris or tried to defend her virtue. As I sat at my desk looking out at the city below me while contemplating the latest piece of info, I realized that despite her claim of wanting it over, a little push would likely lead to more.
It took some time but I finally managed to move past her affair with Vince. I rationalized that it was part of a bigger situation with my fingerprints everywhere so I couldn't be too judgmental. We talked about getting the tattoos removed but never took the step and when several months elapsed and it appeared they were staying, I told her I needed to mark her, too. Unable to think of a good ink design, I finally landed on a piercing and Chris became the receiver of a clit ring. Although reluctant at first, she now enjoys the sensation only occasionally complaining about how wet it keeps her.
Also, the piercing seemed to mark our transition from guilt to acceptance. After she healed, often during intense lovemaking sessions, we would revisit the biker encounters. Unsurprisingly, most of the discussion was about her and the men, although occasionally she would ask about me and DeAnne. When she determined I wouldn't use the information against her, she became even more forthcoming and soon I had learned about her experience with each of the men, including her surreptitious encounters with Vince. The openness created a change in our lovemaking which has become more aggressive. Of course, we still connect as loving husband and wife but many times we will enjoy a deeply erotic encounter using recollections of the biker meetings as a launch point. On more than one occasion, I've been on the brink of suggesting we call Falcon but each time I've backed away partly due to my desire to stay in the dark about DeAnne's condition.
"What do you want for Christmas?" my wife asked the week before Thanksgiving.
Fighting back a smirk while dying to see her reaction, I replied, "I was thinking maybe we get a husband and wife gift."
"Like what?" she pushed now sensing something was up.
"A motorcycle," I answered.
A shocked expression came to her face that was quickly replaced by an impish grin, and she responded eagerly, "Should we?"
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Over the next several weeks, I thought about the interaction and the progress she had made in overcoming the negative feelings about her illicit sex. While we didn't have any further deep conversations, I felt based on her demeanor that she had moved past the event. Indeed, part of me felt she had intended to deliver a message that parts of it she found enjoyable. After lots of thought, I decided I needed to test this theory, and slowly I formulated a plan.
The following Friday I took Abby to a top-end steak house that was heavy with meat, wine, and testosterone. I tried to get her to wear the dress I had picked out but she pushed back and I reluctantly relented as it wasn't crucial to my plans. Still, she looked very good in her more modest cocktail dress, and between the patrons and staff, she received at least a hundred appreciative looks. We left immediately after dessert, but halfway home I made a turn that confused her and it wasn't until we pulled up in front of Luther's that she realized there was more to the night.
"Oh really?" she said as the valet opened the door, but she got out without hesitation while giving the young man a nice view of her legs
Without protest, she allowed me to direct her to the area we had visited before, and I sensed some excitement in her step as we moved through the darker confines. However, she stopped dead in her track when we arrived at a table where Frank and Clemmy sat.
"Wow, this is amazing to see you guys," I said in a fake voice, trying hard to hold back a laugh.
"No kidding! Good to see you again," Frank responded as he stood and hugged my wife.
Of course, I had arranged the rendezvous in the hope that it would help clarify if she had signaled something, an acceptance or interest, during our intimate conversation. She rolled her eyes at me, knowing it had been pre-arranged, but dutifully sat on the opposite love seat facing the mature couple.
"You think you're so clever," she whispered in my ear the first chance she got after the waitress left.
"What do you mean?" I asked, feigning ignorance.
She wasn't mad, in fact, I think she found it amusing, and soon the conversation was going well with no sign of any concerns about our night in the tent.
The bottle of wine we split at the restaurant had gone down well and given us a mellow feeling, and as we chatted after downing several drinks, I knew Abby was feeling no pain. So, with a nod at Frank, which was a pre-planned action, he made the move.
"Why don't you beautiful girls trade places for a bit," he said in his well-mannered voice.
Abby looked at me, but it was more as a smirk than a sign of annoyance, and when Clemmy was almost to us, she started to rise and then made the short move across to the other sofa. The older woman immediately snuggled in close to my side and placed her hand on my thigh, close to my growing dick.
"You're a good husband," she whispered into my ear.
"Am I? I think I'm just one that gives his wife away," I replied.
"Darling, you have to quit treating her like a saint," she told me.
"Well, to me she is a saint," I replied, feeling the need to defend her honor.
"Trust me. She had the time of her life that night in the tent," she responded as her hand found my hardness.
"How do you know?" I asked, feeling she was just saying what she wanted to be true.
"I know," the older woman said and pulled my head down so we could kiss.
She held my head firmly in her hands as our mouths locked, and our kiss became quite passionate. When we finally broke, I looked over and Abby was in a similar embrace with Frank who also had his hand on her ass. Their kiss ended a few seconds later and my wife looked towards me with an impish smile that conveyed both vulnerability and guilt. However, her gaze didn't last long as Frank pulled her back and kissed her again.
"How do you..." I began to ask my older partner, but she stopped me by finding my lips again.
"I just do," she giggled when we broke.
"How?" I asked in a more demanding voice.
"I can't tell you," she answered.
"Why not? Tell me," I pushed.
There was a long pause as she stared at me before she finally said, "Okay, I'm going to tell you and you can be smart or stupid with what you're about to hear."
"Okay..." I replied, confused by her message.
"Since that night...that time in the tent. I've met Abby three times," she stated.
"What?" I replied in shock.
I had thought my wife had been so upset by that evening that I couldn't imagine her meeting with Clemmy. Although, as it sunk in, her recent behavior did offer some clues that I had been wrong about some things.
"Yes, hon... Now, you can never share that information," she continued, looking at me for affirmation.
"Okay," I said, feeling my mouth go dry.
"We've met once for lunch and twice for drinks and discussed everything," she explained, as my eyes grew large.
"And?" I asked.
"I told you. She had the time of her life," she said.
"I don't understand. She got very angry with me," I told her.
"Honey, no woman, especially a young one is going to admit to her husband that she loved sex with another man. You have to coax that out of her over time," she said softly as we cuddled.
"Did you tell her I arranged with y'all to meet here?" I asked.
"No sweetie. We thought it would be way more fun to just let it play out," she giggled.
"Y'all are bad. No...y'all are evil," I replied in mock offense, which made her giggle even harder.
"Tell me what she liked about it," I asked when the thought popped up in my brain.
"They fucked her," she answered.
"Yes, I know but what did she like about it," I continued, hoping they had shared that conversation.
"Honey, listen to me. You make love to your wife and treat her like an angel. Frank and Jim fucked her," she explained.
"Oh...I..." I started to reply but just stopped.
"Don't take it bad. It's wonderful. Just think about it sometimes," the older woman counseled.
I gave her a little nod indicating I understood her message and she squeezed my dick in response. For the next thirty minutes, I played with Clemmy while Frank enjoyed my wife, but without the ability to proceed further, our fondling eventually slowed. However, rather than call it a night, we started a nice conversation that I could tell Abby enjoyed. I think it showed her that our interactions didn't have to always be about sex.
I thought Luther would make an appearance at some point, and in truth, I was looking forward to it. It took a while but suddenly I heard a deep voice and looking across the room, I watched him shake the hand of another patron. He didn't make a beeline for our table but as he worked the crowd, I could tell we would be the ultimate destination. The others spotted him just after me and Abby smiled broadly before trying to hide it after glancing my way.
"Welcome Frank!" he said loudly and then added with a small nod, "Abby."
"Us, too!" Clemmy tossed out.
"Yes, of course," he laughed but his eyes quickly went back to my wife.
"Join us?" Frank asked.
"Yes, certainly," he replied and squeezed next to Abby.
His body pushed her even more tightly against Frank and since his arm was already over her shoulders, Luther rested his large paw on her upper thigh. She looked down at it and then towards me which made Clemmy laugh openly.
"Enjoy the attention, honey," the older woman laughed.
The conversation started anew and lasted for a good ten minutes with everyone engaged. Then, the women declared they needed to go to the restroom and departed. I felt certain there would be a discussion about the women while they were gone but we talked sports instead. When they returned, they took the same spots and the talk began again but I could tell Clemmy had something on her mind and when I got her attention, she gave me a big smile.
"Here," she said holding out her clenched fist and when I offered my hand, she dropped a lacy red thong into it, and whispered, "Your wife's."
The shocked look on my face must have been comical because Clemmy started to laugh and I quickly tried to put the small garment in my pocket, but Luther and Frank spotted it.
"That belong to my girl?" the large black man asked as Frank chuckled.
"Well, they're not mine," Clemmy confirmed.
Luther lowered his head and started a whispered conversation with my wife. In doing so, she moved closer to him, causing Frank to take his arm from her shoulders. We all watched the scene and after several minutes he nuzzled her until he found her lips. Slowly, her arm encircled his neck but he kept his hand on her thigh. I sensed what he wanted and it didn't take long before he began to inch up the smooth skin. When his fingertips disappeared, Clemmy started to slowly pull on my dick which had already become rock hard.
"You do this?" I whispered to the woman guessing she put the idea into my wife's head.
"I did," she giggled, and then said, "But, it was really easy."
Luther went slow and not only built the anticipation for Abby but the rest of us as well. The dress, cut a few inches above the knee, was not overly tight and Abby let him work it up while occasionally lifting her butt to make it easier. All the time he worked on her, they alternated between kissing and intimate talk. It seemed to take forever but it was likely no more than five minutes until he had the dress bunched near her waist providing us a sweet view of her creamy thighs. Silently, we watched him circle for the kill and when it appeared that he was getting close, Clemmy found the magical spot on the bottom of my dick near the base that made it hard to concentrate.
"God, you're evil," I managed to force out.
"Hush, watch your wife," she replied.
Seconds later Abby's body stiffened and a tiny squeal escaped that let us know he had landed on her pussy. Her sounds soon turned into needy whimpers and when I saw the rhythmic movement of his arm, I knew my lovely wife was being publicly finger banged.
"Damn," I heard a male voice behind me say.
The word momentarily broke my concentration and looking around I could see that the couples at two other tables were watching intently. I didn't dare turn around to determine who delivered the expletive but knew others were looking on, too.
"Cum for me baby," Clemmy coached and I wondered if my wife was receiving the same message from the black man.
Abby's orgasm arrived with little warning. One second, she was riding his fingers letting out soft mews and the next she had a tight grip on his arm and fought to hold back her excited squeals. The last few seconds she tried to push against his hand and as the feeling swept through her she forced her face tightly against his chest. Then, it was over and when he took his wet fingers from her pussy, caressed her face, and kissed her tenderly, I exploded.
"Shit," I gasped suddenly needing air.
"Good, baby. You got to enjoy it together," she whispered.
After that, things ended quickly. Everyone finished their drink and then we were leaving. I purposefully avoided eye contact with the other patrons as I made for the stairs and just as I reached them, I felt a hand on my arm.
"Hold up if you don't mind," Luther requested.
Abby stopped, too, but Frank and Clemmy continued and when we were alone, I asked, "What's up?"
"Just wondering if you might see it right to let me have those panties," he explained as a smile broke out.
"Oh my God," Abby replied with an embarrassed laugh.
I stared at him for a moment, considering my options before reaching in my pocket, pulling out the thong, and handing it to him. He looked at it with a smile and for a moment I thought he try a smell but he glanced at my wife and then pushed the garment into his jacket.
"I guess you earned them," I smiled which made my wife gasp.
Once in the car, I tried to feign irritation but Abby would have none of it and her wandering hands went first to my chest and then my leg. Unfortunately, she came straight into contact with the wet spot left by my ejaculation.
"What's this?" she demanded, turning so she could look directly at my face.
"Nothing...look I need to drive," I responded trying to deflect her query.
She brought her fingers to her nose and then looked at me and said, "You did it in your pants?"
I tried to think of a clever response, but finally admitted, "Clemmy made me."
"Ha! Well, I better not hear any scolding from you," she announced. Several seconds of silence ensued, and then she said, "I think we're nuts and you should have told me we were going to Luther's."
Fortunately, we made it home without incident and went straight to the bedroom.
Emboldened by what I had learned and witnessed that evening, as soon as we were in bed, I said in a low voice, "I think my wife has some playfulness in her."
For a moment, she looked at me with a strange expression and I could see the wheels turning in her head as she contemplated a reply. However, the verbal response never materialized. Instead, she planted her lips on mine while using her hands to pull me tightly against her warm body. That started us off and I had to hold her back so that I could tease and caress her body to raise her to the level of excitement I wanted. Eventually, I found my head between her widely spread legs where I licked around her opening, then teased her engorged nub while she writhed in excitement and anticipation. Deciding I didn't want her to orgasm this way, when she started to crest, I backed off, which soon had her pleading in frustration.
"Baby, please..." she whined when my tongue left her clit.
I brought it back for a bit until her hips were rolling, then stopped again. Repeating this several times, soon I had her hands on my head as her hips moved seeking contact. Knowing it was time, I broke free, lifted over her, and pushed my dick completely into her in one fluid motion.
"Ohhhh...ohhhh...oh yes..." she cried out excitedly.
Now, remembering Clemmy's words, I decided I wanted to fuck her like her lovers, so I pushed the pillows away, grasped her hands in mine, and held them over her head. I used my knees to spread her legs wide and started to thrust powerfully into her well-prepared pussy.
"Uhhh...uhhh...uhhh..." she grunted, filling the room with her sounds in rhythm with my movement.
"Damn you feel good," I called out loudly.
"What...what are you doing? she managed to force out between cries.
"Taking my wife," I declared, acting bolder than normal.
Her face was a mixture of lust and confusion, and when I heard her cries become more forced...more labored, I started fucking her even harder. I knew she was close, but so was I, and it was imperative that I bring her to orgasm first or my efforts would be meaningless. Using all my willpower to hold off, I maintained a strong movement hoping she would let go. Several times, I thought it had arrived, but on each occasion, it seemed to fade, and then suddenly, without warning, it hit. She began to thrash beneath me while crying out loudly as she fought to wrest her hands free.
I held her firmly and watched as the climax swept through her body, feeling her vagina clench several times. As the orgasm passed, we stared into each other's eyes and I sensed that she was surrendering, giving herself to me, completely. When that feeling hit my brain, I knew there was no holding back and with a primal roar, I erupted, spewing my juices into the very bottom of her crevice.
Sweat was dripping from my body onto hers, and I struggled to suck in air while we continued to gaze at each other. Then, with a broad smile, I lowered my mouth and found hers and we began a deep kiss that seemed to go on forever. In the middle, I lowered my body onto hers, feeling her breasts pressed into my chest, and slowly moved my hips in response to the amazing feeling I was still experiencing from our connection. Finally, I rolled to her side, but quickly pulled her tightly against me and we cuddled and kissed each other while making soft mewing sounds of joy.
"You are amazing," I whispered.
"That was intense," she purred as her hand stroked my hair.
"Did you like it?" I asked, thinking she did but wanting confirmation.
"Are you kidding? I just want to know where it's been," she replied.
We maintained our embrace for some time, then Abby used her hands to push me back and started to climb on top.
"Let's make love all night," she demanded, finding my partially erect dick, and bringing it to her soaked opening.
She gave out a low whine as it slid in, then she leaned back, allowing my hands to go to her perfect breasts, and we started a slow rocking movement. We continued this way for a long time, making soft sounds of pleasure and whispering how much we loved each other until finally, she fell forward onto my chest.
"I'm too exhausted to make love all night," she declared, which made us both laugh loudly.
We stayed connected, and I slowly stroked her hair, while continuing to enjoy the warm feeling of her body. My mind went to the message that Clemmy had delivered to me earlier and it made me want to probe more, but I didn't know where to start. Fortunately, I didn't have to.
"You were different tonight," Abby stated, bringing up the subject of our sex again.
"You said you like it," I replied, hoping she would say more.
"I did, but it was different. Where did it come from?" she asked.
I thought for a moment about what to say, as I was worried my comment might come across too bold, but finally, I decided to just go with it, "I don't know sweetie. Maybe seeing Frank...it reminded me of how y'all were."
Her body got stiff and her breathing seemed to stop for several seconds before she replied, "That's not what I expected to hear."
"Why not? You said you had a big orgasm. One of the biggest," I answered, continuing to push.
She raised her head and looked at me then let it fall back to my chest before asking, "Would you really do it again?"
"No, honey. You...too upsetting. Remember what we went through," I answered, wanting her to declare her interest now that I knew about her talks with Clemmy.
"Okay," she whispered, but after a few seconds of silence, she asked, "And if I didn't?"
"Honey, I know you don't want to," I replied, although I was pretty sure she meant her question differently.
Once more she lifted her head and looked at me then said, "I mean if I didn't get upset."
I don't know. Are you saying you want to?" I asked, trying to extract her full confession.
"No..." she answered in another whisper and then dropped her head back down. after getting so close.
The anticipation of hearing her admit her desires made my dick completely hard. I hoped for more so I remained silent to give her space as I slowly ran my hand over her body but it didn't take long for my lust to win out and I turned her over, slipped gently inside, and started an easy movement. Almost immediately, she started to emit a litany of contented sighs that ended when she opened her eyes.
"What are you thinking?" she asked in a way that made me think her mind was still on our prior exchange.
I thought about continuing the verbal chess game as we searched for each other's true feelings, but growing impatient, I decided to be forthright, "Thinking about you in the tent."
"And?" she asked quickly, almost eagerly.
"I want to see it again," I replied, putting it all out there.
"Really?" she asked, but I felt her ever so slightly start to push back against my slow thrusts.
"Yes, baby," I confirmed.
"If it what's you want, you know I...I'll do it," she responded, still clinging to some innocence.
I let her have her way and started moving faster, and almost immediately her hands went to my ass. Soon, she was moaning and sighing from the attention, and I guessed our short conversation had excited her as it had me. Besides, with our agreement, my brain was spinning with thoughts and visions I couldn't hold back.



"Did you like being with those men?" I asked, wanting to hear her words.
"Yes..." she moaned.
"You looked so hot," I grunted, as I worked my body.
"It felt good," she answered, no longer acting coy.
I didn't want Steve with you," I told her.
"Why?" she asked between sighs.
"I don't know... too sure of himself I guess," I replied.
"He's a good kisser," she responded and a little smile passed over her face.
"I think you liked the cocks...Frank and Jim's better," I pushed.
"Mmmmm..." she moaned in response.
The next morning, we re-visited the decision over coffee, and although we went back and forth several times we eventually landed on the same spot. Along the way, Abby continued to position her participation as an accommodation for me but deep down she knew I knew that wasn't the case. However, I didn't try to debate the point, deciding to let her use the shield if she felt it necessary.
"How are we going to do this?" I asked as the discussion ebbed.
"I'll talk to Clemmy," she replied after a moment.
After our discussion, the days ticked by and my wife offered no update concerning her interaction, or lack thereof, with Clemmy. I decided to stay remain silent so that she had some opportunity to change her mind. Finally, almost two weeks later, she announced that she had spoken with the older woman and received an invitation to a gathering the following Friday at their home.
"Okay, I guess...that's fine. Remember, I fly in mid-day Friday," I replied, reminding her of an upcoming business trip.
"Are you going into work when you get back?" she asked.
"Doubtful. Probably straight home," I replied.
"Okay, then I think it will be okay. In fact, I'll take off a bit early and we can get an early dinner and a drink," she suggested, and I sensed she wanted some time to connect with me before we entered the sexual den, so I nodded my assent.
Paraphrasing Burns, "the best-laid plans of mice and men often go awry" and that was certainly how my flight home Friday turned out. Weather severely impacted the flight schedules of most of the eastern half of the country and I found myself in the airport impatiently dealing with constant updates concerning the expected departure time. When it was clear I would be quite late, I tried to call Abby, but she didn't answer so I left a voicemail.
"Sounds horrible, do you want to cancel tonight?" she asked when we connected thirty minutes later.
"No, I should be home by six and we aren't expected until eight, so it should be okay," I advised, and after some further chit-chat, we ended the call.
The plane did board at the promised time, but the overall congestion created a very long departure queue. I continued to text Abby with info and finally provided her the option to just meet at our host's house. We took off before she replied, so I wasn't going to know her answer until I arrived, although I thought it unlikely, she would go without me. While the three hours in the air were uneventful, when we got close, we entered a holding pattern that lasted over an hour before we were able to land.
I had resigned myself to missing the function and spending the evening at home, so when I got a signal, I was surprised to discover Abby had agreed to meet me at the gathering. I was already almost an hour late and knew it would take another hour to get there so I tried to call her, but she didn't answer.
It was indeed an hour later when my taxi pulled into the driveway of the handsome home, and since there were only four cars, including ours, parked in the drive, I assumed it was a small gathering. Ringing and knocking on the door brought no response, and thinking about the last visit, I wondered if everyone was outside. So, I went to the side, after placing my things behind some bushes by the door.
I had to climb over a brick wall, which took some effort in my coat and tie, but a few minutes later I arrived at the pool. The only light illuminating the area came from inside the house, but it was enough to enable me to spot two figures sitting close together in the spa. The noise from the bubbles masked my sounds which enable me to approach undetected until I could make out Steve, from the previous encounter, next to an attractive brunette I didn't recognize.
"Excuse me?" I said, deciding to announce my presence.
Both heads spun around, and for a few seconds they showed a look of surprise and fear, but I could see the man finally recognized me and his expression softened.
"Hey, there...how are you?" he asked.
"I'm good. Long day with lousy travel, but still doing good," I answered.
"Everyone else is inside. In the back," he stated as if anticipating my next question.
With that, I left them and entered the house through the patio door. There were numerous glasses scattered around the living room indicating that everyone must have had drinks, but there was no sign of my wife or anyone else for that matter, so I slowly made my way down the hall where I knew the bedrooms were located.
I found them all in the master bedroom where I encountered a shocking, yet exciting scene. My wife was on the large bed with her legs spread wide, and Sally had her head buried in her pussy, while Clemmy fondled her breasts and kissed her mouth. Around the bed stood Frank, Luther, and a man I guessed was the husband of the woman outside. All were naked with partially erect cocks and Frank slowly tugged on his. A low whine came from my wife, occasionally interrupted by a gasp or moan, and her body squirmed from the sensations she received.
Frank spotted me, and without attempting to shield his nudity, closed the distance to the doorway.
"Damn hard day of travel I hear," he said in a low voice.
"Yes...what...how did this start?" I asked, truly stunned by what I was witnessing.
"I think Clemmy and Sally had a plan. They left with Abby to look at something in the bedroom and when they didn't come back, we found them going at it," he snickered.
"So, nothing else...you know..." I stammered.
"No, we were just socializing before they started, he answered, correctly surmising I wanted to know what I had missed.
"Let it out, baby...give it up," I heard Luther call out.
Looking around Frank, I could see that the large black man had moved closer to the bed and had started pulling on his cock. It was a good length, but it was his girth that made me take notice, and at the end was a plump head that was dark purple.
"Why don't you get out of your things," our host suggested.
With a nod and a last look towards the bed, I headed towards the bedroom where we had left our things the last time. I was down to my slacks when the door suddenly open and Clemmy entered, still naked and sporting a big smile.
"I was worried you wouldn't make it," she said and moved close for a hug.
"Rough day," I replied.
"Well, hurry up and we'll make it better, she giggled, and then added, "Let's get you a drink.
When my clothes were off, the older woman took my dick into her hand and fondled it softly while tilting her head up for a kiss. After we broke, she led me to the bar and poured me a large glass of wine and a smaller one for herself.
"Are you still talking with Abby?" I asked after several sips.
"Oh, of course," she smiled.
"Well? What is she saying?" I probed.
"Honey, why do you think Luther's here? She's been fantasizing about him since the night in the bar," she explained with a strange smile.
"So, you're conspiring against me?" I said, thinking I should feel irritated but unable to hold back a grin.
"I told her I'd get Luther for her but you were mine," she laughed.
As soon as the words left her mouth, she moved very close and tickled my balls with her fingernails. Suddenly, it seemed very awkward to be standing naked with a woman other than my wife and it left me momentarily speechless. Unperturbed by the silence, Clemmy worked on me until I sported a full erection.
"I want to check on Abby," I managed to force out.
She gave me a pretend pouty face and then said, "You want to watch. I know your type."
"I need to check on her...she doesn't even know I'm here," I said, defensively.
"I bet Luther is already with her. Can you take that?" she asked with a mischievous smile as her hand squeezed my shaft.
"Stop it, Clemmy," I laughed, knowing she was trying to get to me.
"Come on then," she laughed and pulled on my dick to get me to follow.
My wife's excited sounds along with the rapid squeaking of the bed informed us she was taking a cock before we reached the door. Arriving at the entrance, we could see Luther on the bed energetically fucking my wife in the missionary position. His large body hid much of her but she had her legs spread lewdly and her arms wrapped around the man's thick neck. Although the black man exerted heavy grunts, her cries dominated the room.
"Oh, baby...oh, baby...oh, baby..." my wife squealed excitedly in perfect time with the heavy thrusts of her lover.
The man's broad ass rapidly slamming against my wife mesmerized me and it took some time before I noticed Sally on her knees, eagerly sucking the cock of the unknown man who sat in a chair. Looking him over more closely, he looked to be around forty and had a swarthy appearance with a thick matting of hair covering his entire body.
"That's Erdogan. He and his wife Selen are friends of Steve and Sally," Clemmy explained when she spotted my gaze, and after I nodded to her, she said, "C'mon now. My turn."
"Where's Frank?" I asked as we ascended some stairs.
"Probably looking for Selen. He has the hots for her," she giggled.
Seconds later, we arrived at a beautiful bedroom that I knew was the master suite. Together, we climbed onto the large bed and before we had even settled, Clemmy's hand had found my dick. She pulled on it several times as she smiled at me and then lowered her body and inhaled it into her soft mouth. Within seconds, I became fully erect and I sprawled across the pillows, enjoying her efforts, and when she started to tickle beneath my balls with her nails, my back arched and a fresh wave of arousal swept through me.
"Damn, Clemmy. That feels good," I groaned.
Her eyes looked up at me but her head never stopped bobbing and she continued for a few more minutes before stopping.
"I need you in me," she announced as she climbed onto my body.
Together, we groaned loudly as my shaft entered her wet hole and after pausing for a moment, she started to roll her hips sensually.
"I won't last long," I warned her.
"That's why I like young men. They recover fast," she giggled.
As I feared, I managed to last only a few minutes before the tingling sensation in my groin let me know I was getting close. Less than a minute later, I lifted my hips, raising the older woman's body, as I blasted my semen into her depths, and then collapsed back onto the bed.
Clemmy began to shower my face with soft kisses and when I had regained my breath, I told her, "Jesus, you killed me."
"You'll be okay," she smiled, and then added, "Think of pretty Abby getting fucked downstairs."
I gave her a dirty look but when I felt my dick stirring, I realized she knew exactly what she was doing. Slowly, it grew within her and when it reached acceptable hardness, I flipped the mature woman onto her back, shoved it back inside, and immediately started to fuck her with fast strokes.
"You're so bad," I said.
"Come on, baby...fuck me good," she encouraged.
Now able to concentrate, I took her with a strong, consistent movement, and it didn't take long for the first signs of her approaching climax to appear. Her eyes lost focus, her mouth slacked, and her legs, which had been against my side, widened. At the same time, a cascade of sexual joined her heavy breathing. It took another minute, but when it arrived, she filled the room with her cries.
"Oh, God. Oh, fuck me...fuck me good. Don't stop, don't stop... Fuck, oh fuck..." she declared.
"Take it, Clemmy..." I said in encouragement.
"Yes... Oh, yes..." she groaned.
When I felt her body go limp, I slowed and eventually came to a full stop. She had her eyes squeezed shut while panting heavily, and a feeling of connection swept through me that made me lean down and kiss her passionately.
"You're amazing," I whispered, feeling a true connection.
She responded by pulling me down for another kiss and then holding my head against her bosom. After a few minutes, I fell to her side and we stayed in each other's arms while she recovered.
"You're mine," she declared as she turned so we were face to face.
"What's that mean?" I asked.
"You don't get to be with anyone else tonight," she said.
"Oh, really?" I laughed.
"Yes," she replied as she kissed me again.
"How did you get Abby to let...get in bed with you and Sally?" I asked.
"We pushed her on the bed and took her clothes off," the woman laughed.
Sally is very bi and I can be on occasion. Sweet little Abby didn't fight. Well, not too much," she laughed.
"That's predatory! It sounds pre-planned," I responded, chuckling as well.
"Yes! We were ready for her. Sally has been drooling over her since the night in the tent and Steve is still angry about being cut off," she answered.
"Yeah, well...something about him strikes me the wrong way," I said defensively.
"I understand. He can be cocky," she replied.
"Did Abby really tell you she had an interest in Luther?" I asked.
My question brought a fresh wave of laughter from the woman before she said, "Honey, she's been lusting after him. Every time we talk, she asks about him."
"I guess he made an impression," I replied thinking back to the times at the club.
"A big impression. She especially likes his kisses," she answered.
"I don't think she should talk to you anymore," I teased.
"Ha! That train has left the station," she fired back.
We went silent for a few minutes as our hands wandered each other's bodies before I announced, "I better go check on her."
"No, baby. Stay here. There's no need," she replied.
Sensing something was up, I asked, "Why? What's going on?"
For a moment, she gave me a strange look and then said, "They all want her. She's the new girl...the prize. And...I think...I mean I suspect she feels the same."
"That's four men down there," I countered.
"She'll be fine. Well, fine tonight...sore tomorrow," she giggled.
I opened my mouth to reply but at that moment the door to the bedroom opened and Abby stepped inside. Wrapped in a sheet, looking disheveled, she moved towards us and climbed next to me.
"Are you okay?" I asked worried about what may have transpired.
"Everybody left me," she answered as she snuggled closer showing no concern about Clemmy's presence.
"What do you mean, honey?" the older woman asked with concern in her voice.
"I was in bed and when I woke up everyone was gone," she replied.
"You were asleep?" Clemmy asked but before my wife could respond, she added, "After Luther?"
"Yeah..." Abby answered sheepishly.
Her admission made our hostess laugh loudly and then she said, "Oh, honey...he put you out. It must have been amazing."
"Yeah..." she acknowledged after a few seconds.
"Abby, they just gave you some time to recover," she explained.
"They left me," she said once more, acting purposefully needy.
As the words left her mouth, her hand reached for my dick that had become hard from listening to the interaction. However, as soon as she touched it, Clemmy's hand brushed it away.
"Uh uh...he's mine. You have a bunch of men downstairs to play with," she scolded her.
"He's my husband," Abby declared.
"Maybe, but tonight he's mine. Now go play with the others," she replied.
"Clemmy!" she responded.
"Shoo...go on..." the older woman answered.
"I need to go to the bathroom," my wife said in defeat.
"There is one behind you. Go clean up and then go downstairs," Clemmy said adamantly.
Surprisingly, my wife accepted the demand and after giving me a lingering look she turned and entered the bathroom.
"Damn, you're tough," I chuckled, having found their exchange very entertaining.
"I told you that you were mine. As soon as she cleans Luther off her, she has to go," she declared.
"Luther?" I asked naively.
"Oh, yeah. He cums buckets. She's probably dripping right now," the woman said.
Soon, we heard the toilet flush and a few seconds later Abby appeared but she only stopped to look towards the bed for a moment before she turned and left, closing the door behind her.
"I feel guilty," I teased referring to my wife's forced departure.
"The only thing you should feel guilty about is not being inside me," she replied.
As soon as the words left her mouth, she rose to her knees and after positioning several pillows she draped her waist across them which put her ass in an elevated position. The message was clear and without speaking I moved behind her and fed my dick into her glistening slit.
"Better?" I asked.
"Yeah..." she sighed.
We started slow, merely enjoying the sensual feeling of the connection, but after a few minutes, Clemmy began to exhibit signs of heightened arousal so I increased the pace. She responded well to the change, letting loose with little squeals, so I continued to monitor her state and each time I suspected she was ready, I fucked her harder. Near the end, my hands gripped her hips tightly as I pounded mercilessly into her squishing slit. Her climax forced her to cry out and it seemed to linger as she writhed and whimpered beneath me. Finally, when she became still, I fell to her side and pulled her from her perch. Stroking her hair softly, I listened to her contented sighs until just minutes later, she fell asleep.
For a few minutes, I contemplated all that had occurred, and deciding to check on Abby, I pulled slowly away, covered Clemmy with a blanket, and quietly left the room. The room she had used with Luther was empty so I started down the hall but reluctant to open any closed doors, I soon arrived at the entertainment area. Sally stood behind the bar in a robe mixing a drink and through the windows, I could see my wife in the tub with Steve and Erdogan.
"Hi there," I said to the attractive woman.
"Hi," she replied happily and then asked, "Is Clemmy finished with you?"
"She's resting," I answered as I stepped towards the bar and followed with, "Where's Frank?"
"He's with Selen. Luther was with them too but he left," she explained.
"Going back outside?" I asked when she finished preparing the cups in front of her and placed them on a small tray.
"Just to deliver. It got too hot," she replied, and as she stepped towards the door, she added, "Be right back."
Sally set the tray next to the tub and started speaking to the trio. When I saw my wife looking towards the house, I guessed she had informed her of my presence but she remained with the two men.
"Your wife would like a word," the woman offered playfully when she returned.
"Hmmm...okay," I responded and stepped towards the door.
I nodded to the two men as I approached and then my wife said, "Are you finished...with Clemmy?"
"She resting," I replied wanting to leave the impression I had outlasted her.
"Do you want to go?" she followed.
"Are you ready?" I replied tossing it back to her.
"In a few minutes," she answered as a smile appeared on her face.
"I'm going back inside then," I declared and as I stepped away, I realized no one had invited me to stay.
Sally seated on a bar stool smiled as I approached and said, "Welcome back."
"I felt a bit unwanted," I laughed.
"Of course, you were," she agreed and as soon as I sat, she rested her hand on my arm.
The simple act calmed me as I had no idea how to interact with a woman in the swinging environment. On our prior visit, we followed a script within the tent...the circle, and the bell, and tonight Clemmy had claimed me as soon as she spotted me. Now, I knew the attractive woman had an interest if I cared to go with it.



Since it had been almost an hour since Abby appeared in the bedroom, I nodded towards my wife and asked, "Did I miss anything?"
A cute impish smile filled her face and she answered, "We got to spend some time...alone."
"What happened? What did she do?" I asked, surprised she would participate in play with another woman as she had never mentioned an interest.
"Girl stuff," she giggled, and then added, "Anyway, she said she likes cock."
"Wow..." I said thinking I needed to say something.
We sat in silence for a minute or so as Sally's hand slowly stroked my arm. I had decided to see if I could get her to join me in a bedroom when she got my attention and nodded towards the tub.
"Look," she said.
The two men had each moved close to my wife, sandwiching her between them, and Steve had her head turned to him and was kissing her deeply. It lasted a long time but when they finally broke, Erdogan turned her head towards him and did the same thing. Back and forth they shared my wife's lip and I only stopped watching when Sally moved her hand from my arm to my leg.
"Things heating up," I said with a dry mouth.
"She'll get the cock she wants," the woman laughed and then said, "Steve has wanted her since the night in the tent. He was pissed he didn't get her."
"Yeah, I could tell," I replied.
More movement started in the tub and it looked like Steve was trying to get my wife to straddle his waist. After some movement, it looked like he was successful but everything became still and then, in a flurry, all three climbed out of the tub and made for the door. With Abby between them, the happily naked trio entered the house and passed us without making eye contact.
"She's on fire," Sally stated.
"How can you tell?" I asked.
"I can tell," she declared, and after letting the message sink in for a moment, she took my hand and whispered, "C'mon."
I let her lead me to a small bedroom with a queen-size bed and with no preliminaries, she dropped her robe revealing her lovely body, then immediately started to remove my clothes. Once they were off, we climbed onto the bed and for several minutes we kissed as our hands wandered. Then, she exited our embrace, lowered her mouth to my dick, and sucked it in greedily. Despite my previous climax, soon Sally had me very close to another but wanting to experience her pussy, I nudged her on the shoulder.
"Not that way. I want to be inside you," I whispered.
Her face broke out in a smile and she quickly scooted up next to me, turned onto her back, and opened her legs. I wasted no time getting into position and fed my dick into her surprisingly snug opening.
"Mmmmm..." she sighed contentedly.
"Yeah, I agree," I groaned.
We started slow with her legs wrapped around my waist and serenaded each other with soft sighs of pleasure. Like me, Sally seemed content with the slow pace and eagerly accepted my deep kisses.
"Baby, you have passion," she sighed.
"You like this?" I whispered as I nibbled on her ear.
"Mmmm...yeah..." she moaned, and then asked, "Where did Frank and Clemmy find y'all?"
Rather than reply, I started to lick her neck and move faster. Soon, her sounds took on some urgency which told me I was on the right path. Maybe it was because her cocky husband was with my wife but I wanted badly to give the woman an orgasm. I focused on her responses to gain guidance on what worked for her and managed to establish a steady pace that had her mewing. Suddenly, her body stiffened noticeably and her sounds became more intense which informed me she was getting very close.
"Faster now," she told me.
Instantly, I accelerated which brought forth more wonderful sounds and I kissed her hard and then whispered, "You're amazing."
One of her hands quickly moved to my ass and her fingernails dug in deeply. The other pulled my head into her neck and seconds later her body stiffened.
"Oh...oh, baby...go...it feels good," she whimpered as she released.
Her climax wasn't huge but it appeared enjoyable and when her body relaxed, I slowed to a stop and looked down into her lovely face while she recovered.
"There you are," Clemmy said loudly as the room filled with light.
"God, Clemmy..." Sally sighed beneath me.
"Don't give me that. I told you he was mine for the night," our hostess answered, trying to act annoyed.
"We're in the middle of something," she countered, and then added, "He hasn't cum, yet."
"Then, go back to humping this dirty woman and I'll help you," she laughed as she slapped my ass.
"You bitch," Sally called out.
Perhaps because I enjoyed the verbal interplay, I started moving again which despite the circumstances brought soft gasps from Sally. I felt one of Clemmy's hands on my ass and only seconds later it moved lower until she started tickling my balls with her fingernails. Then, her other hand found a nipple and started pinching. I couldn't help but move faster and it felt like my dick expanded.
"Fuck her like Steve's fucking Abby," Clemmy whispered knowing how the thought would affect me and when I started moving faster, she continued with, "You should hear the sounds she's making. She loves it and Erdogan is next."
The clock in the car showed three thirty-six as we made our way home through the empty streets. The smell of sex wafted off our bodies providing a vivid reminder of the decadent evening we had experienced.
"Who were you with?" I asked.
Abby remained silent for a moment before replying, "Luther, Steve...Erdogan...and Sally."
"Sally?" I asked purposefully being vague.
"Yes..." she answered and paused for several seconds before she said, "I know...I mean we know why we went. But, did we go...is it too much?"
"Do you really feel that way or do you think that's what you should say?" I challenged.
"Why do you say that?" she asked.
"What I saw...what others told me...you had a great time," I replied.
Indeed, Abby experience quite a night of sexual play. Luther returned after closing the bar and mercilessly pounded her as most of the others, exhausted from their encounters, watched. Try as he might, he couldn't get her over the top but he did fill her with another heavy load of his cum. Then, there was the time she spent with Sally. I still lacked the details but knew at some point we would need to discuss.
I could see she was thinking about my statement and after several more seconds she said, "What does that make me?"
"Bad," I chuckled.
"Whoa! No, I'm not!" she exclaimed, and after taking a breath, she added in a softer voice, "Don't say that."
"Well, you made quite the impression. The time in the tent and tonight..." I responded, and after a pause, I added, "The new superstar of the swinger scene."
The comment made her go quiet once more but as we turned onto our street she asked, "Be serious. Tell me what you think...what you're thinking."
"Honey, I think it's wild. I think it's crazy. And, I think it will get old before long," I answered.
"Before long? Meaning you want to do it again? Swap your wife?" she pushed.
Her neutral expression disguised her opinion although her penetrating stare made it clear she expected an answer. Thus, I had to quickly decide whether to bow to my erotic feelings or retreat to the sanctity of marriage.
"Yes," I said firmly.
We slept in the next morning and then snuggled for a while as neither of us felt like getting up and making coffee. Off and on we would discuss various aspects about the prior evening and fortunately, she didn't appear to be carrying any baggage. Things had been silent for a few minutes when she suddenly lifted over me and stared down at my face. Slowly, a tiny smile appeared that morphed into an impish look.
"You know this all goes back to the dress you picked out. That's what started everything," she said.
Her message caused me to remember the circumstances and I started to laugh but felt I needed to say something, so I forced out, "Yeah."
My reply was awkward and Abby picked up on it and gave me an odd stare and then asked, "What? I think there's something you're not telling me."
"No, baby...nothing," I answered unconvincingly.
"Tell me," she demanded.
"No," I replied.
I tried to make a retreat by leaving the bed but Abby proved too fast and started to tickle me. Now, I'm insanely ticklish and when I failed on my attempt to break free, she soon made me a squirming, begging mess.
"Tell me," she pushed again with her fingers at the ready.
"Okay...okay..." I gasped, completely out of strength.
"Now," she demanded.
I thought after all this time the truth might be cute so with a deep breath, I started, "I got that dress because I saw a woman wearing it that looked like you."
"What? What woman?" she demanded.
"I was on a work trip...with colleagues. We were at a very nice restaurant and this woman comes in with some men and she looked like you. She was wearing that dress...or one very close. It stuck in my head, I guess. I kept thinking of you in it," I explained.
She stared at me for a long time without speaking but finally, she opened her mouth and said, "So, I became a slut because of another woman?"
Now, it was my turn to go silent as I thought of a response, and then suddenly it was right before me and I said, "No...no I don't think that's when. That's not how it happened."
"How then?" she asked with a suspicious look guessing a sarcastic remark was coming.
"It happened when you rang the bell," I replied.
I tried to twist away but she proved too quick and I squirmed and whined as her fingers dug into my ribs.
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Discovering that my wife had intentionally deceived me for the second time about her sex with the maintenance man weighed heavily on my psyche. I tried to rationalize her behavior in the context of the game we started but my focus always returned to her apparent need to sneak. I even considered whether her motivation might be related to a subconscious need to compete with our daughter. Rachel hadn't experienced many lovers and with the recent revelation that our daughter was a bit promiscuous, I wondered if there might be a connection.
Of course, even if I determined her reasoning, I needed to decide what to do next. Rachel had erased all trust and in my current emotional state, I couldn't perceive how she might rebuild it. The thought left me anxious, confused in many ways, and for the next several weeks, I went out of my way to avoid any interaction. This put her more on edge and predictably things finally came to a head.
"Look, we need to talk. I can't live like this," she said.
"Nothing to talk about. You're a cheat," I declared, thankful our son was out.
"What do you want me to say...to do? I said I was sorry a hundred times. Do you want me to quit the program?" she asked in a quivering voice.
I thought about her question for a moment, but deciding I didn't have the energy to continue the exchange, I told her, "Do what you want. I've given up on you."
"That's not fair!" she fired back, and when I didn't respond, she said, "You're thinking about leaving me, I can tell!"
The thought had briefly crossed my mind but I had quickly dismissed it. We had too much shared history and my early encouragement of her aggressive sexual behavior made me partly culpable. However, most importantly, I still loved her dearly and couldn't imagine life without her. No, we needed to somehow get through this, but for the moment, I wanted to extract my pound of flesh.
Rather than respond to her declaration, I just walked away. I knew it was a mean move but at that moment I had no sympathy for her and wanted her to feel pain. As I turned the knob to leave, I heard her begin to sob.
For weeks, a cold feeling permeated our home and although our son said nothing, I knew he felt it. Somehow, I managed to stay civil but avoided her attempts to talk and rejected her advances in bed. Slowly, I began to think of a path forward as, like her, I knew the situation couldn't continue. I was certain things couldn't get any worse, however, I soon learned differently.
I needed to go into the city for a business meeting and decided to leave early to visit our daughter. I purposefully kept the quick trip from Rachel and planned to call my daughter in advance but as soon as I pulled away my phone rang and the conversation lasted until I was just a few blocks away from the condo. Deciding to arrive unannounced, I parked, walked to the door, and entered, wondering whether she would be there or at school.
"Lizzie?" I called out.
"Dad?" I heard her respond seconds later in a nervous voice.
I made it to the bedroom door in time to see her wrapping a blanket around her naked body but what caught my attention was the other form still in the bed. Realizing I had caught my daughter involved in a sexual tryst, I stepped away feeling embarrassed. However, thoughts of the maintenance man raced through my head and I turned back and was able to glimpse the top of the man's head. Thankfully, by the hair color, I could tell it wasn't Larry, so once more, I made to leave.
"Sorry..." I managed to mumble.
"What are you doing here?" she asked as she closed the door behind her, and before I could reply, she added in a rough whisper, "You need to go. I'll call you later."
In just a few seconds, Lizzie had managed to make me feel guilty and as I walked to the parking lot, I thought about all the sex that had occurred in the condo with the females in my family. Despite the situation with Rachel, I called her as soon as I was in my car.
"I caught our daughter in bed with some guy," I said when she answered.
"Where are you?" she asked and after I explained the trip, she said, "Why didn't you tell me?"
"Look, we can discuss that later. What about Lizzie?" I asked.
"Who was it?" she asked in a concerned voice.
"Not Larry if that's what you're thinking. I saw enough of him to know that," I responded.
"I wasn't thinking that," she countered although I noted relief in her voice.
"What about our daughter? What are we going to do?" I asked.
"What do you expect? She's a young woman away from home for the first time. Are you really that naïve?" she replied.
It wasn't the answer I wanted to hear, so I stewed for a moment before replying, "You weren't this way."
"No..." she agreed.
The conversation continued a bit longer but it was clear Rachel didn't think anything inappropriate had occurred and felt there was no need to confront our daughter. In fact, she seemed supportive of her opportunity to spread her wings a little. Frustrated, I ended the call but intended to discuss it more when I returned home later that evening.
Rachel had some food ready for me when I arrived and I could tell something was on her mind, but with our son close by we weren't able to talk freely until we were in bed. Several times, I tried to initiate a discussion but each time she offered only vague responses and worked to end the exchange as quickly as possible.
"Look, I want to talk about this and I think you're holding back on me. Have you talked to Lizzie?" I demanded.
"Of course, I talked to her. She called just minutes after you," she replied, providing tangible information for the first time.
"And? What are we dealing with? A father isn't supposed to see his daughter having sex!" I declared.
"You didn't see them having sex. They had finished," she answered smugly.
"You know what I mean," I replied, and then asked, "Who was it?"
"Just a guy from school," she said, but I could tell she held something back.
"Tell me...you know more," I demanded.
My words caused her to turn until we were face to face and she said, "Hold me."
"Why?" I asked.
"Because you haven't held me in a very long time," she whispered.
"You know why and we're talking about our daughter," I responded.
"I don't care, I want to be held," she said.
Her pleas made my mind race through our history together. Suddenly, images of the beautiful, smiling young woman at the altar filled my head that soon joined with the vision of her in the hospital bed exhausted as she held our newborn daughter. I remembered how I would race home to spend every free moment with her as all other things in life seemed secondary. It caused a surge of emotion to sweep through me as I looked into her hurting eyes. However, just as I thought I might reach out, the memory of her deviousness with Larry returned. For a moment, an intense battle raged in my brain, but when it ended, I reluctantly looped my arm around my wife's shoulder. Instantly, she scooted closer until her breasts pressed into my chest. Moments later, I felt an unwanted erection start to form.
"You fucked him behind my back...multiple times. He snapped his fingers and you went running," I said.
"I know..." she said in a tiny voice.
"Why?" I pushed.
I had asked the question many times. However, on each occasion, our emotions would quickly drown out any meaningful talk. Thus, her motivation was still unclear to me and the only thing I could fathom was she held some feelings for the man.
"It felt exciting..." she whispered.
"You need to explain that," I replied.
She looked at me for a moment, and then buried her head into my neck and spoke, "After it all started. After you gave permission... It was just so exciting. Suddenly, I wasn't a small-town housewife. I was in the city being naughty...and I really liked the feeling," she responded.
"Why didn't you tell me... Confide it me?" I asked.
"It wouldn't have been as naughty," she answered, and then quickly added, "It was a mistake. I'm sorry."
"I think you're just sorry for getting caught. I think you'd still be fucking him otherwise," I challenged her.
"No..." she replied.
"Yes," I stated.
"I don't know...maybe. I don't know..." she responded while pushing back to look into my eyes.
"I know," I said, and after a short pause to let the words sink in, I continued, "You left here on the pretense of talking to Lizzie fully intending to fuck him. Took your plug...his plug...so he could put it in your ass. That was after getting caught before and begging for forgiveness. There's no question you'd still be fucking him. You must truly like being bad."
I half-expected my provocative words to result in an equally aggressive reaction or that she might merely leave. Instead, she remained quietly in my embrace as the seconds ticked by before with a deep breath, she finally spoke.
"Do you love me?" she asked.
"Yes," I answered honestly, then added, "But I don't trust you."
"I'll be good...I promise," she replied.
As the words left her lips, I felt her hand snake between our bodies until she found my dick which was now fully erect. She started pulling on it gently which stopped the discussion and for the next few minutes, I let her have her way. Then, she started to roll to her back and tried to pull me over her. I guessed she thought if we connected intimately, we might cross a bridge towards her redemption. Our conversation had softened me, as I felt she had been honest, but I still didn't think it was the right time.
"Rachel..." I said trying to warn her off.
"Please," she begged.
Strangely, my body started to move, and quickly I was between her legs. She pulled her thong to one side, brought my dick to her soft entrance, and started sliding it through her warm folds. Reluctantly, I let her continue, and when she managed to work my head into her wet opening, I gave up.
"Mmmm..." she purred into my ear as we connected for the first time in weeks.
"Damn you. How could you make me not want this?" I grunted.
Her response was to pull my head down and plant her lips against mine, and when our kiss finally ended, she whispered seductively, "It's all yours..."
I knew she was using her beautiful body and feminine wiles to lure me into a place of forgiveness, but despite this knowledge, I found myself succumbing.
"You are bad," I told her.
"For you," she tried.
"And Larry..." I answered, wanting her to know she wasn't entirely winning.
"Don't...it's just us," she whined as her hips started to roll into mine.
I wanted to fuck her powerfully to one or more orgasms before I erupted but it wasn't long before I felt the tingling in my groin. It built quickly and soon I rationalized that her efforts were for me and her head too messed up to achieve a climax. Thus, when my balls started to contract, I didn't fight it.
"Uhhh...uhhh...uhhh..." I grunted in rhythm to the jets of semen firing out.
"Go, baby...knock me up," she moaned.
Quickly, I lost control and after a final deep push, I fell to her side panting for air. Rachel stroked the side of my head as she planted soft kisses on my cheek, neck, and shoulders. She had somehow managed to work her spell on me and as I slowly drifted away, I wondered how I would deal with her in the morning.
As it turned out, I didn't have to wait until morning as just a few hours later, I woke from the feeling of her mouth slowly sucking my dick. Her wet caressing tongue already had it half-hard and I realized my wife was going all-in to get back in my good graces. I couldn't deny that I enjoyed her attention but felt a little insulted that she thought she could achieve her goal through one night of sex. A minute or so later, after she had made me mostly hard, she stopped and started to straddle my waist.
"I was enjoying that," I said.
"Okay," she replied and returned her mouth to my shaft.
Her easy acquiescence provided another glimpse at her plan as in normal times she would have dismissed my statement. I let her continue until I was completely erect and then pulled on her arms.
"Come up here," I instructed.
As she rose, she flashed me a little smile that reminded me of how things used to be. She quickly settled on my dick and stretched seductively with her arms behind her head.
"Mmmm...it feels so good," she sighed.
I let her start a slow movement, and then said, "You're trying to use sex to get my forgiveness."
My words halted her for a moment but she soon resumed and after a few seconds she replied, "I've tried everything else."
"Sex is what got you in trouble," I reminded her.
This time she ignored my words and continued to roll her hips. Silently, we remained connected as the minutes ticked by, but when I heard her warm pussy start to emit wet sounds my excitement built rapidly. Rachel, sensing my state, became more deliberate with her movements and when I was almost there, she found my hands and brought them to her breasts.
"Oh, yeah...go baby. Let it out," she moaned as I experienced my second climax of the evening.
When my body relaxed, she fell onto my chest. She had pulled so much energy from me that I didn't last long before giving in to sleep.
When I woke, sunlight filtered into the room around the closed curtains, and Rachel's body lay draped over mine. I let her sleep as I considered for the thousandth time what to do with our relationship. Despite her attempts to win me over, I still felt betrayed and I couldn't land on a way to fix things. The realization made me feel incredibly sad as I considered how life would be if the cloud remained over our heads. As my mind churned with these thoughts, I recalled how the prior evening had started. Before I had succumbed to Rachel's seduction, we had been discussing our daughter. By her voice, I felt certain that there was more to tell so I nudged her softly.
"Rachel, are you awake?" I asked.
She slowly stirred then looked up at me through sleepy eyes and said, "No."
Despite her message, she moved over me until she straddled my waist with her head resting on my chest.
"Look, we didn't finish discussing Lizzie," I started.
"She's just doing what every girl her age is doing these days. You're just upset because it's your daughter and you don't want her to grow up. You want her eleven forever," she replied.
"That's not true...not entirely," I answered defensively, and then said, "Last night...I think there was more to tell about Lizzie...about them."
"What do you mean?" she asked as her body noticeably stiffened.
"I'm not sure. I just think you know more," I pressed.
She didn't respond immediately and the longer it took the more certain I became that I was on the right track.
Finally, with a deep sigh, she said, "I think it might have been Josh."
"Why? What makes you think that?" I fired back, and before she could answer, I said, "Shit, it better not be. Are you serious?"
"I borrowed some books from him last semester that he needed back and I arranged with Lizzie for him to go by and get them. When I tried to call him, he didn't answer and he's not responding," she explained.
I let her words sink in for a moment, and then replied, "That's not much. Seems like a...tenuous connection."
"Maybe...he just usually calls back quickly," she answered.
"I mean why did you think of him?" I asked.
"Just wanted to make sure," she said.
"I see," I responded, and after a moment of thought, I said, "Probably a good idea to make sure. He's too close to...all the stuff. You should phone him again."
Rachel nodded against my chest and when I started to stir, she lifted to let me stand. I could tell by her expression that she hoped we could spend more time together, but I felt uncomfortable about our sex and the idea of Josh fucking Lizzie added to my angst. I had my first cup of coffee in hand when she joined me in the kitchen.
"No answer," she said as she reached for the pot.
I gave her a chance to pour a cup and then said, "Maybe he's just tied up. Maybe he's in jail. Could be anything."
"Yes, you're..." she started, and just then her phone rang.
"Josh," she said checking the screen, and quickly retreated to the bedroom.
I waited impatiently for her to return and although it only took ten minutes, it seemed like an hour until I heard her bare feet padding on the floor.
She nodded as she approached and confirmed, "It was him. He tried to deny it but finally gave up."
"Rachel! Our daughter's a baby. How old is he?" I demanded.
"You need to lower your voice. Remember, you have another child," she countered, and then continued with, "He's twenty-five or twenty-six and she's not a baby. She's a woman doing womanly things."
"I don't know...it doesn't seem right. He's too close and knows all the things. Did he tell her?" I asked, worried about the ramifications.
"No...no, he said not," she replied.
"Good...I guess. I mean...how did they...how did it happen?" I probed.
"He went by to get the books, she flirted and he asked her out," my wife explained.
"How long have they...you know..." I asked, for some strange reason wanting to know.
"Three weeks," she replied.
"Every day?" I asked.
"Yes, I suppose so," she confirmed.
"Shit, she's going to get pregnant," I responded, terrified at the thought.
"She's on the pill," Rachel replied.
I locked eyes with my wife and we stared at each other for a long time before I said, "Summer school can't end soon enough. First, Larry and now Josh... It's all too close and very dangerous."
"I know...it's only a few more weeks," she agreed.
The experience put me in a funk and I couldn't help but think through everything that had occurred over the past year. The condo acted almost like a magnet for sex that had sucked in both Rachel and Lizzie. My wife had declared me naïve to think a young, attractive girl away from home for the first time wouldn't stretch her boundaries, and I had to admit her message made sense, however, the husband-and-wife escapades were far different. We had stepped way over the line and in retrospect, it seemed outrageous that a small-town couple like us would go so far.
Rachel and I now had sex every few days but it lacked depth and as far as I was aware, she hadn't achieved an orgasm. Lizzie returned home after completing the session for a three-week break before she left for university, and at first, she gave me defiant glares as if to warn me off from any attempt at judgment but after a few days she settled in. Then, mother and daughter left to set her up at school and since she planned to join a sorority, there was drama involved. When Rachel returned, she busied herself preparing for her fall teaching at the local college, so it wasn't until the night before she was due to leave for her graduate classes that we addressed her return to the condo.
"Should I just go up and back?" she asked.
She lay in bed, reading a book in her robe, wearing her heavy glasses, and looking surprisingly alluring. I knew her question was a show of submission meant to appease me and I wondered how she would react if I told her not to go at all.
"Up to you. I told you before I'm not involving myself in any of this anymore. You do what you want," I replied, deciding to maintain my stance.
She returned to the book but less than a minute later, she looked up again, "It's not the same if you aren't supporting me."
I thought about revisiting her past actions, but instead, I merely answered, "You know why."
With that, the conversation ended but when I arrived home that evening, she was in the kitchen cooking having evidently decided to get up early the next morning rather than spend the night. I avoided any discussion fully expecting that the little show would end after one or two days. Thus, the call from Professor Kott the following afternoon came as a surprise.



"Rachel informed me she was thinking about quitting the program," he announced after we completed the pleasantries.
"Did she?" I responded, caught off guard but not completely surprised.
"Yes, she told me just an hour ago. You know I have her in a class again and I was looking forward to the semester. She didn't elaborate but I felt I knew her reason and wanted to make this call," he explained.
"Okay," I responded, unsure if I wanted to delve into the matter.
"She is one of our top students. It would be such a shame to lose her," he said and when I didn't reply, he continued, "Could we meet? I think face to face would be far better than over the phone."
I declined several times but the man was persistent, continually delivering the message about Rachel's academic competence, and he finally wore me down. We arranged to meet at his home the following afternoon, agreeing that it would be best to keep it just between us.
"Welcome," the professor said in his deep, accented voice when he opened the door. I followed him to the living area where he already had two glasses of wine poured and as he handed me the drink, he offered, "Anna, unfortunately, is still at the school so she won't be joining us."
"I see," I replied suddenly feeling foolish for agreeing to meet the man.
"Let me show you something," he replied, undeterred by my vague response.
He led me down the hallway that I knew ended at his garage dungeon and I became more confused with each step about what he had in mind. As we stepped through the opening, I prepared for a shock from some display, half-expecting to find his wife strung up naked. Instead, the space was empty and without pause, he stepped to the bench we had used with Rachel.
"I've made some modifications since the last time you were here..." he started.
"Look, what's this about? I thought we were meeting to discuss my wife's situation at school?" I interrupted, annoyed by his manner.
"Of course, of course..." he answered, seemingly unperturbed by my brusqueness, and then continued, "Rachel is an outstanding part of our program. Everyone agrees and I think you would agree, too. However, her participation rests with you which means there must be a way you benefit."
"I'm lost," I declared, confused by his message.
"Let me explain then," he answered and when I nodded, he said, "Of course, I surmise that her situation has something to do with her sexual behavior. I don't know the details but when you were here last it seemed due to Rachel's...unsanctioned actions and not the fact, she had taken a lover. She indeed needed punishment for that and I'm certain I witnessed you enjoying it. So, I think there is an opportunity to continue...expanding her training and I'm offering this space."
"It's more complicated. She did it again...with the man after promising not to," I responded, and as soon as the words left my lips, I wondered what had possessed me to confide in him.
A wicked smile appeared on his face and after staring at me for several seconds, he said, "She really is a dirty little slut."
A flash of anger hit me that I managed to hold back and I replied, "Okay, we're done."
"Yes, you are correct. I went too far. My apologies. I just don't think you appreciate what it means to have such a beautiful, intelligent, and charming wife who is also...playful. Such an amazing opportunity!" he answered enthusiastically.
Suddenly, it all seemed comedic and I started to shake my head as a wry smile came to my face. Dr. Kott took it as interest and his attention returned to the bench.
"Here...look what I've done. The table is now adjustable. Imagine Rachel's lovely ass lifted before you as you select the device for her punishment," he said, practically giggling with excitement.
For a moment, my thoughts did return to the evening when we strapped her in the device. Helpless and immobile before me, I had exacted some revenge for her deceit with Larry. Then, my vision morphed to the professor's heavy cock sliding out of her drooling pussy with the shimmering wetness providing clear evidence as to how far he had plumbed.
"I've lost all trust in her. I told her to do what she wanted but I wasn't going to involve myself," I told him, once again feeling odd for doing so.
"Come, let's sit and talk," he suggested as he stepped towards the door.
I followed the man and for the next hour, I let him make the case for encouraging my wife's sexual behavior. Repeatedly, he explained that I shouldn't view anything that had occurred as a threat to our relationship. Further, he considered her indiscretions with Larry as a positive thing as they illustrated the depths of her naughty nature. His counsel was to support and guide her while providing punishment when needed.
"It's not normal behavior to have a...a wife like that," I said.
"Normal? No, certainly not but normal is dull. Normal leads to sex once a month and a dowdy woman. This will lead to so much more," he countered.
"She wants to get pregnant," I said, offering even more personal information.
He thought for a moment and then replied, "More likely she wants to be made pregnant. There's a difference."
I nodded my head, deciding not to share my vasectomy and the suspect results of the attempt at reversal. He launched off again but it was essentially a return to the same proposal so after a few minutes I stopped him.
"Look, if she hadn't lied to me...maybe I could see it your way but that mountain is too high. She betrayed my trust and I would always fear she would do it again," I said.
"Yes, understandable and the distance makes it a compelling issue," he conceded and I watched as he went into thought for a few seconds before adding, "I have nothing more to offer but I urge you to think about what I said."
"I will," I replied perfunctorily and stood to leave.
"Perhaps, you could put some cameras in the apartment to watch her. The technology is good and quite cheap," he suggested.
"My personal caged bad girl?" I asked, sensing his direction.
"Yes! Exactly!" he responded loudly and then quickly added, "I can send you some information on the cameras. I have several in the dungeon."
"You have cameras in there? Did you film Rachel?" I asked nervously.
"Of course! Would you like a copy?" he asked shamelessly.
"I want you to destroy the video. Today...as soon as I leave," I stated firmly.
"I see. If you like, I will do that," he agreed, and then asked, "Would you like a copy first?"
"Yes," I said unable to hold back my smile.
The professor efficiently found and copied the video of Rachel onto a flash drive. Once finished, we walked together towards the front door, and just as I prepared to leave, he dropped a bombshell.
"I understand your daughter and Josh became acquainted," he said cavalierly.
My entire body flushed and it felt like my temperature spiked twenty degrees, however, I managed to regain control, and needing to determine what he knew, I asked, "What did he tell you?"
It didn't seem to faze the man at all that he was discussing the sex life of my daughter and with a smile, he replied, "Quite intense...and frequent. He described her as extremely sexual."
"I see," I answered, now just wanting to leave.
"The experience piqued his interest about Rachel. To see if it's the bloodline," he smiled broadly.
"Okay...I think that's enough," I countered which brought a quick nod.
"You might also want to know that she was quite suspicious of the handyman and her mother," he informed me.
"Why? What did she say?" I probed, openly showing my concern.
"I'm not certain. It's just what Josh mentioned. Anything more would need to come from him," he explained.
I think he finally realized his awkward mention of Lizzie's sex life had put a damper on our interaction as his demeanor suddenly became sullen. Minutes later, I was on the highway with my mind bouncing between his guidance on Rachel and the message about my daughter. With regards to Lizzie, it wasn't her time with Josh that bothered me as, like her mother said, she hadn't done anything different than most girls her age. Rather, my concern focused on the discovery that she held suspicions about Larry. Fortunately, she had exited the cobweb of connections and I hoped the sensory overload from the start of university would consume her thoughts.
Then, there was the message from Dr. Kott about my wife. Boiling it down, his guidance was to encourage but control Rachel's sexual escapades. Let her be a bad girl, a slut while stepping in when necessary and in doing so I would experience a more fulfilling sex life. Now, away from the man, it seemed insane and the fact that I had patiently listened to him for over an hour only compounded the craziness.
Although late for dinner, Rachel had kept some food warm and I could tell by her behavior she was troubled. Of course, I knew from Professor Kott the subject of her distress but I played dumb and it took until we were preparing for bed for her to bring it up.
"I'm thinking about quitting school," she spat out.
"The graduate program?" I clarified.
"Yes," she answered.
"Why?" I asked, wanting to hear how she would explain it.
"Because we can't go on like this. It's best for our marriage," she replied.
The sacrifice she was prepared to make was by no means trivial and for a moment I felt sympathy for her situation. Then, I remembered that she had created it on her own after receiving a lot of freedom.
"I see," I answered vaguely wanting to hear the rest.
"Do you agree?" she asked.
Knowing the conversation might occur, I had given it some thought and offered my prepared answer, "If you can do it without being bitter, then maybe it's a good idea. If not, it's just trading one issue for another."
Rarely, had I been able to communicate so succinctly with Rachel and the message made her pause before she gathered her thoughts and replied, "Let's think about it then."
Both of us slept fitfully, her from the idea of ending her graduate studies and me because of the conversation I had with the professor. Her offer, even though I knew it might be coming, had felt profound as she stood stoically before me and for some strange reason now made the professor's message feel more compelling. We barely spoke the next morning and as soon as she left to teach her classes, I raced to the computer and shoved in the flash drive.
Dr. Kott had cut it well and there were only a few seconds of dead air before we entered the garage. Enthralled, I relived my wife's disrobing, securing her to the bench, the spanking, the switch we made with me moving to Anna, my increasing aggressiveness with the Polish woman, and the moment Dr. Kott began to lower his pants. Since I had only caught him when they were off, I watched intently as he removed them while taking rapid looks over his shoulder towards me. The quality of the video was decent but the audio poor and the camera distance meant it lacked subtle details. Still, I had my memory and each second of recording prompted a high-fidelity flashback. When he placed his cock on Rachel's ass, I vividly recalled seeing her contorted face and the drool that coated the rubber ball, and when he slowly fed the thick shaft into her wet hole, I realized I now had a raging erection.
"Have you thought about it?" Rachel asked that evening when we were alone, and before I could reply, she said, "The deadline is this week to get our money back."
"I have thought about it," I said and paused for a moment before adding, "I think if you stop, you'll resent me. We'll just create another problem."
"So, you want me to continue?" she asked and I could tell she was a bit surprised.
"I'm saying there is no good solution so you might as well continue," I answered.
She gave me a confused look for several seconds as she absorbed my words, then nodded and left for the bedroom. The following Monday, she stayed at the condo for the first time and I couldn't help but wonder what might be occurring. I felt certain she wouldn't connect with Larry but it still weighed on me which made me realize that my declarations of indifference were flawed. Plus, the words of the professor kept repeating in my head which made me antsy.
I didn't speak with Rachel that evening and when she arrived home the next day, she said it had been a routine trip. However, when she returned to the city on Wednesday, I got a call from her just before nine.
"Larry knocked on the door. I wanted to tell you...I want you to know," she announced almost immediately.
"Did you let him in?" I asked.
"No, we talked at the door...just at the door," she answered nervously.
"What did you discuss?" I probed.
"He...he wanted to know how I was doing. I told him things were over and to leave me alone," she explained.
"I see. Well, it's your deal. Do what you want," I replied wanting to maintain the indifferent illusion.
"That's bullshit. You don't mean that," she fired back.
The force of her response caught me off guard and I was silent for a moment before I asked, "What were you wearing?"
"Jeans and a blouse," she responded, and then added, "The robe is in the closet. I don't wear it anymore."
"Do what you want..." I started to reiterate.
"No! We're going to talk," she demanded.
"Okay, we'll talk but not now. Tomorrow," I replied.
Placated by my agreement, her voice relaxed and after discussing the kids for a few minutes, the call ended. However, after thinking some more about the upcoming talk, I decided it would be better to hold it away from the house where there would be no distractions, as it would likely set the direction of our relationship for some time.
Rachel showed purpose from the moment she entered the house and it made me suspect she had managed to get herself worked up in the car on the drive home. As soon as we finished dinner and our son disappeared, she motioned towards the bedroom and I dutifully followed.
"We need to talk...to get things sorted," she began with a determined expression.
"Rachel, I talked with your mom and she agreed to stay here tomorrow so we can go to the city. I think it would be best if we were away from distractions," I replied.
"Really?" she asked, truly surprised.
"Yes, we'll leave tomorrow afternoon after you finish your teaching," I said.
The idea put a spring in my wife's step as she guessed that I had something romantic in mind. It was still there the following morning and later, on the drive, she was almost giddy. I didn't try to dissuade her mood but wondered how she would react when I delivered my message. We made a brief stop at the condo and then went to dinner at her favorite bistro. Afterward, I drove to a bar as I didn't want to run the risk of her distracting me with a sensual come on.
"Are you ready to talk?" I asked after we found a quiet table.
"You remember last time we were here?" she asked.
It took me a moment and then I recalled that it was the same place we had landed after I called Larry to the condo unannounced.
"That was a long time ago," I said and then added, "You were the one mad then."
"Yes, I was livid," she agreed, and then as a smile appeared on her face, she noted, "And I forgave you."
I thought about her words and tried to determine whether they hurt or helped the message I planned to deliver, but as the silence grew awkward, I decided to just march forward.
"Rachel, you've been really bad and you damaged our trust. You told me it made you excited and since it happened twice, I can only conclude it's a powerful force within you. Something you can't or don't want to control," I started.
"You make me sound possessed," she replied as she looked at me in confusion, and then countered, "You're not perfect in this...you gave permission and...pushed. Then let Professor Kott...put it in."
"We've talked about this multiple times. You know it's about the deceit...the sneaking," I clarified and then added, "Oh, and since you brought up Dr. Kott, you want to know what he thinks?"
"What do you mean? Have you talked to him?" she asked in surprise.
"Yes, the afternoon you told him you might be dropping out," I explained, leaving out the trip to the city.
"What? What did he say?" she asked.
"He said you were a dirty little slut," I replied in a low voice.
"No...he wouldn't say that," she said in shock.
"That's exactly what he said but he meant it as a compliment...a positive. He said it was very rare to have such a beautiful, charming, and sophisticated woman that's so naughty. His suggestion to me was to nurture your...sluttiness," I said purposefully pushing for a reaction.
"I don't like that word," she said after several seconds, and then said, "Where are you going with all this?"
Deciding the time had come, I looked her squared in the eye and answered, "Rachel, you're going to be my slut. Since I can't seem to hold you back, I'm going to take Dr. Kott's advice and let you be what you want...what's inside you."
"You're not funny," she responded.
"I'm not trying to be. I'm completely serious," I said, trying to hold a stern expression.
"I'm not going to..." she began before I interrupted.
"Then no condo. If you want the condo that's the deal," I said.
Fire appeared in her eyes and she stared intently at me for what seemed an eternity before she answered, "That's not fair."
"Not up for debate," I replied.
Again, her eyes bore into mine and I could tell the wheels were turning in her head before she asked, "And if the condo goes? What about at home?"
"At home, you are wife and mother only," I replied.
"You'll be nice and make love to me? Forgive me?" she probed.
"Yes," I confirmed.
More silence ensued before she asked, "What does it mean exactly? I don't understand."
"It means that you will exist to please me sexually. You'll put all your efforts into looking, dressing, and acting in a manner I find pleasing. No excessive sun, no gardening, and only light housework. We'll get Sophie to come more often to clean. You'll go to the salon weekly for your hair and nails, get massages often, and find a personal trainer," I said and then paused for her reaction.
A smile appeared on her face and she replied, "That's all? Sign me up!"
"There's more..." I said, and as her expression changed, I explained, "You'll get new clothes that are in keeping with your changed status. No clothes in the condo...ever! You'll never wear a bra or panties without my permission. When you displease me, I intend to punish you appropriately."
Her eyebrows furrowed as she looked at me and she whined, "Why are you being so mean?"
A sad look appeared on her face that I immediately recognized as her standard approach to make me feel guilty. The scheme had served her well in the past, as usually, she managed to put me on the defensive. Fortunately, I had prepared myself, anticipating the move.
"Because you fucked Larry behind my back," I responded, purposefully being inflammatory.
My voice was loud enough for others to hear and Rachel quickly glanced around to see if anyone had noticed.
"What else?" she asked with a defeated sigh.
"I plan on marking you," I informed her.
I had toyed with the idea of a tattoo as a symbol of her status but the permanence made it unappealing. However, I wanted something so I finally landed on a piercing and after debating where to put it for several days, I finally decided I would just get two -- one in her nipple and the other in her clit. It meant there would be some sexual downtime while she healed but I convinced myself the wait might build tension.
"What?" she asked, openly worried.
"Piercings. Your nipple and your clit," I explained.
"No...that will hurt. No...it might damage me," she protested.
"That's the deal. You can choose not to and drive back and forth for school," I replied with a tone of finality.



"Okay, that's fine. I'll do that," she stated, and after a short pause she added, "I'm not going to play your nutty game."
"Okay," I acknowledged.
Her reaction wasn't entirely unexpected as agreeing to my plan required her to give up a lot of freedom. Still, some aspects were favorable, and knowing how much she loved her place in the city, I thought there was a reasonable chance she would agree. We sipped our drinks in silence for several minutes before she spoke again.
"This isn't the right way to move forward. You just want revenge," she said.
"No, Rachel. I just want you to admit...and be...what you really are," I answered.
"I'm not that," she protested.
"Then let's drop the condo," I replied.
We entered another strained silence that lingered. I ordered another round and it wasn't until the waitress had delivered the drinks that she reengaged.
"Just us, right?" she asked in a low voice.
I leaned forward and I saw some hope appear on her face that quickly disappeared when I said, "No. You are mine to do with as I want. If I tell you to grab the busboy and give him a blowjob in the bathroom you, do it. No arguing...no whining."
"You've lost your mind. Completely!" she exclaimed.
"Your decision," I replied.
"Yes, let's go. I've had enough," she responded.
Together, we walked to the car and made the short drive back to the condo. I didn't push, knowing that a move forward required her freely given acceptance. While I stepped towards the kitchen to get some wine, she headed towards the bedroom, closing the door behind her. After a few minutes, I could tell she was on the phone with someone and soon I realized it was our daughter. The call lasted over thirty minutes and when it ended, Rachel emerged completely naked.
"Is this what you want?" she asked.
"Is it what you want?" I challenged, ignoring her sarcastic tone.
"No, but I don't have a choice," she said.
"Of course, you do," I replied.
"I like this place," she responded.
"So, you're willing to be my slut and live by the rules just to keep the condo? I think you're using it as an excuse," I countered.
"No, I'm not, and quit calling me that," she answered as she accepted the glass in my hand.
"Rachel, it's all up to you. It's all in your hands," I said.
We sat together on the sofa and for the next few minutes sipped our wine in silence. I could tell her mind was in turmoil and several times I saw her glance towards her naked breast as if she was contemplating the piercing.
"Why do you want to give me away?" she suddenly asked.
"Maybe I do and maybe I don't. Maybe I will and maybe I won't. It's my decision," I answered.
With my words, I watched as her body flushed deeply and her small nipples stiffened noticeably. Despite her protests, it appeared the concept held some appeal for her.
"I guess...I guess I don't have a choice," she sighed.
"Yes, you do," I replied.
Several seconds of silence ensued, and then she said, "I guess...okay, I guess."
"No, Rachel. I want you to look me in the eyes and tell me you want to be my slut," I responded, wanting to establish a clear line of demarcation.
At first, her furrowed eyebrows seemed to indicate annoyance but she took my glass and along with hers set them on the coffee table. Then, without speaking, she lifted her body, straddled my waist, looped her arm around my head, and pulled it into her breasts.
"I want to be your slut," she said in a rough whisper as she pushed my head back and looked down into my eyes.
We went straight to bed and fucked like animals until we succumbed to exhaustion but in the middle of the night, she woke me for more. In the morning, I opened my eyes to find us snuggled close together and a smile came to my face as I realized it was the first time since uncovering her deceit that we had connected so intimately. Also, she achieved an orgasm during our second connection which was her first since we had resumed making love, which seemed to signal a new start. Later, Rachel impressed me when she entered the kitchen for coffee completely naked as I had expected the new rules would require some break-in time.
"Take me shopping for my new things," she said with an impish smile a few minutes later as her hand reached towards my crotch.
Her new role certainly had some advantages and she seemed ready to exploit them. However, I made sure to remind her that the purchases needed to be sexy and would not include any lingerie.
"Oh, and we need to be done before two," I said.
"Why?" she asked.
"You have an appointment to get your piercings," I explained.
"I'm scared..." she answered with a distressed expression.
"You'll be fine," I replied being intentionally dismissive.
I had researched piercing establishments and learned that the highest-rated one in the city was only a short drive from the condo. Although I wasn't certain about her decision, I had made the appointment intending to cancel if she declined.
A short time later we headed out with her wearing a simple dress, sandals, and nothing else. The material was heavy enough to hide her small nipples but there was a distinct jiggle when she moved. I let her direct me towards the upscale stores and followed her with a broad smile as she browsed the aisles, a bit surprised that she managed to ignore her unfettered breasts. With each selection, I made her describe how it would make her look sexier and soon she focused on items that brought attention to her chest or legs. We broke for lunch and then started again but as two o'clock approached I reminded her of the appointment.
"They'll see me naked," she said to me in a low voice as we walked towards the car.
"Yes," I answered.
"Who does it? A man or a woman?" she asked.
"A man," I replied.
"Shit..." she responded.
As soon as we were in the car, she started to fidget and changed the radio station multiple times. Her anxiousness made me concerned she might back out but we made it to the studio and entered the one-story structure. Inside, several customers were browsing through tattoo designs and I stayed quietly behind them until a man stepped from the back and got my attention.
"We have an appointment at two," I told him.
"Here for the piercings?" he asked.
When I nodded, he motioned us towards a curtain-covered doorway to the side and we entered a space where a young man was receiving a tattoo on his shoulder. The artist remained focused on his effort as we passed and we stepped through another curtain where an older man sat reading a comic book. He looked to be in his forties and had graying hair pulled into a ponytail, a nose ring, multiple piercings around his eyes, and a half-inch-sized insert in his earlobe. Wearing ratty jeans and a tight black t-shirt with the shop logo, he had tattoos on both arms and one on his neck that disappeared beneath the collar. Suddenly, the idea of this man touching my wife seemed insane and for a moment, I thought about making a hasty retreat.
"Y'all my two?" he asked in a voice feeling the effects of long-term smoking.
"Yeah," I answered.
"Nipple and clit, right?" he asked and when I nodded, he said, "I'm Fred. Going to be $185 all in with the temp jewelry."
I nervously pulled out my billfold and handed him my credit card which he accepted and then disappeared towards the front.
"I'm scared," my wife declared.
"Relax, it won't take long," I answered even though I only had limited knowledge of the procedure.
We were still standing in the same place when he returned with a portable card reader. I fumbled through the approvals and then once more, he disappeared.
"First piercing?" he asked Rachel when he stepped back through the curtain.
"Yes," she acknowledged.
He nodded, motioned towards a padded table, and said, "Look you can strip or we can just uncover the areas we need when we get to them. Up to you."
Rachel, having evidently decided on the second option stepped towards the table but I blurted out, "Better to just to take the dress off."
My words stopped her cold and she turned towards me with a surprised look. However, she knew it was a command rather than a suggestion and to her credit, she only paused for a moment before she reached back for the clasp. While she did that, I lowered the zipper and helped her pull the dress off her body. For just a moment, Fred's eyes roamed her body but no doubt having seen it all, he quickly returned to his preparation. I held Rachel's hand as she lowered onto her back and scooted to the center of the table.
"We'll do the clit first. Pull your feet up until your knees are raised and spread them a little," the piercer directed.
Rachel shot me a terrified look but slowly did as instructed and when her pussy came fully into view, it was clear that she was wet. Undisturbed, Fred took a tissue and dabbed at her opening until he had her clean which made her cover her face with her hands.
"Oh my god," Rachel whimpered.
"It's normal," the man responded.
For the next few minutes, I watched as Fred's latex-covered fingers inspected her sensitive folds and made marks with a felt pen. Next, he used forceps to extend the area and after disinfecting her entire mound, he gave a warning that he was ready to start, and then pushed a needle through her soft skin.
"Uggghhh...oh... Damn," she whined.
The pain seemed to fade quickly and Fred wasted no time in pushing the loop through her flesh. He made a final inspection of the area, probing her a little with his fingertips, and then turned away.
"All done," he announced.
"That wasn't so bad," I offered.
"Are you kidding?" my wife fired back with an annoyed look, and then said, "Give me the dress."
"You don't need it," I answered thinking she planned to cover her lower body.
"Left, or right?" the man asked as he turned back towards Rachel.
"Left," I answered.
Immediately, he began to prod and inspect with his fingertips and like before took a pen and made some marks.
"You have little nipples so I'm going to use a small gauge," he announced.
Rachel nodded, although I could tell she wasn't entirely certain what he meant and he proceeded to cleanse the area with disinfectant before fixing the forceps. Like before, he gave her a heads up he was ready and then pushed the needle through.
"Shit! Oh, shit!" she cried out clearly feeling more pain than the previous procedure.
"That's why we did this last," he chuckled.
With that, he pushed a bar through and capped it off. Then, for the next few minutes, he went through the healing upkeep process before handing us a paper with written instructions.
As I helped my wife rise, he added, "The procedure went smooth so I don't think you'll have problems. The most important thing is to start off well. Daily cleaning and you should avoid vaginal sex for a few weeks. Be careful not to get them snagged on anything and you should be in good shape in a month or so, but know that the nipple can take a few months to fully heal."
Her dress went on quickly and as soon as we were in the car, she begged, "Please, I need a drink."
"It's not even three," I teased.
"I don't care! And stop for aspirin, too," she replied.
It only took a few minutes to make the stop and find a bar which at that hour was empty except for two men sitting on stools talking to the bartender. A young woman took our orders and as soon as she returned Rachel popped three pills and took a big pull from her glass.
"Happy?" she asked trying hard to appear put out.
"Very much so. I loved how wet you were," I replied, ignoring her act.
"My god! That was so embarrassing. He cleaned me," she whined.
"Yes, it was amazing," I responded.
My message made her gasp but we soon moved onto other subjects. Fred had counseled to expect some throbbing for a day, so I thought the alcohol along with the painkiller might ease her discomfort and kept the drinks coming. We had just finished our third and I could tell Rachel was feeling the alcohol when an impish look appeared on her face.
"No sex for two whole weeks," she whispered.
"Well, not for you," I replied.
"That's not fair!" she declared when the meaning registered.
"Of course, it is, baby. You're here for my pleasure. Remember?" I pushed.
Her playful look quickly returned and she asked, "So, you mean if you told me to go with you to the men's room and give you a blowjob, I would have to do it?"
"Yes, exactly," I responded, and pulled her head to me. Then, after giving her a soft kiss, I whispered, "You really are a naughty slut."
"Like you want me," she moaned and kissed me again.
"Come on," I said as soon as it ended.
Giggling, she held onto my hand as we walked towards the back where I guessed the toilets were located. Anyone watching would merely assume I was going to the men's while she visited the ladies' but when we located the door, I quickly pulled her inside. The room had four urinals and two stalls and I guided her into the first and latched the door behind us. Without prodding, she sat on the toilet seat and her hands began fumbling with my belt.
"You're already hard," she declared as soon as I was free.
The anticipation of what we planned made me fully erect in the short walk from our seats. With no further words, Rachel's soft mouth inhaled my dick and started to work me over, enthusiastically. I placed my hands on the top of the partition for balance and let my head loll back as I enjoyed her attention. Soon, she generated enough saliva that a wet slurping sound started in rhythm with the bobbing of her head and when she began to tickle beneath my balls with her fingernails, she put me in erotic heaven.
Suddenly, my brief reverie was interrupted as the squeaking of the door announced someone had entered the restroom. Although my body stiffened, Rachel's never faltered which made me wonder if she was aware of the presence or just didn't care. The man whistled softly to himself as he stepped up to the urinal closest to us and the sound of his stream started. However, in an instant, he became quiet which I guessed meant he had become aware of our presence. My wife's sandaled feet and the sight of my hand on the frame provided easy clues and Rachel didn't try to mask her sounds. The unseen man continued silently and when he finished pissing, he stepped to the sink. The water ran for a while, too long really, but finally, it stopped.
"Lucky bastard," he declared as he exited the room.
For a moment, I thought that I had become too distracted and should stop my wife. However, as if sensing my state, she moved one hand to the lower part of my shaft and stroked me firmly while her mouth focused on the head and her other hand teased my balls. With this combination, it didn't take long before she had me back.
"Ugghhhh...Rachel... Baby, I'm getting close," I groaned.
"Let it out," she whispered.
She worked me feverishly and soon she had me grunting loudly, "Oh, baby... Ugghhh...ugghhh..."
My beautiful wife maintained her connection as the juices exited my shaft and landed in her mouth, and evidently wanting to taste every drop, she milked me dry. The feeling of her swallowing the load was magical, but finally, I had to push her warm mouth off my sensitive head.
"Did I do good?" she panted while looking up at me.
"Yes, baby... You were wonderful," I replied.
A huge smile filled her face like she had received the perfect complement and she helped me slide my pants into place.
As soon as we returned to our table, I knew the entire place had learned of our shenanigans. The two men seated at the bar were in a whispered discussion with the bartender and on several occasions glanced our way. I guessed that one of them had been our visitor but had no way of knowing which. Even our waitress had a smirk on her face as we closed our tab.
"Shit!" my wife exclaimed as we stepped outside, and for a moment she gave me a distressed look but it slowly morphed into a mischievous smile, and she said, "They all knew!"
"Yes, they did," I acknowledged, and then told her, "You should be proud to have pleased me."
She gave me an odd look for a few seconds before responding, "Be nice."
Rachel undressed as soon as we arrived at the condo, exhibiting her new piercings as she moved about. I could tell she was horny and no doubt frustrated about the ban on sex, but rather than console her, I decided to tease. I joined her in the kitchen and moved behind her as she worked.
"We need to get you some nice jewelry for when you heal," I said in a soft voice as my hand stroked her ass.
Instantly, she recognized my intent, swatted my hand away, and said, "Don't. It's not fair."
The two weeks passed slowly but we managed to accomplish a lot during the timeframe. Rachel easily settled into the routine of school while embracing her new identity. Typically, she phoned me the moment she stepped in the door of the condo to announce her arrival and disrobing. Plus, I received numerous photos each day showing what she selected to wear and got a kick out of seeing how her attire had quickly become a little tighter, a little shorter, and more revealing. None of it was over the top as I wasn't seeking to titillate others. Rather, I wanted her attire to be a constant reminder of her sexuality and hopefully, create ongoing nervous energy. The sanctuary she had at home in our small town helped immeasurably as she got to experience her new role in small doses.
She searched for a personal trainer following the specification I had provided and identified a young Hispanic man that worked out of a small gym less than a mile from the condo. They established a twice-weekly schedule that synched with her school demands. Rachel explained the arrangement during a late evening call and I could tell she was excited.
"I should have started this last year," she stated after we finished discussing family.
"Tell me about the trainer," I said.
"I don't know... I guess mid-20s, tall and Latin," she responded.
"Buff?" I asked.
"Very," she replied, unable to keep in a giggle.
I gave her a moment to calm and then said, "Remember, no bra or panties."
"Whoa...wait. I can't do that," she answered, and before I could speak, she added, "I'll be flopping everywhere...uh-uh."
I had to agree she had a point, and despite my desire to push, I partially acquiesced, "You can wear one of those sports bras but no panties."
"It'll show...a cameltoe," she whined in defense.
"Wear loose shorts," I countered.
For a moment, she didn't reply, and then with a heavy sigh, she said, "Shit!"
Fortunately, her healing progressed nicely and by the end of her ban, I was just as anxious as her. We managed to hold off until we could retire to the bedroom without alerting our son but as soon as we closed the door we tore at each other's close. With no preliminaries, I entered her dripping pussy and took her purposefully before exploding, lasting little more than a minute. Although I had left Rachel unfulfilled, with my blood still boiling, I soon recovered and now in better control, I started again and established a solid rhythm that took her to a complete orgasm.
After resting for a minute, I told her, "Suck me, baby."
Before her cheating, I would never have been so bold but I wanted to reinforce her role, and she only hesitated for a second before she scooted down, inhaled my dick, and began working it with gusto.
When she had me rock hard, she looked up and said, "I need you in me."
I put my hand on her shoulder to keep her from moving and replied, "No, Rachel. You're here for my pleasure, remember?"
"Honey?" she whined as she gave me a desperate look.
"No," I said firmly.
Her mouth returned to my shaft as a frustrated squeal escaped and I had to fight hard not to laugh.



Later, I woke to find her trying to climb on top of me and I had to wrestle her off. Although it seemed counterintuitive to deny her, I knew that my demands would prove meaningless unless I maintained a certain discipline.
Although she occasionally whined about her treatment, Rachel dutifully fulfilled her obligations. Unless she left directly from her teaching duties, she always changed into sexier attire before driving to the city. Her time with the trainer paid quick dividends and within just a few weeks she had lost several pounds and even managed to further tighten her ass and thighs. Her frequent massages and trips to the nail salon kept her in good spirits, and several times, I even caught her admiring her piercings in the mirror so, all in all, I was quite pleased.
Larry continued to try and bed her but she always called to tell me about the approach and I felt she was being truthful. Surprisingly, I heard little about Professor Kott or Josh even though they had overlapping schedules.
"Baby, come up tonight and stay with me," she whined.
She had just started her drive into the city and evidently felt horny. I chuckled softly at her neediness but at the same time, a sudden surge of arousal swept through me as I considered the play we could enjoy.
"You have been a good little slut," I replied.
"I have! I deserve some attention," she answered which made me laugh again as I recalled that we had made love just two days ago.
"If your mom can check in on..." I started before she cut me off.
"I'll call her," she said and quickly hung up.
Just a few minutes later, she called back to say she had arranged things and that put me in motion to finish up some tasks I needed to accomplish before leaving. Fortunately, things went smoothly and three hours later I started on my way. I thought about the wild sex we might enjoy but I had no idea just how crazy things would get.
Rachel stood in the middle of the room dressed in her workout attire holding a glass of wine as I stepped into the condo and I got the sense she had just returned. She had a "come hither" look that expressed her arousal, and I went straight to her and pulled her into my arms. I kissed her hard and several times re-started the kiss before finally allowing it to end.
"Larry was here earlier," she announced.
"Here? Inside?" I asked.
"No, at the door," she explained.
"Why didn't you tell me before?" I pushed.
"You didn't give me a chance!" she declared as she broke into a giggle.
I joined her laughter, realizing I had practically attacked her, before asking, "What happened?"
"He said he just wanted to check on me," she responded which made me roll my eyes.
"You were naked...at the door?" I probed.
"Yes, just like you told me to be and no he didn't see me. I peeked out from behind the door," she explained, guessing my direction.
"Then you went to your stud Latin guy?" I asked.
"Yeah...Elisandro," she smiled.
I stepped back to inspect her gear for the first time and saw that the sports bra offered no meaningful view of her breasts but did leave her tummy exposed. The shorts she wore looked very light, made from a thin material, and seemed meant for jogging. I pulled her to me again and as our lips met, I let my fingers explore up her leg and soon contacted her very wet pussy.
"Me or Elisandro?" I teased when the kiss ended.
"Mmmmm...I wonder," she purred shamelessly.
"Such a little tramp," I whispered.
"And you get me," she giggled.
"No baby...it's not like that. I command you," I clarified.
"Really? I haven't heard any," she replied in a husky voice.
I pushed her away so I could look at her face and when I saw the fire, I told her, "On your knees."
Instantly, she dropped onto the floor and positioned herself on her hands and knees. I walked around her several times, letting her anticipation build, and then I moved behind her, pushed my pants down, pulled the crotch of her shorts aside, and shoved my hard dick into her dripping hole.
"Ughhh...ohhhh..." she cried out.
I gave her a dozen hard strokes and then stopped and pushed her top up exposing her breasts and started to maul them with my hands.
"Easy on the piercing. It's still a little sore," she whimpered.
"Maybe, I'll twist it." I threatened although I lightened my touch.
Soon, she began to emit exciting gasps, and unable to remain still, she started pushing against my cock. I wrapped one hand in her hair, gripped her his with the other, and then turned her head so I could see her face.
"You're a good fuck," I said crudely when we made eye contact.
"For you," she whimpered.
A thought struck me and I asked, "Has your trainer tried to fuck you?"
"No," she answered, but seconds later she added, "He saw my pussy."
"How baby?" I asked as I felt my dick get harder.
Between grunts, she explained that he had been holding her feet together during an exercise that allowed him to look up the leg hole. She knew the moment he spotted it when a big smile appeared on his face.
"Did I do good?" she whimpered.
"Yes, baby," I told her.
Her admission excited me further and I knew I wouldn't last much longer. Fortunately, it must have done the same to Rachel because her groans became more pronounced and her movements more deliberate. I started first but was still thrusting into her when her orgasm arrived.
"Oh, baby...oh, baby...oh, baby...oh do it...do it to me..." she cried out.
We collapsed in a heap and stayed that way for several minutes while we recovered. However, the floor lacked comfort and when I stood and looked down at my beautiful, freshly fucked wife, I knew I didn't want to retire to the bed.
"Get up sweetie. Let's go do something," I said.
"Mmmm...uhhhh...I can't move," she whined.
I took her hand, pulled her to her feet, gave her a quick kiss, a slap on the ass, and instructed, "Go change."
"Can I shower?" she asked.
The fact she asked impressed me but I wanted her edgy, sweaty from the workout, and dripping from the sex, so I replied, "No."
"Shit," she gasped and then asked, "Where are we going?"
"I don't know," I told her truthfully.
Deciding not to change, I stood in the kitchen drinking a beer when my wife appeared twenty minutes later wearing a stylish skirt that extended mid-thigh and a pullover top. Her nipples didn't scream through the fabric but if one looked closely, they could tell she was braless. She had put on some perfume that masked the smells, which I found disappointing, but all in all, I had no complaint.
"Dinner?" she asked.
"I'm too antsy," I responded.
We pulled from the parking lot with no destination but after driving several blocks a thought struck me and I made for the studio where she had received her piercings. We had been idly chatting as we drove but when I pulled into the parking lot just after sundown, she gave me a questioning look.
"What are we doing?" she asked nervously.
"I want to look at their jewelry selection. Maybe get you some different...things," I replied.
The tension left her body as I guessed she feared a new piercing, and she nodded her head. Together, we entered the building and after explaining to the clerk what we were after, he directed us to a display case. We had only been looking for a minute when Fred stepped through the curtain.
"Weren't you in here a few weeks ago?" he asked.
"Yeah," I answered but with others milling about, I didn't offer details.
"Better not to make changes yet. Give it some more time," he said.
"Oh, okay," I replied and as I spoke, he made a sign for me to step towards the door.
With Rachel next to me, we closed the gap and when were close, he said in a softer voice, "I got some time if you want me to check the healing."
"Really? Makes sense," I answered without looking at my wife.
She let out a tiny squeak but when the man turned through the curtain and I stepped aside, she fell in behind him without protest. We followed him to the room we had used before and I immediately started to pull on the skirt zipper.
Perhaps it was the bias I had through my knowledge of our recent activities but when she moved to the table, I thought her pussy looked freshly fucked. Plus, real or imagined, the aroma of sex wafted to my nostrils. Fred pulled on a latex glove and started an examination and like before, he had to reach for a Kleenex to dab on her wet opening. I tried to make eye contact with my wife but her eyes remained fixed on the ceiling.
"Looks good here," the man informed us, and when he lifted his head, he asked Rachel, "Can you lift that top over your breasts?"
I thought about telling her to take it off, but since it was long-sleeved, I knew it would be an effort, so I helped her shimmy it up until she could pull it over her mounds. Fred quickly started his inspection and after prodding her gently a few times, he pushed back in his rolling chair and looked up.
"Well?" I asked.
"Still sore?" he asked my wife, ignoring me.
"A little...not much," she answered nervously.
He nodded his head and then said, "Everything looks fine but I'd still wait to make any changes. Better to wait than risk roughing things up."
With that, Rachel lowered her top, and I helped her sit up on the table then handed her the skirt. Her back was to Fred as she fumbled with it and when I made eye contact with him, he gave me a wink. Although uncertain about what exactly caused the reaction, I couldn't help but smile back at him. A few minutes later, we were in our car leaving the parking lot.
"Baby, were you wet again?" I teased.
"I'm wet all the time!" she declared as if she had been anticipating the question, and then added, "That damn thing keeps me wet."
"Is it that or do you just like getting naked," I laughed.
At first, I could tell my message annoyed her, but soon an impish look appeared on her face, and she said, "Isn't that what you want?"
"Yes, it is," I answered, trying hard to look serious.
Still, with no plan, we started driving and before long arrived at a highway that marked the transition between the better neighborhoods and the rougher section of town. I looked for a place to turn and in doing so spotted a two-story motel across the way that was older and run down. The rooms opened onto an outside walkway with parking spaces in front of the first-floor doors. By the number of cars, it looked half full and I could see several people mulling about. Suddenly, a thought struck me and I maneuvered across the highway to the motel's small office.
"Got an idea," I said when Rachel gave me a questioning look.
Jumping from the car I stepped towards the office door but quickly realized that getting a room meant conducting an exchange at a small window. Undeterred, I asked for a second-story room located at the top of the stairs, and after paying the money, I was handed a card key.
"What are we doing?" my wife asked when I returned.
"Just having fun," I answered and then drove across the lot and parked.
Rachel exited the car with me and as we approached the stairs, we had to detour around an older man smoking a cigarette. Unkempt and skinny, I watched as he eyed my wife no doubt wondering what we were doing. When we arrived at the second floor, two more similar men were ten yards past our room smoking and talking animatedly. When they spotted us, they turned and watched as we fumbled with the door.
"Nice place," my wife said when we stepped inside.
Besides a king-sized bed with a ratty covering, the room had a small round table with two chairs, a worn loveseat, and a TV on a credenza. Also, there was a window-mounted A/C unit that was currently off and a small bathroom that contained a toilet and a shower. Rachel excused herself to use the bathroom and when she closed the door, I turned off the lights and opened the curtains on the large window that opened onto the walkway.
Long ago, I had learned that if a room was completely dark and there were lights outside the window reflection kept anyone from being able to see inside. That knowledge had always intrigued me although I never had a reason to use it until this moment.
"Turn off the light and take your clothes off," I told Rachel when she emerged from the bathroom.
"Why? What are you thinking?" she asked suspiciously.
"Don't argue with me," I said.
I intended my look to be a reminder of the agreement and after just a few seconds she reached in and switched off the bathroom light. Then, with just the outside light filtering into the dingy room, she started on her clothes.
"What are we doing?" she asked as she pulled the top off.
"I'm going to fuck you," I said provocatively.
"With the window open?" she asked nervously.
"Yes," I answered.
When she had undressed, I made her come to me and I held her in a tight embrace and gave her a soulful kiss. Then, I just sat on the bed as she stood before me, enjoying the discomfort she felt thinking she was on display. I had just decided to move her to the table when I spotted the seedy man, we had stepped past, climbing the stairs. As he turned onto the walkway, he said something to the others and they moved towards him until all three were visible through the window. We could hear their voices but not make out what they said and Rachel's eyes began to dart between me and them.
"This is crazy," she whispered.
Rather than respond, I positioned the table and the chairs, and then told her, "Lay here."
Unfortunately, the small table wasn't large enough for her body and if her butt rested on it, her head had no support. So, I took one of the chairs and placed it as a headrest, and then had her try again. Although not perfect, it served the purpose and my hands went for my clothes as I watched Rachel look over her head towards the men.
With no preliminaries, I stepped towards her, pushed her legs back, and slid my dick into her already wet hole. At first, I went slow but when I felt certain we could maintain our position on the small table, I began to go faster. Then, just to see the effect, I slammed into her hard half a dozen times. A startled cry escaped her mouth but she recovered quickly and managed to limit her sounds to just tiny squeals. I waited a bit and repeated the process with the same outcome and then started to take her in a deep, steady rhythm that made her breasts dance in circles.
"Sluts like to be watched," I said to her when I saw her glance towards the window.
"No," she gasped, but then seconds later, she asked, "Do you want them to?"
"Yeah, maybe fuck you," I responded through my grunts.
Rachel's expression instantly turned from worry to shock and for a moment, I felt guilty. She had no way of knowing she was quite safe from their eyes, and I figured the walls and their talking would easily mask our sounds. Most likely they would remain oblivious that a sexual act was taking place just a few feet away.
My relentless thrusts into my wife slowly wore down her defenses and she started to let excited moans slip out. Still, they weren't loud enough to attract attention but when the initial two men walked away and the talking stopped, the sounds of our mating suddenly seemed more pronounced. The remaining man showed no signs of leaving as he happily sucked on a cigarette, and his presence kept my wife's tension high.
Rachel feeling the sudden quiet looked at me and asked, "Can he hear?"
Excited by the sex and the strange dynamic, I replied to her, "Tell him how good it feels."
"What?" she gasped.
"Tell him," I demanded and pinched a nipple.
"It feels good," she said reluctantly.
She used her standard voice which I knew wouldn't make it through the wall, so I pushed, "Louder, baby."
"It feels good," she said in a fuller voice, and this time I saw the man's head turn.
"Say, fuck me," I told her.
"Honey..." she protested.
The brief interaction put me into a frenzied state and my dick now pistoned into my wife rapidly. That on its own caused her to emit rhythmic grunts which fueled my condition and despite knowing I was playing with fire, I couldn't stop.
"Say it," I fired back.
"Fuck me," she said, and when I nodded for more, she said it again, but this time, much louder.
The older man had taken note of us when we went up the stairs and I felt it likely he had watched as we entered the room. Thus, it would be easy for him to conclude that the pretty woman he saw was now the voice he heard.
"Again," I demanded.
This time Rachel didn't hesitate as she called out, "Fuck me, baby. Fuck me."
"Now, I could see a fire in her eyes that I thought was also present in mine. I leaned forward and we locked into a sloppy kiss and when it ended, I realized the skinny man had moved and now stood peering through the window with his hands cupped around his head. He stared directly at the table and although I wasn't certain, I felt it highly likely he could see us. Of course, Rachel didn't know my game so she had no idea that he had breached the wall.
Still, the man's gaze wasn't enough to make me stop, and seconds later I instructed her, "Play with your nipples, baby. Play with them and tell him how good it feels."
"Are you sure?" she asked, but I could see the fire inside her was becoming hotter. I nodded and slapped her ass, and instantly, she called out, "Fuck me...do it! It's good...so good!"
Just seconds later, I felt her legs working along my side as they raised in the air and I realized her orgasm was rapidly approaching. In the brief timeframe, she had somehow discarded her reluctance and joined me as an eager and excited player. Having come so far, I wanted the man to see her explode, so I started to move even faster. Her repetitive whines mapped her building tension, but before she let go, I decided to push some more.
"You want him? Want his cock in you?" I forced out.
"Do you want him to?" she asked without hesitation.
The speed of her response startled me but before I knew it, I was telling her, "Yeah, I want him to. Fuck my slut...cum in her."
My dirty declaration set her off and she filled the room with a high-pitched squeal as she thrashed beneath me. I lasted only a few seconds longer and it felt like my balls were being sucked through my opening along with my semen. Then, I collapsed onto her sweaty body and for the next few minutes, we recovered. The intensity of my climax made me forget about our voyeur but when I finally raised my head he still stood at the window.
"What now?" Rachel asked and it stunned me to realize she thought I might still have plans for the man.
"Close the blinds," I said to her.
I pulled away and watched with keen interest as she slowly left her spot on the table and then stood at the window, mere inches away from the man's eager eyes, as she pulled the curtains closed. Seconds later, the man knocked on the door and my wife's eyes shot to mine.
I pretended to think about it for a moment, and then said, "Ignore it."
"Okay," she responded with a relieved sigh.
"I thought you wanted him?" I said as I motioned her to the bed.
"That was out of control," she declared, and after sitting next to me, she asked, "Are we staying here?"
Her question made me chuckle and I replied, "No, sweetie. I just got the room to get you hot."
"Me? What about you?" she countered, and then as a tiny smile came to her face, she asked, "Was I a good slut?"
"The best," I confirmed as I pulled her close.
I left Rachel early the next morning and returned to the country and when she arrived that evening, she was in a great mood. I let her spend an hour with our son going through his school work and then cornered her in the kitchen with a glass of wine.
"Mmmm...thanks," she said.
"You seem happy," I smiled.
"I am! The kids are doing well, work is going well, I like my courses, I've lost another pound, and...you seem happy," she answered, dropping into a whisper as she delivered the message about me.



"Am I?" I teased.
"You should be. I've been good," she said.
In truth, I couldn't argue with her statement. She had been quite good since we reached our understanding. She had accepted the piercings, the trainer, her change in clothing style for the city, and her sexual requirements without any real protest. Indeed, her attitude had been so good that I felt she truly enjoyed her role.
"I have to agree," I laughed and pulled her into my arms but when I felt her bra strap, I said, "I wish we could get rid of this out here, too."
"No, not here. Not with kids and family around," she replied.
"I thought you would be proud to be my...bad girl," I said, pulling her tighter.
"Lower your voice. Your son's out there," she warned but let my lips find hers. When the kiss ended, she whispered, "I've been bad for you."
"True, but you were already bad for yourself," I countered.
I meant it playfully but by her expression, I could tell I had annoyed her so I wasn't surprised when she shooed me out of the kitchen. However, later, in our bedroom, she returned to the subject.
"What you said earlier...I thought I was forgiven," she said.
"Forgiven...not forgotten," I replied.
"I don't like that. I don't think it's fair," she answered and picked up her book to signal she was finished talking.
I decided to let her stew but it wasn't long before I began thinking I had been too flippant. Returning to something we had moved on from seemed pointless and I had about decided to apologize when she lowered her book.
"I talked to Lizzie today. She has a boyfriend," she informed me.
"Who?" I asked.
"A boy from Dallas. They met at a mixer. He's a junior," she explained.
"How long has it been going on and why haven't you told me about him?" I asked.
"About a month and she wasn't sure it was serious until recently," she said.
"Well, I guess it's better than Josh," I replied.
She glared at me for several seconds and then said, "Josh is nice."
Her defense of the man reminded me of the conversation with Dr. Kott and without thinking, I responded, "He told Professor Kott that Lizzie had big suspicions about you and Larry."
Once more, she stared at me for a time before she said, "I know."
"You know? What's that mean?" I asked.
"Lizzie asked me about it and Josh warned me over the summer that she...still had suspicions," she explained.
"Not good," I said.
Rachel glared at me for a moment and then returned to her book but less than a minute later, she dropped it and said, "Look, I came home in such a good mood and you ruined it. Quit beating me..."
She didn't get to finish her message because I turned, pressed against her shoulders, and found her lips. I purposefully held our connection as I pushed my boxers down and then looped a finger under her thong, pulled it aside, and brought my dick to her opening. Already moist, it took little effort to snake inside.
"Mmmm...already wet," I sighed.
"I told you it's the thing... I'm always wet now," she replied defensively.
I pushed all the pillows from beneath her until she lay flat on the mattress, held her head to force her to make eye contact, and whispered, "You have been good. Very good."
"I have!" she declared as a smile came to her face.
"Do you want a reward?" I asked sarcastically.
"Yes, a baby," she responded.
Lots of time had passed since we discussed a pregnancy, and my thoughts of the failed procedure came rushing back. I still hadn't shared the information with her and like previous times, I rationalized it wasn't the right moment.
"It'll happen when the time's right," I replied.
"It's been a long time," she countered and I began to get nervous.
"Just let it happen. Besides, you have other duties to handle," I said and started to move.
"Like doing it with a man at the window?" she said as she rolled her eyes.
"Yes...just like that. We'll do it again next week," I told her.
At first, I couldn't get Rachel to progress but she finally connected with me and after that, things happened quickly. Whimpering, she let go in a nice orgasm, and like countless times before, watching her release sent me over the top. Afterward, we softly caressed each other's bodies as we slowly drifted. Then, from the blue, she started snickering.
"What?" I asked, turning her so I could see her face.
"Dr. Kott told me he could tell you followed his advice," she announced.
"Really? He said that? And how did he come to that conclusion?" I asked.
"My hard butt and jiggling tits," she laughed.
"What did you say?" I probed.
"I told him I didn't know what he was talking about," she replied.
"Did he believe you?" I asked.
"No," she answered.
I just shook my head as I visualized the inappropriate conversation, and then a thought struck me, and I asked, "Is Josh still around?"
Once more, she started to giggle and then said, "He was standing next to Professor Kott."
"Jesus, Rachel," I said.
"I know...maybe we should go back to normal," she replied with playful eyes already knowing the answer.
"I've changed my mind...you're not good," I stated and pulled her tightly against me.
"Oh, and when are you coming next week?" she asked, ignoring my words.
"Am I?" I replied.
"You said you were earlier," she reminded me.
"I was being a smart ass! Damn, can't you get enough sex here, or do you like slut sex better?" I teased.
"Baby, haven't you figured that out?" she answered and turned her back to me.
I tried to pretend I was too busy to make the trip but Rachel saw through my attempt intuitively understanding that I liked the situation we had created. Soon, I had agreed to follow her like I had the prior week although this time, with some advance notice, I managed to leave several hours earlier. I found my wife studying on the couch, completely naked, and after she explained she needed an hour or so to finish, I left to run some errands. Returning some forty-five minutes later, I had just turned into the hallway when up ahead I saw Larry at our partially opened door. I couldn't see Rachel, and as she had described, the small gap indicated she was hiding her naked body but there didn't seem to be any urgency to end the conversation. At least a minute ticked by as I watched and when it got closer to two, I stepped forward.
"Why don't you come inside," I said, startling the maintenance man.
The sound of my voice must have shocked Rachel because she quickly closed the door but seconds later eased it open several inches. I could see the concern in her eyes but I left them to turn towards Larry. Although he was nervous, no doubt fearing the wrath of a jealous husband, he didn't try to leave.
"I told him to go," Rachel said from her hiding place.
The fact that my wife could have simply shut the door made her claim suspect, and annoyed by the thought she had been flirting with the man, or worse, I decided to push.
"C'mon in for a beer," I said sarcastically.
"Nah, I need to go," he replied and then slowly turned and left.
As I stepped inside, Rachel made for the bedroom but just as she started to close the door, I yelled at her, "No, you don't...get out here."
Her attempt to flee only made her more guilty in my eyes and I fixed her with a hard stare as she stepped towards me.
"I told him to go," she declared once more.
"Rachel, I stood and watched you talk to him for several minutes. If you wanted him gone you could have just shut the door," I replied.
"I tried..." she started but growing angry at her evasion, I interrupted.
"No, you didn't," I said, and then quickly added, "What were you talking about?"
"Just stuff...I don't know," she responded.
"Rachel you're standing there naked because you were sneaky and hid things now quit being evasive and tell me why you talked to him for so long and what you said," I demanded with a raised voice.
The seconds ticked by as her gaze alternated between me and the floor, but finally, after taking a deep breath, she started, "You don't understand. It's hard for a woman and...I...I...there hasn't been many..."
"Go on," I replied, guessing where she was going.
"I tried to be mean but it's hard," she explained.
"What were you discussing?" I asked.
"Family...kids. His work and the school," she answered.
"And you always have these chats?" I probed.
"Not always," she replied.
"Did he ask to fuck you? Now...and the other times?" I pushed.
Her eyes provided the answer before she spoke but with a nod of her head, she said, "Yes."
I stared at her in silence for almost a minute and I could see she was growing very nervous. Different thoughts raced through my head including calling the man back and giving my wife to him. Finally, I just opened my arms, motioned for her to step to me, and then embraced her tightly.
"Oh, Rachel. You really are a little slut...you just can't help yourself," I whispered.
For a moment, her body stiffened and then, without speaking, she lowered to her knees and started to work my zipper. Fishing my dick out, she brought it to her mouth and traced her tongue along the sides before sucking it in. I watched her for a bit and then pulled my phone out and dialed a number.
"Hello there," Professor Kott said when he answered.
"Hello, I hope you are well," I said and after receiving his acknowledgment, I told him, "I need your dungeon."
"Has she been bad?" he replied, guessing the circumstances.
"Yes, I caught her talking to the handyman," I explained.
"Well, of course, that was predictable," the Polish man said, and then added, "Everything is at your disposal. Do you know when?"
"Tonight, if possible," I answered as I looked down at my wife's bobbing head.
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Mr. and Mrs. Westerkampf, I said to the clerk at the front desk. It was after eleven and we had been traveling all day to reach the Caribbean Island where we were going to enjoy a seven-day vacation. The young lady found our registration without difficulty, and just a few minutes later we were in our room unpacking.
"I think I'm going to take a bath," Kasey announced with her red eyes signaling her exhaustion.
"Do you want some room service?" I asked.
"I'm too tired to eat. Let's just go to bed," she replied.
I nodded, then watched her grab her things and disappear into the bathroom. Deciding I could use a drink to relax, I grabbed the bottle of whiskey I had brought, cracked it open, and went outside to get some ice from the machine. When I returned, I poured a double before moving to the patio. The soft breeze was surprisingly cool, but it felt refreshing and I leaned back into the padded chair with a deep sigh. Since we were on the ground floor, the view was minimal, but I was able to see a bit of water and some of the lights of the city across the bay.
I thought about Kasey and how lucky I was to be married to a woman that was a nice combination of beauty, brains, and personality. We had been married for two years, tying the knot when she was twenty-four and I was twenty-five. Having met through mutual friends, our relationship developed over eighteen months, so when we decided we wanted to be married, we felt it was based on sound judgment.
Going inside to get another drink, I ran into Kasey coming out of the bathroom. Dressed for bed, she just nodded when I explained I was sitting outside, and before I had finished, she had moved to the bed, pulled the covers over her body, and closed her eyes.
Back on the patio, I was thinking about the things we were going to do while sipping my drink. The liquor was going down smoothly, but I knew it was better to stop after the second or I would risk a hangover. Just as I started to rise, I noticed some movement through the glass door of the next room, and curious, I dropped back into the chair.
The patio design consisted of a low wall that separated the spaces topped with planter boxes that contained trimmed shrubs rising to about five feet. However, near the bottom of the plants, an unfilled space allowed me to see into the adjoining room via a two-foot-wide opening in the curtain. The light was dim but it provided enough illumination to make out part of the bed and the nightstand. The movement stopped, but now with my interest piqued, I focused on the opening.
Suddenly, I saw the naked torso of what looked like a very attractive woman recline on the bed. I could tell she was well-tanned and had nice firm breasts with quarter-sized nipples. She was talking with someone that remained unseen, but it didn't take much imagination to guess the direction of things. A broad smile broke out on my face as I thought about what I might get to see, as, in all my years, I had never witnessed others having sex.
Luckily, I didn't have to wait long as just seconds later I saw her left leg move and a man's body appear. He positioned himself on top of her and immediately began to rise and fall as they fucked. Although I had a limited view, I did see the woman respond by first gripping the man's bicep before moving her hand slowly to his shoulder. I thought about waking Kasey but decided against it due to her exhaustion and the simple fact that I wasn't sure how she would react.
It wasn't long before I saw the woman close her legs around the man's waist which to me meant her passion was growing. She seemed to be truly enjoying the sex, and my painful hard-on indicated I was as well. However, it was what happened next that shifted my thoughts and almost had me falling out of my chair.
With my eyes locked onto the scene as I debated whether to pull out my dick, another body filled the space between the bed and the window. It was a male figure and he leaned over the bed bracing himself with one hand on the headboard while the woman's hand found the cheek of his naked ass. From his position, I guessed she was sucking on his cock while the first man continued to thrust into her. Now, all kinds of thoughts filled my head. Was there another female in the room waiting patiently for her turn or was it a threesome with the woman the center of attention? Unless any other form came into view, I would have no way of knowing, and that realization made the situation even more exciting.
A few minutes later, a flurry of movement indicated something was taking place. As I watched, the man getting his dick sucked backed away and the other man climbed off the woman. As soon as he was free, the second man turned her onto her knees, lined up behind her, and pushed his hips forward. He began a rapid motion that went on for at least a minute before he slowed and started a more deliberate pace. However, he didn't last long and when the muscles in his ass tensed and his grip on her waist tightened, I knew he was close. Suddenly, he lunged forward knocking her partly over, and then thrust hard once more making her fall onto the bed with him following. They stayed that way for a while as he ground his pelvis into her ass before he dismounted and I got a look at his large cock now hanging half-hard between his legs. Soon, everyone disappeared, and a few minutes later the light went off leaving me with my thoughts and an aching dick. So, with a final swig of the few remaining drops in the tumbler, I went inside, stripped, and slipped into the bed snuggling close against my purring wife. My hand snaked under the cropped t-shirt she always wore to bed and I found the mounds I loved so much. I gently fondled them flicking the nipples along the way hoping that there was still some energy left inside her body.
"Kevin, stop, please...I'm too tired," she whined while swatting my hand and twisting her body away.
It had been a long shot, but I was so horny from the show that I had to try. There had been a time when she would never have turned down lovemaking. Oh well, I thought, I guess that's what married life does to you. Unfortunately, I was now stuck in bed with no way to relieve myself except by my own hand but a trip to the bathroom didn't seem appealing, so I stared at the ceiling thinking about the lovers next door until I finally drifted off.
The next day we went to the beach, then the pool, relaxing and soaking up the sun before finally hitting town late in the day so Kasey could do some shopping. She had attracted some attention in her sexy bikini which I found entertaining but not surprising. At 5'7" tall and 126 pounds, her radiant green eyes and light brown shoulder-length hair highlighted her lovely face and her long, slender legs, tight butt, and 34C breasts topped with little nipples helped form an equally impressive body.
Later, after taking a nap and grabbing a light dinner, we were on the veranda of the hotel bar when I spotted the woman from next door. She came in and sat on a stool with a man that I recognized as one of the two from the previous night and immediately I was struck by how normal they looked. I suppose I expected that a woman that would participate in a threesome would be low class, something of a skank. However, she looked like she could easily fit in the suburbs as a thirtyish, attractive, and respectable neighbor. She appeared to be a pound or two heavier than Kasey with dark hair that she wore short, and she sported an infectious smile. I couldn't help but watch as she talked both with her escort and those around her.
"Interested?" my wife asked, startling me.
"No, just think I've seen her before," I replied, fighting back a smile.
"Where?" Kasey responded, sounding a bit annoyed.
"She's in the next room...next to ours," I told her, unable to hold back an even wider grin.
"Tell me what's going on," she demanded, realizing there must be a story of some kind.
Slowly, picking my words carefully, I described what I had witnessed the previous night while paying close attention to Kasey's reaction. Fortunately, she didn't take it badly, and her questions showed that she was more curious than offended by the information.
"Well now I know why I got mauled last night," she said after hearing all the details, correctly linking my attempts to make love to her with my arousal from watching.
"I don't need anything to get hot for you," I replied taking her hand in mine.
"Admit it got you excited," she suddenly demanded.
"Well, I guess it did some. I've never seen people do it, and then the first time I do it's a threesome," I laughed.
"Hmmm..." she responded.
"I can't get over how normal she looks," I said like it was something profound.
"What did you expect?" my wife answered in a way that made me feel a little naive.
"I don't know. Something different I guess," I said, avoiding details.
For the next few minutes, we were quiet and watched the woman. She had attracted the attention of two men, in addition to her escort, and all three were engaged in an animated conversation. There were lots of smiles and laughter, although we were too far away to make out the conversation.
"She's available," Kasey stated.
"What do you mean?" I responded quickly.
"She's flirting and letting them know she's available. Sit outside tonight and you might get another show," she explained.
For the next hour and a half, we drank cocktails and watched the dynamics speculating on how things were progressing and what type of relationship the woman was in. My worries about Kasey finding offense faded, as she became equally engaged in the conversation and surprisingly never got judgmental. Finally, growing tired, we left the group still chatting and drinking and went to our room. We stripped quickly and were kissing and fondling each other in bed when we heard the door to the room next close. Immediately, we both got quiet and we managed to hear the faint sound of voices, but could not make out the words.
"Let's go look," Kasey said, starting to slide out of bed.
She grabbed her robe while I pulled on my boxers and quietly, we slipped outside and peered through the shrubs.
"Curtain is closed," I stated with disappointment.
"Damn," she responded, then we both began giggling and went inside.
Back in bed, we began kissing and touching again, but I could tell my wife's attention was on the next room, as was mine.
"You think she brought company back?" I asked, as my fingers lightly pinched her nipples.
"Yes...do you?" she answered instantly.
"Yes," I agreed.
In truth, I thought her response showed a lot of wishful thinking but I certainly didn't want to break the mood, especially since she was showing me a part of her I had never seen before. The adjoining room had become quiet and after several minutes we assumed that we had been wrong and that the woman and her guy had gone to sleep. I couldn't wait anymore, so I climbed between her legs and slid my hard dick into a very wet slit. I moved slowly, pushing in deep while enjoying her velvety feel, and listened to Kasey purr as her hands ran back and forth from my shoulders to my butt.
"Ohhh...mmm...uhhh..." came the sudden, undeniable sound of a female from the next room.
We became still and once again listened intently, and although the sounds were soft, and most of the time indistinguishable, it was enough to tell that our pretty neighbor was getting fucked.
"Wow," I said, and started moving into my wife again.
"She likes sex," Kasey said between sighs.
"So do you," I teased.
"Just with you," she answered.
"How do you know? You've never tried it," I shot back without thinking and immediately cringed awaiting the ire of her response.
However, it never came. Instead, we continued to make love, and just as the silence was becoming awkward, the woman next door gave several cries of passion. Kasey seemed to become more aroused by her sounds, and her legs wrapped around me pulling me deeper. I felt myself on the final approach to a climax, and through gritted teeth tried to hold on long enough for my wife to reach hers. Fortunately, I made it, and as soon as I felt her start my balls exploded filling her with my semen. Now, with both of us experiencing a strong release, thoughts of our neighbor faded, and soon we drifted away.
We slept in the next morning, and just as we were leaving our room, we heard the next door open and the woman and her man stepped into the corridor. Politely nodding to each other, once again I felt impacted by how her normal appearance didn't match my judgmental biases. I don't know why, but I continued to look for some flaw, some defect that explained her tawdry behavior. In truth, I didn't know if she had more than her husband or boyfriend with her the previous night, but in my mind she did and I thought if I asked my wife, she would agree.
We spent the day much like the previous, catching sun and idly looking around the island. Kasey was dozing on a recliner when my mind drifted back to a time when I was a senior in high school and a group of us, my girlfriend and three other couples, ended up skinny dipping at an isolated spot on the river late on a hot summer night. At the time, it seemed insanely wild and, in many ways, it still did. My girlfriend was the best looking in the group, and I recalled that my attention was drawn more to the other boys looking at her than it was in checking out the other girls. I was now experiencing a similar feeling with Kasey, watching how other men looked at her in her stylish bikini, while realizing that rather than being upset by their looks, I was proud that she attracted attention. I noticed that men would sometimes go out of their way when leaving the beach to walk by our spot and steal looks at her body and, for a while, after turning onto her back, she had unknowingly sported a nice camel toe in her bottoms, but I had stayed silent, as I watched several men steal glances.
After dinner outside the hotel, we were walking back to our room when we noticed a live band playing at the bar. Talking Kasey into a nightcap, we walked to the entrance and looked around for a place to sit. The place was about three-quarters full with a half dozen couples dancing in a small area in front of the band.
"Let's sit at the bar," I suggested, as a sudden inspiration hit me.
We settled on two stools and when the drinks arrived, we chatted about our day and the crowd. Secretly, I had decided on the bar hoping we would see our neighbors and maybe learn something about them. However, halfway through our drink, they hadn't shown, but two guys, that looked to be around our age, came in and one took the open spot next to Kasey.
"Hey, how's it going?" I said when I caught the one standing looking at my wife.
"Good thanks," he replied, a bit embarrassed.
I couldn't blame him as Kasey was looking very good in a short, white sundress that came to mid-thigh, with the top cut in a way that showed the beginnings of her breasts, and remembering how the woman last night had flirted with several men at almost this same spot, I imagined her doing the same. I knew she wouldn't initiate the conversation, but I thought she might join in if I got things going. I started asking them about their vacation and what they had done and planned to do, and along the way learned their names were Wes and Robert. In addition, we learned that Wes was divorced and Robert had never married and that they were both in real estate. Once kicked off, as I hoped, the conversation started to flow and my wife joined in.
The men bought us a round, so naturally, we needed to stay and return the favor, and these drinks, coupled with what we had at dinner, were getting us smashed. Leaving to hit the restroom, I came back to see that the two men had moved much closer to Kasey and they were all talking and laughing. It looked very close to the way our neighbor's exchange had gone, and I stopped behind some plants where I could discreetly watch them interact.
For some reason, watching our neighbor's threesome had impacted me greatly and I continued to dwell on it. The pure sexuality of witnessing the two men take the woman for their pleasure and then learn afterward that she wasn't some tramp challenged my perspectives. I realized that part of the problem was likely my age and provincial thinking, but we are what we are. Now, here I was, purposefully setting my wife up in a situation to mimic what I had witnessed the night before.
Without question, the men were flirting with Kasey, although they never crossed the line. They didn't touch her or become vulgar with their words, at least not while I was there. Their actions didn't surprise me in the least but Kasey was flirting a bit too, and although her efforts were much less pronounced, it still amazed me.
I returned to the bar just as Robert headed to the restroom, and while Wes turned to speak with the bartender, I spoke with Kasey.
"Which one do you want?" I whispered into her ear, trying to fight off a grin.
Kasey leaned back and looked at me, then replied with her own smile, "Both."
"What?" I answered, shocked by her boldness as my smile disappeared.
"I think it's time we get you to bed," she responded with a roll of her eyes as Wes rejoined us. When he looked at her quizzically, she continued, "We've had enough and are going to call it a night. Please give our goodnights to your friend."
With that, we left, with my wife taking my hand and leading me out the door and towards our room like a child. I wondered how much trouble I was in, so I was relieved when once inside she went into the bathroom then joined me in bed without bringing it up. As she snuggled next to me, she shot me an impish look that I knew meant she was up for play. I wasted no time in getting her naked and then, with no foreplay, I climbed between her legs and eased in.
"Ohhh..." she moaned in pleasure as my length traveled its way inside.
We got into a nice easy rhythm and I listened to her expel soft mews of pleasure. Kasey was not normally much of a talker during our lovemaking, so I relied on her sighs and gasps to guide my actions, and I could tell she was truly enjoying herself.
"I'm sorry for what I said," I whispered to her, wanting to make sure we cleared the air.
"Just for what you said?' she replied with a heavy breath.
"What? What do you mean?" I stumbled, suspecting what she was alluding to.
"Don't try to deny it. You wanted them to chat with us. You even sat us in the same place as that woman," she answered, completely busting me.
However, at the same time, her right hand went to my butt and pulled on it to get me moving again.
"Was it that obvious?" I laughed.
"Completely. Now, no more talking," she commanded.
As per her orders, I concentrated my attention on her lovely body and soon she began emitting passionate whimpers. Surprisingly, she climaxed quickly, which was not normal for her, and then, after just a few minutes, her mews started again. Just as I lost control and started to ejaculate, I felt her body stiffen.
"Twice?" I gasped, trying to catch my breath, while I planted soft kisses on her face and neck.
"Uh-huh," she answered through her labored breathing.
A mixture of happiness for her and pride at my sexual prowess swept through me, and I rolled to her side, then spooned against her. Even in my diminished state, I couldn't keep my hands still and they alternated between her firm breasts and flat tummy.
"You're so proud of yourself," she giggled after a minute.
"I am! I feel like a stud," I declared, joining in her laughter.
"You are a stud," she replied, patting me on the hip, and even though there was a hint of sarcasm in her voice, it didn't weaken my mood.
"What got you so hot?" I asked.



"You did sweetie," she replied in a soft voice.
"You sure you weren't thinking about Robert and Wes?" I giggled, and braced for an elbow to my ribs or kick in the shin.
However, when several seconds went by and there was no response, it dawned on me that I might have hit the bullseye. Suddenly, it was all very clear and I felt stupid for not putting two and two together more quickly.
I put my mouth close to her ear and whispered, "That's it, isn't it?"
"Honey it was you," she shot back, but the tone of her voice betrayed her.
"Don't lie," I challenged her.
Silence ensued that lasted long enough to become awkward, but I wasn't going to let her off the hook.
Finally, in a faint whisper, she said, "Maybe...some."
"Well, you are a naughty girl," I laughed, then held her tight when she tried to wiggle free.
"You started it," she countered after she realized she wasn't getting away.
"Which one?" I asked.
Kasey reached back and found my newly aroused dick that was pressing into her back, and with a squeeze, she replied, "Both."
That was too much for me to take and I pulled my dick from her hand and maneuvered until I could push into her oozing pussy from behind.
"Yeah..." I grunted as I slid in, and felt rewarded when she let loose with a deep moan.
"That feels so good," she declared once I had started a slow rhythm.
We enjoyed the connection as our hands wandered and my lips tickled her neck. However, both of us had already achieved big releases, so there was no urgency. After about fifteen minutes, I stopped moving and with a quick wiggle of her butt, Kasey expelled my dick. Then, she twisted until we faced each other, squeezed me hard, and locked her mouth onto mine.
"Love you," I declared when our kiss ended.
"Me too," she sighed as she snuggled against me, signaling it was time for sleep.
The next morning, we shared a nice breakfast and then I left her to play a round of golf at a nearby course. She intended to go back to the room for a bit and then sun at the pool until I returned. I hoped that the course would be empty allowing me to blitz through the round but I got paired with an older couple who were great company although quite slow. Thus, it took over five hours to finish and after brief good-byes, I left for the hotel expecting to find an annoyed wife. The room was empty so I made a fast change into beach attire and went to the pool. The area was large and irregular so it took some effort to complete a scan but I failed to spot her, so I headed towards the beach. A set of stairs on one side of the bar marked the transition and I had almost reached the sand when up ahead and to my left I saw my wife on a lounger with Wes on one side of her and Robert on the other. All were on their backs wearing sunglasses, but as I paused to consider the situation, Wes turned onto his elbow which brought the other two into a conversation that lasted for several minutes. The interaction coupled with what was already in my head made me decide to watch for a while so I retreated to the bar and managed to find a stool on the corner that enabled me an unfettered view.
The trio rested some thirty yards away from my position and a dozen feet lower which made it close enough to follow any broad movement but much too far away to hear any words or pick up on any subtleties. Kasey wore my favorite teal green string bikini which left her hips exposed and a good bit of her lower tummy. As I watched, they engaged in another exchange, and this time she turned towards Wes which made me wonder how much of her breasts she revealed. The thought of her exposing her nipples raced through my brain but just as I felt my dick stiffen, the bartender interrupted my reverie.
"What'll you have?" the dark man asked in the disarming island accent.
"Beer...I...yeah, beer," I replied quickly.
When the ice-cold bottle arrived, I returned my attention to the trio. Like before, I watched as they occasionally interacted before returning to their sunning. Kasey didn't seem distressed by their presence, indeed, she seemed quite happy and I wondered how they had met and how long they had been together. Also, I thought about the amount of sexual energy the trio expended. Last night's flirtations returned to my thoughts and I wondered if the men had maintained their respectful demeanor or had become bolder with my absence.
With my beer half gone, my attention shifted to the men. Both looked to be around thirty and each wore long swim trunks. From the previous evening, I knew that Wes was the taller of the two by an inch or so and I guessed his height at 6'1" He had a slender body and a full head of thick black hair. Robert's physique showed that he worked out some as he had developed muscles in his chest and arms as well as tighter abs. He wore his light brown hair short and showed early signs of a receding hairline. Neither had any body art, but while Wes' body was smooth, Robert's chest had a heavy covering of hair. Wes appeared to be the more talkative of the two and as far as I could tell, he directed most of the conversation with his friend occasionally joining in.
Thirty minutes and another beer later, I saw Kasey start to gather her things. Knowing she would realize I had returned once she arrived at our room, I decided to intercept her on the way and claim I was out looking for her. I waved to the bartender for the bill just as she stood and watched as they exchanged goodbyes. The bill arrived just as she reached the stairs and I was about to sign when I saw Wes and Robert exchange a high five and then move closer where they immediately started a rapid exchange. I knew it had to be about my wife and realized they had something cooking.
"Sweetie!" I called out to Kasey just as she exited the pool area.
"Where have you been?" she answered with the annoyance I anticipated.
I told her about the golf and the slow couple then explained I dropped my things a few minutes prior and immediately came looking for her. She accepted the words and together we walked back to the room but rather than head to the bathroom as normal, she turned to me with a sensual look that made it clear what she had in mind. Instinctively, I knew at least part of her arousal came from her time with the two men but I stayed mum and pulled her body against mine.
"I'm all sweaty," I warned.
"So am I," she giggled.
With a chuckle, I pulled her beach cover off and then backed her to the bed until she spilled across it. She tried to pull her suit off but I swatted her hands away and began to kiss along the edge of her top which had her squirming and sighing within seconds. Once finished, I did the same thing along her bottoms and her aroma was evident which made me wonder if it came from the sun and sweat or if she had moistened from the men's attention.
"You're so beautiful," I whispered as my tongue teased her belly button.
"Take them off," she whimpered, wanting to be naked.
I smiled down at her as I pulled the strings and in seconds they were gone. After a pause to soak in the picture, I dropped my face and slid my tongue through her drenched pussy. Now, I was convinced that her beach mates had managed to excite her with the only missing information being whether it was from overt effort or their mere presence.
I lapped at her entrance and soon she started to serenade me with her needy whines as her legs widened. From experience, I knew she was in an advanced state and would cum very quickly. So, deciding to get her off and then enjoy her at my leisure, I turned my full attention to her tiny button that had noticeably stiffened.
"Cum for me, baby," I coached while taking a breath.
"Want to...I want to..." she moaned.
"Let it out...all of it..." I said and then returned to her pussy.
When a hand landed on my head, I knew she was on a good trajectory and when her other hand joined, I knew her orgasm was imminent. It took another minute, then she became quiet and her body tensed for several seconds before she exploded.
"Oh, yes...yes...oh God, yes...baby...baby, I'm there..." she panted loudly.
I maintained a connection as the waves rolled through her but when I sensed she had started to ebb, I lifted over her body and pushed in balls deep. My action seemed to reenergize the climax because her whines returned and her body started moving with mine. She had her mouth loosely open and her eyes squeezed tight forcing my thoughts once more to the beach.
Pretend it's Wes fucking you," I whispered in her ear.
My words were provocative, purposefully so, and I wasn't certain about her reaction but instantly, her nails dug into my arm and her pelvis began to meet my thrusts. She was in a state I had never witnessed before, experiencing sex with complete abandon and I guessed her release continued to linger. The show proved too much for me as I felt the tingling in my groin that told me I was close.
"I'm going to cum," I grunted.
"Okay...okay...do it," she responded.
I pushed into her rapidly three more times then slammed my body against hers as my semen transferred. My cries joined hers before slowly devolving into gasps for air. Spent, I collapsed onto her and I could feel her heart pounding rapidly against my chest as we slowly recovered.
"Damn..." I declared when I had regained some control.
"Did you enjoy that?" she whispered as we exchanged a sloppy half-hearted kiss.
"Yeah..." I forced out.
The room became silent, save for our heavy breathing before she finally asked, "Why did you say that?"
"What?" I replied feigning ignorance.
"You know what," she responded.
I sensed she was more curious than angry, so I offered, "After last night. How hot you got... I don't know...it kind of stayed in my head."
My response kept my knowledge of her time with the men at the beach secret. I wasn't sure what to do with the information if anything, but something told me to leave it undivulged for the time being.
Once more, there was quiet and I had just about decided to apologize when she said, "I saw her today...our neighbor."
The connection she created by raising the issue in the context of Wes and Robert wasn't lost on me and although I wanted to drill her for more information, I forced myself to take a softer approach by asking, "Where did you run into her?"
"At the pool. She was with her husband...the guy that was with her at the bar," she explained, and before I could ask another question, she added, "We chatted some."
"You chatted? How did you meet?" I probed.
"They sat next to me while I was having lunch," she replied.
"I see. Well, what did you learn?" I asked.
"Oh, she's a predator," she answered and then burrowed her face into my chest.
I got the sense she was hiding something and that feeling coupled with what I had witnessed earlier empowered me to say, "What makes her a predator? What happened? Something must have happened."
Several times, she started to speak, but on each occasion, she broke out in giggles. Growing impatient, I finally pushed her away so I could look at her face and then raised my eyebrows to signal I wanted an answer.
"She tried to steal my guys," she forced out as her laughter started again.
"Your guys? Who are your guys?" I asked even though I knew the answer.
"Robert and Wes," she replied.
"What do you mean? They were with you at lunch?" I responded, and before she could speak, I added, "Kasey, tell me the story. All of it."
"Okay, okay...don't be so pushy," she said, and after taking a deep breath she explained, "I was by the pool and Robert showed up. He asked if he could join me and I said yes and a little later Wes joined us. We went for lunch and that's when Cathy and her husband Glen appeared and sat at the next table," she said and then paused for a question but when I offered none, she continued, "She started flirting with them almost immediately. She's very aggressive."
"Did they respond or stick with you?" I asked.
"Oh, they stayed with me," she answered proudly.
"No one asked about me?" I probed.
"They did. Robert when he first appeared and Cathy...well it took her a while but she finally did," she replied, and once again when I didn't immediately respond she took the opportunity to add, "I think she got the idea that I was like her...with them for sex."
"Were you?" I asked.
"No," she replied emphatically and hit me on the shoulder.
"They made you wet...soaked," I said and then quickly added, "You had two huge orgasms in less than twenty-four hours with them in your head."
"They didn't..." she started.
"Stop!" I demanded and as she looked at me with a cowed expression, I said, "They did."
"Are you mad?" she asked nervously.
"No, but I want you to be honest," I responded.
She was quiet for a few seconds before she answered, "Maybe...I don't know. I guess some."
Deciding to move on, I asked, "Did they ask you? To go to their room...have sex?"
She stared at me for a moment as if trying to determine how to answer and then offered a simple nod. Almost immediately, I felt her hand searching for my dick and when she found it mostly stiff, she tried to pull me into her. I redirected her by turning on my back and guiding her on top. When we connected, she let out a contented moan and started to slowly roll her hips.
"They did it nicely," she offered from out of the blue.
"Together or each alone?" I asked.
"We didn't get into details," she answered and when I started to chuckle, she joined in.
I let her ride me a little longer, and then deciding I would show my hand, I said, "I saw you with them on the beach. I spotted you and then sat at the bar and watched you for a while."
"Why?" she asked and tried to stop.
I used my hands to get her moving again and then replied, "I was surprised to see you with them and I wanted to see what was going on."
"Nothing happened," she declared a little too defensively.
"How did you tell them no?" I pushed.
"I just said no...it wasn't going to happen," she replied.
While I thought about her message, I lifted my hands and started to tweak her small nipples. My efforts brought forth fresh mews and made her body squirm.
With growing suspicion, I asked, "Did you really say that?"
At first, she nodded her head a few times but I maintained eye contact with her and after several seconds, I could tell she was fighting back a smile. I let the tension build until it became too much for her.
"Okay, I teased some," she admitted as the smile filled her face.
"So, you didn't say no," I challenged her.
"They got the message," she responded quickly.
"What exactly did you tell them?" I asked, ignoring her assertion.
When she stalled with her answer, I pinched her nipples gently and nodded to her signaling I expected a response. Once more, she struggled to fight back her smile but finally managed to reply.
"I asked them why they wanted me?" she said.
"Oh, Lord...that's needy," I laughed.
"Shut up!" she fired back.
"Well, what did they say?" I demanded.
"I'm not saying," she declared, acting annoyed, but it wasn't long before she added, "They said I was beautiful...hot. They said they couldn't stop thinking about me."
"That's it? You melted at that?" I laughed.
Now, truly annoyed, Kasey tried to roll off me but I followed her, pushed her onto her back, spread her legs, and found her slit. For the next minute, I took her fast but just when she started to respond, I slowed and lifted so I could see her face.
"That was mean," she said.
"Kasey, all they did was state the obvious. It was kind of lame really," I said.
"Well, you don't say it enough," she fired back.
"Yes, I do. I think you got off on the attention. Especially, after learning about our neighbor... Cathy," I said and before she could reply, I added, "You kept her away from your men."
"I'm not telling you anymore," she responded in a faux pout.
Ignoring her statement, I asked, "So, you didn't say no. What did you say?"
"I'm not telling," she countered.
I took her hands from my arms and holding them tightly and pushed them over her head putting her in a vulnerable position. Then, I fixed her with a hard stare for almost a minute before returning to the question.
"Tell me," I demanded.
"Maybe," she said after a short pause.
"No, Kasey. You need to tell me," I pushed.
"I told them maybe," she clarified as a nervous look came to her face.
"My God, that's naughty. That's worse than yes," I replied.
"No, it's not! I was just playing," she whined.
"You were being a tease. I think you were afraid of losing their attention," I said.
"It wasn't that bad. Would you rather I throw a fit? Besides, we don't have to see them again," she answered.
"How does maybe work? How is the final answer determined?" I asked, realizing much remained open.
"Kiss me," she demanded as she stifled a giggle.
"No, tell me," I replied.
"Not until you kiss me," she answered while letting her voice drop into a seductive octave.
I lowered my lips and let her take the lead on the kiss. What I thought would be a quick connection lasted quite some time and when it finally ended, we were both out of breath.
Then, without further prodding, she explained, "I told them if we saw them at the bar tonight, then maybe."
"You are mean," I laughed and then added, "They are going to spend the rest of the day on edge."
"They didn't mind. They liked it," she countered.
"That's because they think they have a fish on the line," I chuckled, and then a thought hit me and I asked, "Do they?"
"No, we aren't going to the bar," she replied.
My mind raced through all that had occurred and a sudden thought hit me that made me ask, "When you were leaving. When you were on the stairs, they high-fived each other. Why would they do that?"
Kasey tried to avoid my eyes by turning her head but I followed her movements and finally, she gave up and after taking a deep breath, she replied, "When I was getting ready to go, I asked which of them was first."
"Jesus, Kasey. Where did all this come from?" I asked, truly surprised.
"It was just play...they know that," she answered defensively.
"No, sweetie. I could tell they had real expectations," I countered.
We stayed connected for a few more minutes and I continued to pelt her with questions but I didn't learn anything more of significance. The discussion had filled our heads and taken away the ability to focus on our lovemaking so we slowly came to a stop. I let Kasey shower first which gave me time to think through all I had learned. Clearly, the impetus for the behavior was our voyeuristic sharing of our neighbor's carnal activity, and, although she hadn't admitted it, I think understanding that Cathy wasn't some slutty freak impacted her as much as it did me. Also, I suspected that my non-judgmental response to the discovery of her arousal brought about by the men played a role, too. Without it, I don't think she would have ever been bold enough to spend the day with them.
I traded places with Kasey to shower and by the time I emerged from the bathroom, she was already asleep. I joined her and when I woke the clock showed half-past five. I poured a drink and stepped onto the patio and felt instantly energized by the warm evening breeze. Our neighbor's blinds were open but I saw no movement and just as I finished my drink, my wife joined me.
"Want to eat in the bar?" I asked, fighting back a smile.
"You're not funny," she countered, and then added, "I think I made it seem like more took place than did. Really, it was just a minute of back and forth, and then it was over."
"Until, you asked who was first," I offered.
"I shouldn't have done that," she agreed.
"It's okay, honey. I kind of admire your spirit," I laughed.



"Good, then take me to dinner," she said.
"Where do you want to go?" I asked.
"The sushi restaurant in the hotel at the end of the road. I read it's really good," she replied.
"That's expensive," I replied.
"Yes," she answered and turned towards the door.
We arrived at seven and managed to land a table with a view. After ordering a bottle of Sake, I took stock of the room. We appeared to be the youngest couple and since Kasey had dressed nicely, the occasional male head would look our way. She wore a knee-length dress held up by thin straps that exposed some of her now nicely tanned breasts. Around her shoulders draped a sweater that wasn't necessary since our table was inside. The food was excellent and we took our time, so it was after nine when we finished.
"Nightcap here or the hotel bar?" I asked, trying but failing to hold back my smirk.
"Here," she said with fake disgust and then added, "Jerk."
We moved to the bar and ordered wine and even though I had made it through dinner with few thoughts about Wes and Robert, the vision of them longing for my pretty wife suddenly filled my head.
"Do you think they're waiting for you?" I whispered playfully.
"I don't know," she answered dismissively.
I felt her cavalier attitude was a forced façade to avoid the teasing, so I regrouped for a moment before offering another comment.
"They're probably having to fend off Cathy," I laughed.
"Stop it. Quit picking at me," she responded in a strange tone.
Her demand did reinforce my thoughts but also made me think she was dealing with some inner turmoil. Up to that point, I believed that her flirting with the men had been only that and she would never engage in sex with them. However, if she was indeed feeling distressed about the situation, it must mean she had some thoughts. The idea silenced me on the subject and we focused on other things until our glasses were empty, and then went looking for a taxi.
After arriving at our hotel, we headed to our room, purposefully avoiding the bar area, and once inside both of us started to change. Soon, we were beneath the covers with Kasey snuggled close as I flipped through the channels searching for something to watch. A definite tension existed in the room but based on the last exchange, I wasn't sure how to deal with it.
"Nothing really," I declared when I had circled the dial.
Several seconds of silence ensued before Kasey replied, "Want to make love?"
I dropped the remote, turned to her, and started to caress her body. Her mouth sought out mine and we shared several kisses, but whether real or imagined, I felt her mind was elsewhere. It just didn't seem like I was getting her complete attention and since I knew my thought continued to drift towards the men and the bar, I guessed hers did, too.
"I'm going to check the bar," I announced.
The thought came to me suddenly driven in equal parts by a real curiosity as to what I would find and my wife's reaction. Would she get angry? Would she decide to join me?
"Check for what?" she probed.
If they're there...if they're talking to her," I responded deciding to add our neighbor into the mix.
"No...c'mon. Who cares? Stay here," she replied and then added, "They won't be there. There are too many other things to do."
Her words made me laugh which brought a pinch and when I was able to speak, I replied, "Sweetie, they're there. No question about that. Probably, waiting like puppy dogs. She might be there, too, and if she is, I bet she's forcing herself on them."
Kasey didn't respond and we lay together in silence for a minute before I rose and pulled on some slacks and a nice shirt. At any moment, I expected a plea or a comment from her but she remained silent which made me think she did indeed possess some curiosity. Without looking her way, I stepped outside and started the short walk while developing a plan of what to do.
When I arrived, I found the bar much more crowded than our previous visits. Every table was occupied as was every stool and small standing groups of people were scattered about in the open area near the pool. A livelier band played and the small dance floor was jammed with people.
I couldn't spot any of the players in our little drama so I moved closer but when I was still unsuccessful, I decided to just join the throng. Almost immediately, I spotted Robert and Wes standing with Cathy and her husband. The group had staked out a spot just outside and behind the covered bar area, opposite of where I had stood, which was the reason I hadn't been able to locate them. Along with the four I knew, a heavy-set drunk thirtyish woman tried to interact with Wes who appeared to be doing his best to ignore her.
I focused on Cathy while doing my best to deal with the constant bumping from the crowd. Her interest in the two men was quite evident but I didn't feel her manor was aggressive. Likewise, Wes and Robert engaged with her pleasantly although I sensed they strove to maintain some separation. It made me think that they hadn't yet given up on seeing my wife.
An opening developed at the bar and I took the opportunity to order a beer before moving back to my spot. For the next few minutes, nothing changed and I had about decided to go back to the room when I saw Cathy and Robert head towards the dancefloor. They only stayed out for one song so when they returned and with my beer now empty, I decided to leave.
On the way back, I mulled over what to tell Kasey, as, other than the presence of the men with Cathy, there really wasn't anything else to share. Also, I wondered if my leaving had angered her and if I needed to be prepared to apologize. However, when I opened the door, I caught Kasey emerging from the bathroom in her favorite sundress with a fresh application of makeup.
"You were gone a long time," she said as our eyes locked.
"Not that long," I countered.
"Seemed like it was," she answered nervously.
"You were on your way out," I stated.
"Well...I...uhhh... I was going to look for you," she stumbled.
"You're too late. Cathy has them corralled. She was dancing with Robert when I left," I informed her, taking broad liberties with the truth.
"Okay...well then..." she stammered.
I could tell that despite me busting her changing and hearing about her two friends with our neighbor she still wanted to go out, so without thinking it through, I asked, "Do you want to get a drink?"
"Do you?" she responded, trying to lateral the ball back.
"Sure, why not," I answered ignoring the sudden sense of foreboding that swept through me.
"Just a minute then," she said and returned to the bathroom.
Ten minutes later, she emerged having finished primping, and as we stepped towards the door, we shared an awkward look. We walked in silence until we neared the bar and then she grabbed my arm and stopped us.
"Just one drink and then we'll go," she said over the sounds of the band.
"This is your deal, Kasey," I replied.
My words came out harsher than intended and I was about to apologize when she said, "Let's go back to the room."
"Look, I'm sorry. That didn't come out right...it's not what I meant. I just wanted to say your comfort level is what matters," I explained.
"Are you sure?" she responded and before I could answer, she added, "You sounded upset."
"Yes, I'm sure. It just came out sounding flippant which wasn't my intent," I replied and kissed her cheek.
A smile appeared on her face and she gave me a little nod before we once again started towards the bar.
In truth, I found the situation intriguing, especially my wife's heretofore hidden flirtatiousness, and since I knew we could retreat at any point, I once more dismissed the dangers. Rather, I thought, the situation provided me with the opportunity to see into my wife's sexual psyche which was both entertaining and potentially beneficial in the long term
When we arrived, I pointed out where the group had congregated but rather than approach them, she decided to maintain a distance. I left her to get us some drinks, and when I returned, an older man was making a half-hearted attempt to hit on her but when he spotted me, he moved away. For the next fifteen minutes, we sipped our drinks, took in the crowd, and even though Kasey tried hard not to look towards the others, multiple times I caught her stealing glances.
"She's so aggressive," she suddenly said, acknowledging the interplay for the first time.
"Should we go over?" I asked.
"No...no, not yet," she replied.
"Testing your guys to see if they're worthy?" I teased, but when she shot me a strange look, I knew I had hit on something, and said, "That's it, isn't it? You want to see if they'll stay true to you or succumb to Cathy."
"Shut up," she responded as she fought back a smile.
"God, you have high standards. You just met these guys and you expect a lot," I laughed.
"I'm worth more than her," she countered shamelessly.
"Of course, you are, sweetie," I responded.
"Are you being a smartass?" she shot back thinking I was teasing her.
"No, not at all. I'm completely serious," I replied.
She gave me a suspicious look but at that moment our conversation was interrupted by the loud voice of our neighbor, "Kasey! What are you doing way over here?"
Engrossed in our conversation, we hadn't noticed the woman approaching us, and we stood speechless for a moment before my wife said, "We just stopped on our way back from dinner for a quick drink."
"Come over with us. Wes and Robert are there," she replied, ignoring my wife's message while dangling her afternoon partners as bait.
The vixen was dressed in low-cut linen pants and a cropped top with an unbuttoned long-sleeved shirt as a cover. The ensemble left her tummy uncovered and my eyes were immediately drawn to a narrow trail of hair that started at her belly button and descended until it disappeared into her pants. The width was only a few dark hairs and the way it was presented made me think she had purposefully groomed herself to make a statement. I had never seen anything like it and it mesmerized me for several seconds before I realized I was being rude by staring.
When I looked up, I could tell I had annoyed Kasey, so I stood quietly as she replied, "We were just going to have one drink and go."
"Oh, that's too bad. If you change your mind though..." she responded and as she began to step away, almost as an afterthought, she said, "I'm Cathy."
"Kevin," I replied and she gave me a seductive smile that I knew would irritate my wife even more.
"What was that about? I thought you were going to start drooling," she declared when the woman was out of earshot.
"I don't know...I guess...I've never seen anything like that," I stammered.
"Yes, because it's nasty," she replied.
I didn't find it offensive at all but wanting to leave the conversation, I didn't argue. Kasey went quiet which gave me time to ponder the situation, and I struggled to understand why she had made such a point of determining the situation with Wes and Robert but now elected to retreat to our room. Something didn't fit and the mystery enflamed my interest to the point that I decided to challenge her decision.
"We've come this far are you sure you don't want to visit for a bit?" I pushed.
"I don't like the way you looked at her," she countered.
Her message and the way she delivered it seemed almost perfunctory, like she was just throwing out excuses, so I replied, "Let's have one drink with them."
"Why?" she asked.
"I like watching you flirt," I chuckled trying to soften the mood.
"I got carried away this afternoon and now that I'm coming to my senses, you're pushing me," she whined.
"You can't leave them to Cathy! Besides..." I said before deciding to stop.
"Besides what?" she demanded.
"Besides...I want you soaking wet for later," I laughed.
She slapped me on the arm but deciding to act, I took her hand and pulled her towards the others. She resisted just for a second and then moved with me as we covered the short distance through the lively crowd.
"Great!" Cathy declared when she spotted us and quickly took my wife's arm.
The three men all sported smiles although Wes and Robert seemed nervous, too, and I suspected it was a result of the inappropriate conversations they had earlier with my wife. They mostly avoided eye contact and after chatting for a minute, I left to collect a fresh round. When I returned, Kasey, Wes, and Robert were standing quietly as Cathy and Glen described their day. Several times, I noticed my wife's admirers giving me inquisitive looks as if trying to determine how much I knew but I made sure to provide no clues. Despite our neighbor's efforts to keep the conversation flowing, the vibe remained awkward and I realized things couldn't remain that way for much longer. Strangely, the respite arrived when Glen suddenly asked my wife to dance.
"Uh, I guess...sure," she responded.
The look on her face showed some relief and I'm sure she saw it as a momentary escape.
"Wes, come with me," Cathy demanded seconds later, and dutifully he followed her to the dancefloor.
Now left with Robert, we stood silently for a bit before I started telling him about my afternoon at the golf course and along the way, I sensed he had concluded I was oblivious about the flirtations. Now noticeably relaxed, when the two couples returned, he somehow managed to communicate with Wes whose demeanor softened as well. I could tell Kasey picked up on the new vibe but not knowing how it had occurred, she remained uncomfortable. Finally, unable to take it anymore, she pulled me towards the band.
"Did you tell them you know?" she asked when we joined the moving throng.
"I just told Robert about my afternoon of golf and how I got delayed. I think he took that to mean I was out of the loop," I explained.
"Okay...okay, I guess," she replied, and then a moment later asked, "When are we going?"
"When I'm sure you're hot," I laughed.
"Hot? I'm a nervous wreck," she replied and tried to look upset.
"Why? You're in control," I asked.
"It's just so weird," she answered over the din.
When the song ended, we returned to the others and found that Wes and Robert had purchased shots for everyone. Kasey tried to decline but the others goaded her until she finally relented and we all got a chuckle from the contorted face she made as the liquor went down. Glen started to chat with my wife and stepped closer to be able to converse over the music. Now next to the other men, I could see he was the same height as Wes with a similar physique. He had dark hair too, but he wore it longer, and in one ear was a small diamond stud.
"C'mon," Cathy said and tugged on my arm.
Fearing my wife's look I didn't turn as the woman guided us to the dancefloor just as a slow song started. I knew Kasey would be incensed to see the woman in my arms but with a deep breath, I dutifully embraced her. For a moment, she rested her head on my chest but suddenly she looked up with a wicked smile.
"Do you like my trail?" she giggled.
"I...I've never seen one before," I replied, caught off guard by her question.
"You want to see the rest of it?" she asked as her laughter suddenly stopped.
Uh.... What? Cathy!" I answered, truly shocked.
After all, this was a woman I met formally just a few minutes ago and if I understood her message, she just asked if I wanted to see her pussy. Likely, it also meant that she also wanted to have sex. It seemed our suspicions concerning her predatory tendency had been correct.
"Do y'all play?" she asked as her smile returned.
Unsure how to respond, I merely said, "Play?"
"Yeah...let her do it with other guys while you're with another woman," she clarified.
"We never have..." I started.
"You know Wes and Robert want her. She better hurry or I'm going to take them," she giggled.
"Yes, she told me about their attention today," I said, deciding to confide in her.
"Good. They were worried you would be pissed and start a scene," she replied.
Her response meant that they had openly discussed their efforts with Kasey, and hoping to learn more, I asked, "They thought they made progress?"
"Yeah...they did," she answered without hesitation.
"Certain she would appear here tonight?" I followed.
"Yeah..." she replied without elaborating.
"Why so confident?" I chuckled, wondering whether there was more to learn or if it was just the result of out-of-control male hormones.
"Because they got so close," she replied.
Suddenly, I wondered whether my wife had shared everything about the afternoon. A nervous wave swept through me but knowing I needed to be coy, I went quiet as I considered the best way to extract more information. Unfortunately, the song started to wind down, and realizing it would be difficult to get another chance to hold an intimate conversation, I pushed.
"Not that close," I offered, deciding to be vague.
Fortunately, she took the bait, and responded, "Made it up to their floor. That's pretty close."
The woman's message stunned me as it meant, if true, that Kasey had been enticed to their room before getting cold feet. On top of that, rather than return to our room, she went back to the beach with her admirers and continued to flirt. Now, my wife's on and off interest in the bar dynamics made a little more sense as there was a deeper involvement.
"I suppose," I said to her wanting to keep our connection alive.
"Yeah...so let's get her going and you can come with me," she said.
"And Glen?" I asked,
My question made her giggle for a few seconds before she replied, "He loves everything about sex."
I wasn't certain what she meant but the indication was that he wouldn't get in the way of her play. The music had stopped and I realized we were standing by ourselves as the band left for a break, so I took her arm and directed her towards the others.
"How did you get them to tell you everything?" I asked as we moved.
"Baby, I know how to deal with men," she laughed.
We arrived just as Robert appeared with another tray of shots and this time Kasey didn't hesitate to down hers. Glen stepped to join us while Wes and Robert took up positions on either side of my wife, now much closer. It made me wonder if she had indicated an interest or if their actions were driven by alcohol, lust, and hope. None of them showed any nervousness and indeed, seemed oblivious to our presence. However, a few minutes later when the band returned and struck up a lively song, Robert took my wife's hand and as they stepped towards the dancefloor, she reached back and grabbed Wes. Together, they walked past us and she shot me a defiant look that I knew was a result of the time I spent with Cathy. The three of us watched as they merged into the moving crowd and then looked at each other once they disappeared.
"Beautiful lady," Glen offered with a taunting smile.
"She'll be in their room soon," Cathy laughed, and after a pause, added, "No turning back this time."
"Has she ever played before?" he asked in the same bold manner as his wife.
At first, their boldness caused a wave of anger to sweep through me, but forcing myself to calm, I answered, "No, never..."
"Well, it is vacation..." he chuckled, and then said, "Be supportive and you can have an incredible experience."
"Yes, no judgment. Never that," Cathy added.
"You seem fairly certain about things but nothing's going to happen," I answered, feeling I needed to defend her honor.
"We'll see, I guess. I win either way," she replied and looped her arm through mine.
My wife and her admirers were out for three songs and when they returned a sheen of sweat covered her neck and shoulders. A strange look emanated from her eyes that I took as hunger and I wondered if Cathy and Glen had been correct, and if so, whether I had the desire to see it through. With a slight nod, she indicated she wanted to talk and so we moved several feet away. Based on all I had learned, I expected to hear her make a plea to spend time with the two men, so when she suggested we go to our room, I was surprised.



"If you think you've had enough, let's go," I said.
"I think so...have you?" she asked.
I knew her question referred to Cathy, but I ignored her provocation and answered, "Yes, I have. Plus, I'm sure you're ready."
"Give me a sec," she said and stepped towards the men where she held a brief, whispered conversation.
"When she finished, she looked towards me indicating she was ready and I announced, "Thanks, everybody. We enjoyed the evening but it's time to go."
Cathy made a last attempt to change our mind, but we held firm and soon the sounds of the bar faded behind us. When we stepped into the room, Kasey paused for a moment as if she expected me to attack her, but I wanted to explore the information our neighbor shared so I walked past her and started to prepare a drink. Behind me, I heard her enter the bathroom, and just as I finished, she reappeared in just her thong.
"C'mon," she said in an excited voice as she made for the bed.
I let her climb up and then sat on the edge with my drink, looked down at her, and said, "You know Cathy shared something with me."
"What?" she asked in an irritated voice.
"She said that your friends told her you went with them to their room...they almost got you there before you got cold feet," I challenged her.
"I stopped...I didn't go in," she replied immediately.
"You didn't tell me," I replied.
"No...I...I was too embarrassed I guess," she said as her voice lowered.
We stared at each other in silence as the seconds ticked by and I could tell she was trying to gauge my state and determine if I was angry. I let her stew for a while but the whole situation was so bizarre that I couldn't hold back and finally had to speak.
"You really are shattered, aren't you? You're a mess...all over the map. You're excited one moment and scared the next. It's so foreign to you that you can't deal with it. You want to see them and then you don't...you want to be near them and when you get there you can't take it for long," I stated.
"Yes! And you're not helping me...you're pushing...bringing them up in bed," she declared and then added, "And dancing with that...that tramp."
"Well, you're safe now. I won't let you be by yourself anymore," I responded while fighting back a smile.
"Good," she said but before I could reply, she added, "Smartass."
She reached out and gripped my arm, pulling me towards her, and I set my drink on the table then snuggled against her mostly naked body. We kissed and I let my hands wander over her breasts which soon had her moaning into my mouth. We continued to caress for several minutes and then I stood to remove my clothes. As I pulled mine off, Kasey wiggled out of her thong, and then smiled up at me in anticipation. When I was back next to her, I reached for her pussy hoping to find it dripping but when my hand landed, I discovered it was just a little moist.
"Did you clean up in the bathroom?" I asked.
"I had to...I peed," she giggled.
"Shit, I was looking forward to a wet pussy," I replied feigning disappointment.
"Then get to work. It won't take long," she sighed.
I started to gently stroke along the sides of her folds and when she started to whimper, I teased her slit with my fingertips. Soon, her juices were flowing and with a needy whine, she pulled on my shoulders to get me on top. Halfway there, she gripped my dick and pulled it to her opening. With contented sighs, I pushed in deeply and then became still to enjoy the wonderful sensation.
"Go, baby..." she whispered.
I made several slow strokes into her and then stopped and looked down at her face. More questions were in my head and I wanted to know everything before we continued.
"What made you stop...turn back," I asked.
"Baby..." she whimpered and tried to get moving again, but after a moment when I wouldn't move, she sighed, looked up at me, and said, "It suddenly felt dirty and... And we hadn't talked about it...not really."
Before I learned about Kasey's near visit, I thought on our little vacation she had been more flirtatious, more sexually aggressive than I would have imagined possible. In and of itself, that was thought-provoking, but leaving the beach with them took things to an entirely different realm. In some ways, it was strangely exciting but also frightening and as I thought about the spectrum, I suddenly realized I was in the same confused state as my wife. I thought her answer was sincere, but thinking we both needed more reference points, I decided to continue.
"Does that mean if I had said it was okay you would have done it?" I asked.
"No...I don't know...no, that's not enough..." she replied, and after a pause, she continued with, "I don't know...maybe..."
"Maybe? You've used that word a lot today," I teased.
"Ass! Why? Would you have given permission?" she asked.
"Good question. I don't know. I'm in the same messed-up place you are, I guess. It just seems it's all happening so fast. In just a few days... So weird but I admit it's been interesting...different...I don't know. Seeing you with them...knowing you're getting wet is...I like it. I don't know why," I explained.
"Jealousy?" she asked but before I could answer, she continued with, "I don't like you talking to her. She might look respectable but she's trashy."
"Some, I guess. Not as much as there should be," I admitted, ignoring her comment on Cathy.
Kasey rolled her hips which started us again and for the next few minutes we made love but the conversation had diminished our fire and I wondered whether it made sense to continue or rest and start again later. However, before I reached a decision, noises from the next room let us know that our neighbors had returned from the bar. Without speaking, we became still and concentrated on listening, hoping we could determine what was taking place. At first, there was just some general indistinguishable movement but then we heard voices and it sounded like there were multiple males present.
"That's Wes," my wife stated.
"Means Robert is probably there, too," I offered.
"Probably," she concurred and I sensed some sadness.
Seconds later, as we continued to concentrate, a soft knocking started on the adjoining wall, and intuitively I knew it was Cathy signaling to us that she was going to play with Kasey's men.
"Bitch," she forced out having come to the same conclusion.
"God, she's more than a predator. She's a..." I started before my words were interrupted by the shrill sounds of the phone.
We shot a quick questioning look at each other as I reached for the receiver and I managed to just grasp it without losing the connection with my wife. Bringing it to my ear, I was truly shocked when I heard Cathy's husky voice.
"Hey, over there. You guys want to come watch the show?" she asked.
By her breathing, it was easy to discern she was already being pleasured, and I glanced at my wife before replying, "No thanks, Cathy. We're done for the night."
"Okay, then," she responded and a clattering noise made me think she dropped the phone on the floor.
"What did she want?" Kasey asked.
I took a deep breath and then told her, "She wanted to know if we wanted to watch."
"Oh my God...you're joking?" she fired back.
"Nope...not joking. She's evil. I think she just wants you to see she has Wes and Robert," I said.
Kasey didn't respond and wanting to move on, I kissed her deeply as I started to move. However, the sounds from next door started to become more pronounced and as I contemplated whether Cathy was purposefully being vocal, my wife surprised me once more.
"Let's go," she said boldly.
"Next door?" I asked.
"Yes, let's call her bluff," she said with a sense of purpose.
"Honey, I don't think she's bluffing," I replied.
"I don't care, let's go. I'm tired of her shit," she said with a definite edge in her voice as she tried to push me off.
I rolled to her side but didn't share her sudden eagerness as I thought that once there, things would get strange very fast. Plus, I had never seen my wife in such an aggressive state and it made me worried because I didn't know what to expect. However, with barely a look my way, she moved to the bathroom and I had just stood when she returned with her dress on.
"Honey, are you okay? I'm not sure this makes sense," I counseled.
"Get dressed. I want to see it," she responded.
Her voice showed determination which once more made me worried about her state and how she might react once in the room. Curiosity I could understand or even lust but I had a vision of her standing next to the bed tossing out verbal taunts that might lead to a confrontation.
"No, I'm not going," I said thinking it would end the discussion.
"Fine, then," she declared and with a last look at me, she moved towards the door.
"Kasey," I called out but in a quick move, she pulled the door open and let it slam shut.
I hoped they would ignore her knocks and she would return in a minute or so, but when I heard a fresh wave of voices, I realized she was inside. I knew I needed to follow but rather than chase her like a fool, I slowly gathered my things, put them on, and then finished my drink. Along the way, I tried to focus on the sounds filtering through the wall and was fairly certain that Cathy was in the bed with one or more of the men.
About five minutes behind, I left our room, took the few steps to the next door, and knocked softly. The seconds ticked by and I was just about to knock again when the door was partially opened by Glen who stood before me in just his boxers. He gave me a look that I knew was equal parts annoyance and disappointment but stepped back and let me enter. Before me on the bed, Cathy was being fucked by Wes while Robert knelt near her head with his average-size circumcised cock in his hand. She filled the space with a litany of sexual moans that indicated she was thoroughly enjoying the attention. My wife stood watching from the foot of the bed and immediately I wondered where Glen had been positioned before I arrived. As I moved closer, Kasey, as if awakened from a trance, looked my way and took several steps back.
"Are you okay?" I asked as I stepped next to her thinking, she might be upset seeing the two men in bed with her nemesis.
"I'm fine," she replied but I could tell she had deflated some since she bolted from our room.
To my right, Glen moved forward until he stood near the side of the bed. His eyes were fixed on the mating couple and his boxers were tented from his erection. When my eyes returned to Kasey, she had an odd expression on her face that I couldn't discern.
"Let's go," I whispered even though the sexual sights and sounds had my dick swelling.
"Uh...okay," she said but I got the distinct impression my suggestion disappointed her.
Wanting to understand where her mind was parked and no longer fearing an emotional outburst, I didn't push but did nod to her to step back so we weren't so conspicuous. She followed my lead and we ended up close to the small sofa that was a standard feature in the rooms.
"Let's sit," I suggested.
Kasey nodded and sat next to me as I took a position on one end but her attention quickly returned to the bed where Wes was now taking Cathy aggressively. Her sounds were now both louder and more urgent leaving little doubt that she was on a path to a release. Despite the strangeness of it all, the sexual electricity was so profound that I couldn't stop from letting my hand move to my wife's leg and I slowly started to stroke her thigh from her knee upwards, forcing the hem of her dress up a little each time. The sight of her exposed flesh drove me onward, and soon I had it almost to her pussy.
"Hey, Kasey," a male voice said.
Looking up, I saw that Robert now stood before us naked with his erect cock thrusting out from his hard body. Somehow, with my focus on my wife, I had missed him leaving the bed, but evidently thinking she had more to offer, he had made his way over. She didn't reply but undeterred, he sat on the sofa next to her, opposite me. As soon as he settled, he looked my way as if seeking permission and I gave him a little shake of my head, indicating he should leave her be.
"Ready to go?" I asked as my hand continued to stroke her soft flesh.
She looked at me and started to speak and then her eyes returned to the bed leaving the question unanswered. At this point, I could only surmise that she was highly aroused and wanted to see the action on the bed completed. I understood her desire and although I was prepared to see it through, I couldn't keep my hand from roaming. Pushing a little higher, I felt the heat emanating from her pussy, and knowing I needed to feel it, I lifted her dress until my fingers found her uncovered slit. The fact that she had forsaken panties, and likely her bra, in her haste to come to the show, surprised me and made me consider the meaning.
"Don't" she whispered and grabbed the hem.
She managed to get it down several inches but I maintained my touch and then I watched as she took several glances between Robert and me.
"Are you total naked...underneath?" I asked softly.
She nodded quickly and then admitted, "Yes..."
Once more, my brain fired with the thought of her leaving the safety of our room to come here to watch covered only by her simple dress. It could mean nothing or it could mean everything which put me in an anxious state. I stared at her, as my brain worked to decipher things, but she remained mesmerized by the scene on the bed. Robert's eyes were focused on my hand no doubt hoping to get a look at her prize and suddenly I felt myself losing control. Seconds later, he looked up, and through our eye contact, I could see the carnal desire he held for Kasey. Even though I felt utterly confused, something made my head nod several times. Instantly, a smile appeared on his face and just seconds later, his hand landed on her other leg.
The sudden touch made her look towards the man who she had forced herself to ignore despite his closeness. They held a short, whispered conversation I couldn't make out, and then she turned to me with a searching expression.
"I'm going to take your dress off," I told her.
"No...let's go," she replied nervously.
With my blood practically boiling, I dismissed her suggestion and started to work on her dress. She fought me for a few seconds, but when Robert joined in, the garment was quickly off, and my lovely wife sat totally exposed between us. The man's hand returned to her thigh but within seconds he traced upwards on her body until he found a breast. She gasped at his touch but before she could do anything else, I turned her head and kissed her deeply. Soon, she started whimpering into my mouth and I knew it was the result of Robert's touch that was rapidly taking her to an extreme level of arousal.
When our kiss ended, I saw that Robert's lips were attached to her nipple. Sensing that something had changed, his eyes opened, and I put my hand on my wife's chin and turned her head in invitation. Quickly, he left her breast and found her lips and after a momentary shudder, she accepted his kiss eagerly. While they connected, I let my fingers run gently through her folds and reveled in how completely soaked she had become.
"I'm going to fuck you all night," Robert said to her openly when the kiss ended.
"No...I can't..." she gasped but then quickly asked, "Do you want to?"
"Yeah...I want to," he said which made her turn my way.
"Oh...oh my God..." she whined, as her eyes got big.
I took her head in my hands and found her lips but just seconds later I felt her body shift and she broke our connection. Looking down, I saw that Robert had moved between her legs, pulled her to the edge of the sofa, and buried his face into her drenched opening.
"Feel good Kasey?" Cathy's voice called out.
Only then did I realize that the other sounds in the room had stopped. Somehow, with my attention on my wife, I had missed the couple's climax. Now, all eyes were on my Kasey with Wes and Cathy propped on pillows on the large bed while Glen stood just a few feet away. Now naked, in his hand, he held a fat cock that had to be at least eight long. It wasn't completely hard and made an arc from his hand to the fat knob on the end. I realized it was the same instrument I had seen through the glass door fucking Cathy a few days ago.
My wife didn't respond to the woman's question. Indeed, I doubt the words even registered as she was too into the expert tongue lashing she was getting from Robert. The lapping sound he created made me think he must be practically drinking her juices and for a moment, I felt jealous as I recalled how wonderful she tasted.
"Take her to the bed," Glen said.
At first, Robert didn't act like he heard the words, and I thought that, like my wife, he was too consumed in the moment. However, perhaps thirty seconds later, he stopped, rose to his feet, and pulled on my wife's hand. It was the moment of truth and I expected her to turn to me for permission but she rose to her feet and followed. She climbed onto the bed without prodding and then opened her legs in a clear invitation. Robert wasted no time and took a position, guided his stiff cock towards her, fumbled for a moment, and then thrust forward.
"Ugggghhhh...ohhhh...ohhh yes..." my wife groaned loudly.
"Damn..." Robert followed with a deep sigh.
"Fuck her good. She needs it," Cathy offered lustily.
Whether he heard the comment or not, my wife's new lover started moving into her rapidly which brought forth a sudden wave of whimpers and squeals of pleasure. On her own, she raised her legs until they were wrapped around his waist and her final act of submission was when she pulled his head down into a deep, soulful kiss.
She was on fire when the man entered her so we all knew she wouldn't last long. Fortunately for her, he maintained a consistent assault on her pussy, and seconds after her hands moved to his ass, she let go.
"Ohhh...oh yes...oh God yes...don't stop...oh yes...yes..." she cried out before her voice softened and serenaded us with needy whimpers.
Robert, no doubt impacted by her passionate response, didn't make it much longer and in a series of deep grunts, he deposited his seed. In a final move, he pushed in hard and ground his pelvis against hers as if he were trying to extricate the last drop of fluid. Then, with a deep groan, he fell onto her heaving body.
"Your turn" Cathy laughed as she slapped Wes playfully on the shoulder, and then added, "It worked out after all."
For a moment, it looked like he might push his friend off my wife but he held back and all of us watched in silence as the panting couple slowly came down. Finally, Robert started to rise and as Kasey's face came into view, I could see she had her eyes squeezed shut. I thought about going to her and taking her back to our room, but a decadent part of me wanted to see how she would react to Wes' approach.
Kasey let out a little gasp as her lover's cock pulled free and seconds later Robert stood at the side of the bed looking down at my wife with a smile. Without speaking, Wes made his move and he had positioned himself between her spread legs when she finally opened her eyes. She put up no resistance and merely looked up at the man as he worked to feed her his re-energized shaft that was about the same size as his friend's.
"Told you I'd be first," Robert taunted just as my wife let out a low moan.
Once completely inside, the man paused for a moment and then set out on a torrid pace no doubt feeling confident he had staying power after his recent ejaculation. All eyes were drawn to the sight of my wife receiving her second cock in the span of just a few minutes and soon it became apparent that Wes' efforts were rapidly reigniting her passion. His pistoning tool forced her excited cries to morph into deep grunts and her excited hands started to wander his body unable to remain in one place for long.



"Come here..." Cathy whispered to me breaking my concentration.
I knew what she had in mind and since Kasey's actions had left me feeling vulnerable, I moved her way. When I got close, her hands went to my belt and within seconds she had it released as well as my pants. She tugged them over my hips without leaving the bed and when they were at my feet, I unbuttoned my shirt with shaking hands.
"Here?" I asked when she tried to pull me onto the bed.
If I understood her intent, she wanted us to do it next to my wife and Wes which seemed perverse.
"C'mon! Don't be a dud. It will be naughty and nasty," she giggled.
Now, close to her side, I had a great view of the trail of hair on her tummy that started at her navel and ended at a thick but tightly groomed bush. For a moment, my thoughts went to tracing the length with my tongue but remembering that she had just received a load of cum, I fought back the urge.
She grabbed my arm and I let her guide me between her legs and as soon as I was in position, she took my dick in her hand and pulled me towards her opening. Then, I was penetrating her and as I made my way deeper, her sighs became louder. Her pussy was warm, exceedingly wet, and unsurprisingly she felt looser than my wife.
"Damn," I gasped as I started to move.
"God, I love cock," she moaned.
I tried to go slow but Wes' efforts had an effect and soon I accelerated until I had matched him. Cathy loved the change and serenaded us with all kinds of sexual pleas while my wife, although clearly very excited, remained less demonstrative.
"Worth the effort?" I heard Glen say and looking over my shoulder I could see he now stood next to Robert.
"Hell yes..." the man answered as his eyes remained fixed on the bed.
Soon after that, Wes' grunts let us know he was approaching a climax. Strangely, once again I felt my mind and body respond and a surge of energy raced through me as my balls started to tingle. His release arrived first but when I heard Kasey squeal in joy, I exploded into Cathy. I tried to continue but soon my movements became awkward so I slowed and then collapsed onto her body.
"Sorry..." I whispered into her ear.
"No need...the night's young," she answered openly.
Maybe for her, I thought, but I felt completely spent. The erotic build-up to the evening, watching my wife experience another man, and then the sex with Cathy as Kasey enjoyed her second lover just an arm's reach away had resulted in a ball draining release. Now, my thoughts turned to how to extricate ourselves from the situation with the minimum drama. I looked towards Kasey to gauge her state and found her staring towards me with a look that appeared to be equal parts anger and disgust. I knew she didn't much care for Cathy but I didn't think it was fair for her to expect me to stand around foolishly while she played with her men.
"Shit," I said in a low voice.
"Forget her...she had her fun," Cathy whispered, and then after a pause added, "She's wanted it this afternoon."
Her message reminded me of her near indiscretion and gave me the strength to make eye contact again. I wanted to give her a sign for us to go but when I looked her way, she was engaged in a low conversation with Wes. It seemed to go on forever but finally, she looked my way and I nodded towards the door. At first, she just raised an eyebrow in a questioning way, but after a few seconds, she nodded her concurrence.
"Cathy, we need to go," I said softly.
"Don't go...not yet. You don't want to go yet," she implored me.
"We need to...really," I countered.
With that, I lifted from her body, gently removing her hands as they tried to pull me back, and started gathering my clothes.
"Ohhhh..." I heard my wife moan, and looking over, I saw that Wes had started to move into her again.
It seemed that he had elected to take a physical approach to encourage her to stay and as I watched, Robert stepped forward and started to tease her breasts.
"Kasey," I called out making no effort to hide my irritation.
Wes continued to fuck her for almost a minute and just when I was about to intervene, she said something to him and he stopped. A short conversation ensued and then he lifted off her body and she turned and stood. Instantly, my eyes went to my wife's shaved pussy which glistened from the combination of her juices and the cum she had received. The eyes of all three men followed her as she moved towards me and I couldn't help but notice that each had a full erection.
As she fumbled with her dress, I spotted multiple hairs on her breasts that I knew had come from Robert's hairy chest and for some reason it made it all seem even more sordid. Offering short goodbyes, we fled to the sanctity of our nearby room.
"I didn't want you with her...I don't like it," Kasey declared as soon as the door closed.
"Uhhh...I don't think you're in a position to pass judgments. What did you expect? For me to just stand around like a fool?" I countered.
"I don't like it," she repeated as she turned.
She made for the bathroom but I caught up and stopped her before she entered. For some reason, I wasn't ready for her to wash away the sin we had experienced.
"Not yet," I said.
"Why not?" she asked.
"I want to talk first," I replied.
"Why? You started it. You let him sit next to me and touch me," she shot back.
"Kasey, you went in there alone. It's pretty clear what you wanted," I challenged her.
"I was just watching. Nothing happened until you arrived," she said showing clear irritation.
"Maybe...maybe..." I responded deciding to slow things down, but when my thoughts went to her use of the word earlier that day, I launched again, "You wanted to protect your men from her but it was too late for Wes."
Just then, a soft rapping came from the door and I knew it had to be one or both of her admirers. A glance towards Kasey let me know she was thinking the same thing and without speaking, I stepped towards the sound.
"Hi, I just wanted to check and make sure everything is okay," Wes said.
I knew the real reason for his presence was to determine if Kasey might somehow still be available but before I could respond, she said, "We're fine."
"Okay, then. I'm headed to bed," he announced as he turned.
Kasey was still where I left her when I returned and when I took her in my arms she struggled for a moment before calming. We stood in silence as the seconds ticked by and although I had many questions, I didn't know where to start.
"Did you enjoy it?" I finally asked.
"I...I don't know yet," she replied in a tiny voice, and before I could continue, she asked, "Are you mad at me?"
"I don't know yet," I replied.
"That's...that's not fair...that's mean," she answered and tried to wiggle free.
"What did you talk to him about...you had a long discussion after he finished," I pushed recalling what I had witnessed.
"I don't know...just stuff...normal stuff," she replied.
"Like what?" I asked.
"How good it felt...stuff like that," she said.
"Did it feel good?" I probed.
"Yes," she answered without hesitation.
"Who was better?" I asked, intentionally being provocative.
"I don't know...Robert, I guess," she answered.
With my lust building, I pulled her dress over her head, and with her back to me, one hand went to her breasts while the other moved between her legs. Still flowered open, I dipped a finger inside her extracted some of her thick juices and used them to massage around her clit. Soon, she started emitting little whimpers and looped her arm around my neck.
"Did you talk to Wes about going to his room for more?" I asked once I felt I had her in a vulnerable place, and when she didn't respond, I continued with, "Did he tell you they wanted to share you all night in their room?"
It took some time, but finally, her head nodded, and she announced proudly, "I said...maybe."
Her boldness surprised me but her wit impressed me and I started to laugh as I said, "God, you're bad."
She started to laugh too, and replied, "Maybe, I am."
"Jesus..." I responded and after giving her a moment to settle, I asked, "Do you want to? Want to go to their room?"
My fingertip moved to her button and I swear I felt it swell and in my sordid brain it was due to her thoughts about her two new lovers. Time seemed to stand still and twice I felt her body tense before relaxing. Without question, her mind was in turmoil, but I remained silent wanting the answer to be all hers.
"Yes..." she whispered, acknowledging what I knew to be true.
"Go..." I said to her.
With her back to me, I couldn't see her face and when I dropped my arms she remained still for several seconds before turning. We locked eyes and several times it seemed she was about to speak but she remained silent and then with a deep breath turned and went to the bathroom. She closed the door behind her and soon I heard the shower running. When it stopped, she remained inside for thirty minutes and when she finally stepped out, she looked fresh with a new coating of makeup. Oddly, she put on panties and a bra and then selected a new dress. Her effort left little question that she intended to make an impression.
"Okay, well..." she said as she prepared to leave.
"You think you can win them back...from Cathy?" I asked.
"Yes!" she declared, and then turned and left.
As soon as the door closed, I picked up the remote and started to mindlessly flick through channels. It dawned on me that I had no idea of the room number she went to and a feeling of stupidity and emptiness wafted through me. Turning the TV off, I poured a large drink and went to the patio to clear my head. I had been sitting for about ten minutes when I heard the sliding door opening and seconds later, Glen appeared completely nude. Not aware of the idiosyncrasies of the divider, he remained unaware of my presence and I thought about keeping things that way, but curiosity got the better of me.
"Glen, how are you?" I asked.
My voice caused him to jump back a bit, but after peering through the foliage and recognizing me, he replied, "Good I guess."
"I'm just having a whiskey. You want one?" I asked.
"Sure, why not," he answered and while he pulled up a chair, I rose and headed inside for ice and glass.
When I returned, I passed the drink through the hedge, and with us both sitting close to it, it almost felt like we were in a confessional.
"Cathy go to sleep?" I asked.
"Nahhh...she followed Robert to his room," he answered.
For a moment, I felt shock and sympathy for what my wife discovered but soon the comedy of the situation caused me to laugh, and I explained, "Kasey left a little while ago to go there, too."
Glen, with a chuckle, replied, "Shit, I feel left out."
"Yeah, I understand," I offered and then asked, "How long have y'all been married?"
"Uhhh...we're not married. She's my sister," he responded.
The message floored me as I was certain I had seen them having sex as I sat on the patio the first night, but the silence felt awkward, so I said, "Okay..."
After that, things became quiet again so Glen woke me from my thoughts when he said, "You know you have a very beautiful wife. I hope you don't mind me saying but I was looking forward to spending some time with her."
"It's been an odd day for us. I'm not completely sure how all this came about," I answered.
"Well, I get her interest in Wes and Robert. They worked her hard all day," he laughed.
"I guess," I said thinking what had occurred was still outrageous and would never take place in our normal lives. Then, after another brief silence, I added, "She got possessive with them. I think Cathy's interest kinda goaded her on."
The man let out a full laugh and when he started to calm, he replied, "Cathy is insatiable. She has to have sex almost every day or she goes crazy. I mean that. She goes nuts if she goes without."
I considered asking about his relationship with his sister but decided not to and after chatting a little longer, he went back inside. Thirty minutes later, I was almost through my second drink, when Cathy suddenly emerged through the sliding door.
"Are you still out here?" she called out.
"I'm here," I laughed.
"Then get over here, now," she demanded.
Part of me just wanted it all over but I couldn't deny the aggressive woman intrigued me and since there was the potential to learn something about my wife's current situation, I decided to go. Glen, still naked, opened the door, and I couldn't help but glance at his impressive cock that hung flaccid between his thighs. As I stepped in, Cathy emerged from the bathroom, naked as well, and beckoned me to her as she jumped on the bed.
"Kasey, okay?" I asked unable to hide my thoughts.
The question caused the woman to laugh loudly and she was still giggling when she explained, "Wes did her good but they're about out of gas. When I left, she was sucking his cock, trying to get him hard while Robert took her from behind. That's why I came back. I knew there was fresh cock here. Now, get naked."
"Jesus, Cathy," I said shaking my head at the woman's irreverence.
"Hush...come take another look," she said as she ran her fingers through her tummy hair.
Intuitively, she knew the trail had me enthralled, so once more she used it to manipulate me. As soon as I had undressed, I joined her on the bed and as her hand stroked my hard dick, I let my fingers explore down to her hairy pussy.
"You groom it," I stated.
"A little...lick me," she replied.
Once more, my mind went to the cum already deposited in her pussy, and the sight of some of Robert's body hair provided further deterrence.
"Let's shower first," I suggested.
"Oh, hell...men are such babies. They'll taste their own cum but are revolted by anyone else's," she spat out.
"Yes," I said, offering no defense.
With a roll of her eyes, she left the bed and I followed her to the shower. We washed each other in the flowing water and I paid particular attention to her pussy wanting to get it thoroughly cleaned. When I was satisfied, I dropped to my knees lifted a leg over my shoulder and began running my tongue from her navel to her clit. It didn't take long to get her aroused and soon her hands rested on the back of my head directing my attention to her hard nub.
"God, you can lick pussy," she whined.
Even though the tile hurt my knees, I wanted badly to make her cum so I kept my focus and took direction from her responses. Several times, I thought she was close, but her excitement faded. Finally, she started up again and this time she continued to build until she let go in a series of loud grunts as her hands pulled me hard against her mound. When she finished, she started to slip down, so I rose and lifted her to her feet. She had enough strength to pull me into a deep kiss that lasted for over a minute and when it ended, I could see the fire returning to her eyes.
"You like that?" I asked.
"Let's get in bed. I want to suck you," she said.
"No, I'm ready to fuck you some more," I answered, deciding to take the initiative.
After drying, we stepped into the room and discovered that Glen was missing. I thought maybe he stepped onto the patio or went for a walk, but Cathy didn't seem disturbed so I followed her onto the bed.
She rolled to her back, but deciding to be forceful, I said, "On your knees."
"Mmmm...yeah, baby..." she purred as she turned.
My licking had left her juicy and I slipped in with ease and after pausing to enjoy the feeling, I started thrusting into her deeply with one hand on her hip and the other on her shoulder. The slapping of our bodies helped fuel my passion and even though it had been well over an hour since my climax, I felt firmly in control.
"You like that?" I asked when her whimpering started.
"Yeah...take it, baby..." she moaned.
Reveling in the feeling, I had just decided to go faster and push towards an orgasm when I heard the unmistakable sounds of sex coming from our room. It caused me to come to a sudden stop, and I wondered why she had returned to our room with one of the men.
"Kasey, getting fucked," Cathy giggled, clearly hearing it, too.
I started moving again and was almost in rhythm when my wife's sounds became more pronounced.
"Why did she come back with them?" I said mostly to myself.
"Mmmmm...maybe it's Glen," Cathy replied, and before I could respond, she added, "Listen for a minute and I'll be able to tell."
We focused on the next room as my wife responded to her lover in a loud litany of grunts, groans, and cries. Then, like a gear had been shifted, she started to offer verbal encouragement that told us she was on fire.
"Oh, baby...do it...do it...God, don't stop..." we heard Kasey cry out as clearly as if she were in the same bed as us.
"That's Glen. He's giving your wife's little pussy a workout," Cathy laughed.
Then, as if to put an exclamation point on her statement, we heard my wife say, "Oh, Glen...don't stop. God, don't stop."
With that, she turned to look at me and said, "He needed to get some."
"I want to watch," I said, not caring how my reaction might look.
"Don't interrupt. Let them have their fun," she replied.
Undeterred, I pulled free and started towards my things but a sudden thought hit me and I turned towards the sliding glass door, grabbing a towel from the floor as I moved. Inspecting the hedge, I found a thin spot where it met the wall and I covered the shrub with the towel and then slipped through the small opening. Behind me, I could see Cathy watching and when she saw my move she stepped forward and I helped her through. Fairly certain I had left the door unlocked, I took the handle and with a slight pull got it to open with little sound until we had a two-foot opening. Holding the curtain back, I took one side while Cathy positioned herself on the other and we peered inside at the mating couple.
Glen had her in the center of the bed in the missionary position as he fucked her with a steady pace. Instantly, I realized that his lack of aggression meant that all the responses she showed were coming from just the simple feeling of his fat cock splitting her folds. Of course, now with no intervening wall, we heard her cries more clearly and it seemed to me that he had managed to take her to a level of excitement that was just short of a climax.
It seemed like minutes had ticked by but it was likely less than one when I felt Cathy's hand on my shoulder and leaning towards me, she said, "She's in heaven."
I nodded to her and then returned to the scene, but seconds later, I felt her hand on my dick, and looking at her she smiled at me as she fell to her knees and swallowed my dick. I thought about trying to stop her, but that would likely cause us to be discovered, so I let her continue as my eyes returned to my wife.
"Oh, Glen...ohhhh...oh, baby...what are you doing to me..." my wife whined.
Her lover, who had been mostly silent to this point, asked, "You like it?"
"Yes...oh, yes...don't stop," she begged, and after emitting several mews of pleasure, she added, "It's so good...so good..."
"You made me wait all day..." he said to her.
"No waiting...no more waiting...it's all yours...all yours..." she declared.
Kasey, never very verbal during sex, now seemed quite happy to share her carnal feelings with Glen. It made me a little jealous as I knew much of it resulted from the thick shaft buried inside her.
"I want you to cum," Glen told her.
"Okay...okay...I want to..." she answered.
With that, he started to thrust into her more deliberately and each time he hit bottom he forced a loud gasp from her mouth. I could tell it wasn't from pain and soon her sounds turned into high-pitched whines. When I saw her legs start to rise, I knew she was close and when her body suddenly became rigid, I knew she was at the brink.



"Ohhhhh...oh, God...oh, baby...oh do it...don't stop...do it...I'm there...oh, Glen do it, baby...oh yes..." she called out as the waves of pleasure swept through her.
Glen's thrusts seemed to carry the orgasm forward but finally, her body started to relax and her hands which had gripped his arms moved to his ass.
"Where do you want it?" he asked as his heavy pants signaled his imminent climax.
"In me...cum in me..." she moaned.
"Good," he declared and started moving faster.
He made it about a dozen strokes before his fat cock exploded into my wife as he grunted loudly. He slowed and then stopped but they continued to offer each other low purrs and mews. When he fell to Kasey's side, I let Cathy pull me back towards the hedge and soon we were in bed.
"That made me horny," she giggled.
"You're always horny," I laughed, recalling Glen's description of her appetites.
She responded by finding my dick and tugging on it until I had moved between her legs. Quickly, she had me inside and as we moved slowly, I marveled at her sexual stamina. As I moved, I thought about all that had occurred during the past few hours which made my balls tingle. I didn't try to fight my climax, and although satisfying it didn't come close to matching the previous. Thankfully, Cathy let me roll to her side without protests and in less than a minute, I felt myself drifting off.
Sunlight showed around the edge of the curtains when I woke the following morning. Cathy, curled next to me, was breathing deeply indicating she was enjoying a contented sleep. Moving slowly, I managed to leave the bed without waking the woman and after gathering my clothes, I dressed near the door and then left. When I stepped into our room, I could see Glen had my wife's back pulled against his chest as they slept. I thought about waking them or going to the bathroom to shower but fortunately, sensing my presence, he looked over his shoulder towards me. After a quick nod, he started to leave the bed and when he was standing, I couldn't help but look at the heavy cock, now flaccid, that had filled my wife, and I suspected that if the light was better, I would see his pubic hair matted and crusty from her fluids.
He dressed quickly and without speaking, he stepped past me and left. I stripped and slid into the bed next to Kasey and unable to hold back, my hand reached for a breast.
"No, baby...no more. I need to rest," she whined
I guessed she thought Glen was still in bed with her which made me think that they might have fucked some more after I fell asleep. I turned to my back and stared at the ceiling thinking about the night and contemplating the best way to handle Kasey. Finally, I managed to drift off for a few hours, but when I woke, Kasey was still out, so I rose, took a quick shower, and headed towards the beach.
Just after ten-thirty, an hour and a half after I had left the room, I spotted Glen walking towards the water. After a quick look around for Cathy, I realized he was alone and after wading through the surf for a few minutes he turned and headed towards the lounge chairs. Halfway there, we made eye contact, and after pausing for a moment, he moved towards me.
"Hey there. Mind if I sit?" he asked when he arrived.
"Sure," I answered and he dropped into the chair next to mine.
For almost a minute, we sat in silence but he finally offered, "Interesting night."
"Yes, it was," I concurred.
"If you want me to shut up just say so," he replied, concerned about my state.
"You're fine," I answered.
Strangely, I didn't feel any anger nor did I want to create any drama. Plus, there were some missing elements in my knowledge of the evening that I hoped he might fill in. Still, it was an awkward situation so we returned to silence and I was watching the waves when he jolted me back.
"Your wife...Kasey. She's a beautiful woman," he said, reiterating a message he had delivered last night.
"Yes, she is," I acknowledged, and deciding to move things forward, I asked, "How did you end up with Kasey?"
"I heard the door open and close while y'all were showering so I just decided to give it a try," he laughed.
"And it worked," I replied, mostly to myself.
"Yeah...it did," he said, laughing again.
With that, we became silent once more and I stared at the waves rolling in as my mind churned on all the strange things that had happened in less than twenty-four hours. Multiple times we had gone to the brink but managed to back away but somehow Cathy's taunting had created the needed motivation to take the final leap.
"Well, look who's here," Cathy called out, jolting me from my thoughts.
Boldly, Cathy took the chair next to me, opposite her brother and after exchanging pleasantries, she began to look between us with a silly grin.
"What?" I finally asked.
"Oh, come on. Don't be all serious! It was a fun night!" she said a little too loudly causing several nearby heads to turn.
"It was interesting," I acknowledged as Glen chuckled.
"Where's your pretty wife," the vixen asked with a wicked smile, and before I could answer she continued with, "Better hurry if she wants more of Robert and Wes. They're leaving today."
"Cathy quit it," her brother demanded as he gave her an annoyed look.
"I'm just playing!" she declared and then added, "I bet she's sore. Maybe Glen should check on her."
"No," I replied.
"C'mon! Don't be a fuddy-duddy. You can play with my tummy," she giggled as she grabbed my hand and tried to pull it towards her line of hair.
"No! In fact, I need to go see how she's doing," I announced as I started to rise.
"Would be more fun if Glen did," the woman said to my back as I stepped away.
The walk only took a few minutes but once again I found myself thinking about the crazy situation we had landed in. I wondered how I would find my wife, so it was with some trepidation that I slid the card into the reader.
"Kasey?" I called out when I saw the room was empty.
"In here," she replied from behind the closed bathroom door.
Entering, I found her in the tub with her head resting on a rolled-up towel, and she gave me a nervous smile as I stepped closer.
"Are you okay?" I asked.
"I hurt...I'm sore..." she whimpered, proving Cathy's prediction true.
"Well, you had a workout," I replied.
"Don't be mean," she answered and then asked, "Where have you been?"
Recalling how I found her earlier, I wasn't sure if she was even aware I had even returned to the room, so I decided to play a bit.
"With Cathy," I answered.
"Shit, Kevin," she responded as a worried look swept over her face.
"Honey, I slept in bed with you. I came back and Glen left and we slept together. You were so out of it you didn't even know it. I left earlier so you could sleep," I explained.
"You saw him...Glen?" she asked nervously and when I nodded, she stared at me for a few seconds before an impish smile appeared and she said, "I was exhausted."
Her mannerism emboldened me and I turned off the light so that the only illumination came from the main room and then pulled the vanity stool close to the tub, took her hand, and started to softly stroke it.
"Tell me what happened," I said.
"Really? Do I have to?" she whined, and when I nodded my head, she added, "Can't we just agree to let it go and move on?"
"No, honey...tell me," I pushed.
"I...I did it with them. I mean...you told me to go. I did it with Wes and then I guess...both of them. When I came back Glen knocked on the door and...I guess I let him in," she explained.
"Was Cathy there?" I asked.
"Yes! For a while...she's so damn pushy but she left," she replied.
"What happened with Wes and Robert? Were you in a threesome?" I pushed even though I thought I knew the answer.
"I guess so," she answered.
"How did they have you?" I asked wanting her to admit the naughty details.
She stared at me for a few seconds before replying, "I had one in my mouth and the other was in me...then they switched."
"How many times did they switch?" I asked as I felt my dick stiffening from the vision.
"Once...just once," she offered.
"And you had a bunch of orgasms," I stated and then added, "Did they cum in your mouth?"
"No, I think they were...empty," she answered, ignoring my first question.
"I watched you with Glen...from the patio. I heard you having sex and found you with him. He made you go crazy, too," I said as I dropped to my knees and reached out with my hand to her breasts.
Her eyes got wide and she held my stare for a while before she reached out with her hand and pulled me down until our lips met. We locked into a passionate kiss that seemed to last forever as I gently pulled on her nipples.
"It felt so good. I thought I was wiped out but he found more," she said in a seductive voice when we finally parted.
"Cathy's and Glen are down on the beach. She said Robert and Wes are leaving today," I said.
"Yes, they woke me up when they called to say goodbye," she responded with some pride in her voice.
"Seems you made an impression," I responded and then stood and left as she giggled behind me.
It took her thirty minutes to emerge from the bathroom and when she did, I could tell she had put a lot of attention into her appearance. She was also completely nude and as she moved about, I spotted something on her inner thigh.
"Kasey, you have a mark on your leg. Is that a bruise?" I asked.
"Where?" she replied as she looked down and when she found the dark area, she said, "Shit."
"Who did it?" I asked as I inspected the discoloration.
"I think...maybe Robert. He did it really hard," she replied, and then added, "I can't wear a bikini."
"Yes, you can. You have to own it. Cathy wouldn't care," I responded.
"I'm not Cathy," she shot back, and when I didn't reply, she reiterated, "I'm not."
I let her move about the room to finish getting ready and was pleased when she selected one of her sexier bikinis. With it, she picked out a long beach cover that left me wondering if she would shuck it when we arrived.
"Should we sit with them?" I asked.
"I don't know. No...maybe...what do you think?" she replied, but before I could answer, she added, "No, let's not."
"Okay," I said as she stepped into the bathroom for some final touches. After sitting by myself for a minute, I joined her in the small space and when our eyes met in the mirror, I asked, "Why did you let Glen in last night?"
She looked at me nervously for a few seconds before responding, "I don't know...maybe because of Cathy."
"What's that mean?" I pushed.
"Well, the bitch kept chasing my husband, so I should get to do the same with hers," she said showing some defiance.
"Honey, Glen's her brother," I announced, and instantly a shocked look appeared on her face.
"She...they...they're depraved," she gasped.
"Yes, it's far from normal," I agreed.
"We did it with them...my God...oh my God," she forced out as a stunned expression appeared on her face.
"We're definitely not joining them," she stated.
"Kasey that's something between them. It doesn't involve us," I replied, now thinking I had created unnecessary angst.
We made our way down and were on the steps when Glen spotted us. Cathy began waving as her brother stood which meant we would at least have to speak with them and it was Kasey that took the first step their way.
"Hello Kasey," Glen said in a voice that carried some intimacy, and after briefly taking her hand, he added, "Why don't you sit here."
For a moment, she looked at me but then she allowed Glen to take the bag from her shoulder and help her sit. Although surprised at her acquiescence, I followed her lead and returned to my spot.
"Honey, did you sleep well?" Cathy asked when we had settled.
"Wonderfully," she answered sarcastically which made everyone laugh.
Within minutes of sitting, we were engaged in two separate conversations so I wasn't watching when Kasey removed her cover. It took a few minutes but when I saw Glen engaged with her in a whispered conversation while taking glances at her thigh, I guessed they were discussing her bruises. Strangely, it left me wondering whether Glen would feel sympathy or jealousy around what Robert had done.
For the next hour, we sunned, engaged in flirty conversations, and occasionally ventured into the water. Cathy and I would make the occasional trip to cool off together and separate but each time my wife rose Glen followed her like a security detail. The third time it happened, they moved into chest-high water and in my crazed brain, the man's hands were roaming her body.
"She wants more cock," Cathy announced, responding to the same thing.
"Do you?" I asked.
The question made her laugh openly and when she calmed, she replied, "I always want cock. Are you going to give it to me?"
"I think we already exceeded our crazy limit," I replied.
"Ha! Don't be a dud," she laughed.
The woman was truly insatiable and I couldn't help compare her to my wife. In reality, Kasey had been equally provocative the prior evening but, in my mind, hers was a one-time indulgence rather than a way of life. I thought at some point she would view the sexual play as something too far outside her comfort zone and be disappointed in her behavior. However, as I watched her in the water with the man that had recently taken her to a sexual peak, I wondered if she would consider a repeat encounter. Had she had her fill or did it whet her appetite. And what about the brother and sister relationship? Would her knowledge of Glen's incest create an insurmountable block? Her current interactions with the man were surprisingly far friendlier than I expected after witnessing her reaction when learning of their relationship. These thoughts and others churned in my head although I never managed to emerge from the fog. After almost an hour, we decided to move to the bar for lunch which proved to be a good solution to refresh my mind.
"Well, that was nice. I think we're going to go rest for a while," I said when the meal was over.
"Are you coming back to the beach later?" Glen asked my wife.
"Maybe..." she replied and shot me an impish look.
Cathy and Glen didn't understand the inside joke which made it even harder for me to maintain a straight face but somehow, I managed.
"Enjoy your nap," Cathy said seductively when we stood.
"She's such a predator. I can't believe you did it with her," Kasey spat out when we were out of earshot.
"You seemed chummy with Glen," I fired back.
"He's a gentleman," she answered.
"Oh, that's what it's called," I laughed which made her hit my arm.
After a quick shower, we turned the thermostat down low and jumped beneath the covers naked in the dark room. I pulled her body close and with our lack of sleep, it didn't take long to drift off. However, our sleep was interrupted just a little later by the clear sounds of sex coming from the next room.
"Are you up?" I whispered.
"Yes, my God it's so sordid. And we...we were with them," she said repeating the comment she had made earlier.
Cathy's sounds were so loud I thought she might be intentionally putting on a show for our benefit but I kept my suspicions from my wife, and despite the situation, I could feel my dick begin to swell. When my hand wandered to her breasts and found her nipples rigid, it became completely hard within seconds.
"C'mon," I said as I pushed her onto her back.
Rather than reject my advance, her hand found my dick and brought it to her opening. It slid in easily signifying her arousal and after taking a few strokes, I stopped and kissed her passionately. When we broke, I started taking her hard wanting her to be heard and whether it was her arousal, the competition with Cathy, or both, she didn't disappoint as she flooded the room with her excited cries. It put me into a fevered state and when her pussy began emitting wet smacking sounds, I went into overdrive.
"Go, baby...let them know how good it feels," I told her.
"Don't stop...ohhhh...do it...do it..." she whined.
Just then, the piercing sound of the phone ringing filled the room and I knew it was Cathy and Glen calling. I focused my attention on my wife and tried to block out the noise but the message was clear.
"He wants you...he's calling for you," I told her, unable to hold back.
"You have me," she forced out between grunts.
"Yeah..." I said, her message forcing my mind to clear but it didn't last long and I asked, "Did you like being with him? Like his big cock?"
"Don't..." she started but I cut her off.
"Did you? Tell me," I demanded.
She stared up at me as my thrusts forced out rhythmic gasps and then looped her arms around my neck and pulled me into a sloppy kiss. It only lasted a few seconds but when it ended, I could see fire in her eyes.
"You saw us...you saw what he did," she whispered.
"Do you want him some more?" I pushed.
"Do you want me to?" she responded.
"I want you to tell me you want to feel his big cock some more," I pushed.
She stared up at me, expressionless at first, but slowly a smile came to her face and she replied, "I want to feel his big cock some more."
Just a few minutes later, I stood at the door of the room next door and when it opened, I smiled at the naked man and said, "You're wanted."
He moved to let me pass and I had barely stepped inside when Cathy said, "Took you long enough."
I stood by the bed as Glen hurriedly dressed and as soon as he left, I stripped and climbed in bed. Cathy first took my dick in her hand and then with a silly smile she scooted down and inhaled it into her mouth. I let her have her way enjoying the amazing feeling while wondering when I would hear my wife. The hyper-sexed woman's talents soon had me building and I was just about to let myself go when the sounds started from the next room.
"Ohhh...uhhhhh...ohhhh..." my wife groaned.
"She loves it...she told Glen she never felt so full," Cathy giggled, taking a break to look up at me.
"I think she's become you," I replied, half teasing.
"Is that bad?" she asked but rather than wait for my answer, she returned to my shaft.
The aural inputs from Kasey and Cathy's talented mouth soon had me at the point of no return and I held the woman's head firmly as I fired my seed down her throat. She gave me a few minutes to recover before she pulled me onto her and for the rest of the afternoon we fucked and listened to my wife and her lover do the same. Later, we met up for dinner but as soon as we finished it was back for more which lasted until it came time for them to pack early the next morning.
"You have a beautiful wife," Glen stated when he returned to the room.
"How is she?" I asked.
"Sleeping...out of it," he answered with a proud smile.
I gave Cathy several tender kisses and then moved to our room. As the man described, I found my wife in a deep sleep so I crawled in next to her and it wasn't until the maid came to clean the room a little past noon that we finally woke. Still groggy, we managed to shower, throw on our suits, and make for the beach.
"You look like you've been ravaged," I said when I spotted more bruises on her thighs.
"Yes..." she replied glancing down and then added, "I'm so sore."
"I guess you're not in as good as shape as Cathy," I teased.
She gave me a dirty look that lingered and then said, "I didn't like you with her."
"Uhhh...may I remind you that you were with three guys?" I countered.
"You made me," she replied.
With that, I knew how she had decided to justify her actions but deciding not to push, I just rolled my eyes. We enjoyed the rest of our vacation and mostly avoided any further discussion about the sordid few days. Indeed, we had been back for almost two weeks when over a shared bottle of wine, the subject finally came up. After debating things for over an hour we both decided to agree that our behavior had been driven largely by being away from home in the exotic locale and the strange set of circumstances set in motion by our neighbors. Several times, Kasey mentioned with disgust the incestuous relationship of the pair but I managed to lead her away from the thought knowing that it would only devolve further if she dwelt on it.



"Do you think you could grow a trail?" I asked one night in bed as my finger slowly traced over her feminine tummy.
"God, no...it's trashy!" she declared.
"What's wrong with being a little trashy?" I teased.
"Ass," she replied, and then after a few seconds of silence, she asked, "Do you think you can grow a bigger dick?"
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A part of me admired my wife's attempt at atonement but once I had set the plan in motion with the professor, my thoughts swirled too much to enjoy her efforts, so I pulled her to her feet. Oddly, she didn't mention the discussion as I led her to the bedroom to get ready and with barely a glimpse towards me, she started looking through her closet.
Since we had time to kill before going to the professor's house, and already feeling antsy, I decided we should go for drinks. I waited impatiently for Rachel but when she appeared fifteen minutes later in a wrap dress, I was pleased to see she had made an effort to look hot despite the circumstances. A sleeveless crimson color with a low neckline, it showed her breasts nicely, and with the hem cut six inches above her knee, her lovely legs were on display as well.
"I approve," I said.
She gave me a nervous smile, took my offered hand, and let me guide her to the car. A few minutes later, we pulled into the parking lot of the same bar where she had recently given me a blowjob in the bathroom.
"Here?" she asked with a worried expression.
"I thought you liked the place," I replied holding back a snicker.
As soon as we entered, I saw her eyes rapidly scan the room. Mine did the same but the only familiar face belonged to the bartender. He glanced our way, then returned to his duties but just a second later I saw him suddenly look back when his memory caught up. A little smile appeared on his face but he showed discretion and diverted his eyes. I purposefully led us to the same table and soon a young waitress came by and took our order.
"The bartender...he spotted us," my wife said when she departed.
"I know," I said and stroked her arm slowly.
Rachel looked at my hand for a moment and then said, "Don't hurt me."
"Do you think you deserve punishment?" I asked.
"No...maybe a little. I don't know. Not hard," she stumbled.
"Are you nervous?" I followed even though her mannerisms gave it away.
"Yes!" she answered, then took a deep breath and said, "You're being too nice. It scares me."
I hadn't intended to play a mind game with her, but I could see her view, so I thought about it a bit and then replied, "No need to get emotional. We just need to address your behavior."
"I tried...I did. I told you it's hard for a woman to be intimate and not have feelings. It makes it hard to be rude...be mean," she responded, using the same explanation she had offered earlier.
"Are you sure you want your defense to be that you care for the man?" I challenged her.
"Well...it's not like that...not exactly. You're twisting it," she whined.
Just then, our waitress returned and we watched silently as she unloaded the tray. As soon as she stepped away, my wife took a long pull on her martini and I realized I needed to monitor her drinking so she didn't overdo it.
"I understand what you're trying to say but you've had multiple discussions with him since you started fall classes which gave you many opportunities to politely stop him," I told her, and when she didn't reply, I added, "Perhaps those feelings you have mean you still want to fuck him."
"No...that's not true," she protested.
"Do you?" I pushed ignoring her statement.
"No! Quit beating me up," she whined.
"Okay, but I think we can agree that punishment is called for," I said.
"I don't..." she responded with a pleading expression, and then said, "Just don't be mean."
Over the next ninety minutes, I let her have two more drinks but had to slow her down multiple times. The conversation drifted between her punishment and other subjects with some quiet time interspersed. Along the way, I thought about her anxiety, and I tried to remember how she reacted to the spanking she received the last time we used the dungeon. I couldn't recall this level of angst and of course, afterward, all the discussion had been about Kott's cock entering her pussy. I guessed the additional time she had to think about it played a role but I didn't think it accounted for everything. or maybe she was worried about the formality of our understanding. Perhaps, she felt that violating our formal agreement would make me feel I had more leeway.
During the final thirty minutes in the bar, my nervous energy rose steadily and by the time it came to go, I was, like my wife, in an agitated state. We made the drive to the professor's house, barely speaking, and he threw open the door on the first knock.
"Welcome!" he called out loudly.
The excitement in his voice startled Rachel and she took a half-step back. Dr. Kott turned and led us towards his living room and as we followed, I noticed my wife's downcast eyes.
"Hello Anna," I said when I spotted her on the sofa and received a simple nod.
Fully dressed, for just a moment my mind returned to the brief intimacy we had shared. Rachel leaned forward and gave her a quick hug and we joined her on the sofa while our host settled in a nearby chair. I had hoped to proceed with minimal interaction with the couple but it appeared we would not be so lucky.
I could tell Kott wanted to say something but he still surprised me when he blurted out, "Did the man get in her bed, again?"
He said it in a hopeful tone and it struck me that he existed for all things sexual. I noticed Rachel's body stiffen from the question and I let her calm before responding.
"No, not that. She has been engaging in conversations with him when she shouldn't," I answered.
"Ahhh...much less serious but still something that should be addressed," he replied looking a little crestfallen.
"Oh, excuse my rudeness. Would anyone like a drink? Some wine perhaps?" Anna asked, jumping to her feet.
"No, thank you. We had several drinks before coming over, so I think we've had enough," I explained and she responded with a nod but remained standing.
"How are you progressing with things? With her training?" the Polish man asked.
"Quite well...until this issue," I replied.
"Excellent!" he fired back and then said, "I've noticed the change in her appearance at school."
I recalled the conversation she shared where the professor and Josh questioned her and commented on her jiggling tits. It caused me to smile and then a daring thought hit me.
"Yes, would you like to see her?" I asked.
"Of course!" the man answered.
I turned to Rachel and met her pleading eyes but when I didn't offer a reprieve, they slowly became defiant. I nodded to her signaling my expectation and we had a brief stare down before she stood. Then, she quickly released the dress and shrugged it off her shoulders. When it dropped to her feet, she stood before us deliciously naked.
I noticed both Anna and Henry's eyes located her piercings, alternating their gaze between her breasts and pussy, which prompted me to say, "I decided to mark her."
"I see and does she wear them with pride?" he asked maintaining his gaze.
"She's learning to," I replied.
"Wonderful!" he responded and then boldly asked, "May I look closer?"
He had already started to move when I nodded my assent and he deftly stepped forward, dropped to one knee, and leaned towards her pussy until his face was just inches away. Slowly, he lifted his arm, turned his hand, extended his index finger, and separated her folds with his fingertip. Rachel inhaled deeply but stayed in place and the man very gently let his finger rise until the small metal loop rested on it. He maintained his touch as the seconds ticked by until her leg began to involuntarily twitch. It broke his concentration but rather than pull his finger away, he moved it slowly through her lips before ending the contact. My eyes, which had followed his actions, rose and I could that my wife's nipples now stood erect. Also, her eyes darted about as if they had too much energy to fix on one thing.
"I like them," I said, feeling I needed to break the awkward silence.
"Yes, yes...a marvelous addition. So symbolic which I'm sure was your intent," he acknowledged, and then asked, "And the plug? Is she still training?"
"No, the plug she used with the maintenance guy," I replied.
"Ahhh...I see," he responded with a curious expression, and then suddenly he stood straight and said, "I think it must be time to begin."
We fell in behind him as he moved down the corridor and I only noticed Anna had stayed behind when we reached the garage. Everything appeared as I remembered and with no formalities, he led us to the center of the room. With a nod, he turned towards the bench we had used before, but I had other ideas, so I stopped him.
"Look, professor, I think I want to keep this simple. No restraints, no gags...I'm thinking just on her hands and knees on the mat over there," I explained.
His face showed some disappointment, but he replied, "As you wish."
"Not too much," my wife said as she stepped towards the spot.
As we watched, she lowered onto her hands and knees but kept her legs tightly closed. I turned towards the rack that held the selection of devices and my eyes landed on a slender cane. About three feet long with a small leather handle, I thought it might prove visually daunting while allowing me to poke and tease.
"Be careful. It seems benign but it can be damaging if used too aggressively," Kott warned.
When I saw Rachel's head turn, I knew she had heard the message, too, but with a simple nod, I noted the comment and then stepped towards my wife. I hadn't thought about the professor being present, but after a few seconds of consideration, I rationalized it might add to my wife's anxiousness, so I let it go. I ran the cane along the inside of her thighs, tapping several times to make her open her legs, and slowly, her lovely mound appeared. Smooth from a recent shaving, it looked enticing and I tease the outside of her labia until she started to wiggle her butt. Then, I moved into a good position and with a half swing struck her pretty cheeks.
"EEEYAAAAA! Shit!" she cried out when it landed.
Instantly, a thin red mark formed across her rear and I realized the purpose of the professor's warning, as with little effort, I had landed a painful blow. I looked at our host and saw that he had a very excited expression and when we made eye contact, he motioned for me to continue.
The thin instrument made a swishing noise in the air and I could see Rachel's body stiffen in anticipation before it struck, "AAIEEEEE! Owwww...it hurts."
Another line appeared on her ass that crossed the previous one and for a moment, I felt sympathy. However, I knew punishment sat at the core of our agreement and provided a deeply erotic element. I needed to establish the rule, the consequences for her failures, so I steeled myself to her agony and prepared to strike her again. My arm started back but before I could start the downswing, I felt Dr. Kott's grip. Without speaking, he lowered my arm and then stepped forward and addressed Rachel.
"Dear, do you understand why you're receiving pain?" he asked.
Still writhing and breathing hard, it took her a moment to reply, "I talked to Larry."
"No, Rachel. That's not the reason. All of us know the reason," he started, but paused for effect before adding, "You know, your husband knows, and I know that you engaged with him because you want to fuck him, again."
"No, that's not true," she declared,
"Another, but not as hard," the professor whispered into my ear.
Taking the man's advice, I swung and while not as heavy as before, she still squealed loudly, while twisting in pain. Suddenly, it seemed almost like torture, but I felt enticed by the moment and had no desire to stop.
"Are you ready to tell the truth?" I asked, now joining Kott in her interrogation.
"I didn't..." she started but before she could finish, I hit her again.
"Tell us, Rachel," the professor demanded as she whimpered.
"It was just a thought...I can't help it," she replied and then said, "I wasn't going to do it..."
"Such dirty thoughts," the man snickered as he turned to me and smiled.
Taken a bit aback by her admission, I stood motionless for several seconds but she pulled me back when she asked, "How many more?"
"Ten," I answered loudly, and then clarified, "Five for talking to him and five for lying."
"No! That's too many," she protested and turned to look at me.
Perhaps, I shouldn't have been surprised about her secret desires for the man but the knowledge coupled with the professor's comment about her nature made my head spin, and as I looked at her pleading eyes, a thought struck me.
"Do you want the ten strikes or Dr. Kott's cock?" I asked.
"A fair trade!" the man called out eagerly.
Rachel looked at me with a stunned expression, and then turned back and said in a resigned voice, "Just get it over with."
Before I could start, the professor got my attention and provided more whispered advice, "Give her a moment to think."
I did as he suggested but when almost a minute had passed, I took aim and landed a solid blow. Like the previous times, she cried out and then writhed and whined. Again, I allowed her some time to calm before I continued. The red marks were profound and welts were already starting to appear making me wonder if I could do eight more.
"Wait!" she suddenly called out and after turning her head, she asked me, "Are you sure?"
"Rachel, I'm allowing you to choose your punishment. The decision is yours," I said, quite pleased with my answer.
Time seemed to stand still as her eyes went between me and her teacher, but finally, in a soft voice, she replied, "Okay."
"Wise...quite wise," he said in a loud voice and immediately started working on his clothes.
My wife, still on her hands and knees, turned away and stared at the mat. As soon as the professor was naked, he started to pull on his heavy cock, and soon the shiny pink head emerged. He stepped closer to Rachel but remained standing until he had his shaft mostly erect, then, he dropped to his knees and scooted forward. He nudged my wife to spread her legs, which she did without protest, then he started to slide his fat head along the length of her slit. Although silent and motionless, her body seemed to radiate anxiety.
"I wasn't that bad," she suddenly let out.
"You want the cane?" I asked, showing no sympathy.
She didn't reply and as I watched, the professor started to move his cockhead rapidly over her opening. Then, he made a small thrust starting her penetration. No one spoke as he continued with slow movements and when his body joined hers, I knew he was completely inside.
"Such a nice feeling," he declared as he exhaled deeply.
"Hurry and get it over," my wife said showing no signs of arousal.
With her words, the professor turned towards me and gave a small nod. I didn't know what he meant to signal but it did seem to indicate he had a plan.
Very slowly, Kott extracted his cock, and then with equal pace, he pushed back inside. He continued this way through more than twenty cycles before he increased the speed slightly. He stayed with this rhythm even longer and still was unable to draw a response. However, when he upped the tempo yet again, it wasn't long before I heard wet smacking sounds coming from her pussy. Evidently, my wife heard it too, because she lowered her head in what I took to be a sign of embarrassment. A minute later, she reached her limit and could no longer hide her state.
"Ohhh..." she sighed as her head lifted, and then as if sensing she had shown herself, she dropped it back to the mat, but unable to stay silent, she groaned, "Mmmmm...ohhh..."
"I knew she'd be on her knees," the Polish man forced out between grunts.
"Oh God," my wife whimpered as her fingernails dug into the plastic.
Without question, the professor's cock had defeated her defenses and for the next few minutes, I watched as her excitement grew ever higher. Soon, he had her openly panting like a wanton vixen.
"You like being a slut?" I asked, inspired by the scene and when at first, she didn't respond, I pushed, "Do you?"
"Yes..." she whined shamelessly.
To get a better look at her face, I moved to her side which also provided me a good view of her hanging breasts that jiggled in time to the professor's thrusts. She had her eyes closed tightly and her mouth hung open, decadently. It appeared she might be getting close but each time I thought her release was imminent, she somehow carried on. Then, as if sensing my stare, she opened her eyes slightly and looked towards me.
"You want to cum? Do you deserve it?" I asked.
"Uh...uh...I do," she managed to force out.
Perhaps, the verbal acknowledgment set her off, but after that, things happened very fast. Her sounds became needier, almost desperate, and her head started to loll back and forth. Right before her orgasm hit, she tried to look at me but her eyes lacked focus.
"Ohhhh...oh, yes...oh, yes...please...now...don't stop..." she let out rapidly.
The message made Kott start to hammer into her animalistically which only seemed to heighten and extend her release. Halfway through, she started rubbing her face against the mat as if it added to the sensations.
"Is it good?" I asked.
"Yes...good. Don't stop...so good," she whimpered.
"As I imagined," the professor said which reminded me of her unprotected condition.
"Don't cum in her," I told the man, and although I could tell he was disappointed, he nodded his acceptance.
Seconds later, my wife, completely spent, fell forward until she was flat on the mat. Dr. Kott managed to stay with her and for the next few minutes, I watched as he continued to pummel her deeply. Even after her orgasm, she continued to emit excited cries, and just as it seemed she might be building again, signs of his impending climax appeared. I thought about reminding him again about pulling out but before I could speak, he suddenly wrenched his cock free, flipped my wife onto her back, and moved until his fat head was against her lips. Shockingly, after only a moment of hesitation, she opened her mouth and let him slide it in several inches. Rapidly stroking the base of his shaft, in a series of heavy groans, he expended his semen into my wife's waiting mouth. Several times, I saw her swallow, and then his shaft pulled free when he collapsed onto his ass. Only then did I spot Anna, still fully clothed, sitting in a nearby chair.
"A good start for the new Rachel," the man forced out between breaths.
I looked down at my wife who appeared exhausted with her eyes closed and then turned to her pussy which was swollen and very wet. For a moment, I thought about fucking her, too, but decided it would be best to return to the sanctity of the condo. So, I grabbed her dress, motioned the professor aside, and took her elbow.
"C'mon...time to go," I said in a soft voice.
Her eyes fluttered and then darted around the room but she allowed me to help her stand and then quickly pulled on the dress. Minutes later, with her still sweaty and reeking of sex we made our way to the car and started the drive. We made the short distance in silence which gave me some time to think through what I would say if she became angry. However, it turned out to be unnecessary because as soon as we stepped through the door, she pulled her dress off in a clear sign of submission.
"Can I shower? I need something for my butt, too," she said when I steered her towards the bed.
"Later," I replied.
With no preliminaries, I put her on her back, climbed between her legs, and sank my dick into her hole. She felt open and juicy but it didn't deter me from taking her with deep strokes as she gripped my biceps. Although, I wanted to get her excited again, when her fingernails moved to my balls, I knew she would get me off quickly. For a time, I tried to hold back, but the visions of her on the mat, coupled with her teasing fingers, put me over the top, and in a series of heavy groans, I emptied inside her.



"Did I do good?" she asked a minute later after I had collapsed at her side.
I knew she was referring to more than our sex, and I replied, "You should have told me about wanting to fuck Larry."
"It was just thoughts," she responded nervously.
"Doesn't matter," I said.
"Okay," she whispered.
We lay in silence for several minutes and then I asked, "Did you enjoy the professor's cock?"
My question made her fidget for a few seconds before she responded, "The spanking hurt."
"And you chose sex. Did you enjoy it?" I pushed.
"Yeah..." she whispered, and then asked, "Did I do good?"
"Yes, baby," I said as she snuggled closer.
The short exchange made me realize that we had crossed a boundary. In the brief time since we made our agreement, other than some exhibition, all the things we experienced had occurred between us. I had threatened more and told her she was mine to do as I pleased although I had nothing in mind. However, in Kott's dungeon, caught up in the heat of the moment, I had initiated the idea that led to her fucking, and interestingly, Rachel didn't seem upset. Rather, she merely sought reassurance that she had fulfilled my desires.
"I need to shower," she said a few minutes later and tried to rise.
"No, baby. I like you like this," I replied and pulled her back.
"Dirty and smelly? she asked.
"Yes, and full of my cum," I answered.
With a contented sigh, she moved tightly against me and although we fondled a little, we fell asleep before things progressed.
The next morning, I let her clean up and then applied ointment to her ass. I thought about getting her back in bed but she declared she needed to prepare for school, so I packed up and left. On the drive home, I thought about the sex with Dr. Kott and oddly, I only felt a little disturbed by what I had initiated. I knew it should bother me more but somehow in the context of our new relationship it seemed acceptable. I couldn't deny that watching my wife succumb to the relentless onslaught from the professor had been incredibly arousing and that, coupled with her acceptance, made me realize I needed to always be sure I maintained an element of control.
Since the step we had taken had been a huge one, I wanted to make sure she understood that her home was indeed a sanctuary so when she stepped into the house that evening, I made sure to meet her with a large glass of wine.
"Here ya go," I said and kissed her on the cheek.
"Thanks!" she replied as her face broke into a wide smile, and then added, "Now, I'm on my turf."
"I know...I'll follow the rules," I acknowledged.
"Good..." she answered and after a pause, asked, "Can we talk later?"
"Of course," I responded, guessing the subject.
Rachel felt she needed to spend some time with our son so it wasn't until almost ten that we managed to move to the bedroom. Along the way, we split a bottle and a half of wine so I wondered whether she would be in the mood for a serious discussion but as soon as the door closed, I could tell by her expression she hadn't changed her mind.
Together, we sat on the bed and she gave me a vulnerable look before saying, "I have concerns about what happened."
"Why?" I asked knowing she was referring to Professor Kott.
"Doesn't it bother you?" she asked.
"It bothered me when you were sneaking off to fuck Larry which is why you are where you are," I replied, knowing I was being harsh.
"That's not..." she started before I interrupted.
"What are you when you're in the city?" I asked.
She looked at me and for a moment there was a fire in her eyes but it slowly ebbed and then with a heavy sigh, she responded, "A slut...your slut."
"Exactly, which means I decide," I said.
"It doesn't bother you?" she whined.
"If it bothered me, we wouldn't do it. I thought we were past this. I thought you understood and accepted the arrangement," I countered, knowing I couldn't show any reluctance.
"I'm afraid," she whispered.
"About what?" I asked, confused for the first time.
Seconds ticked by before she finally said in a low voice, "I'm afraid you'll throw me away. I'm afraid after it's all over you won't want me anymore."
I truly hadn't seen that message coming and I had to stop for a moment and collect my thoughts before answering, "First, that's not going to happen. Second, whether you understand this or not, we are doing this together. Third, who says it's going to stop? Why would I want for it to stop?"
A hint of a smile appeared on her face and she said, "When I finish school."
"Hmmm...maybe we'll keep the condo," I replied.
"When I get pregnant?" she asked.
"No need to stop for that," I replied with a laugh.
"That's crazy!" she said but started laughing, too.
Worried she would want to discuss a visit to the doctor, I moved to end the conversation by pulling her close to me and finding her lips. At first, she connected reluctantly but after a few seconds, she returned the kiss passionately. We cuddled for a few minutes and several times I thought about progressing to sex, but the mood didn't seem right.
"Dr. Kott told Josh. He told him what happened?" she whispered as I stroked her hair.
"Really? Already? How do you know?" I asked.
"Just the way he looked at me," she answered.
"So, he didn't say anything? Maybe you're just paranoid," I countered.
"No...I could tell. He knows," she replied.
As I considered her message, I realized I shouldn't be surprised, as the professor seemed to thrive on lust. Now, I had the vision of him racing to talk to the grad student to explain how he had buried his heavy cock into Rachel. The situation was quite concerning because, in addition to rushing to break what should have been a matter held in confidence, he had shared it with an individual who had been intimate with our daughter.
"Well, that's not good," I said feeling I needed to reply.
"No...no, it's not," she responded, no doubt worried about the same issues.
We became silent and began to drift to sleep but before it arrived, I whispered softly to her, "Rachel, I'll never throw you away."
"Mmmm...you better not," she whispered.
"I mean...as long as you behave," I replied, unable to hold back my giggle.
"Ass!" she declared but she took my arm and pulled it tightly over her body.
That weekend, I thought a lot about her message and accepted that her participation in our arrangement put her in a very vulnerable position regardless of how it came about. Professor Kott's indiscretion provided a vivid example of the risks but even though I felt some guilt, it wasn't enough to stop things. However, it did make me want to offer comfort, so I continued to dote on her, and although I could tell she understood my intent, it still pleased her. When she left for the city the following Monday she was in good spirits and when I talked to her that evening, she was in a playful mood.
"I'm so horny," she whined almost as soon as the call started.
"What? We made love yesterday," I laughed.
"I can't help it! Come see me," she begged.
"I can't come up every time you get worked up," I laughed, and then a thought struck me and I asked, "Did you work out today?"
"Yes, I just got back," she replied with a giggle.
"Ahhh...I see. You got exciting showing Elizar your pussy," I said.
"Elisandro, and he didn't see anything," she countered.
"Why not? How could he not?" I laughed.
"Because I stay covered!" she declared. I sensed there was more so I went quiet and let the tension build. Seconds ticked by before she offered, "He tried...he asked to."
"I don't understand. Explain what happened," I demanded.
At first, she didn't respond but after several seconds passed with a heavy sigh, she answered, "He kept putting me into positions so he could look but I made sure to adjust the shorts to stay covered. He didn't like that and finally he just asked if he could look," she explained.
"Just like that? I mean...how did he ask," I pushed.
"I guess he didn't really ask. He just said he wanted to see my pussy some more," she replied.
"He said pussy... he used the word?" I asked.
"Yes..." she responded.
I let some silence ensue before I told her, "Let him look, Rachel. Let him look all he wants but no touching."
"Shit... It's embarrassing!" she declared.
"He made you horny," I teased.
"Yes, and you're not here to take care of me. If we are going to do this, you need to come up more and take care of me," she protested.
"Baby, I want you horny all the time and I can't come up that often so you're just going to have to bottle it up until you get home. Besides, if I come up who knows what thoughts I might have," I told her.
"I don't care...it's not fair this way," she whined.
We talked for another ten minutes with her repeatedly returning to the subject of me driving up to spend the night. Finally, the call ended but I made sure to remind her that masturbation remained forbidden.
For the next couple of weeks, the same conversation occurred each time she spent the night at the condo and I knew much of it derived from her interactions with the young Latin trainer. However, no longer did she whine about the embarrassment she felt. Instead, she would eagerly provide a detailed description about his leers, smiles, and the sodden state of her pussy. Occasionally, the man would make an effort to reach out but, according to her, she was able to thwart his efforts. The excitement it created translated nicely to our bedroom and although when she first returned home, she often tried to act indifferent, later we always enjoyed great sex.
It was during one of these sessions, as I slowly pushed into her from behind, that I recalled her recent interaction with Dr. Kott's cock. Suddenly, I remembered his hidden camera system and I mentally kicked myself for not checking before to see if he had captured the encounter. I didn't say anything to Rachel but early the following Monday, I dialed his number.
"Hello there! I was hoping to hear from you. Has sweet Rachel been bad again?" the man asked as soon as the line connected.
"No...no that's not why I'm calling," I replied, and before he could speak, I asked, "Professor, did you make a film again...when we were there last?"
"Yes, indeed! I quite like watching it. Anna enjoys it, too," he answered showing no guilt.
"Look, I want to come up like before, get a copy, and make sure the original is erased," I told him.
"I see. Well, later today after five would work best," he suggested and then added, "There's something else you might like to see, too."
"What's that?" I asked wondering if my wife had done something without telling me.
"Josh came by here to use the garage with a lovely young woman that I learned was your daughter," he replied.
"Dear Lord," I gasped.
"Equally interesting but quite different than her mother," he said with a soft chuckle.
Although incensed by his attitude, I knew there was nothing I could gain by calling him out. So, I ended the call with the understanding that we would meet later that afternoon. I thought about calling Rachel and informing her but decided to wait until I knew what we were dealing with. The rest of the morning and early afternoon seemed to go by at a snail's pace but finally, the time came to depart for the city.
Arriving a few minutes early, I was just approaching the front door when Dr. Kott's car pulled into the driveway. He bounded from his vehicle and met me showing no sign of discomfort about the situation.
"So good to see you. Come in...come in," he said, guiding me forward and once inside, he asked, "It's a bit early but would you care for a drink?"
"No, thanks. I'd just like this done," I replied.
With a quick nod, he led me to his computer and as we waited for it to boot, he said, "A copy of Rachel I would think. How about your daughter?"
On the drive, I had thought about the question and decided I needed to have something to show my wife. However, it was still difficult to force the answer and I stood awkwardly for several seconds before I managed to speak.
"Both," I told the man.
A decadent smile appeared on his face which made my anger flare and for a moment I considered hitting him but I held back and for the next few minutes I watched as he transferred the files to multiple flash drives. When he finished, he purposefully walked through the steps of deleting the files and removing them from his Recycle Bin. Of course, I had no way of knowing whether he had made surreptitious copies but I did take comfort in his openness about their existence.
"All finished!" he declared as he stood and after handing me the three drives, he smiled and said, "Your daughter's file is quite large."
For a moment, I remained silent as I gauged the meaning of his message but hoping to get some context about Lizzie's visit, I asked, "How did they end up here?"
"Nothing that had been planned. At least not from our side if that's what you're asking. I received a phone call from Josh who asked if he could borrow the play area and an hour later, he arrived with an attractive young woman. Only later did we learn...the connection," he explained.
"Were...did you...and Anna...were you there?" I stammered.
"No, he preferred to be alone," the man answered.
I thought it was the first bit of good news I had heard since I learned of the situation as I had been in agony thinking about the older man fondling Lizzie, or worse. So, with a sense of relief, I turned towards the entrance knowing I needed to go to the condo and discuss the matter with my wife.
Just before I stepped outside, I turned to the man and said, "Professor, I'm counting on your discretion."
"Yes, of course. In these things trust is paramount," he acknowledged.
I made it to the condo before Rachel arrived and was waiting impatiently on the couch when I heard the key in the lock. As soon as she spotted me, an eager smile filled her face, but it quickly disappeared when she noticed my somber expression.
"What's wrong?" she asked nervously.
"I saw the professor. I called him to discuss something and he dropped a bomb on me," I said.
"What do you mean? What kind of bomb?" she asked.
I looked at her for several seconds and then with a deep sigh, I told her, "Josh and Lizzie used his...dungeon."
"Lizzie? When was she here?" she asked and by her demeanor, I could tell she had also been kept in the dark.
"I don't know...last weekend or the one before, I'm not sure," I answered, realizing I had forgotten to ask and after pausing a moment for the message to sink in, I said, "There's a tape of it."
"A tape? Why is there a tape?" she asked.
I had never told her about his hidden cameras so she had no idea she too had appeared on video. I thought about contriving some story but decided to go with the truth which meant I would likely face her wrath.
"He has cameras...hidden ones...in the garage. He records everything," I explained.
I could tell the moment reality set in as a fury filled her eyes and seconds later, she asked, "He filmed the other times? With us?"
"Yes," I said wanting it over so we could get back to Lizzie.
"You didn't tell me," she stated.
"No," I answered.
"Have you seen them...the videos?" she pushed.
"Yes," I admitted.
"That's dirty. Just wrong and dirty. You have no right to keep that from me. All the shit I'm dealing with from you and you play it this way? What's wrong with you?" she fired back with the anger in her voice growing with each word.
"Look, we can discuss it later. I want to get back to our daughter," I replied.
"That's bullshit. All the crap you give me and I've dealt with. This is no better...it's worse," she declared.
"No...no, it's not... I didn't fuck another woman behind your back and lie about it," I responded as my temper flared, and deciding I'd had enough, I demanded, "Now, get your clothes off. You know the rule."
A strange look that I couldn't decipher filled her face as her body stiffened and she looked at me for several seconds without speaking before she moved to the bedroom and closed the door. I had no idea what to expect next but decided to let her stew, so I sat on the couch and piddled with my phone. It took almost thirty minutes but eventually, the door opened and my lovely wife stepped out naked. I could tell she was still angry as she moved towards me.
"Okay, let's see it," she said as she sat on the couch.
"Need your laptop," I replied and with a sigh, she rose, collected her computer, and returned to her spot.
I handed her one of the storage devices and she quickly found the port. Seconds later, she had the directory opened and I cringed when I saw that the professor had named the file "mother", quickly guessing the names of the others.
"Well, isn't that nice," she said sarcastically.
As expected, the next one we inserted held a file named "daughter1" which made Rachel turn and hit me with a withering stare.
"Just...just go," I replied.
With that, she clicked the file and the professor's garage dungeon appeared. Seconds later, we watched as Josh and Lizzie walked in and I could hear her giggling as they made their way to the center of the room. Without question, Dr. Kott had created an edited file from the raw stream and like the previous video, the picture was low res with poor audio. Still, I could easily tell I was looking at my daughter and for the next few minutes, we watched as the young man gave her a tour of the space while providing descriptions of the numerous devices. When they finished, they moved back to the center next to the table where the professor kept his paddles and whips. They were still laughing and cutting up when Josh pulled something from the table and seconds later, we watched as he tried to fit a ball gag on Lizzie.
"You ready to play?" he asked when he had it in place.
We could tell she gave a gargled response, then their hands suddenly went at each other's clothes, and soon both were naked. I hadn't seen my daughter undressed since she was a pre-pubescent child and it made me very uncomfortable. Still, I couldn't look away and noted that she had a beautifully toned body with breasts a tad smaller than her mom's. Just above her smoothly shaved pussy, too small to make out, I spotted what could only be a tattoo. For just a moment, I thought about my decision to go with piercings instead of ink for Rachel but I quickly pushed the thoughts from my mind as they were too disturbing.
Although Josh was just a few years older, his looks weren't nearly as refined. A large man, he also looked a bit out of shape, and along with an unkempt head of red hair, he had a thick matting that covered his chest. His circumcised cock looked about average and there were no markings on his body that I spotted. Certainly, I thought, our daughter could do much better which forced me to briefly consider the reason for their relationship.
He led her to the cross fixed to the far wall and she allowed him to put her arms into the restraints with her back to the device. He left her feet free and returned to the table and selected a long riding crop. He stepped towards her making sure to keep the whip in her eyesight and when he got into range, he began to run it over her thighs while occasionally giving her quick taps. Next, he moved to her breasts and ran the leather end of the crop under and over her breasts for about a minute before descending her torso until he arrived at her parted legs. He started on the inner thighs but soon moved to her vagina where he ran the shaft of the device through her slit. It appeared that he wanted to tease rather than inflict pain, although I felt certain it would come, but when I saw my daughter start to hump against the crop, I couldn't contain myself any longer.
"Dammit! Dammit Rachel," I spat out.



"Why don't you go in the other room?" she counseled.
I considered her words but something wouldn't let me move and after taking a deep breath, I replied, "I'm fine."
Josh continued to toy with her pussy as she wiggled and although we could tell he was speaking, his voice was too low to make out. He also had a raging erection that jutted upward from his body and from my own experience, I thought it probably hurt. When he lowered the device, I felt certain he was about to get more aggressive but rather than strike her, he returned the whip to the table and then untied the restraints. Next, he removed the gag and when it was off, we watched as they both started to laugh.
"They're just messing around," I said.
"Yes...I think so," my wife agreed.
"Good," I replied, relieved I wouldn't have to watch my daughter receive punishment.
Still naked, they began to move to an area at the very edge of the camera's field of view and stayed there for several minutes. We couldn't make out what was transpiring but it seemed their efforts had purpose and despite the surroundings, I was shocked when they finally appeared with my daughter dressed in a black corset and knee-high black boots. She showed no difficulty in moving with the stiletto heels and while the dark garment covered her nipples, it left her ass and pussy exposed.
"Oh my..." my wife gasped.
"Rachel..." I whined but this time she just glanced my way for a moment before returning to the screen.
They moved to the center of the room, held a brief conversation, and then moved towards the mats. Without prodding, Josh got on his back and let Lizzie restrain his hands and feet. When she collected the ball gag from the table, it appeared he protested but she ignored him and fumbled with it for a bit before figuring it out and working it on. She returned to the table and selected the same long reed the professor had warned me about and then stepped to the edge of the mat. She had a huge smile on her face as she said something to her lover and then she brought the end of the device to his chest where she used the tip to tease his nipples. Back and forth she went and soon she had him writhing just like he had managed with her. Next, she moved lower and started to toy with his cock and balls but instead of contenting herself with just teasing, it wasn't long before she began to flick the reed against his sensitive organs.
"What happened?" my wife asked when the screen suddenly went dark.
Knowing we needed to change drives, I found the correct one, handed it to her, and asked, "Are we sure?"
"Yes, go into the other room," my wife answered, reiterating her prior message.
The video picked up exactly where it had ended and we watched as Lizzie became more aggressive in her play. With a particular focus on the young man's still rock-hard cock, she used the device to pull it away from his body until it sprang free and slapped against his abdomen. Multiple times she repeated the effort but finally becoming bored, she moved to his balls and lifted and dropped them several times. Then, she started to lightly tap the bottom of his cock right where his sac connected which made him squirm within the limits of the restraint. When she dropped the whip, it looked like she had finished and she started to remove the gag. However, when it came free, rather than move to the restraints, we watched as they held a brief but intense conversation. It looked like she had made Josh angry but seconds later when she straddled him and lowered her pussy onto his face, it became clear she wasn't ready to stop.
I thought about leaving but some strange force held me in place and I watched as my sweet daughter worked her wet opening over the man's face. At first, her mannerism made it appear like they couldn't find the right connection but when she reached back and took hold of his cock, her head suddenly fell back indicating Josh had located the right spot. With her body mostly still, my gauge of her arousal came from the grip she maintained on her lover's shaft. Light at first, it became firmer as they went until she began to tug on it every few seconds. I thought it might signal an approaching orgasm but she surprised me once more when she wrenched free in a quick movement slid down and pulled his shaft into her pussy. With her hands on his shoulders, she rode him rapidly and it took only a minute or so before her movements became spastic as she climaxed. When she finished, it looked like she might collapse onto his body but she managed to hold herself up as she regained her breath and then slowly pulled free. She spoke to him for a few seconds and then with a silly grin she gripped his still rigid cock and began to pump it firmly. Just like with her, it didn't take long for the telltale signs of his impending release to show, and just before he got there, Lizzie took his cock into her mouth and let him explode down her throat. After that, I guessed the encounter was over and sure enough, after a few minutes of rest, they started to move, and then after changing, they departed.
"Okay," Rachel said, and then asked, "Why didn't you tell me about the cameras?"
I knew she meant to use her question to deflect a conversation about our daughter, but I was too keyed up to let it go.
"Rachel...I mean...what should we do?" I asked, realizing I had no idea how to handle the situation.
"With Lizzie? Nothing," she answered and then added, "She didn't do anything wrong."
"You don't think there's an issue with a girl barely out of high school getting...freaky?" I pushed.
"Careful," she warned, reminding me with her stare of our situation.
"Parents...a father especially are not supposed to see their kids do...that," I said.
"No...no, they're not but I wanted to make sure she didn't get forced into anything," my wife replied.
"Forced? She was doing the forcing from what I saw," I countered.
"Yeah, I'm not sure Josh was ready for it," she responded as a tiny smile appeared.
"It's not funny," I said shaking my head.
"Oh, stop it...don't make it a big deal. She probably got it from you...your freaky genes," she replied.
I stewed on her words for a bit as she smiled at me and then I said, "Well, she didn't get it from you. You like submission."
"You bastard!" she declared with a mock look of outrage.
We talked about the event some more and Rachel agreed that we did have an issue with the overlap that existed with Josh and now Professor Kott. She agreed to talk to the grad student to learn more and see if anything further was necessary and with that, we moved on. I thought about making love to my wife but my head was still in turmoil so I dropped the idea but did let her talk me into staying the night. Since it was still early, I pushed her to go to her workout hoping that her time with her trainer would get her worked up and I could reap the benefits later. Also, I had another idea in mind so as soon as she left, I jumped in my car and headed to the tattoo parlor.
Thinking her breast had fully healed, I wanted to get some different jewelry and although the selection wasn't huge, I managed to find several pieces that I thought were sexy. On the way back, my thoughts returned to Lizzie and by the time I arrived, I knew I had too much nervous energy to remain in the condo for the evening. I thought about taking Rachel to a nice dinner but although I was ashamed, I had to admit that watching my daughter have sex had put a bug in my head. Adding to it was the knowledge that during Rachel's time in the garage she had played the role of submissive while Lizzie had seemed to revel in the role of a dominatrix.
When Rachel returned, I could tell that my plan to make her aroused had worked. She tried to hide it but there was a fire in her eyes and I followed her into the bedroom as she prepared to shower. Just as she prepared to undress, I stopped her by looping my arm around her waist.
"Tell me," I whispered knowing she would understand.
She squirmed for a second by I held firm and then, with a giggle, she replied, "He saw me."
"A good look?" I asked, and then added, "How long?"
"Mmmm...yeah... A long time," she answered seductively, evidently wanting to get me worked up as well.
I let my hand move to her breasts encased in the sports bra but after giving each a soft squeeze, I told her, "Show me."
"What?" she asked in confusion.
"Show me how he saw...how you were positioned," I clarified.
"Oh, Lord," she responded and then asked, "Are you serious?"
I merely nodded which made her roll her eyes and with a deep sigh that I knew was meant for show, she left my embrace and moved to the bedroom. I watched as she dropped to the carpeted floor, turned to her back, and then brought her knees up which stretched the thin fabric of her shorts against her mound providing a nice camel toe. However, rather than remain still she wiggled a little putting slack in the material, and with the connection now loose, I found myself searching the edges to see if I could get a view of her prize. I guessed her trainer had done the same and just as I was thinking about his reaction, she used her fingers to move the crotch aside and reveal her wet folds.
"You did that?" I forced out as I felt my dick stiffen.
"Yeah..." she replied huskily.
"Shit, Rachel... Did he touch you?" I gasped.
"No... You said no. He wanted to. I wouldn't let him," she replied still showing me her pussy.
"Did you want him to?" I pushed.
"That's your decision, baby," she answered, and in her eyes, I saw deep excitement.
"That's right... Don't forget it," I whispered as I crawled close and found her lips with mine.
The kiss was intense and when she started to whimper into my mouth, I thought about taking her right there but something told me to hold back as more might be possible. Without question, my wife was as excited as I had ever seen and had allowed herself to be fully engaged in our play. The sex would unquestionably be awesome but I knew we were too excited for it to last long, so I decided on an alternate path.
I pulled away and looked down at her beautiful face for a moment before asking, "Were you wet? Did he see you wet?"
"Yeah..." she offered in a sultry voice, and before I could respond she added, "I'm always wet these days."
She gave me an impish grin and I kissed her quickly and then said, "Good."
"C'mon..." she whined as she reached for the buttons on my shirt.
"No, baby...we're going out," I told her.
"Later...let's do it first," she whined, clearly in need of relief.
It was hard to turn down the invitation but at that moment, I wanted to put my wife on display. Maybe it was her exposure at the gym or perhaps I was more of a pervert than I realized but my brain now held visions of Rachel parading in public dressed as a tramp.
I pulled her to her feet while listening to her protest and fended off her attempts to fondle my dick. Then, after giving her a mild rebuke for still wearing clothes in the condo, I had her strip and stand in the center of the bedroom while I rummaged through her things to create an outfit. The skirt was the easy item as I knew she had one made from denim that was a little shorter than the norm. It offered a lovely view of her smooth, long legs but she wore it rarely for the same reason I liked it. I placed it on the bed and then went looking for a top. This proved much more difficult and I had looked through the closet twice and was on the third drawer of the chest when something caught my eye. Pulling it out, I realized it was the red top to a cami and shorts pajama set that had been one of her favorites before she received her ban from wearing anything to bed. The material was light, although opaque, and had spaghetti straps with lace trim at the neckline. Certainly, it wasn't made for wearing outside the home but, to me, that added to the appeal.
"That's a negligee," Rachel protested as I dropped the garment next to the skirt.
"Yes," I agreed as I turned back to the closet to find some shoes.
Ready to move on, I didn't dwell on the selection and quickly grabbed a pair of white sandals that I knew she liked. I dropped them at the foot of the bed and then turned to her and nodded, indicating she should dress.
"Let's make love," she whined as she embraced me and brought her hand to my crotch.
"Later if you're good," I responded as I swatted her bare ass, and then told her, "Get dressed."
"Really...I can't...I can't wear that outside," she said, referring to the negligee.
"Really, you can," I countered making sure I had irritation in my voice.
"Honey!" she whined but when I didn't budge, she sighed and said, "I need to shower."
"No, just like you are," I demanded.
"I'm sweaty," she replied.
"Yes," I said and exited the bedroom.
I had barely stepped into the small living room when I spotted my recent purchase on the coffee table, and when Rachel appeared a few minutes later, I motioned her towards me. I held up the tassel jewelry I had selected to replace her simple bar and a smile came to her face as she took it in her hand and did an inspection. A u-shaped bar hung from the horizontal one and at the bottom was a stone. In addition, about a dozen strands of very small dangling ornaments hung from the curve making the overall length about two inches.
"When did you get it?" she asked.
"When you were with Elisandro," I replied.
"Let me put it on," she said showing an eagerness I hadn't expected.
"No...no, I want to," I responded and took the jewelry from her hand.
With that, my attention shifted to her breasts and I could see her erect nipples were already screaming through the thin material of the camisole. Also, I could see the outline of the bar and knew that the new device would create an even larger disturbance. However, in my current state, that acted as an inducement rather than a deterrent and as my wife lifted her top, I quickly made the exchange.
"Are you sure?" she asked as we stepped towards the door.
"What are you?" I asked wanting to return to the basics.
She let out a deep sigh and then answered, "A slut."
And what do you look like now?" I pushed.
"A slut times ten!" she declared.
"Perfect!" I responded enthusiastically.
We stepped into the hallway and started towards the lot and had made it halfway when rounding a corner, we suddenly came face to face with Larry. Rachel gasped openly and without speaking, everyone stopped and stared at each other.
"Hello," I offered, deciding to take the initiative.
"Uh, hi..." he responded as he looked over my wife.
Rachel broke eye contact and stared straight ahead but in doing so it managed to bring even more attention to her attire and her straining nipples. His line of sight led straight to her piercing and I knew he was trying to determine what the odd bulge meant.
"We're going out for a drink. Do you know a good quiet place nearby?" I asked, surprising myself with my calm boldness.
"Uhhh...maybe the Golden Eagle on 18th street," he replied, reluctantly removing his gaze from Rachel.
"Okay, well thanks," I said and took my wife by the elbow as we moved past her former lover.
I suspected his eyes returned to my wife's ass as we walked away but I didn't bother to check. Instead, all my attention went to Rachel, who already keyed up, now seemed close to losing control. When we arrived at my SUV, rather than immediately jumping in, I backed her against the vehicle, took her nervous body in my arms, and kissed her hard.
As we connected, I felt her body relax, and when we broke, she sighed heavily and said, "That was so... awkward."
"Let's go," I said and helped her inside.
After scouring the neighborhood for fifteen minutes and finding nothing that met my goals, I drifted towards 18th street and soon spotted the bar the maintenance man recommended. It sat at the end of a long strip center that had seen better days and had only two windows that were both curtained. Thinking the interior would be nice and dark, I pulled next to one of the three cars parked close to the entrance.
"Afraid to show me at a better place?" my wife teased.
"I'm game...let's go," I countered and made to re-start the SUV.
"No! Here's fine," she said as her hand grabbed my arm.
I met her at the front of the vehicle, took her in my arms, and kissed her again. After a few seconds, my hand moved to her thigh and I slowly let it rise until it started to lift her skirt. I continued up until I landed on her drenched slit and amazingly, she offered no protest as I plunged first one and then two fingers inside. I pumped fluid from her pussy, completely covering her mound while teasing her ring until she was a sodden mess, and then pulled away.
"Now, you're ready," I declared.
We entered the bar, which as I hoped, was quite dark. Most of the illumination came from the beer signs behind the long bar to our left and the only other patron was an older man who sat at a table to our right intently staring at his drink. As we walked along the row of barstools, we passed the bartender watching TV but when he spotted Rachel, he instantly shifted his attention. Looking 60ish, he wore jeans, a white fishing t-shirt, and had gray hair along with a heavy gray beard. Deciding on a more private spot, I directed my wife towards the back and we landed at a table with four metal chairs.
"Nice place," Rachel said sarcastically.
"Don't hide under the table," I said, ignoring her comment.
When the bartender arrived, at first, he tried hard to avert his gaze from my wife but soon he gave up and stared openly as we gave our orders. The same thing repeated when he returned and as soon as he left, Rachel took a long drink of her martini.
"How is it?" I asked.
"Actually, not bad," she responded.
"Well, go easy," I counseled.
"Oh, so you want me wet and practically naked but not drunk," she countered.
"You know, that's a really good point. Get hammered sweetie it will be an awesome combination," I laughed which brought her raised middle finger.
We went through the first round quickly and started fast on the second but halfway through we slowed. I made sure to compliment her multiple times about how hot she looked and each time she tried to verbalize her distress, I reminded her of her safe, predictable life at home she could retreat to tomorrow. Between the alcohol and my words, I soon noticed her relaxing and she quit pulling on the skirt and constantly worrying about the position of her top.
"I feel so dirty," she giggled.
"Mmmm...hot and dirty," I laughed.
She gave me a fake look of disgust that lasted a few seconds before replying, "You like this. Even if I hadn't... you'd want all this. I think it's really all your fantasy."
Her claim meant she had put more thought into our arrangement and I couldn't deny she had a point, but I didn't want to get into a debate, so I just shook my head quickly. Rachel, not satisfied by my response, opened her mouth to speak again but at that moment, the door opened which captured our attention. The remaining outside light created a glare so it wasn't until the door closed that we saw Larry surveilling the room. When he spotted us, he stared our way for several seconds and then moved to the bar and selected a stool in the middle. I glanced at my wife who had big eyes and then my thoughts went back to the brief interaction we had with the man earlier. Did he think that somehow the question about a nearby place to get a drink had been a coded invitation or did his lust for Rachel trump everything? I recalled the time when I caught her speaking to him at the door and invited him into the condo. Then, my intent was to punish my wife by creating a stressful situation. Had he rationalized it indicated something else?
The man's presence put Rachel on edge and even though she had taken his cock multiple times and allowed him to push the plug into her ass, she returned to fidgeting with her clothing. For a moment, I thought it was due to embarrassment, but as I contemplated things, I began to wonder whether her actions were a subconscious effort to show herself in the best possible way.



"Very bold of him," I said and when she didn't answer, I continued with, "He thinks he can fuck you. He knows how bad you are."
My provocative words made her sit up straight in her chair but her attempt at defiance forced her breasts to thrust forward which created an even greater sexual appearance. Larry, now with a beer in front of him, repeatedly looked our way which added to the tension.
"Do you want him?" I asked.
"No!" she declared instantly.
"How many times did you fuck him?" I pushed, wondering if her pussy was seeping even more.
"I don't know...stop," she whined.
"You do know. You remember every time. You remember giving yourself to him and letting him put the plug in your ass. He fucked you any time he wanted," I countered, brazenly.
The pained expression on her face made me feel that I had gone too far but after a few moments, she let loose with a heavy sigh and said, "All...everything today... My whole body is shaking. It's too much. Too much... Let's go to the condo."
I couldn't deny that her message resonated with me as the combination of our daughter's sordid tape, her exhibition with Elisandro, her naughty attire in public, and Larry's involvement had created surreal sexual energy. Without question, it had affected me, with my demands and aggressive messages as proof, so, I knew Rachel had to be teetering at the very edge of control. Still, the unique nature of it all made it hard to give up. Deciding to offer her some reassurance, I leaned her way intending to give her a quick kiss but when my nose got close to her body, I inhaled the aroma of gym sweat. Instantly, the vision of her slowly pulling the crotch of her shorts aside so her trainer could feast on her drenched slit filled my brain and it took me back to my controlling state.
"I want to take you into the storeroom," I said.
Given her condition, I expected her to protest, but she surprised me by replying, "Can we?"
Emboldened, I probed, "You want Larry to watch?"
"No... I mean that your decision, not mine," she answered.
Smiling, I turned towards the bartender who headed our way thinking we wanted to place a drink order but when he arrived, I immediately asked, "We were wondering if we could borrow your storeroom?"
The man stood just to the side of Rachel so I got to see her face turn red before he replied, "Nahhh... Nope."
The denial surprised me as I thought any male would find the idea compelling. Perhaps, he had dealt with issues in the past or just didn't want to risk any trouble but after a few more awkward moments he turned and left.
"God, that was embarrassing," Rachel declared.
"Probably religious," I laughed wanting to just move on.
The rejection dampened the sexual tension and just a few minutes later, we prepared to leave. Deciding to close out at the bar so I could display my wife one last time, we stepped over and I made sure to position myself in a way that put Rachel close to Larry. The bartender gave us an odd look as he took the card and as we waited for him to run the charges, Larry took the opportunity to speak to Rachel.
"How ya been?" he asked.
"Fine," she answered curtly, no doubt worried about my response.
"You look good," he told her boldly.
She didn't reply to his compliment and seconds later we were out the door. I backed her against the passenger side door of the SUV, pulled her close with my hands cupping her ass, and kissed her hard. She looped her arms around my neck and returned the kiss passionately letting me know that she was still on fire.
"You know your man Larry is in there telling the bartender what a good fuck you are," I whispered to her.
"C'mon...let's go..." she whined, ignoring my comment.
"Let's go back inside. I bet he lets us use the room now that he knows the story," I said, still teasing.
"No! C'mon, baby...I can't wait anymore," she protested.
I kissed her deeply once more and then loaded her into the car for the short drive. She practically dragged me from the lot to the condo and when we arrived, she immediately started to strip. When she was naked, she turned to me, and with shaking hands, she helped me undress, too. Jumping onto the bed, I started to tease her nipples but she was too excited for foreplay and demanded I enter her immediately.
"I've waited, enough," she whined as she tugged on my body.
The sympathy I felt for her plight along with my own excitement got me moving and just seconds later we both released deep sighs of joy as we connected. I tried to move slow and savor the amazing feeling but Rachel was on fire and used her hands to encourage me to go faster. As the pace increased, so did her needy whimpers and soon it became apparent she wasn't going to last long. I thought about slowing but she had been at a high state of arousal for so long that I decided the time had arrived. I pushed harder against her sloppy mound, listening to the wet squishing of our connection, and less than a minute later, when her body suddenly became tense, I knew she was on the precipice.
"Ohhhh...oh, baby...oh please... Mmmm...uggghhh...nnnnugghh..." she cried out when it hit.
Like a plucked guitar string, her body vibrated beneath me as she achieved a very intense orgasm, and I had the pleasure of watching her face as the sensations wafted through her. For a time, I thought I might let go too, but I managed to work through it and continued to move within my wife's opening as her body slowly relaxed. The contented look on her face was the only sign that she remained conscious and it took several minutes before her eyes fluttered open. A huge smile filled her face as she looked up at me and her legs wrapped around my waist.
"That was big," I whispered.
"Huge..." she forced out.
"Worth the wait?" I teased.
"No!" she giggled.
A short period of silence ensued but as I recalled her naughty outfit, I could help but tell her, "You looked so hot."
"It was nasty," she countered playfully.
"Mmmm...I like you that way," I replied.
My words made her give me faux pout but just seconds later, as her fingernail found my balls, she whispered in a seductive voice, "Baby, put your cum in me. Please, baby...cum in me..."
Instantly, it felt like my dick grew another inch and my movements took on a new urgency. I had to give her credit as after all our time together, she could still push my buttons with ease.
"Damn..." I grunted as a tingling sensation emanating from my groin started to spread.
"Go, baby...put in deep. Cum in me deep," she purred.
Just seconds later, I exploded and as the jets of semen fired into her womb, my body became spastic. Unable to maintain a rhythm, I collapsed onto her and struggled for air as I continued to make small movements into her pussy.
"Mmmm...maybe that did it," she sighed and although I knew her meaning, I remained silent.
I drifted as she slowly stroked my hair and at some point, I must have fallen to her side because I woke to find her slowly licking my shaft, and soon she had me fully erect. However, I feigned sleep and it wasn't until she tried to push me onto my back that I let her know I was awake.
"What are you after?" I laughed.
"Shut up," she giggled as she climbed on top.
Still quite wet, she quickly had me inside, and then she started a languid movement. After stretching several times, she fell forward with her hands on my shoulders. The impish look in her eyes informed me that something was coming.
"Your damn robe," she sighed.
"No, baby...your condo," I responded.
My words made her body tense and I felt an involuntary spasm around my shaft but she continued to slowly roll her hips. For a time, we remained silent and I let my fingertips toy with the tassels that dangled from her piercing.
"You've made me bad," she whined, although I sensed she meant it playfully.
"You haven't done anything you really didn't want to," I countered.
"Professor Kott..." she started.
"Uh no...you made a choice," I said, cutting her off.
"How about today? The cami?" she asked.
"You loved it," I replied, purposefully deflecting her effort.
"That's not fair," she whined.
Once more, we drifted to silence but the brief exchange had made me recall the evening and suddenly my thoughts went to Larry. The dynamic around seeing the man twice had created strange energy and watching Rachel's strained interactions only boosted things. Now, I couldn't help but contemplate how much of her excitement derived from his presence.
"Did you enjoy seeing him? Larry?" I blurted out.
She gave me an annoyed look and then replied, "No, it was weird."
I let her message settle for a moment, and then countered, "So, not like fucking him?"
"Stop! Quit beating me up," she demanded as her movements waned.
Knowing I might be ruining what had been a strange, but uniquely erotic day, I responded, "Tell me if you liked fucking him."
In the past, Rachel had reluctantly admitted that the experiences had been pleasurable. Of course, based on her repeated encounters, she really couldn't argue otherwise, but for some reason, at that moment, I wanted her to admit it again as I looked into her eyes.
"Stop...don't..." she tried, again, as her body slowed
"Tell me, Rachel," I said as I used my hands to move her hips.
"Why?" she asked but started moving on her own.
"Tell me," I repeated.
She stared down at me as she rolled into my dick and for a time, I thought she would ignore my demand. Then, she lowered her mouth and I let her soft lips connect with mine.
The kiss lingered which made me certain she planned to let the question go but when it ended, she looked at me nervously and whispered, "Yes, I liked it."
"Liked what?" I pushed.
"Fucking him...fucking Larry," she answered in a clear voice.
The tone of her response surprised me a little and helped fuel my response, "Do you want to fuck him, again?"
"You're in charge. Are you telling me to?" she asked as a tiny smile appeared on her face.
Clearly, my loving wife felt quite pleased by her answer and I let her enjoy her little victory for a few seconds before I said, "No, baby. You have to decide if it's worth your punishment."
"It's not," she replied quickly.
"Think I'll leave marks?" I laughed deciding to ease the mood.
My words made her stop again and several times she tried to speak before forcing out, "You already did and I'm not talking about those from the whip."
Intuitively, I knew she was referring to our strained marriage after the discovery of her affair but feeling I had the high ground, I replied, "You know why you got them."
"I don't want to go through it again," she answered.
"To be clear...again...you got them for being deceitful. Are you saying you plan on being deceitful?" I pushed.
"God, talk about a mood killer," she declared and fell to my side.
I didn't want to end the conversation quite yet, so I pulled her close and then turned until I could look down at her face. Her vulnerable expression silenced me for a time and I contented myself by slowly running a finger through her slit and teasing her clit ring. I thought about how to get her to engage but guessed she had cocooned her thoughts so I finally decided to just play with her a bit.
"I guess when you think about it...it wasn't really all bad. I mean...you wouldn't be here now being the bad girl otherwise," I said.
"Asshole," she responded, and when I tried to kiss her, she turned her head while declaring, "No way!"
"Don't act like that...we both know you love being one," I laughed.
"I'm getting up," she answered.
She tried to rise but I held her down and then let my hands move to her ribs. Rachel, a very ticklish individual, feels terrified every time I threaten her with my fingers and she immediately tensed and tried to twist away. However, I held firm and in seconds I had her writhing on the bed uncontrollably as she begged for mercy.
"Have you masturbated thinking of Larry?" I demanded.
"No! No! Stop!" she cried out loudly.
"Don't lie," I replied as I continued the tickling.
"No! Don't!" she squealed.
Suddenly, I stopped the manipulation and as she gasped for air, I asked, "Tell the truth, baby."
"I didn't..." she whimpered but still not sure I started again.
It took another round before she finally admitted she had pleasured herself with fantasies of her ex-lover and the nervous look in her eyes made me feel she was telling the truth. She went on to explain that it had occurred the prior week after a session with her trainer which had left her very aroused.
"Did you cum?" I asked and when she nodded her head, I followed with, "Did he cum in you?"
"No..." she tried but the guilt was all over her face and finally, she nodded her head.
"I need to call the professor," I said.
"It's not that bad...I don't deserve much," she whined.
"For doing it? No, you're right but for being deceitful? Yeah...that's bad," I explained.
She stewed in the message for a bit and then replied in a whisper, "I'm scared."
"I know," I said as I kissed her cheek.
Dr. Kott had shown that one should give punishment without emotion and that anticipation could be very powerful. Thus, I felt pleased with my response and thought an intense feeling of foreboding might develop if I merely moved on, so I rolled over my wife and spread her legs so we could make love, again.
"I think only five," she whined once we had started.
Ignoring her claim, I moved my mouth close to her ear and whispered, "You really are a beautiful slut."
"For you...it's what you want," she replied.
"What else?" I demanded.
"I like it...sometimes," she giggled.
I waited until Rachel called Josh the following morning to discuss our daughter. The call lasted close to thirty minutes but she finally appeared from the bedroom lusciously naked and settled next to me on the couch. She explained that the grad student had told her that Lizzie had snuck into town to see him and that in a playful conversation they had discussed tying each other up. Somehow, that led to him describing Kott's play room and our daughter demanding a visit. He admitted they played some but didn't go into details, but since we had the video, it wasn't necessary. Rachel left the conversation with a promise from the man that he would be discrete but based on his prior failed declarations, it didn't provide much relief.
"I thought Lizzie had a boyfriend," I said.
"She does," my wife replied as she stood and moved towards the kitchen.
"Then why is she here seeing Josh?" I asked.
"Let it go," she counseled, but for just a moment I couldn't help but compare mother and daughter.
"Okay, I'm leaving," I said as I stood.
"Wait, there's something else," she said with a little nervousness in her voice.
"What?" I asked, cringing about what it might be.
"Josh said she is still very suspicious of Larry. She brought it up multiple times," Rachel explained.
Without speaking, I joined her in the small kitchen, guiding her backward until I had her pressed against the oven, and then said, "Well, based on what I learned last night, maybe she's right. Is she right, Rachel?"
"I know I was bad but I think five is plenty," she answered, and then before I could respond, she added, "It was just thoughts."
Dr. Kott answered on the third ring and immediately jumped to Rachel's behavior accurately guessing my call meant I needed to use the dungeon. However, when we started to discuss dates, he suddenly cut me off and began to describe an upcoming gathering that I might find entertaining.
"There will be two other couples, so much more taking place. You might find it very interesting and of course, the lovely Rachel can be the center of attention. I'm sure everyone would be thrilled to witness her punishment," he explained.
"Would it be possible to drop by just for a bit and then leave? I mean, I don't think we'd want to stay for the entire evening," I replied.
"Of course! Perfectly acceptable!" he responded enthusiastically, and before I could say anything, he asked, "May I ask the nature of her current indiscretion?"
"She masturbated while fantasizing about the maintenance man," I answered.
"I see...well not a serious offense," he chuckled.
"No, I agree but she lied about it which annoys me," I replied.
"Ahhh...quite right. A much bigger offense. Did you explain that most of her punishment will be due to her dishonesty?" he probed.
"Yes, that exactly the message I delivered," I confirmed.
"Excellent!" he said.
We discussed the gathering for a few more minutes and I left the call with the understanding that I would think over our attendance and get back to him in a day or so. Indeed, that's exactly what I did and several times I considered telling Rachel to gauge her reaction. However, the more I considered the larger group the more appealing it became, and knowing it would be difficult to demand we attend, I kept it to myself. Friday evening, I informed my wife that Dr. Kott had said the best time to use the space was on the following Saturday and when I suggested we spend the weekend in the city she agreed. Of course, she made a point to tell me that the time would be more pleasant if I assured her the punishment would be light but I remained non-committal. The next morning, I put in a call to the professor and confirmed our attendance.
"Did you explain the situation?" he asked.
"No, I decided to make it a surprise," I replied.
"I see...well up to you," he answered.
I looked forward to seeing her tension build as the date approached and on Monday, when she was in bed, we had our normal play talk but I could tell she wasn't fully into it. The following evening at home she seemed a bit distant as well and I quickly assumed it was due to her scheduled punishment. I had prepared myself for more of the same on our Wednesday call but after a few minutes, she dropped a bomb I hadn't expected.
"How much worse is my punishment if I...uhhhh...meet Larry?" she asked.
"Meet Larry? What for?" I replied, initially confused.
"To...uhhh...do it," she clarified.
"To fuck him?" I asked in complete surprise.
"Yes..." she responded in a tiny voice.
"Rachel, what's going on?" I probed.
There were several seconds of silence before she replied, "He knocked on the door a little while ago."
"And you talked to him?" I challenged her.
"Yes," she admitted, then summoning her courage she continued with, "You said the problem was hiding things...I'm telling you."
"But you don't have permission and if I understand you correctly you want to know how many spankings you'll get if you fuck him," I replied.
"Yes..." she concurred.
"If I give you permission then none. If I don't give permission then it will be severe," I explained.
"Okay..." she whispered.
"Rachel, did you see Larry on Monday?" I asked recalling her demeanor over the past few days.
"I saw him...but we didn't talk," she replied.
"Did you work out with Elisandro earlier?" I probed.
"Yeah..." she answered.
"So, you got wet and horny showing him your pussy, and then Larry comes by wanting some and it's driving you crazy. Is that pretty much it?" I pushed.
Time seemed to stand still as I waited for her reply and finally, she croaked out, "Maybe..."
"No, Rachel you don't have permission," I told her, and before she could speak, I added, "I want you wet and horny and anxious so I can enjoy you when I want."
"Okay..." she answered with resignation in her voice.
The conversation lasted only a few minutes more but as soon as I hung up my mind raced as I thought about the state she must be in to make the call. She had always been the kind of woman that showed determination when she was horny and with the condo, it had gone to a whole new level but her request stunned me. The more it simmered in my brain the more I thought there might be more to it. Perhaps, she had already made her decision and was just tossing it out to me due to guilt. Regardless, I was now much too wound up to sit still, so after discussing it with my son, I left for the city.



Electing to arrive unannounced, I didn't tell Rachel and along the way, I thought about all the times I had made special trips. I knew they were a sign of something being off which forced me to consider for the umpteenth time whether our situation made sense. In many ways, it had been breathtakingly exciting, but Larry worried me, especially after all this time.
Unsure what I'd find, I opened the door and stepped inside only to discover that the condo was empty. The neatly made bed implied there had been no sex but if she had met up with Larry, I couldn't fathom where they had gone. Perhaps to his place, I thought, as she had visited before or maybe I was off base and she was off running an errand or meeting friends. Still, her state and the fact that she was already in for the night when we talked made me dismiss these possibilities. I poured some wine and settled on the couch to wait and just as I was finishing my second glass, I heard a key in the lock.
"Hurry," I heard my wife giggle as the door opened.
"You're on fire, baby," Larry replied joining her laughter.
"Yes! Quit making me wait," she demanded.
In my spot, I wasn't visible from the door so when they stepped into the living room and spotted me, both jumped in surprise. My lovely wife had decided to resurrect her ensemble from our evening at the dingy bar and had dressed in the same skirt and camisole. The only difference I noticed was her shoes. Rather than the simple sandals I had selected, she now wore black heels.
Guessing that Larry had taken her to the same place, I asked, "How was the bar? Did the old bartender like seeing you again?"
The looks on their faces provided the answer and then Rachel said, "I...we haven't done anything."
"Yes, you have, Rachel, and since you're already going to pay the price, you might as well get your money's worth," I said in an amazingly calm voice.
Larry didn't look comfortable nor did he seem frightened. Rather, he seemed intrigued by the situation and made no move to retreat.
"Look...uhhh..." my wife started as she turned towards the maintenance man.
However, before she could finish her thought, I interrupted by telling her, "You know you're not supposed to be dressed in the condo."
"Honey..." she tried.
"Get them off," I demanded.
For a moment, she remained motionless, and then her hand went to the zipper of the skirt. Soon, it fell to her feet and she lifted the camisole over her head revealing the same tassel piercing. She managed to kick off her heels and now naked her eyes bore into mine. Her pussy looked swollen and wet and I wondered whether it was the result of his fondling or anticipation.
"Let me explain," I said looking past my wife to her date, and when he lifted his eyebrows, I continued with, "Rachel has admitted to me and herself that she's a slut. She can't help it but when she's bad she gets punished. Her punishment is a spanking or something she might trade for to avoid it. She's already earned her punishment. Whether you fuck her or not she's going to get spanked."
His expression showed interest and together we looked towards Rachel whose eyes now stared at the floor. I watched as the man's hand landed on her hip and he whispered something to her which made her look towards me.
"No trouble, right?" he asked.
"None," I confirmed.
As soon as I spoke, she turned to the maintenance man and said, "You better go."
However, he ignored her message and tried to use his hand to guide her towards the bedroom. At first, she rejected his efforts but he was persistent and when she made the first step, the next one came much quicker. Then, they were almost to the door when a thought struck me.
"Stop," I fired out and when the couple looked back, I said, "Bend over Rachel and show me your butt."
"It's there." she offered, hoping to avoid the humiliation.
"Show me," I demanded, and reluctantly, she bent slowly until the colored disc appeared confirming that she had the plug inserted.
She looked back to confirm I was satisfied and after standing, her lover directed her into the room and then closed the door behind them.
I thought it might take some time before the sounds of sex emerged from the room as I knew Larry would need to calm her but after twenty minutes had elapsed with no sounds emerging, I wondered if all the sexual excitement had fled her body. I thought about driving home as sleeping on the couch wasn't appealing, but I struggled to move with my thoughts vacillating between voyeuristic interest and the desire to act as her protector. Finally, unable to deal with the unknown any longer, I quietly opened the door. My wife, kneeling between the man's legs, slowly sucked on his cock as he guided her with one hand. The other he used to prop his head up and when he spotted me a smile spread across his face.
I returned to the couch but despite my earlier counsel to Rachel, I couldn't accept her actions, and after a few minutes, I decided to leave. Returning from the fridge to grab a bottle of water, I heard the bedsprings begin to squeal, which told me their sex had progressed. Something drove me to look again, and when I opened the door, I saw my wife was now beneath the maintenance man who was rutting into her forcefully as they kissed. When their kiss ended, Rachel spotted me and we stared at each other until I pushed the door closed.
"Honey, wait...please," she called down the hall as I walked towards my SUV. The sound of her voice made me stop and turn, and she said, "Come back...please."
I took the few steps back, wondering what she intended, and as soon as I stepped inside, I asked, "What do you need?"
"Don't leave. He's dressing...I told him he needed to go," she explained.
"Why?" I asked.
"I...look...I mean..." she stammered but just then Larry appeared and with an annoyed look he stepped past us and left.
"Rachel..." I started, intending to give her a harsh rebuke.
"I messed up...I'm sorry..." she interrupted with her voice cracking. Rather than respond, I just stared at her until her discomfort forced her to speak, "I'm sorry. Please stay with me."
I left her standing in the small living room and returned to the kitchen where I traded my bottle of water for two large glasses of wine. When I returned, I motioned for her to sit then handed her the drink.
"Where in the hell did all this come from?" I said angrily.
"I don't know..." she whined but when I didn't respond, she took a sip from her glass, sighed, and continued with, "Everything is so about sex. I mean up here it's all about sex and I get so horny and lonely by myself. He came to the door..."
"He sweet-talked you...seduced you," I stated.
"Maybe...I guess..." she whimpered as she scooted closer.
"Why did you stop?" I probed.
"It wasn't right," she whispered.
We sat in silence for the next few minutes although Rachel glanced at me often trying to gauge my state. I let her stew and sipped my wine as I thought through things, and realizing there were some holes in my understanding, I decided to interrogate her some more.
"Did you agree to meet him before or after you called?" I asked.
Her eyes gave her away before she opened her mouth and guessing I knew the truth, she replied, "Before..."
"Where did he take you?" I asked.
"The place we went...the same bar," she answered confirming my suspicions.
"And the bartender sees you twice in just a few days, dressed the same, and with two different men," I stated and after she gave me a guilty nod, I said, "Tell me what happened."
Her nervousness informed me there was a story to tell before she opened her mouth and it took her several attempts before she replied, "We sat at the bar and had drinks....and...look something bad happened."
"What?" I demanded.
"Please don't get mad," she whined and when I gave her a look to continue, she admitted, "We did it in the storeroom."
"He fucked you in the storeroom?" I responded wanting absolute clarity.
"Yes..." she whimpered.
"You told him about it...what I asked the bartender," I stated.
"No...no, the bartender told him. They're friends and he told him you tried after...they talked about things," she explained.
"After Larry told him you're married and he's your lover?" I challenged her.
"Yes..." she admitted.
"And he just took you in the back and fucked your brains out," I said, and before she could answer, I asked, "Did the bartender watch?"
Rather than speak, she just nodded her head but a few seconds later, she offered, "He touched my breasts but that's all."
"Well, I guess that's something," I said sarcastically, and then pushed, "Did you cum?"
Again, she offered a quick nod, and then said, "I'm sorry."
"Then, you bring him here to fuck him some more. Did he cum in you?" I demanded.
"No," she replied, unconvincingly.
Tired, feeling the wine, and out of emotional energy, I stood and told her, "I'm going to bed."
"Okay," she whispered.
I left her sitting on the sofa with the wine glass in her hand but a few minutes later, after I was beneath the covers, I saw her enter the room and turn towards the bathroom.
"Don't take it out," I called to her which made her stop for a moment before continuing.
When she joined me, I let her snuggle close but offered no embrace and when had settled she whispered, "I'm sorry."
"You have feelings for him. That's obvious," I replied.
"No...maybe a little but not that much," she countered.
"Then why does he spend so much time in your bed?" I pushed.
At first, I didn't think she'd answer but her fidgeting body signaled something was going on and she finally replied, "Because I...I can be free with him. No judgment from anyone...people we know..."
"So, I was right about you," I answered, taking the cheap shot.
"Well, you pushed it hard enough," she responded and then switched gears and said, "Don't make it hurt too much."
"I'm not going to promise anything. After what you did? You deserve to be spanked hard...very hard..." I replied.
My message made her go silent but after over a minute had passed, she offered, "I didn't hide it. You said that's what matters."
I ignored her effort to bend my message and told her, "You were worse. I told you no and you did it anyway. You knew you'd get spanked and you didn't care because you were so horny to fuck him."
"I was bad..." she whispered as she started to sob and when I didn't respond, she continued with, "You're going to make it hurt."
The next morning on the drive home I called the professor and asked to change the date for Rachel's punishment. As expected, he pushed back and finally managed to get me to explain the circumstances. We went back and forth with him suggesting I seriously consider the impact the larger group's presence would play in delivering the message. I never got completely comfortable with the idea but finally agreed because of the timing. My wife's encounter had created a cocktail of emotions within me running the gamut from deep anger to an odd excitement I didn't fully understand and I knew each passing day would only add to my angst.
Rachel sat stoically next to me as we made the drive towards the professor's home. Unaware of the group setting, I knew I needed to be ready to deal with her reluctance or perhaps anger when we arrived but given her behavior, I felt like I was on solid ground. Indeed, my visions of the evening had her in the center of the room receiving her punishment crying out in pain and shame as everyone watched. Then, I would step forward as the caring master and soothe her burning flesh and bruised psyche. The cars parked in front of the house indicated an event but if she noticed, she didn't say anything and soon we were at the door.
"Come in...please," Dr. Kott cried out in his booming voice, and then turning to my wife he said, "Ah, sweet Rachel. As lovely as ever."
Since no one was present, I assumed they must have already congregated in the garage. The professor offered us a drink but with my excitement racing, I declined and with a simple nod, he turned towards the hallway. I made sure Rachel was in front of me and when we emerged into the dungeon and spotted the others, she immediately halted.
"What's this?" she demanded nervously.
Before I could speak, Dr. Kott explained, "We were having a get-together of our little group and I suggested that your punishment might fit in nicely."
Then, deciding to take a firm approach, I added, "No complaining. You got here on your own."
"I'm...nothing like last time," she forced out.
"It was your choice," I reminded her.
The look she gave me transitioned from confusion to anger and then to resignation in just a few seconds and when the professor started towards the others, she let me guide her forward without protest. Besides Anna, two fully dressed Caucasian couples that looked to be in their early forties were present, and I sensed they had been waiting for our arrival.
"May I introduce Martin and Louise," he began and after a pause continued with, "And here we have Hank and Beth."
Martin was a short, stout man and his olive skin tone and dark curly hair gave him a swarthy appearance. His wife, of similar height, had a few extra pounds that she held nicely, and beneath her blouse, it appeared like she had large breasts. Her juicy lips, dark brown eyes, and jet-black hair accentuated an inviting face with more than a hint of playfulness. I guessed they both had Italian heritage and while Martin seemed eager, almost antsy, Louise looked on calmly.
Hank was a slender man of average height with light brown receding hair. While he seemed altogether nondescript, his wife was very attractive. Like him, she was slender but she had a natural beauty and the stylish cut of her blonde hair accented her face perfectly. While her breasts appeared small, the shape of her ass looked inviting.
As my eyes roamed the assembled group, I could tell the others were doing the same with us, particularly, Martin, who seemed fixated on my wife.
"Turning to me, our host said, "Based upon our previous discussions, I think you understand the purpose of this group and our appetites. I thought Rachel's...situation...might be a pleasant appetizer."
Suddenly, everything felt very sordid and my thoughts went to how much the professor had shared. Did they know the circumstances and were they aware that my wife was a student of the man and that he had fucked her to orgasm? I thought about making a retreat but the recollection of my wife's reckless interaction with Larry, while fully aware of the ramifications, pushed the idea away.
"Lift your arms," I instructed my wife.
She hesitated for a moment before raising them and I quickly unclasped and then pulled the simple dress off revealing her naked body. She wore the simple bar in her nipple but when I looked up, I saw that both Martin and Hank had their eyes focused on her pussy.
"Anna," Dr. Kott said which made his pretty wife begin to undress.
At that moment, the tension in the room was extreme, so it surprised me when Louise, the woman I thought reserved, asked with a giggle, "Can we get naked, too?"
To his credit, Dr. Kott glanced towards me and when I shrugged, he announced, "Of course!"
In less than a minute, only the professor and I remained clothed, although Martin did still have on his white tank undershirt. Even with that, it was evident the man was quite hairy, and emerging from his thick nest of pubic hair was an impressive cock. Although not as large as Kott's, the circumcised instrument hung in a slow arc over a set of balls that dangled noticeably.
Louise's body proved quite voluptuous, almost like a Rubenesque painting, with large breasts capped with wide areolas, a round tummy, and thick thighs. She looked at me with a playful smile when she caught me staring a little too long at her neatly trimmed bush. Conversely, Beth's body was athletic with pert B-cup breasts, a trim tummy, and a toned ass, and it would not have surprised me at all to learn that she spent time at the gym or on the jogging track every day. Hank looked even less impressive naked and it made me wonder how he had landed such a lovely wife. He had an undeveloped and mostly hairless body with an average dick and he stood slightly stooped.
"Rachel, let's go to the mat," I said, taking her by the elbow.
"Yes, of course, it's your choice but can I draw your attention to the cross. It's made for this type of...play...and you haven't let her experience it yet," the professor suggested.
Instantly, I realized he was referring to the same device Josh had used to restrain our daughter and I could only surmise that the professor was intentionally trying to play a game. He had to know I would recognize it from the video, as would Rachel, which meant he was seeking a reaction. In his mind, did he think it symbolized something or was he just trying to be provocative? I guessed the latter but regardless, I nodded to him as I redirected my wife. Rachel didn't protest and when we arrived, our host helped me fit her into the cuffs, although, unlike her daughter, she was bound with her ass to the room. Dr. Kott met me at the table with the paddles while the others formed a semi-circle around my wife.
"Crop?" I asked.
A smile came to his face and I knew he recalled it was the instrument Josh had used to tease Lizzie. He nodded his concurrence but as I turned away, I felt his hand on my arm.
"How many blows?" he asked.
"Forty," I replied having determined it was an appropriate number given her previous punishment and the severity of the current indiscretion.
"A large number and one that could easily cause damage," he whispered, and when I gave him a questioning look, he continued with, "If that's the number then I suggest you only give five that are harsh and five that are slightly less. The other should be lighter and meant to build tension but cause no real pain. If you do all harshly, the results will be poor."
"I see," I responded.
Once again, the man had delivered a message that the true value of the experience was what I could make happen in my wife's head. It made perfect sense and I felt naïve for allowing my annoyance and eagerness to override wisdom.
I nodded to the man indicating his message resonated but before I could move towards Rachel, he asked, "What's your goal?"
"What do you mean?" I asked, cringing that I would once more appear green.
"Are you after retribution? Do you want her punished so she learns from her mistake or do you want her to admit her desires?" he asked.
"I think she's shown her desires," I said, although I thought I knew his direction.
"Perhaps..." he answered and then paused for effect before continuing with, "Last time your actions proved...impressive. She felt the sting and then made a difficult decision. Perhaps, it's something to consider."
With that, he turned away leaving me to ponder his words, and I felt certain that part of his interest revolved around his desire to put his fat cock into my wife, again. However, that alone seemed too simple, and recalling the prior visit, I remembered how her choice of sex over punishment had felt both surprising and exciting. Still, with no real plan, I stepped towards her and took a moment to look at her beautiful body with her feet spread widely and arms bound high over her head.
"Forty, Rachel..." I told her realizing we had never discussed the number of blows.
"No! No way...that's too many," she protested.
"Whack!" I landed an unannounced strike.
"Ayyyeeee... Stop!" she cried out as her body writhed in pain.
Purposefully, I hit hard on the first to set the threshold in her head about what to expect.
"Thirty-nine to go," I announced and then struck her again before she could reply.




"Ayyyyeee...it hurts," she cried out equally as loud although I had eased off slightly.
"Tell them why you're here," I demanded with growing excitement.
"I was bad," she whimpered.
I landed a much softer blow, but as the professor had counseled, it still did the job and I pushed, "Tell them what you did."
"I...I had sex with a man," she forced out.
"You fucked a man after he paraded you around like a whore. After I told you that you'd get punished for it?" I taunted her.
"Yes..." she whimpered.
I struck her lightly once more and then asked, "Who did you fuck? Who is your lover?"
"Larry...the...the maintenance man," she replied.
"Whack!" I landed another solid shot that made her body twist as she squealed loudly.
Glancing around, I saw that Martin now sported an erect cock and Louise was tugging on Hank's shaft while he mauled one of her heavy breasts. Beth, standing by herself, appeared fidgety and when I locked eyes with the professor, he gave me a broad smile and nodded as if to signal his support. I turned back towards my wife and was about to raise my arm when an idea hit me.
"I'm going to give the others a turn. The professor can go next and each will get to spank you five times until we finish," I told her.
"No...that's not fair," she protested.
"Why?" I asked, curious about her reasoning.
"They'll hit me harder," she answered.
Perhaps, she felt that as her husband I would always maintain a limit or maybe she didn't want to trade the unknown for the known but before I could think of a clever answer, Dr. Kott stepped forward holding a slender cane he had grabbed from the table. Without hesitating, he took a position and landed a stinging blow using his practiced skills. I marveled at how effortless he looked in his motion but how perfect he was with his aim. Rachel squealed and tried to turn her head our way as she begged for it to end. The professor provided time for the tension to build but rather than swinging again, he decided to toy with her head.
"Rachel, my sweet Rachel...how I love to spank your lovely ass," he said in a soothing voice.
"Professor, please stop...it hurts," she begged.
"Your husband makes the rules on your punishment and he was quite clear, I'm afraid," the man answered then struck her less severely.
"Stop..." she cried out.
The Polish man swept the reed through the air causing a whistle that made her tense. She had just started to relax when he hit her with a solid blow which brought forth a fresh wave of pleadings.
"So enjoyable and still thirty-three to go," the man laughed.
"Stop...wait! I want to..." she started before suddenly stopping.
"Want to what?" I asked although I suspected her intent.
Dr. Kott looked at me with a raised eyebrow and he moved the cane indicating he wanted to strike her again which he did just seconds later.
Rachel whimpered for a few seconds and then said, "No...no more. Can I...can I trade?"
The professor turned towards me with a victorious smile and even though I wasn't certain I wanted to witness the decadence of his fat cock invading her pussy again, I asked, "Trade? You mean fuck instead of getting spanked?"
"Yes..." she said in a tiny voice.
Before I could speak, Dr. Kott took the thin cane and moved it between her spread legs. He managed to get it between her folds and when he pulled it back, there was noticeable moisture for several inches along its length.
"Rachel, you appear to be quite wet. Is it from the spanking or anticipation of your trade?" he asked.
Seconds went by as we waited for her response but when it was clear none would be forthcoming, I told her, "I guess one minute per spanking makes sense."
Although I maintained a focus on my wife, I could hear snickers breaking out from the others who no doubt felt thrilled to participate in the scenario. I was just about to step forward and free her when Martin fired off a question.
"Can we at least get to spank her once?" he asked.
"Me too!" his wife followed.
"Hey, that'll take one of my minutes," her husband protested.
Looking around the room, I could tell everyone liked the idea. Even Anna, who normally stayed quiet and reserved in the background had stepped forward and now appeared eager.
Turning back to Rachel, I said, "It seems everyone wants a turn with your butt. So, each will get one hit and then we move to the mat. Is that what you want?"
Silence ensued as she considered the proposal and all around me, I could feel the palpable building of sexual excitement.
"I guess..." she whispered.
"Yes or no, Rachel," I demanded.
"Yes," she answered in a clear voice.
Louise was the first to step forward and using the cane, she swung at my wife but lacking coordination she landed a soft blow on her hip. Beth went next and wisely grabbed a paddle from the table but she barely tapped her rear before turning towards us with a smile. Hank followed her and he too used the paddle but with enough force to make her cry out. Martin's turn arrived and I was worried about his intense manner but thankfully the professor had a short, muted conversation with him before he took the paddle and he gave a similar blow. Now, only Anna remained and after selecting the cane, she swung with a fluid motion and hit my wife's red butt with a searing strike that forced a loud squeal. It was easily the most purposeful strike my wife received and it seemed incongruent with our previous interactions. As she stepped away, just for a moment, a little smile appeared on her face which made me wonder if, for some reason, she harbored a grudge.
"A fitting ending. Something she can remember," Dr. Kott declared.
As the others laughed at his statement, I stepped forward and started to release my wife's arms and soon the professor joined me and worked on the lower restraints. I had just released the first when the man nudged me and nodded towards my wife's pussy. Kneeling, while pretending to work on her other foot, I got an up-close look at her slit that had a clear coating of thick fluid. It left no doubt that the man's earlier accusations were entirely true.
We led her to the mat and placed her on her knees then stepped back, joining the others that stood along the edge. She had her eyes directed towards the ground in resignation but based on the condition of her pussy, I wondered if it was just a façade to try and show indifference.
"Who would you like first?" our host asked.
"The blonde guy," she responded in a manner that informed us she had already been thinking about it.
Instantly, a big smile filled Hank's face and he was about to step forward when the professor said, "Wait a moment."
He turned towards the table that held the paddles, pulled open and drawer, and then returned. In his hand, he held a shiny object about eighteen inches long, and on closer inspection, I could see it was a heavy string that ran through the center of dozens of small nuts. At the top, the string attached to a small clip, and with an eager expression, the man moved to my wife, had her raise off her hands, and then attached the clip to the round bar through her nipple.
"Owwww!" she cried out as the weight of the metal fasteners distended her tender flesh.
Falling forward, most of the string landed on the mat which removed the pain and we watched as she wiggled her body until she found a comfortable position. Whether intended or not, it resulted in her chest being very close to the floor which lifted her ass into an inviting position.
"God, you are so evil," Louise giggled when the professor moved back.
Hank stepped onto the mat and took a position between Rachel's open legs. He used his hand to guide his cock along the length of her slit several times and then apparently satisfied, he pushed forward until he was balls deep.
"Eight minutes," Dr. Kott said reminding him of the arrangement.
The message clearly motivated him because he started a rapid thrusting as he held her hips with his hands. At first, Rachel seemed almost oblivious to his presence, but slowly small signs began to appear that he was getting her attention, and when we saw her hips rolling in rhythm to his movements, we knew she had engaged.
"Is it good?" Martin asked after Hank let loose with a deep grunt.
"Yeah...damn..." he replied.
Whether it came from the spanking, the magical feeling of Rachel's pussy, or both, it wasn't long before it became clear that he was in an advanced state of excitement and wouldn't last long.
"Don't cum in her...pull out," I said, feeling stupid I had forgotten to give the warning before things started.
Rather than reply, he merely nodded his head several times as he focused on their connection. Then, just as his body started to tremble, he wrenched free and fired a stream of semen across my wife's back. Completely spent, the man barely had enough energy to move away and as soon as space was available, Martin, still wearing the white undershirt, jumped forward and immediately shoved his cock inside.
"Ohhh...." Rachel gasped from the sudden intrusion.
"You only used five minutes," Dr. Kott announced to Hank with a chuckle.
"I'll use them," the swarthy man announced as he watched his cock slide in and out of my wife's dilated opening.
"No, I want them," Beth declared which made me look her way.
She looked back at me with an expression that showed she was dead serious. As far as I knew, Rachel had never engaged with another woman in any way, and I wondered how she would react to the touch of the pretty blonde.
"I'll keep track of the minutes," I said to take the matter off the table.
Martin used a hand to push Hank's semen further up her back and when it returned to her hip, he started to increase the pace. It took him a bit to get a head of steam but when his pounding had reached full intensity, two things happened. First, Rachel's occasional sounds turned to rhythmic groans, and second, the swarthy man started to spank her ass hard with his open hand. Lightly at first, he soon had her already welted ass turning even redder but nothing in her behavior indicated she felt pain. Rather, as he increased the intensity of his blows, her sexual cries became more pronounced.
"Marvelous," I heard the professor say softly.
Martin, evidently wanting more leverage, lifted his right leg until he had his foot on the mat, and then started anew. Quickly, he had her squealing again but now his exertions caused him to expel heavy grunts as well. When he returned to spanking, her whines moved to a higher pitch and we could tell something big was building. It took another minute but then Rachel began to egg him on as she turned her head to look at the hairy man.
"Go...ohhhh...go..." she whimpered.
Martin reached forward and grabbed a handful of hair pulling her backward which lifted the weights connected to her nipple. Her breast noticeably extended and her cries now took on an odd mixture of lust and pain.
"Do it," Beth cheered, energized by the scene.
Suddenly, it no longer looked like two people having sex. Instead, I felt I was witnessing two wild animals engaged in an intense mating ritual. Soon, the couple's passionate cries, the wet sounds coming from Rachel's pussy and the rapid movement of their sweat-covered bodies became so pronounced, I knew it couldn't last much longer.
"Uggghhh...uggghhh...close..." Rachel wailed and then just seconds later, she let loose, "Ohhhh...go...ohhh...ohhh...don't stop...oh, don't stop...go..."
From the strength of her orgasm, I could only surmise that the pain in her breast no longer registered or if it did, it somehow added to the experience. Martin continued to ram his cock into her sloppy hole as she crested and then in a swift move, he let go of her hair, wrenched himself free, and moved to her head where he started to rapidly flail his cock. I guessed what was coming but Rachel had no idea and was watching him as the first blast flew from his shaft and landed on her brow. Before she realized what had occurred, two more streams hit her face, one on her cheek and the other square on the bridge of her nose. His final shot landed in her hair as she turned away and with a final grunt, he fell back onto his ass and started to suck in air.
"Such a beautiful slut," Dr. Kott said in a strained voice.
"That was so hot," Louise said excitedly.
I knew I should feel angry about the man's sordid action but like the others, I felt consumed by the eroticism. Rachel fell to her side and half-heartedly worked to remove the semen but it seemed the orgasm had taken all her energy. I was just about to go to her side when I felt a hand probing for my dick and looking over, I saw it was Louise who had moved closer. She looked at me with a knowing smile and after fumbling for a moment, she squeezed the erect shaft through my pants.
"You need relief," she whispered and from the corner of my eye, I saw Beth kneel next to my wife.
Despite the voluptuous woman's efforts, my attention returned to Rachel and I felt a pang of guilt for not being the one to come to her assistance. The slender blonde started by removing the clasp from her nipple ring and then used her hands to turn her onto her back. However, what happened next totally blew me away. As we watched, Beth bent forward until she was close to my wife's face and then slowly extended her tongue and licked a little of the cum.
"My God," I whispered.
Louise, still fondling my dick, giggled a little and then whispered, "She's bi...and nasty."
"Clean her up, honey," her husband chuckled.
At first, I didn't think Rachel was aware of what was happening but after the woman's third lick, she opened her eyes, reached out with her arm, and tried to push her away. However, it was clear she lacked strength and after several failed attempts, she let out a small whimper and stopped.
"Anna," the professor called out to his wife and nodded towards the duo.
Without speaking, the pretty Polish woman approached the mat and positioned herself between my wife's legs. Then, she leaned forward and used her tongue to clean up the fluids coating Rachel's pussy. As soon as she made contact, my wife reacted and tried to wiggle away, now with more conviction. Hank moved quickly and after dropping to his knees, he used his hands to hold her shoulders down. We watched as Rachel made several attempts to break free but when she realized it wasn't possible, she tried pleading.
"Stop...please..." she called out and then added, "No...honey?"
At the same time, she tried to kick at Anna but the professor's wife proved quite strong and managed to force her thighs open. Mesmerized by the scene, I remained in my spot but my thoughts went to the original intent of our visit and how far we had departed from that plan. Still, I couldn't deny it was all extremely arousing, so I decided to let it run its course.
Be still Rachel," I commanded.
"This wasn't part of the deal," she countered.
Although she had a valid point, I still felt I had the final say, so I told her, "Quiet."
She let go with a frustrated whine but her body relaxed and the women immediately returned to licking her clean. They finished quickly but rather than backing away, Beth began to plant soft kisses on her lips while Anna's attention turned to her clit, and not long after, Hank lowered his head and found a nipple. Although she made no effort to return the blonde's kisses, the slow undulations of her body indicated that something was plucking her sexual strings.
As the others continued their play, Beth took a break from her kissing and started whispering into my wife's ear. I strained to hear but it proved impossible and just as I thought about moving closer, I felt Louise's hands working on my belt.
"You need these off," she laughed.
My dick ached from being in the tight confines so I didn't fight her and soon she had me naked from the waist down. Then, breaking only to tug on my shaft a few times, she went to work on my shirt. Once off, I glanced towards the professor and saw that sometime during the events, he had disrobed, too. Focused on the mat, he slowly stroked his large organ and I sensed his mind danced with thoughts of burying it inside my wife.
Less than a minute had passed since Louise captured my attention but when I looked back at the mat, I noticed Beth was once more planting soft kisses on Rachel's lips but now she was getting a bit of a response. Although not overt, their connection was real and when Hank moved his hands off Rachel's shoulders, her hands rose and gripped the woman's upper arms.
"She ever fuck a girl?" Louise asked.
"No..." I answered still staring at the scene and then turning towards the woman, I reiterated, "No."
"Better hang on..." she giggled.
As I contemplated her message, Dr. Kott appeared in my peripheral vision and I watched as he stepped close to Anna and then announced to the room, "I believe I have some minutes in the bank."
His wife quickly moved away as did Hank but it took Beth a moment and she gave him an annoyed look as she pulled back. In her state of reverie, it took Rachel a few seconds to realize the meaning but she offered no resistance as the well-endowed man positioned himself between her legs.
"Such a treat," he declared as he moved closer.
Rachel's eyes landed on his heavy cock that he held in one hand and she followed its movement as the man traced it along both thighs and then over her sodden mound. He seemed in no rush but as he continued his play, we watched her hips begin to gently roll.
"Guess we'll see if she's got anything left," Martin chuckled.
Still, in the same spot he landed in after giving her a facial, he slowly stroked his cock that had mostly revived.
"Widen your legs, Rachel," her teacher commanded.
Without hesitation, she opened and the professor began to probe her juicy slit with the tip of his cock. Soon, her legs began to bob in anticipation, and then without warning, he pushed several inches inside.
"Uhhhhh...ohhhhh..." she cried out.
The professor paused for a moment and then thrust again forcing more inside and on the thirds try he made it all the way and fell forward onto his elbows. Already, the intrusion had Rachel emitting a low mewing sound and her hands gripped his biceps in a way that let us know she fully felt his thick shaft. He started a slow but deliberate movement, and just as she wrapped her legs around his waist, Louise dropped to her knees and inhaled my dick. Seconds later, I felt a presence behind me and I looked over my shoulder just as Beth's hands slipped beneath my arms and found my nipples.
For a few seconds, I continued to watch the Polish man excite my wife but the women's efforts were compelling and soon captured my full attention. The voluptuous woman had a talented mouth and knew how to use her fingers behind my balls which put me in a very excited state. I let my hands wander each woman's body, and only my standing position kept me from progressing faster but given the circumstances, I thought it probably a good thing.
"After they finish, I want to be with your wife. Let me be with her," Beth whispered, and when I didn't reply, she added, "You can fuck me after...all you want."
Not sure whether she expected my help or just my acceptance, I didn't respond but her voice did lift me from my trance and I turned my attention back to the mat. Dr. Kott still moved with the same rhythm but now he had Rachel's legs pushed back so that her knees were in her armpits. There was no romance in their connection but her constant groans indicated she was being thoroughly pleasured.
"She... I don't think she..." I started before Beth interrupted.
"Just leave us alone...for a little bit," she begged.
"Oh yeah..." I heard a voice to my side and looking over, I spotted Anna on her knees with Martin's cock in her mouth.



Only Hank remained by himself but he seemed content to tug on his erection as he watched the mating couple.
Several times, the women tried to pull me onto the floor and I knew that if I allowed it, they would soon have me cumming. However, I didn't want to lose the connection with Rachel so I deflected their efforts. Then, the sounds on the mat suddenly changed and looking down I saw that the professor was now lifting his body until his cock was almost out of her pussy then dropping heavily onto my wife. The movement created a slapping sound as their bodies met and brought forth new, louder cries.
"Glad I got her first," Martin laughed.
His comment made me recall that the professor had a time limit, which had certainly been exceeded, but no one, not even Rachel, seemed interested in calling it out. Slowly, as the passion of the couple increased, everyone's attention returned to the mat. Louise's mouth left my dick but she continued to stroke me slowly as she watched while Beth and I had our hands on each other's ass. Martin had turned Anna so she could watch and his cock hung alongside her cheek while Hank had stepped back several paces to blend in.
Rachel and Dr. Kott didn't talk but their sexual sounds, particularly my wife's, provided guidance on their state. Occasionally, she could enjoy multiple orgasms but despite what I was witnessing, the size of the one she already experienced made me think it was unlikely. It made me consider whether the professor had decided to let go when the time came or if he felt determined to get my wife off as a sign of power. The first sign of where things would finish occurred when the professor started to emit his own soft grunts. It took a minute or so but they grew in intensity until they matched Rachel's, making me think he was getting close. However, things happened much faster than I anticipated as he suddenly made several awkward thrusts and then pulled free and as my wife continued to move, he fired his cum across her abdomen.
"Ahhhhh..." he let loose with a satisfied sigh as he rose to his knees.
The disappointed look on my wife's face made me think she might have been closer than it appeared and several times she took glances at the man's cock as if to convince herself that it was indeed spent. The room remained quiet for a time and everyone held their positions but when the professor stood, Rachel suddenly became aware of the eyes on her and tried to shield her body.
"Let me help," Beth said as she stepped forward but her presence caused my wife to turn to her side and when her abused ass came into view, the slender woman said, "Anna can you bring some lotion, please?"
The professor took a deep breath, scanned the room, and then said, "Perhaps a break is in order."
With that, he started towards the house with Anna right behind and one by one the others fell in until it was just Louise, Beth, Rachel, and me. After a few seconds, Louise stood, tugged my shaft gently, licked my earlobe, and departed, too. I watched as my wife continued to thwart Beth's attention and prepared myself to intervene when Anna returned with a large bottle of aloe vera. She handed it to the blonde woman then left, and Beth immediately poured a large amount in her hand and began to rub it into my wife's welts. Over the next few minutes, with a slow hand and many words of encouragement, she managed to get Rachel prone while covering her ass with the healing liquid. Several times, she made head nods indicating I should leave but the interaction excited me, so I stayed. Finally, after a particularly forceful motion and a pleading look, I stepped slowly towards the door.
"That was an incredible start, is the house open?" I heard Martin ask just as I joined the group.
"Yes, of course...you know the rooms," Dr. Kott replied.
Although all the men had just fucked my wife, no one showed any awkwardness at my presence and I accepted the beer Hank offered. Amazingly, despite the nudity, I didn't feel uncomfortable and for several minutes we held a back-and-forth conversation on several subjects, none of which had anything to do with sex. Then, in less than a minute, with no verbal signal, Martin and Anna headed off together in one direction and Louise and Hank in another.
"An outstanding beginning to the evening. Rachel is so special. I do hope you stay. I think you're deserving of some attention," the professor said.
"It always seems different...in my head versus the reality," I replied.
"I see, but you shouldn't think one must be good and the other bad. Just accept the difference," he counseled, and when I shrugged in response, he reiterated his message, "I think you would enjoy some...entertainment of your own."
Although I had considered the idea, I replied, "That would just create complications."
"I understand but I must say that Anna does like to be in the middle and of course, there's the lovely Beth. She is quite fun. Perhaps, we can check on them and I can keep Rachel busy while you experience her," he responded.
"I believe we're done for the night," I told him, hoping he would drop the subject.
He nodded to me but when I turned towards the hall, he fell in close behind. When we emerged into the garage, I spotted my wife, covered in a blanket, with Beth kneeling at her side, slowly rubbing her body. When she saw us, she put a finger to her lips indicating we should be silent, and then slowly rose and moved our way.
"She's sleeping," the woman said and then quickly added, "Let her rest."
With her arms, she shooed us back and the professor, realizing the situation offered no sexual potential, moved ahead with his long strides and disappeared. Halfway down the hall, Beth took my hand and I let her lead us to the living room where she sat on a sofa and motioned me next to her. My mind was still on Rachel and naively I thought the attractive woman wanted to share something about my wife's state but as soon as I settled, she fell to her knees, grabbed my dick, and pulled it into her soft mouth.
"Beth..." I started in protest as my ass lifted.
She used her hand to push me back, never losing the connection but after a few seconds, she stopped, looked up at me, and said, "I'm going to suck you, and then we're going to fuck."
"Shit..." I let out when she returned to the task and although my mind screamed at me to stop, it felt so good I let it continue.
It didn't take long for her to get me to the brink but before pushing me over, she stopped, pulled me up, and led us to a small room that I realized was the professor's home office. A leather sofa sat along one wall and without speaking, she fell to her knees, draped her body over it with her ass to me, and then looked back with a wicked smile.
"Fuck me...I like it hard..." she commanded.
With my body buzzing and my mind screaming, I fell to my knees, moved into place, and then thrust easily into the woman. I started a solid rhythm but recalling her message, I began to pound her harder which brought forth a litany of soft moans and whines. Still, it didn't seem enough, so I took her hips in my hands and used them to pull her forcefully against me.
"Like that," I taunted as the sounds of our bodies slapping together filled the small space.
"Like your wife got fucked...like Martin fucked her. Made her squeal..." she grunted, and after a pause, she continued with, "She loves cock...loved the cum on her face."
I knew she wanted to provoke me and it worked because instantly, I started to take her with even greater intensity. A strange feeling of euphoric power swept through me but I knew I couldn't maintain the pace for long, and fortunately, I didn't have to. Less than a minute later her sexual sounds took on a needy tone and I knew she was getting close to a climax. When it arrived, I had to use one hand between her shoulders to keep her thrashing body in place.
"Ohhh...oh fuck...fuck me baby...yeah...oh fuck yeah...keep going...harder..." she cried out.
I made it another dozen strokes and then wailed like a wounded animal and fired my seed deep inside as my body lost coordination. Draped over her back, I sucked in air as I listened to her continue to mew. Several times, she pushed against my dick but with a final whimper, she fell onto her arms. At that moment, looking down at her ass and recalling her dirty talk, I swatted her hard.
"You like that?" I asked, quite proud of my performance.
"Mmmm...yeah... Let me rest," she sighed.
We stayed connected for several minutes, slowly recovering, and then suddenly she broke free. However, rather than calling it done, she looked at me with a seductive smile and patted the couch. I rose from my knees and sat on the leather fabric and Beth immediately straddled my waist and brought my partially erect dick back to her slit. It took only a few rolls of her hips to bring me to full mast and with a knowing smile, she brought her lips to mine for a sloppy kiss.
"Shit..." I declared when we broke.
"You need to join the group," she grunted as she rode me.
"No..." I started but she interrupted.
"Yeah, your wife loved it and you're loving it, too," she said.
Not wanting to start a debate, I decided to go quiet and just enjoy the feeling. The minutes ticked by as we continued to fuck and I reveled in the sensation, so I felt disappointed when she started to slow.
"Tired?" I asked.
"I need to pee...wait here," she announced as she lifted off.
I thought about checking on Rachel but expecting her back quickly, I remained on the couch. However, when ten minutes had elapsed, I started to get antsy and when it reached twenty, I rose. I went straight to the garage expecting to see my wife on the mat covered in the blanket but the room was empty. For a moment, I felt panic, wondering if she had discovered my tryst with Beth and left, but knowing I needed to find her, I returned to the house. The first floor was empty but as soon as I climbed the stairs, I saw Martin in the doorway of a room so I headed that way. Getting closer, I heard the unmistakable sounds of sex coming from the room and when I arrived, I got a huge shock when I saw Rachel on her back in the middle of a queen-size bed with a man between her widely spread legs. Besides Martin, Dr. Kott, Anna, Martin, and Beth were present standing within a few feet of the connected couple. It took a few seconds for my mind to overcome the surprise and when it did, I realized I was watching Josh, the young graduate student, and my daughter's occasional lover, fucking my wife.
Rachel had one hand on the man's hairy ass and the other looped around his neck as he moved into her with a steady pace. Looking up, I saw the professor had his normal lust-filled expression while Beth looked my way with a conspiratorial smile. Martin and Anna seemed completely indifferent and after a glance my way returned their attention to the bed. I'm not sure whether it was my decadent mind or the fact that Beth had fucked all the energy out of me but I just took a few steps further into the room and watched.
By their state, I guessed they had been going at it for a while, and despite my wife's previous orgasm, she appeared to be building. Save for the couple's groans, whimpers, and grunts, the room was thankfully silent, and hoping to avoid any demeaning looks from the others, I locked my eyes on Rachel. From experience, I could tell when she was getting close and when her hand left his neck and moved to his arm, I knew she was at the brink.
With her voice in a higher-than-normal pitch, she started to whine, and seconds later, the climax arrived, "Ohhh...oh yes...yes...ohhh...ohhh...go...go..."
She was still whining when his movements started to get jerky and seconds later, as he started to grunt, he broke free and fired his semen just above her pussy as he called out, "Oh yeah...yeah...damn..."
"It was Beth that broke the silence when she said, "Finally!"
Her voice caused Josh to turn and when he spotted me, he quickly moved off the bed. With his body out of the way, Rachel and I made eye contact and she closed her legs as a look of fear swept over her face. The others, picking up on the dynamic, left the room and when they were gone, I just stood and stared, wondering how to proceed.
"Where did you go?" she asked in a lame attempt to deflect blame.
"I thought your punishment was over but I think it's just starting," I said.
"No, honey...please...just please, no..." she begged.
I stared at her for a bit longer and then suddenly I just wanted to be away from the house, the dungeon, and the others. I extended my hand and helped her up, then together we headed towards the garage to retrieve our clothes.
"Mother and daughter, amigo! Which one was better?" I heard Martin say loudly as we neared the kitchen.
"C'mon," Josh laughed.
"You owe me. You're mine for the rest of the night," Beth laughed.
When we appeared, the group went silent and I didn't bother to comment on their conversation as we turned down the hallway. It took just a few minutes to dress and then we left, not bothering to offer any goodbyes as we headed towards the front door.
"Tell me what happened...with Josh," I demanded once we were in the safety of the SUV.
She looked straight ahead without answering for several seconds before replying, "He just showed up. I asked...he didn't say why."
"C'mon Rachel tell me what happened. How did you get upstairs?" I demanded.
"I...I was asleep...on the mat and then he's just there and...he started... I guess we started doing it... Dr. Kott comes in and tells him to move upstairs," she explained.
"You let him? The guy who's been with Lizzie?" I responded, walking a fine edge with my temper.
"Yes..." she answered in a whisper.
"Why?" I probed.
"I don't know..." she said.
"Well, obviously you loved it. He gave you a nice orgasm," I said being intentionally mean, and then added, "You know they were talking about it...you...and Lizzie."
"I know..." she replied meekly.
We drove the rest of the way in silence and when we arrived at the condo, she tried to make for the bathroom but I stopped her and made her disrobe. Then, I made us a drink and we sat on the couch. The pungent aroma of sex filled my nose and I wavered between anger and sympathy as I thought about the evening and each of our actions.
"Rachel, let's talk about it," I whispered.
"Well, I guess you got what you wanted. I'm truly a slut...no question about it," she replied with a sad smile.
"I know it went a little...I mean...you saw Larry...you knew what that meant...and the...Josh," I responded.
"A little? Let's see...I was passed around, touched by a woman, and fucked our daughter's boyfriend. Yes, I think that might be called a little," she fired back.
She sounded more irritated than angry so I replied, "And loved the hell out of it."
"No, I didn't!" she replied, surprised by my tack.
"Sorry, honey...your orgasms gave you away," I replied smugly.
"God, you're a bastard! I didn't have a choice. Either...fuck...or get beaten," she fired back.
"You chose pretty fast," I teased.
"Let me hit you! You wouldn't even make it to the second," she replied.
"Why did you let Josh?" I asked changing subjects hoping to catch her off guard.
"I...I was vulnerable," she said in a tiny voice.
"What does that mean?" I pushed.
"I...look...okay, look...I get really excited and yes I came really hard. I was floating and the woman put the lotion on and covered me in the blanket and I felt so good. Josh was just there, under the blanket, and he started touching me and I just...I couldn't make myself say no," she responded.
"You sure it isn't a competition with Lizzie? She sniffs around Larry so you go for Josh?" I pushed.
It was an ugly comment and I could see it had greatly annoyed her so I wasn't surprised when she responded, "Asshole."
"You sure?" I asked, not ready to dismiss the thought.
"Yes, I'm sure and I'm sorry about Josh but..." she started and then paused for a moment before continuing with, "Don't beat me up. It's been a rough night."
"Well, I guess...we're just back to the same place. Sweet Rachel is just a dirty girl at heart," I said.
"Don't..." she begged and after moving closer to me, she said, "Be nice to me."
Her vulnerable voice made my remaining irritation wane, and after taking a deep breath, I said, "Okay...I'm frazzled and don't want to be mad."
With a relieved smile, she pulled my head to hers and kissed me hard. I let my hands roam her body and when I arrived at her slit, I was disappointed to find it barely damp. However, after separating her fold a little, I found she was still nicely slick further in.
"You want me to be bad...you make me," she offered when the kiss ended.
"No, Rachel. I punish you when you reach the point you can't control yourself anymore," I countered, surprised she wanted to reignite the conversation.
"That's because you make everything about sex! All the time...non-stop," she fired back.
"Well, anyway, you have one more man to take care of," I smiled at her.
"You think so?" she asked sarcastically.
"Yeah...you know your duty," I replied.
For a moment, she gave me a defiant look, and then her hands went to my clothes and soon she had me naked. She moved between my knees and took my mostly hard dick into her mouth and for several seconds, I watched as her head bobbed. Then, she stopped, looked at my shaft quizzically, and then brought her eyes to mine.
"You've been with someone. I can taste it. You fucked Anna," she said with true anger in her voice.
"No..." I started but she cut me off.
"Yes, you were with Anna. Was it her? Admit it," she demanded as her grip tightened.
"Beth," I replied.
Although she tried to show anger and refused to accept that her sex with multiple men more than offset my one time, I felt most of it was an act to gain leverage. Still, she let me take her to bed and although I had a nice climax, I couldn't manage to get her over the top.
Things were awkward at home on Sunday as the light of day forced us both to face what had occurred. Most of my issues pertained to Josh while hers were all about my sex with Beth. Also, I had a nagging feeling that something surreptitious had occurred that led to the grad student showing up unannounced, and the longer I thought about it, the more convinced I became. Finally, knowing I needed an answer, I put in a call to the professor. For the first time since I'd known him, I noted nervousness in his voice and it took me some time before he finally admitted my concerns were correct. He explained that Beth and Josh were close in their little group and he had shared with her his relationship with our daughter and his interest in Rachel. When Beth found about the agenda for the evening, she had placed a call to him and they had set up a loose arrangement to get him with my wife. That turned out to be the reason Beth had shown Rachel so much attention and directed us out of the garage. Josh, waiting in his car outside, approached her after getting the green light and as she described, he found her in a vulnerable state. I debated whether to share the information with Rachel and finally decided not to as I couldn't see that it gained anything. However, it did steel me to the decision to be done with the professor and his dungeon.
Four weeks later, we were alone in our home in the country when Rachel suddenly burst into the living room and announced excitedly, "I'm pregnant! Finally!"
Instantly, I felt a wave of nausea roll through me as I realized she now carried another man's child. I knew the truth would devastate her as she had wanted a baby for so long. Indeed, her desire was so strong, I wondered if she would take any action.
"Okay," I finally forced out as my mind continued to churn.



She assumed my troubled expression related to being a daddy once again, and offered, "You loved having kids around."
I let her continue to show her enthusiasm but that night, when we were in bed, I returned to the issue and explained the reality.
"Rachel...the reversal didn't work. The tests were bad...almost nothing. I didn't want to upset you so I didn't say anything," I explained, and when a confused look appeared on her face, I clarified, "It's not my baby."
She took several rapid breaths and for a moment I thought she might cry but she collected herself and replied, "Yes, it is."
"Rachel..." I started.
"You said nothing...told me nothing!" she interrupted, angry that I hadn't shared the information.
"Rachel," I said again, but she turned her back to me and went quiet.
Multiple times over the next few days we revisited the issue but each time she declared that the baby she carried was mine. I even showed her a copy of the urologist report but she remained undeterred. Finally, I managed to get her to engage in a practical discussion about the sex that had occurred during the past month.
"Rachel, I know it's not a good subject and I realize I bear huge responsibility but we have to be realistic. The other men...Kott, Josh, Martin, the other guy...didn't use protection and they might have leaked," I challenged her, and then as a thought struck me, I asked, "And Larry? Was he careful?"
"So has yours," she countered, ignoring my question.
"Rachel, did Larry cum in you?" I pushed.
"I don't know," she replied and then, after a moment, added, "Maybe..."
Silence ensued but finally, hoping she would see the truth, I said in a soft voice, "You saw the report."
She turned and stared at me in silence as the seconds turned to minutes before she finally replied, "It's your fault."
"Yes..." I responded thinking it was the best way to proceed.
"I'm...I'm not..." she started but stood and left before she completed the thought.
Somehow, we started discussing testing and after some internet work learned that in vitro paternity determination was possible. It took several weeks to locate a lab as we didn't want to share the situation with our normal providers and on the first visit, they drew her blood and swabbed my cheek. The testing took ten days so there was nothing we could do but go home and wait. We tried to get solace through our normal routine but almost all my thoughts remained focused on the pregnancy and I felt certain Rachel was in a similar place. So far, we hadn't discussed options based on the forthcoming test results and I cringed at the thought knowing it would be devastating.
Exactly ten days later as I sat on the sofa watching TV, Rachel walked by, dropped a sheet of paper in my lap, and said, "Congratulations, you're going to be a father."
On the top, I could see the logo of the lab, and scanning down the page I landed on a sentence that stated the paternity probability at 99.998% Suddenly, it felt like the weight of the world left my shoulders and a huge smile came to my face.
"Okay, well...okay..." I babbled and when I looked up and saw Rachel looking at me smugly, I said, "I'm sorry. You were right."
She maintained her expression for a little longer and then replied, "Did you really think I wouldn't know?"
"I should have listened," I answered knowing it was a debate I didn't want to win.
"Oh, and I'm retiring...as a...your slut," she declared as a smile turned the corners of her mouth.
I stood and took her in my arms feeling my body hum from the combination of excitement and relief. After squeezing her hard, I found her lips and kissed her tenderly but when we broke, I decided to tease her a little.
"It's not your decision, sweetie. Unless you want to give up the condo," I whispered.
"I'm retiring and we're keeping the condo," she replied, and then informed me of her rationalization when she added, "I'm pregnant now."
Later that day, I listened close by as Rachel called and explained the situation to our daughter. Unsurprisingly, it took several attempts to convince Lizzie that it wasn't a joke, but when my wife started giggling excitedly, I knew our daughter had accepted the message. They carried on for a few minutes in a rapid exchange that suddenly stopped. The change caught my attention after Rachel took several nervous glances my way, I knew something was up.
"No, of course not," she said and after a moment, in response to something our daughter said, she replied, "Lizzie, I don't know what you're talking about."
At that moment, I knew my loving daughter was asking about Larry.
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"Frank's not high on the Africa deal," Jake's boss said to him after he returned from an afternoon investment opportunity meeting.
"Because of the pipeline?" he asked, knowing it was the project's Achilles heel.
"Yes, exactly. Without the low-cost routing, the economics just aren't that great, and it looks like there are lots of headwinds to get it," the older man confirmed.
"So, we're dropping it then?" he asked.
"Not quite yet. We decided to send another team over to meet with the government and see if we can get it unstuck. I want you to be part of it," the supervisor explained.
Jake Becker was a thirty-year-old employee of a second-tier international oil and gas company. An engineer by training, he had paid his dues on a three-year assignment in the Middle East working incredible hours to complete a challenging drilling program. Because of his performance there, he got the chance to move into the development end of the business while he completed an executive MBA program. He had finished a few months ago and was now eager to get fully re-engaged in the business. The only obstacle he faced was his forthcoming wedding.
"Uhhh... remember, I'm getting married in May," he reminded his boss.
The executive chuckled, and then said, "I know... don't worry. I can't see this being more than a week or so. Whatever the outcome, we'll need to come back and regroup."
That night over dinner, Jake explained to his fiancé, Helen, that he needed to make the trip.
"Jake, it's right in the middle of everything. Can't someone else, do it?" she asked.
"Honey, it's a big honor... a huge honor and I will be traveling with some really senior people," he responded.
"A bigger honor than your wedding?" she asked, deciding to give him a dig.
"Well... uhhh... I didn't say that," he answered.
A smile came to her face that swiftly turned into a giggle, and Jake realized she had played him.
"What are the dates? When are you going?" she asked.
"I'm not completely sure, but very soon," he told her.
"Honey, I understand, but please try not to miss the couple's showers," she pleaded.
Jake realized how lucky he was to be engaged to the young woman. He had spent years in a difficult environment with almost no female interaction, and it seemed the Gods rewarded him when he met Helen shortly after his return. However, at the time, she was in a relationship, so things moved slowly before she finally decided she wanted to be with him. It had been nineteen months since they first met and they were to be married in another two.
Helen was a very attractive 8th grade English teacher. A slender 5'7" tall, she had blonde hair that extended just past her shoulders, pert B-cup breasts, and long legs that merged into a tight behind. In Jake's view, one of her best attributes was her adventurous spirit as she was usually up for any outdoor activity. Indeed, most weekends found them enjoying a hike, a bike ride, or exploring some new spot.
Jake had not been directly involved with the project, so he spent most of his time before the trip immersing himself in the details. The oil discovery was inland and the development required a cross-country pipeline to allow export. By far, the biggest problem was the mountain range that separated the field from the coast. A northern route was achievable, but costly, and resulted in marginal project economics. However, a southern route, through a broad pass, significantly reduced the cost and greatly improved the returns. The problem was this path traversed the lands of a protected tribe that still lived a simple nomadic existence following long-established customs. From the start, it had proved problematic, with the government deeply concerned, and when the multi-lateral agencies caught wind of things, they had demanded that the project follow strict protocols. The most important step was to obtain the unequivocal support of the indigenous people, and the purpose of the upcoming trip was to determine if the company could convince the government to negotiate on their behalf.
Fortunately, the date for the visit didn't interfere with any wedding events which relieved Helen and turned her demeanor from reluctant acceptance to enthusiastic support. She spent time online researching the region then made him promise to take lots of pictures and load up on souvenirs.
Besides Jake, the other travelers included the SVP of exploration, the company's chief counsel, and his boss, which made the young employee feel quite important. If nothing else, he thought he would have an excellent opportunity to rub elbows with men that could have a big influence on his career.
When they arrived in-country, a local attorney hired to act as the company's representative met them at the airport. Oma, as he preferred to be called, had an average build, a bald head, and an awkward smile. Jake guessed he was in his mid-forties and noted his casual dress and easy-going manner. After resting for a day, the team met in a hotel conference room to discuss the situation, and Oma explained in detail that with the outside agencies watching closely, the government had little latitude. He explained candidly that payments might help to some extent, but the chief counsel quickly shut him down. Thus, it was with minimal expectation that they met with the President and several of his ministers the next day.
"Of course, we want the project. We have no issue with the pipeline or your company, but the path to the coast is difficult," he started.
"Sir, we understand your message, but please appreciate the additional cost involved with the alternate route and the impact on economics. Frankly, it's not very appealing unless we take the better route," the SVP explained.
From there, it went back and forth for hours with no real progress. While the government stood to gain a great deal from the production sharing, they offered no help with the tribal issue.
"You must understand the...position...the stranglehold these institutions have over my country," the President finally stated with disgust.
"What is your suggestion?" the SVP responded.
Jake felt it was a defeatist statement intended to just bring closure to the meeting. Clearly, the company had achieved nothing from the visit, and it appeared it was over.
"You must go to see the chiefs and you must talk to them. Convince them that it is a good project. If they nod their heads, it will go very quickly," he replied.
With that, the meeting concluded and the team returned to the hotel. In retrospect, Jake thought that if they had been able to go straight to the airport and depart, they would have abandoned the project. However, they were not in a place with a multitude of flights and their scheduled departure was not for another thirty hours. After dropping their things in their rooms, they met in the hotel bar and it wasn't long before they returned to the message they had received. The conversation was mostly between Jakes's boss, Oma, and the SVP, and it lasted through four rounds of drinks, before finally ending.
"It's not an "A" opportunity. In fact, it's a long shot, but I could see us investing a little... for a while. We would have to get somebody to go meet with the tribes and try to make the case," the SVP said and then paused in thought before continuing, "I think the issue, the problem would be that it would take a while. Someone would have to be committed to spending some time in the... lands... with the chiefs."
"Yes... yes... I agree," Oma said, clearly eager to see any forward movement.
Jake saw his boss look at him and they stared at each other for a few seconds before the older man replied, "I think Jake would be a candidate. He knows the project, but he's getting married in a couple of months, so we would have to work around that."
"Jake?" the SVP asked.
"Well, I mean... if we can take the wedding into account...then...I would...I would love to," he said, realizing he needed to deliver a positive message.
"Of course, we have to take your wedding into account, the executive said," and then once again paused to think before adding, "Think about this. You come back for a week before you get married and visit the lands with Oma. Then, after you get married and get settled, come back. Maybe, a month or so after the wedding. In the interim, you...we can strategize with Oma. When you come back though, be prepared to stay for a while."
When he saw all the men nodding, he knew he didn't have a choice. In their mind, they had more than adequately addressed his marriage concerns.
"Sounds good," Jake said.
Luckily, when he returned home and explained everything to his future wife, her primary concern was how long he would be gone after the wedding. He told her honestly, that he didn't think it had a definitive start and end date, but he couldn't possibly imagine it would last more than six weeks, and based on that, she accepted the plan.
Oma reached out soon thereafter informing the group that he had contacted the tribal leaders and had held some preliminary discussions. He suggested Jake return in three weeks following the general guidelines they had discussed, and once again, he managed to schedule the trip so that it didn't interfere with the wedding plans.
"Just a little longer," Helen whined.
It was Saturday afternoon, and the young oilman's flight required him to leave for the airport soon to begin the long journey. He was on top of his fiancé, with his dick pushed deep inside, slowly moving while enjoying her soft mews. The previous evening, they had gone to dinner with friends, and when they arrived home, they had gone straight to bed. Their lovemaking had lasted all night with each of them waking the other to start anew.
"I can barely move," Jake moaned.
"You can sleep on the airplane," she countered.
Helen enjoyed sex although she usually waited for Jake to initiate things. However, once going, she could become very passionate. She loved receiving oral pleasure and if excited enough she would give, as well. She had tiny pink nipples that were extremely sensitive and connected directly to her vagina. Just a few gentle licks typically had her squirming as her pussy gushed. She had experienced two orgasms since they started, with the second being a monster, so Jake knew there was little chance of getting her there again. Likewise, he had completely drained his balls, so their current connection was languid and loving.
"No masturbation while you're gone," she giggled.
"Why? That's mean," he laughed.
"I want you crawling the walls," she whispered.
"Sweetie, you always make me crawl the walls," he replied and kissed her hard.
Even though Jake left on a Saturday, he didn't arrive in the capital until just past noon on Monday. Oma met him at the airport and they discussed things for an hour before he went to rest. The following morning, they took a private plane to the closest airport, and then embarked on a six-hour overland trek by SUV to get to the tribal lands.
"There are three different groups in the needed area and the largest is led by Chief Tiajuwu. I think our strategy should be to concentrate on convincing him and then get his help with the others. Also, his camp is less nomadic which should help," Oma explained.
"You think the other two will accept that? They won't be offended?" Jake asked.
"There might be some issues with the second-largest led by Chief Maipu, but the third is quite small. In any case, I suggest we begin this way," he replied.
"Makes sense, Oma. Tell me about Chief Tiajuwu," he said.
"He is not too old, perhaps early forties. He is quite strong-willed and can be volatile, so we must be careful in our approach. From my inquiries, it seems he is very loyal to his people and the land, and I'm told he is less corrupt than most. This, I think, will be in our favor," he explained.
"That's good because the company is still feeling the effects of something that happened almost ten years ago. There will be no tolerance for that kind of stuff," Jake replied, referring to an old bribery situation.
"I understand," the local advisor acknowledged, and then added, "Still, it is Africa, so we must be prepared for the approach."
"Jake nodded, and then asked, "Will there be others...foreigners in the area?"
"Likely, not. It is well past the tourist areas...much too difficult to get to and rough. Sometimes researchers are studying the people, but I have not heard of anything recent," he said.
"Good. One of my concerns was a bunch of liberal troublemakers," he said.
"I think we should be fine, but it is only a short visit and if we encounter something, we will have to evaluate," Oma responded.
For the final three hours of the journey, they had to travel off-road utilizing a satellite GPS for guidance. The landscape consisted of reddish arid plains, occasionally interspersed with low hills, and covered with scrub vegetation. The young engineer thought it shared many similarities to the southwestern part of the United States, which felt welcoming. Jake had expected a hotter temperature but Oma explained that it was normally temperate during the current season at their altitude. His preparation had made him aware that this part of Africa didn't have the animal population of other parts of the continent. Still, he expected something and felt disappointed that so far, they had encountered nothing of significance. Finally, on the horizon, they spotted what appeared to be a small settlement.
Jake looked around as they climbed from the vehicle and saw they were in a camp with around thirty small structures. Each was round with a thatched roof, and the stick-built walls had a mud coating. Three nearby corrals contained livestock and in the center of the village was an open space with a fire pit that he assumed served as a meeting area. Smoke drifted from multiple fires, and as he stepped closer, his nose picked up a smell that seemed to be a combination of dung, cooking, and sweat. Curious natives began to approach them and Jake saw that most of the women were exposed from the waist up. Although knowledgeable of the custom, he still felt self-conscious and tried to avert his gaze. Soon, several dozen people, both males and females of various ages surrounded them.
Oma spoke in his native tongue to the driver and assistant who quickly began to unload their equipment. Then, Jake watched as he spoke slowly to a nearby man who directed them with his outstretched arm towards one of the larger structures. Oma indicated for him to wait as he turned towards the shelter, and just as he arrived, a figure emerged showing a stern expression. They held a brief conversation, and then the man disappeared back inside. Jake didn't get a good look, but from what he could tell, the native man was over six-foot and thin, wearing a cloth garment that wrapped around his waist, a cloth cap, and sandals.
Oma spoke to the helpers again, and then advised Jake, "Chief Tiajuwu said to set-up over there, by those far huts."
"He looked older than forty," the young man stated.
"It's a hard life out here. They age swiftly," he replied.
They set about helping the other men and just before sundown they had prepared their camp. Oma had not scrimped in arranging for the tent, cots, chairs, and other accessories, so they had a functional and reasonably comfortable set-up. There was one tent for the driver and helper, one for Oma, and one for Jake. In the center, they strung tarps to shield the sun which provided a shaded sitting area. Water was in short supply, so there would be no bathing, but they had brought a good supply of towelettes to provide some ability to stay clean. Exhausted from the travel, after a quick snack, the young American man went to sleep.
The next morning everyone was up early and after breakfast, Oma took Jake for a walking tour of the settlement. They started at a corral where he saw a woman milking a scrawny cow and then they started walking through the huts. Along the way, the advisor described some of the customs and dress. Interestingly, Jake found the woman to be somewhat alluring. Of course, there were the exposed breasts that came in all shapes and sizes, but it was more than that, as in general, they had a handsome appearance and dignified bearing. Like the chief, they wore sandals and had loose-fitting garments of red and brown cloth that circled their waist and extended almost to the knee. Around their necks, they had multiple necklaces made of some sort of fiber, but the most striking thing was their braided hair and red coloring.
"Tell me about the red stuff," Jake said to Oma.
"It's made from a stone and mixed with fat. The women wear it for beauty and protection from the sun," he explained.
"Those aren't... they don't have it," the young man replied, nodding towards two girls.
"No, they are too young," he said.
"What makes them too young?" he asked, although he suspected he knew the answer.
"When their time has come. Then, they are considered an adult and will be married," he replied, confirming Jake's thought, and then quickly added, "I understand Chief Tiajuwu has a wife that is quite young."
"How many does he have?" Jake asked.
"At the moment, I believe it's two," he said.
A mixed group of males and females had taken a position close by and were talking about them.
Jake watched them interact for a while as they chatted and giggled, and then asked, "What are they saying?"
"I don't understand everything because they are speaking very fast, but they are talking about you and your white skin," he explained.
"Good or bad?" the young man laughed.
"They are wondering if your butt and...your genitals are also white," he laughed, with the young man joining in.
After the brief tour, they returned to their tents and a little later Oma went to speak with the Chief. He tried to get an audience to discuss the project but received a swift rejection. The message deflated Jake, but the advisor explained that he expected the response and that they needed to be patient. He counseled the young man to relax and spend the next few days interacting with the people and learning their customs. Jake accepted the message, as he was curious about the culture, so, it's exactly what he did.
Surprisingly, he was able to pick up on the rhythms of the village quickly. He noted the organization and breakdown of activities, when a task was going well, and when to expect intervention. With Oma as a translator, he learned about their dress, how they gathered food and prepared it, and the fact that they had satellite cattle stations so they wouldn't overgraze an area. Through the discussion, he learned that they measured wealth by livestock.
"What about bathing?" he asked Oma as they sat with an older man and his wife.
"Water is scarce, so most of the time they cleanse using smoke," he explained.
"Does it work?" Jake asked, having never heard about the technique.
"It must be effective! After all," the man responded, sarcastically.
"I can't get over the red," he said, as he looked over a woman seated near them.
He had managed to get comfortable with the partial nudity but was still intrigued by their practice of using the paste. The woman had braided hair, liberally covered with the substance, as was the rest of her torso, including her sagging breasts. The standard thick fibrous loops circled her neck and she wore a small skirt, made of a natural material, but paid little attention to its position. They had many discussions with small groups in the village over the next few days. With each interaction, Jake's respect for their dignity and humble manners grew, and other than the annoyance of swarming bugs and the inconvenience of absent toilets, he realized he was enjoying the visit.
Occasionally, while wandering the village, he noticed a young girl watching him, although she always stayed a short distance away. On their third day, he finally decided to ask Oma about her.



"Who is that girl? Sometimes, she follows us, but never gets close," he asked, nodding towards the place she currently stood.
Oma chuckled for a moment, and then replied, "I believe that is the new wife of Chief Tiajuwu."
"Does she want to talk? I mean, is she allowed?" he probed.
"She appears to be a little shy, which is surprising because she is said to be quite the flirt," he laughed.
"The wife of the chief flirts? That sounds like a problem," Jake replied.
"Not as much as you think. They have ways here in these tribes...peculiar ways to westerners..." Oma started but let the thought die.
"I mean...I read some things, but I thought it was exaggerated," he responded.
"I'm not sure what you read, so I can't say if it was exaggerated, but men of the tribes will occasionally offer their wives to good friends or respected guests," he explained.
"Well, she is pretty cute..." Jake laughed, looking towards the attractive woman.
"Be careful young man...be careful..." the local man chuckled.
The next morning, Oma was able to get another audience with the chief. Once again, the man refused to engage in a meaningful discussion, but he did recommend that they visit with Chief Maipu who was the leader of the second-largest tribe. They had discussed the need to engage him before, so the idea resonated with the men.
"So, you think it worth doing?" Jake asked.
"Yes, yes I think so. It's something we would need to do at some point anyway, and following Chief Tiajuwu's direction will be viewed favorably," Oma replied, and before the young man could respond, he added, "It will have some difficulty. The village is fifty miles away and we can't make it entirely in the vehicles. Likely, we will have a fifteen-mile hike."
"Flat? Mostly flat?" the young man asked.
"Some flat...some hills, too. Nothing big," he explained.
"So, overnight then?" he asked.
"Yes, I think one day would be too much," he concurred.
They decided to depart early the next morning, leaving their tents behind with their aides, and were packing the SUV with essentials when Chief Tiajuwu appeared and beckoned Oma. He walked to the leader's hut and was only inside for a short time before Jake saw him returning.
"The chief has offered a guide to help us," he announced.
"That sounds good," the young man responded.
"Yes, I think it is quite good. Especially, since he offered a key man...very well respected," Oma explained.
"Then, that must be good!" Jake responded with enthusiasm, and then asked, "And we're still leaving as planned?"
"Yes...yes, no changes," the black man answered.
They left the camp right at sunrise and drove for roughly an hour before leaving the track. Kozo, the representative of the chief, sat in front and helped the driver navigate the route. Jake guessed the tall man was close to his age and he could tell by the development of his body that he had a natural strength. He wore a traditional knee-length covering along with a thick braided necklace, a small cap, and sandals. Occasionally, he would point out a small animal or something of interest, and Oma would translate, but most of the drive was in silence. It took six hours to reach the spot where they had to leave the vehicle, and after offloading the necessary gear, they set out on foot.
Kozo led with Jake right behind followed by Oma and the driver. The young American could tell the tribal man was purposefully moving slow in deference to them, but despite his goodwill, they had been underway for less than an hour when Oma asked for a break. A second stop followed the first some thirty minutes later, which established an interval for the men. In each case, it was either Oma or the driver that called for the rest, and after the fourth stop, the looks Jake received from Kozo made him feel that the tribal man respected his endurance.
They arrived in the late afternoon, dusty from the trail, but thankful that the temperature had remained moderate. Unlike Chief Tiajuwu's village, this one was smaller, roughly half the size, and was set at the base of a low escarpment that extended as far as Jake could see in both directions. Their appearance sparked a flurry amongst the people who eagerly met them as they approached. They dressed much the same as those he had left that morning except for some differences in colors and he made a mental note to ask Oma about it later. Their smiling, open faces beckoned the group forward and soon they were in the center of the village. They were just dropping their gear when an older man appeared and the deference from those gathered alerted Jake to the fact that he must be a man of importance.
"Chief Maipu," Oma whispered as Kozo and the chief launched into a rapid conversation.
Looking him over, Jake saw that he had an average build, looked to be much older than Chief Tiajuwu, and wore no special clothing or symbol that would signify his position. While he certainly held the respect of the villagers, they showed no fear of his presence and closely circled as the men talked. Suddenly, the discussion ended, and the chief looked towards Jake for a moment before departing. His expression was flat, which provided no hint about his thoughts. Oma and Kozo held a short conversation and when it ended, Oma reached for his pack.
"Chief Maipu has instructed we set up over there," he said nodding towards an open area, and then added, "He has also invited us to meet with him later."
"That sounds good," Jake replied.
"Yes, I agree," he answered.
Later, Jake, Oma, and Kozo met with the chief for what turned out to be a simple dinner. At the appropriate moment, Oma started to explain the project and what they hoped to get from the tribes. It wasn't a smooth interaction because the translation was difficult, but Chief Maipu didn't get upset, and near the end, he beckoned a young woman and she quickly reappeared with a jug of village-made beer. With the first drink, the chief lost interest in the project, and the conversation became centered on Jake. Although old, the chief had not met many westerners and spent the next hour asking questions about his habits. Finally, with everyone feeling the effects of the warm, heavy liquid the meeting ended.
"What do you think?" Jake asked as they walked back to their tents.
"He wasn't offended and he didn't say no, so I would say it's a start. It will take more time for certain. Plus, I'm certain that he will communicate with Chief Tiajuwu to hear his view," Oma responded.
The following morning, they remained in the village for several hours hoping to get another audience with Chief Maipu, but finally gave up and departed. The walk to the vehicle proved similar but Jake noticed that at each stop Kozo would make eye contact with him, nod towards the others, and smile. Knowing the man's standing with Chief Tiajuwu, he smiled back to encourage their non-verbal communication. Tired from the journey, they retired early that evening, but when Jake appeared from his tent the next morning, an excited Oma greeted him.
"I have already spoken with Chief Tiajuwu this morning. He would like to meet later today," he announced.
"Good!" the young man declared, and then asked, "Word couldn't have arrived from Chief Maipu already?"
"No... no, I think this is a result of our effort and perhaps words from Kozo," he explained.
For the remainder of the day, Jake wandered the village interacting with the people and trying to not get too excited about the upcoming meeting. Sometimes Oma would be with him to translate but often he would be on his own so he had to rely on gestures. Fortunately, the people were patient and seemed to enjoy the experience.
"Hope it goes well," Jake said with a deep sigh.
"Yes, me too," the advisor answered, and then added, "I think we should be calm and say little. I sense he needs to speak his thoughts."
The young oilman nodded his concurrence and together they made the short walk to Chief Tiajuwu's hut. Entering, Jake saw that in addition to the tribal leader, Kozo, and the Chief's two wives were present. He had learned that the younger one's name was Matuta while the other went by Uvusera.
Matuta, a recent widow when she married Chief Tiajuwu, had a son from her previous husband. She had continued to show interest by occasionally following them around the village and Jake more than once found himself taken by her beauty. Uvusera was a much older woman, and Oma had explained that she had borne the Chief three sons and two daughters, although only two of the males and one of the females survived infancy. Childbearing and the hard village life showed on her body with her breasts saggy and deflated. However, there was something in her presence that struck a chord in Jake -- something in her eyes that told him he needed to pay attention to her reactions.
After everyone had settled, the women began to pass around small dishes of food, and only when everyone had finished did the chief indicate to Oma that it was time to speak. The local attorney began to describe the project slowly in the tribal dialect but had barely started when Chief Tiajuwu interrupted. For the next ten minutes, he spoke animatedly, often loudly while occasionally waving his arms for effect. When he paused, Oma tried again but received the same response.
Not understanding the language, Jake made a concerted effort to watch the body language of the group. He could tell that Matuta had little interest in the discussion, and Kozo's attention sometimes appeared to drift, but Uvusera remained focused. Given all the time they had been together, Jake wondered if she might be something of a consigliere to the man.
After another attempt by Oma, followed by another diatribe from the chief, the meeting ended. Jake felt that things had gone poorly, so he was surprised by the spring in his advisor's step.
"A good start I think," he announced when they arrived at the tents.
"Really? It looked like he didn't want to hear about the project or discuss it," the young man replied.
"No...no, that is his way. He wanted to explain his love for the people and the land...how important it is to him. He wouldn't do that if he wasn't considering the idea," Oma explained.
"I see...then that is positive," he responded, and then after a pause asked, "Uvusera... I feel she is important..."
"Hmmm...I see you have a keen eye. I think she might be the most important," he said.
"I just...she was listening to every word...really listening," Jake told him.
"There are those that say she is involved...perhaps makes the key decisions," Oma replied.
The men continued to talk and compare notes for another hour before stopping. A short time later, Jake was standing at the side of his tent, scanning the village when he noticed Matuta watching him from the shadows of a nearby hut. Only the soft glow from a fading fire made her visible and they held each other's stare for almost a minute before the pretty woman moved away.
"On a scale of one to ten, how would you rate things...our chances," Jake asked Oma as they drove towards the airport.
Their time in the village had ended and Jake was now on his way home. He knew he needed to be prepared to provide a message to the company about the likelihood of success, and he wanted the man's perspective.
"A seven...maybe an eight. Seven or eight," the man answered, and then quickly added, "It was always going to be difficult and take time. I don't feel discouraged, but there is still much to do."
"You know if I deliver that message, I'll be coming back," Jake responded.
"Yes, of course...but I think you do quite well in the bush. The village thought highly of you. Especially, Matuta," he laughed.
"Yeah, just what I need. A spear in the chest because of her," he chuckled.
Helen met her future husband at the airport and pestered him with questions on the drive home. Then, despite his pleas of exhaustion, she joined him in the shower and pressed her firm body against his.
"Let's make love," she whimpered.
Even after the long trip, her eagerness was making him stiff, but he decided to play with her a bit.
"Baby, I'm so tired," he sighed.
"Just once...just a little," she replied, and when her hand found his stiffening dick, she looked up at him with a knowing smile.
Once out of the shower, Jake toweled off and then flopped onto the bed. Helen climbed on after him, kissed his shaft several times, and then straddled his waist. The needy whine that escaped her mouth as she descended excited the young man even more and he put his hands on her hips to help guide her movements.
"Miss me?" he asked.
"Yes," she replied, and then her face opened into an impish grin as she asked, "Did you masturbate?"
The truth was that he had several times, but he lied and said, "No... completely full."
"Good," she said and started moving faster.
The young man knew from experience that his fiancé struggled to achieve an orgasm on top. So, after enjoying her efforts for several minutes, he flipped her onto her back and re-entered.
"Better?" he whispered to her.
"Yeah...go fast," she coached.
Jake had a slightly above average dick but when Helen got excited, she made him feel like he packed twelve inches. She had been with four guys before him, so she was far from naïve, but her repeated declarations that he was the biggest stroked his ego.
He moved as she asked but made sure on each thrust, to give a little extra push at the bottom. For several minutes, he listened to her groans and sighs that slowly became urgent. Feeling she was close, he started moving even faster, hoping her orgasm arrived before he ran out of gas.
"Cum Helen," he whispered then kissed her hard.
"Yes...yes...I want to...close..." she whined when it ended.
"Mmmm...you feel so good...so wet..." he groaned.
"Yeah..." she started to reply, but she suddenly stopped and her body became stiff. Jake knew it meant her climax had arrived, and seconds later she filled the room with her cries, "Ohhh...oh, baby...oh yes...there...I'm there..."
Watching his beautiful fiancé let go triggered his release, and his voice joined hers, "Ummm...damn, Helen...shit...God, I missed this."
With a final push, he collapsed onto her body where they serenaded each other with their soft mews of pleasure. Soon, the long journey caught up to the young man and he had just enough strength to roll to her side before he fell asleep.
Jake had been awake for hours and was sipping coffee when Helen finally appeared the next morning. He poured a cup for her and together they sat at the table and discussed his trip and the wedding.
"Where's my gifts?" she suddenly asked.
He had texted her during a flight layover and told her he had some things. The one that excited him most was an animal-skin skirt with a woven belt that Oma had helped him trade for.
"Let me get them," he answered and swiftly made for his bags.
When he returned, he placed several trinkets on the table and then held up the garment for her inspection.
"Is it authentic?" she asked as she touched the material.
"Yes, absolutely," he declared, and then added, "Try it on."
She took it from his hand and made to step away, but he took her by the arm and indicated she should change in front of him. With a giggle, she slipped the robe from her shoulders revealing her naked body and after fumbling with the skirt for a bit, she determined the direction and slipped it on. The hem landed mid-thigh providing a sexy view of her long legs. Cinching the belt took some effort, but finally, she stood before him like a white tribal girl.
"While you were gone, I read that the women go topless," she said, and paused to give him a penetrating look before she added, "Is that true?"
"Yes, but it's not very appealing," he replied.
While it was true that most of the older women had saggy breasts, the younger girls looked much better and several had been outstanding. For some reason, his thoughts went to Matuta who had lovely pert orbs despite bearing a child.
"Why?" she asked.
"Gravity...it takes a toll," he replied, hoping to move on.
Helen rolled her eyes in disgust and moved to the refrigerator giving Jake a nice view of her covered rear. He thought about taking her on the spot but decided to wait and soon she had returned to the table.
"Show me some pics," she said.
Happy to oblige, he reached over to the counter, grabbed his phone, and started manipulating the device until he was at the catalog of in-country photos. Without thinking, he handed her the phone and let her scan through them as he sipped his coffee. They ran the gamut from the airport to the village, although he had been purposefully judicious about taking photos of the people.
"How come none of the girls in the pictures have saggy ones?" she suddenly asked.
"Uh...what?" he replied practically spitting his coffee.
The response made Helen break out in a laugh and only after several seconds had elapsed had she recovered enough to say, "God, you're so easy."
"You're not funny," he declared although he couldn't hold back a smile.
She returned to the collection, but a minute later, she asked, "No bathroom? No shower?"
"No...the men get to bathe occasionally but mostly they use smoke. I know it sounds odd... We used towelettes," he answered.
"I read about that. Kind of strange," she replied.
"It's all very different. That's for sure," Jake responded.
"If you go back, I want to go," she declared and before he could reply, she continued, "After the wedding, I'll have the rest of the summer off."
Jake had already considered the idea for the very reason she stated. However, he hadn't mentioned it because of the harsh conditions along with the issue of logistics if she wanted to leave.
"I'm not sure the company would allow..." he started, then paused to consider the idea for a second before adding, "Maybe... I mean, if I go back."
The wedding went off without a hitch and afterward, the couple jetted to the Caribbean for a week-long honeymoon. When they weren't in bed, they spent their time near the water, relaxing, sunning, and sipping fruity drinks. The time went by quickly and before he knew it, Jake was sitting in the company's boardroom to discuss the project. Earlier, he had circulated his notes from the visit which incorporated Oma's thoughts, so he expected some questioning and then a decision.
The key people had already found their seats when the CEO entered and he immediately turned to the young man and said, "Hi, Jake. Congratulations on your wedding."
"Thanks...it went well," he replied.
Since he had only met the man twice before, he thought the brief interaction indicated his recent efforts were already paying dividends. His boss started things off by providing a thorough run-down on the opportunity and economics. After about an hour, the discussion turned to the tribal issue and that's when the rapid-fire questions started. Jake did his best to answer as completely as possible and was happy that everyone seemed to respect his opinion.
"Look, Jake... I know in something like this it's impossible to be completely data-driven. In the end, much of it comes down to gut feel," the CEO said, and after a short pause, continued with, "So, from what you learned...what you experienced, is it worth spending any more time on this?"
The young man took a deep breath and then replied, "I feel we made progress in a short amount of time, but I couldn't state for certain it would turn out in our favor," he answered, and then thinking he hadn't been bold enough, he added, "But...I guess...the investment is low to find out. It's really just me returning for a while and what we pay Oma."
"Jake's right on that...it isn't much of an investment at this stage. I mean other than time from one of our key resources," his boss offered.



The CEO scanned the room in thought for several seconds before asking the young employee, "Are you okay...willing to commit the time? I know it wasn't exactly Paris and now...you just got married."
Jake sat up in his chair and answered, "Actually, it wasn't as bad as I expected. In fact, it was kind of interesting. Plus, Helen is interested. She wants to visit."
For a moment, he thought he might have offered too much, but the CEO suddenly started to laugh and then said, "Jake, if she wants to see the place, take her! We'll be happy to pick up the tab if it gets you over there."
Soon thereafter, the meeting adjourned but Jake, his boss, and the SVP of operations remained behind.
Looking at the young man, the senior officer said, "Reading your report, I sensed a little more optimism than what came through in the meeting."
"I think that's fair. I just wanted to be realistic, but maybe I was too conservative," Jake replied.
"I understand...that's normal in something like this," he responded, and then continued with, "But let's not waste your time. If you get over there and it's not progressing, pull the plug. There are other opportunities."
The message made Jake feel that the company appreciated his contributions and when he saw his boss nod it lifted him even more.
"I'm already laughing thinking about Helen in the bush," the man said when the SVP had left.
"I know! Me, too..." he answered and then added, "But, she has some adventure in her and I don't think she wants to be left in the empty house with school out."
"I understand. Make sure it's a good experience for her," he replied.
For the remainder of the day, Jake thought about the meeting, the opportunity, and the likelihood of success. By no means would it be simple, and based on his previous visit, he thought time and patience were the most crucial variables.
"Looks like I'm going back," he announced to his wife that evening.
"Really? When?" she asked.
"Well, the timing is not definite, but it won't be too long," he explained.
"For how long?" she asked with a worried expression.
"That might be a bit open," he replied, and when he saw her eyebrows rise, he added, "They basically left it to me to make the call."
For several seconds, she stared at him in silence, before saying, "I want to go."
Her declaration made the new husband begin to chuckle which built into a full laugh before he was able to reply, "Sweetie, the company clearly stated that you were to get what you wanted."
"Really?" she asked excitedly.
"Yes, and all paid for," he answered.
A month later, Jake left his new wife and returned to Africa. In the interim, he had worked with Oma on a plan that required him to commit at least a month in the tribal area. At that point, they would make a candid assessment of their progress that might result in abandonment of the opportunity. Jake and Oma, along with Helen, felt that her visit would fit best near the end of that period, and since she had schedule flexibility, they didn't pin down exact dates. Before he departed, she made a point of telling him to keep his hands away from his dick but when he tried to make the same demand, she dismissed the thought with an impish laugh.
Jake spent his first night in-country in a hotel in the capital and then, like before, set out on the day-long air and car journey to reach the village. Oma had recently made a quick visit on his own to explain the team's intentions to Chief Tiajuwu and for several hours they discussed his reception and key aspects needed to gain support.
"The message that continues to come through is his love for the land and the people. I feel he is very sincere and I must say I find it quite rare. Rare for here," he said.
"Rare for anywhere. Rare for anyone who has power," Jake countered.
"Yes, of course," the older black man chuckled and then continued with, "It means for us the people and land cannot be disturbed. Also, they must benefit but I don't think in a silly way. No, we must determine a way...something that doesn't make things different."
"Well, construction will disturb things but won't last for very long and the land can be returned to its natural state. The pipe will be buried...normally there are some markers along the right of way. Maybe they aren't needed. I don't know the standards exactly," the young oilman said, mostly to himself before adding, "Do you think the Chief Tiajuwu has something in mind?"
"I do not. It's what we must learn," Oma responded.
The same driver and assistant as before accompanied the two men and as soon as they arrived, they busied themselves setting up. As they worked, small groups of villagers wandered by and welcomed them back with broad smiles. Although her presence made the newly married man feel a bit uncomfortable, Jake wasn't surprised when he spotted Matuta watching them as she stood partly hidden behind a hut. At first, he pretended he hadn't noticed her, but finally, he looked up and smiled at her. They made eye contact and she smiled back, but evidently embarrassed, she quickly scurried away.
Since it was late, they decided to wait until the morning to call on the chief, so, shortly after breakfast, Oma made his way over. He was gone for quite some time which made Jake think that something significant might be occurring, but when he returned, he explained that the discussion had been non-specific.
"It is apparent more time is needed. I asked his thoughts and how to proceed but it made him uncomfortable and he became evasive," the advisor said.
Jake shrugged, as he held no expectations that things would move quickly, but as they sat down for a coffee, it dawned on him that his visit might involve long periods of boredom. Action-oriented by nature, he loathed being still and his mind raced as he considered things to do to remain productive.
"Should we visit the other villages?" he asked.
"Yes, I think we should but not yet. Let's first learn more about Tiajuwu's state of mind," Oma replied.
"So, just cool our heels for now?" Jake pushed.
"Yes, and spend time with the people. I think this proved productive before and improved our chances," he counseled.
The American man nodded in response and for the next few days, he wandered the village from morning to dusk engaging the villagers when possible. In one encounter, he even managed to spend some time with Uvusera but lacking a translator the interaction proved difficult. Still, she left with a smile on her face that he took as a good sign. However, he still felt like an animal trapped in a cage, so when the opportunity arose to do something interesting, he jumped at the chance. He had just left his tent when he spotted Oma and Kozo talking near the village center. Kozo gave him a broad smile as he approached and for the next minute, he stood patiently by as the two African men interacted.
"He is about to leave to a cattle camp," the advisor explained.
"Where is it?" Jake asked eagerly.
His question caused Oma to begin speaking with Kozo and just a few seconds later, he replied, "Perhaps a half-day walk."
"I see," he answered as he looked enviously at the tribal man.
Suddenly, Kozo began to speak, and when he finished, Oma asked him, "Would you like to accompany him?"
"Yeah, I'm already going stir crazy," he chuckled.
The advisor started to laugh too, and replied, "I have noticed that, and maybe Kozo did, too!"
With that, Oma told the man that the American visitor had accepted his offer, and they separated so Jake could prepare a few things for the journey. A few minutes later the two young men set off, past the cattle pens with the sun directly overhead. Jake noticed that the pace was much quicker than the one they had used on the trek to Chief Maipu's village but he was determined to show his endurance and stayed in step. Any conversation was impossible but occasionally the African man would point out something and through gesture usually managed to get his point across.
Before their departure, Oma explained that the tribe had multiple satellite locations surrounding the main camp to distribute the cattle so areas wouldn't become overgrazed. Typically, they consisted of a small pen to gather the animals when needed and several huts for the herders. Sometimes, the wives of the owners performed the task for short periods and Jake had learned that Kozo's wife Sualala was currently at their destination.
Fortunately, the trail offered enough variety of landscape to keep the young American from getting bored, and they arrived at the outpost just before sundown. The camp sat on a small rise, offering a panoramic view of the surrounding countryside, and as described, it contained an enclosure and five huts, although two were in a state of disrepair. An attractive young woman with an infant on her hip emerged from one of the huts and sidled up next to Kozo, indicating she was his wife, and shortly thereafter, Jake spotted a frail older man with a walking stick shuffling their way with a bewildered look. Sualala started to speak to her husband while making several glances towards Jake and he knew that as a white outsider, he must be quite the curiosity. Kozo had just started to respond when a second woman, leading two rangy cows, appeared on the far side of the camp, and when she spotted them, she quickly penned the animals and headed their way.
After a brief interaction with his wife, Kozo went silent while waiting for the others to arrive. When they had collected in a loose circle, he began speaking again, and soon the four of them were engaged in a lively discussion. It lasted a few minutes, with Jake enduring multiple visual inspections, and then everyone exchanged names. Jake learned that the man was called Thombo but the woman had a name that he found difficult to pronounce so with laughter they agreed he could call her Wuwu. After that, Sualala returned to the hut, Thombo and Wuwu returned to the livestock, and Kozo directed Jake towards one of the rundown huts. For the next thirty minutes, they did the best they could to fix it up, and halfway through, his wife joined them with two blankets and then started to brush the dirt floor.
When they finished, they returned to the fire and Sualala started to prepare food. The others joined a few minutes later and together they ate the small meal, finishing just as it became dark. Jake watched as the others carried on a conversation, and although he would have loved to be part of it, he was still happy to be away from the main camp for a few days.
Kozo stood and entered his hut but reappeared quickly, and in his hand, he held a small gourd. Jake knew the tribe often used them to hold the beer, so he wasn't surprised when the man offered him the container and motioned for him to drink. As the warm liquid ran down his throat, he noted that it tasted just like the drink Chief Maipu had provided on the visit to his village. Jake passed the vessel to Thombo who returned it to Kozo and it continued around, with no offer to the women, until it was empty. The young American stared silently into the small fire as he felt his face tighten and his body temperature rise from the effects of the alcohol. The others had grown quiet, too, so it startled him when Kozo suddenly began speaking loudly. Sualala exchanged some words with her husband and then both women departed. Jake wondered why the tribesman had made them leave, and strangely, when he looked towards Thombo, he caught the man looking at him with a broad smile.
The men's attention returned to the fire but just a few minutes later, Kozo's hand went to Jake's arm and with a firm pull, directed him to stand. Then, he led him towards his hut and when they arrived, he motioned him inside. Now, filled with trepidation, the oilman entered the space lit by a small fire, and on the far side knelt Sualala looking demurely up at him. When he felt Kozo's hand on his back urging him forward, he knew the tribesman, following the established custom, was offering him his wife for the night. Instantly, his mind raced with thoughts about how to extricate himself from the situation as he understood the act meant he had earned respect. With the language barrier, he knew it would not be easy, and he was kicking himself for not bringing Oma along when he realized that Kozo had quietly departed.
Sualala beckoned him next to her and deciding he needed time to think, he stepped towards her but sat a respectable distance away. Jake noticed that the woman's child was missing and could only surmise that the older woman was acting as a babysitter. It made the offer from Kozo even more profound and even though numerous ideas raced through his head, none seemed workable without a lot of mess.
The young ebony woman said something in her native language and then scooted closer. Now, Jake could smell her aroma and although it was pungent, he didn't find it offensive. He noticed a light sheen of sweat had formed on her body and despite his efforts not to, he finally broke down and stared openly at her full breasts. Filled with precious milk, they looked lusciously feminine and it took all his willpower to keep his hands at his side.
Suddenly, his thoughts went to Helen, his new wife, half a world away, quietly going about her day. Could he enjoy the pretty African woman so soon after exchanging vows? Would he be able to live with the guilt? Especially, knowing that if the shoe were on the other foot, she would unquestionably remain chaste.
With his mind in turmoil, he let out a deep sigh and looked towards Sualala. Perhaps, she misunderstood his mood, or maybe her excitement overwhelmed her but she reached towards him and placed her hand on his chest. At first, she seemed content to leave it still but after a minute, her fingers released a button and she slithered her hand inside and immediately began to tease a nipple.
Somehow, women the world over have in their DNA the knowledge about how to quickly seduce a man and it wasn't long before Jake could feel his dick hardening. Sualala, guessing his condition, used her other hand to find his shaft and when she located it, she gave an excited cry. Her eager attention fueled his state, and less than a minute later, the young American began rationalizing that spending the night with the lovely woman was something of a necessity, and with his new wife so far away, no harm would come.
"Ahhhh..." Sualala sighed when his hand gently lifted a breast.
He used his thumb to tease her fat nipple which brought forth soft whimpers and then turned his attention to her other breast and did the same thing. The terracotta color from the red substance covering her body enthralled him and he turned to look at the woman's tightly braided hair, but she intercepted him and found his lips. The kiss was short but another quickly followed and when they broke, they stared into each other eyes for several seconds before Sualala's fingers went to work on the rest of his buttons. When the shirt was free, she aggressively pulled it from his body and started on his belt but after fumbling several times, Jake took over and after watching him for a few seconds, she started to peel her simple skirt off.
Jake was still working on his clothes when Sualala finished and moved to a spot on the far side of the fire where a worn blanker covered the dirt floor. Her movements gave him an unfettered view of her unkempt bush and although new to him, he found it strangely enticing. With a final yank, he freed himself from his pants, and now filled with lust, he moved to join the woman with his rigid dick leading the way. Sualala turned to her side as he fell next to her and with their eyes locked, their hands began to slowly roam the other's body. When the woman's hand moved to his dick, an odd look appeared on her face and with a wiggle, she scooted down and began to inspect his groin. Her efforts lasted over a minute and then evidently satisfied he held the same working parts as the tribal men, she returned next to him.
Jake had been avoiding her pussy knowing that it marked the point of no return but with his blood almost boiling, he let out a surrendering sigh and moved his hand between her legs. Pleased to find her exceedingly wet, when he opened her folds, she turned onto her back and spread her legs in invitation. He started slow but soon had a finger probing her depths which had her moaning in pleasure. Realizing the time had arrived, he was just about to mount her when she pulled free from his probing hand and quickly turned to her hands and knees. She opened her legs lewdly, displaying her wet mound, and her full breasts hung almost to the ground. For a moment, Jake thought about taking her that way but decided he wanted to experience her more intimately, so he gently tapped her on her side and through gestures communicated that he wanted her on her back. Sualala rolled into position and then looked up at him with a smile. Now, with all thoughts of his wife pushed far away, he moved over her and as he drew close, she grabbed his dick and pulled it inside.
"Nahhh...uhhhh..." she whined as his shaft burrowed deep.
"Damn you feel good," Jake declared as he started to move.
Within seconds, they were in rhythm, and hoping to make the experience last, he kept it steady. Sualala's sounds and the look of abandon on her face indicated she was truly enjoying herself, and he pushed himself up on his arms to take in her body and their connection. He caught her watching his dick thrust into her wet opening, and her clear excitement signaled he was doing well. Then, his attention turned to the movement of her feminine tummy and her dancing breasts that made circles with the rhythm of their connection. It was mesmerizing and when he bent down to kiss her and inhaled her aroma, it felt like his dick grew even harder. After the third short kiss, Sualala started to whisper to him in her native language and even though he couldn't decipher her words, he knew it was tender lover's talk.
Soon, the wet squelching sound of their connection filled the small space and the sudden feeling of her juices running over his balls made Jake increase the pace. The change brought forth a fresh wave of sexual cries from Sualala, and when they didn't dissipate, he guessed she was building towards a climax. Wanting to witness her release, he began moving with more purpose and was pleased to hear her cries move to a higher pitch. When her hands started to move rapidly between his arms and shoulder, he knew she was very close, and when he felt her legs rising, he suspected she was at the brink.
"Naaahhh...uhhhhh...uhhhhh...maaaa..." she cried out as her strong hands gripped his biceps.
Her pelvis lifted to meet his thrusts and for several seconds she held it there before falling back onto the blanket. Just as she did, several drops of milk seeped from a nipple and ran down the side of her body. Jake, so far pleased with his control, felt like he had received a shot of adrenalin directly into his balls. Suddenly, he started moving rapidly and unable to bring it back, the out-of-body feeling wafting through foretold a looming explosion.
"Uggghhh...ohhhh...ohhhh shit...ohhhh..." he cried out as his semen raced into the pretty wife and mother.
Gasping for air, after making a final labored thrust, he collapsed onto her and they remained connected as they slowly recovered. Minutes later, he kissed her gently several times and then fell to her side. For a few minutes, their hands roamed with Jake paying particular attention to the woman's succulent breasts. However, the long day and the intense sex soon had him drifting away.
Later, he awoke as Sualala shook his body, and at first, he thought there must be an emergency but when she rose to her hands and knees, he realized she wanted more sex. In the small hut, lit only by the embers of the dying fire, Jake used his hand to guide his dick through her dilated lips until he was hard enough to push inside. From the moment he entered her, he felt close to cumming and he had to stop several times to gain control before finally finding a good rhythm, and although he could only go by her sounds, he felt certain she achieved a climax just before he emptied inside her a second time.



Shafts of early morning light were sneaking into the hut when Jake woke and immediately spotted Sualala across the hut nursing her child. She smiled at him shyly and for a moment he felt a pang of disappointment that he wouldn't get to enjoy her again. Quietly, he collected his clothes and after dressing, he stepped outside just as the sun appeared over a far ridge.
Kozo and Thombo were already squatting at the fire as they ate some porridge. They offered Jake some and even though he had brought rations for the trip he accepted the invitation while fielding their inquisitive smiles. He knew they were meant as a statement about his night with Sualala and he marveled that Kozo showed no anger or jealousy. Indeed, it appeared quite the opposite and he wondered if they could communicate whether he would ask if his wife performed well.
For the remainder of the day, he helped Kozo perform multiple chores which included fixing the pens, inspecting the cows, and searching for one that had become lost. It took them over an hour but they eventually located it several miles from camp and with some effort managed to herd it back. As evening approached, Jake started to think about Sualala, but that evening, after a simple meal with more beer, the young tribal man disappeared into the hut with his wife after showing Jake where to sleep.
The return to the main village was uneventful which gave Jake lots of time to think about what he had done. Now, away from the situation with his lust gone, he felt intense guilt and knew he would need to do something to make it up to his wife. Of course, it would need to be surreptitious as there was no possible way to explain his failings. Then, there were the other thoughts that he couldn't force away. Regardless of the morality of his actions, he couldn't deny that he had enjoyed it immensely. The new sights, sounds, and smells of their mating had made a huge impression on his sexual psyche and he knew the memory would remain with him for a very long time.
"Oh, there you are, welcome back," Oma said when he found Jake in his tent cleaning up.
"Thanks, what did I miss?" he laughed.
"Nothing. The chief has been quiet, so I think your trip was a good diversion," he replied.
Jake cringed at the words but remained stoic and answered, "So, what now. What's the next step?"
"Perhaps, your return is a good reason to try for a meeting again. Let me consider how to make the approach while you rest," he said.
Receiving a nod of agreement, Oma left and Jake collapsed onto the cot, thankful for its comfort over the hard ground. After a satellite call to Helen which made him feel even more guilty, he called it a day. His sleep carried him to the next morning and he had just finished breakfast and was preparing to wander the village when Oma appeared.
"I think I must ask you something," the advisor said with a serious expression.
"What's that?" Jake responded, trying hard not to show any nervousness.
"I ask this for our purpose, you understand?" he said, and then followed with, "Did you have the...opportunity to experience...the tribal custom?"
The oilman looked at the local man for a long time, thinking about how to respond, before finally admitting, "Yeah...I did. Kozo got me into it and I didn't know how to get out of it. I couldn't communicate...wish you had been there."
"I see," Oma replied and then became deep in thought.
Jake watched in silence for a while before asking, "Did it create a problem?"
Several times, the advisor started to speak before finally answering, "No, definitely not. In fact, I would say it may prove valuable...quite valuable. However, I must warn you that it's now common knowledge in the village."
"What? Why?" Jake asked.
"This is where the cultures...the differences are hard for...outsiders to understand. You have clearly gained respect in Kozo's eyes and in the tribal culture, it's a natural act. There is no shame or concerns," he explained, and before the young American could speak, he added with a grin, "By Kozo's description you proved quite...successful."
"What does that mean?" he asked.
"Let's just say the huts do not provide much privacy," Oma chuckled.
"How will it affect Chief Tiajuwu? Meeting with him?" Jake asked.
"Unclear for the moment but remember Kozo's opinions go far," the advisor stated.
It took until the following day for Oma to talk with the chief and although he declined to meet, his demeanor seemed positive. The company advisor felt strongly that at least part of it was due to feedback from Kozo and thought it highly likely he had learned about the tryst with Sualala.
The chief's response put Jake back in the waiting game and he returned to wandering the village several times a day out of boredom. However, he noted that the people now looked at him differently and although he wouldn't characterize it as bad, it made him feel self-conscious. Adding to his discomfort was the attention from Matuta, who seemed to always be around. Perhaps it was his imagination, but he thought she acted more determined and her normally shy expression had taken on an edge.
The days seemed to drag by and when a week had passed with no signs of meeting, Jake thought he might go insane. Along the way, Oma confirmed his suspicions that every adult in the village knew of his night with Sualala but he counseled the young man not to be concerned as it had raised his value in their eyes. Deciding he needed to do something besides reading novels and shuffling around, he started to learn the language, initially using Oma as a teacher before adding one of the elderly men. After a few days, he started showing off to various villagers he encountered which usually brought forth peals of laughter.
Two weeks after his trip with Kozo, while watching several women making clothing, he spotted Oma walking towards him with purpose. Sensing something was afoot, he stepped away to meet the man.
"I have good news. Chief Tiajuwu has consented to a meeting," he said excitedly.
"Finally!" Jake declared, and then quickly asked, "When?"
"Tomorrow morning," the advisor answered.
With that, they returned to their camp and discussed the best way to handle the audience. Since they had no agenda, they felt it best to begin with a recap of the project and then follow that up with what they needed from the tribe. Back and forth they went until sundown, and after a brief pause to eat, they resumed the discussion. Later, as Jake lay on his cot, he realized that in the next twenty-four hours he would have a good idea about their eventual success. Then, his thoughts turned to his wife. He knew that if the chief gave a negative answer there would be no reason to stay, depriving her of her visit. However, given his indiscretion, he thought it might be for the best.
Chief Tiajuwu summoned them an hour after sunrise and they immediately joined him in his hut, finding that this time, only Uvusera was present. With Oma translating, Jake went through the details of the overall project and then spent considerable time explaining the part that impacted the tribal area. Although the chief maintained his attention, he didn't speak during the presentation, which made things awkward. However, all that changed when they finished as he suddenly began firing off questions. As expected, they had to do with timing, disruption, and long-term interactions, which Jake felt they fielded well. Almost two hours had elapsed when the tribal leader took a deep breath and fixed his eyes on the small fire. After a short period of silence, Oma started speaking with him and the conversation lasted for several minutes.
"He is thinking it might be possible," he said when they finished.
"Really? Any concerns we need to address?" Jake asked.
"Many, but I don't think now is the time. Let him think about it some more," he advised.
"Did he say what he wanted in return?" the young engineer probed.
"I asked the question but he is not yet ready to discuss," he explained.
Jake nodded his acceptance of Oma's messages and then together they left the pair with Chief Tiajuwu deep in thought. They discussed phoning headquarters to relay the news but decided it would be best to let things develop a bit further first.
"Uvusera didn't say anything," Jake said.
Like before, it was easy to discern the intensity of her focus, but she never asked a question nor commented.
"I think it likely that she is speaking now," Oma responded.
"I think you're right," the American man agreed.
Although thrilled by developments, Jake felt nervous he was about to enter another long period of boredom, so he asked Oma, "What's next? I mean how do we get this moving faster?"
His anxiousness made the older man chuckle before he replied, "It's a fair question. In a while, I'll visit the chief and try to arrange the next meeting."
Mid-afternoon, Oma poked his head in Jake's tent and advised him he was on his way to see if he could discuss next steps with the chief, and when he returned just a few minutes later, the young engineer thought it meant he had been unsuccessful.
"A no go?" he asked.
"To the contrary. We've been invited to dine with the man," he responded excitedly.
"Damn! That's got to be a good sign," Jake declared.
"Without question," Oma confirmed.
The oil men discussed the situation for a while and then stopped to rest before the dinner. On their walk to the chief's hut, they noticed the other villagers watching them as if they too knew something interesting must be occurring. Upon arrival, they found that the chief had reverted to the larger group and that besides Uvusera, Kozo and Matuta were present. The men settled into their designated place with Uvusera on one side Kozo on the other. The significance of the positioning wasn't lost on either of them and their quick eye contact informed the other that each understood.
As planned, Oma gave a short speech thanking the chief for his graciousness, and then with no further formalities, they began to eat. Matuta served the food from an array of earthen vessels arranged along one side of the hut and then followed it up by pouring small cups of beer for each of the men. Occasionally, the chief would make a remark that Oma would dutifully translate but they were all about the tribe, the lands, cattle, or wildlife, which indicated to them that he wanted to avoid a conversation about the project. The beer continued to flow after the meal ended, and Jake was feeling its effects when the chief suddenly turned towards Kozo and began to speak rapidly. In deference, up to that point, his young lieutenant had remained silent but now he held an animated exchange with his leader. Jake, sensing something was up, turned towards his advisor, and when he saw the man's strange expression, he became worried.
"What's happening?" he asked, no longer able to keep quiet.
"It seems...they are discussing the situation with Kozo's wife," he explained, and before Jake could respond, he added, "Prepare yourself."
The tribal men's interaction continued a bit longer and then suddenly stopped which created an awkward silence in the hut. Jake's eyes went from man to man but he was unable to determine the meaning so he finally turned to Oma.
"What's happening?" he asked, again.
"It appears Chief Tiajuwu would like to offer you one of his wives for the night," he explained.
"What? Oh, shit... I can't do that...I mean..." the young white man stammered.
"I understand your concern but the chief has concluded that you...embrace the custom based on your time with Kozo's wife," he replied.
"I mean...I can't. Helen...I already feel so guilty," he said with clear distress in his voice.
"I understand and of course, you may so no, but...understand that he wants to honor you...honor how you have adapted to the village," Oma countered.
"So, it will be a big deal...make him embarrassed," he stated rather than asked.
"Yes...some... Not completely, but some, certainly," the advisor confirmed.
Jake kicked himself for his weakness with Sualala as it was that failure that paved the way for the current mess. First and foremost, he thought about Helen, his new wife, who waited patiently for him at home while he did his corporate duties far away. His actions were indefensible, totally unfair to her, and the guilt weighed on him. Unsure how to proceed, his eyes scanned the room and he could tell that only Oma and he showed any nervousness. Indeed, the other seemed quite happy, almost giddy, especially Matuta, who watched him excitedly.
"Shit, Oma," he said, hoping the black man would offer a way out.
The oilman's thoughts turned to the project and how much progress they had made despite the challenges. He felt quite proud about the accomplishments so far and knew the company's senior leadership had noticed. He realized his decision might alter the balance of things and he felt a wave of frustration wash over him. As he brooded, the chief began to speak to Oma, and watching the man fidget, he knew the time had arrived.
"I think...you must decide," he whispered when the tribal leader quit speaking.
"Shit..." he said once more, and then with a heavy sigh, he answered, "If I'm going to do this...I mean...maybe it would be best with Uvusera."
He rationalized that as the unattractive choice his cheating would be less profound. Also, he hoped that she might view it as a sign of respect which could prove beneficial.
"Wise..." Oma said in a low voice.
With that, the advisor started explaining the decision to the chief, and seconds later, a look of surprise appeared on each villager's face. The most noticeable ones came from the two women, with Matuta showing clear disappointment while Uvusera looked shocked.
A small smile began to form on the chief's face and it slowly broadened until it filled his face. At that moment, Jake guessed that the chief had realized his intentions. However, rather than taking offense, he apparently found it amusing.
From there, things started to move rapidly. Uvusera and Kozo stood while motioning for their guests to do the same and together everyone departed, leaving the chief alone with Matuta. Once outside, Uvusera took Jake by the arm and directed him to a nearby hut. Quickly, they were inside, and then the young American watched as the tribal women rekindled the small fire. When she had a flame, Jake was able to see that the hut, from a tribal perspective, was well apportioned.
With no fanfare, Uvusera began to remove her skirt and Jake cringed as he thought about the likely condition of her body. Already familiar with her saggy breasts, he prepared himself for the worst. Luckily, he had set his expectations so low that when she finally let the skirt fall, her condition wasn't as bad as he feared. She had a belly that showed that she had borne many children but her skin looked smooth and unblemished. She gave him a small smile and then moved to a blanker and sat.
Deciding it was best to just get it over with, Jake stood and started working on his things. As parts of his body appeared, he noticed that the woman was looking him over and when he got to his boxers, he knew he had her full attention. He guessed that like Sualala, she had some curiosity about whether there was a difference other than color, and when he finally stood naked, her eyes locked in on his groin.
Uvusera moved to her hands and knees as soon as he moved her way, and since Kozo's wife had done the same, he thought it must be the standard way that they engaged in sex. Deciding to go with it, he fell behind her and inched forward then gripped his dick and ran it through her lips to gauge her wetness. Surprisingly, he found her well lubricated, but rather than pausing to dwell on the reason, he lined up and pushed completely inside.
The black woman offered no response as they started their mating, and in the silence, Jake could hear the occasional voice from outside the hut. He took her slowly at first but soon increased the pace until he had established a sustainable rhythm. Still, she said nothing, gave no moan or sigh, and her silence made him self-conscious. He thought about pinching a nipple or perhaps offering some groans of his own but suddenly, he felt her pussy grip his dick tightly.
"Uggghhh..." he grunted in surprise.
Now, it took all his effort to move inside her, and then seconds later she released his shaft, which enabled him to slide freely, again. Then, just as he managed to return to the pace, she did the same thing but this time, she started to giggle softly as well.
"Mmmm...damn..." Jake forced out, realizing the woman had some playfulness.
She let him go a second time but Jake, now intrigued, thrust into her several times, and then pulled out. Uvusera turned her head and when they made eye contact, he motioned for her to turn to her back which she did quickly. She looked up at him with a small grin and Jake decided that if she wanted to tease, he would, too. He lowered his head to her flabby tummy, and for a moment he considered exploring her opening, but, deciding not to, he traced his tongue up her torso. Along the way, he inhaled her heavy aroma and tasted the salty remains of sweat. When he arrived at her breasts, he pulled a fat nipple into his mouth and sucked it greedily, which for the first time, brought forth sexual sounds.
"Mmmm...naaaa..." she whimpered, and when he started nibbling gently, she added, "Ahhh...ahhh..."
Pleased that he finally elicited a response, he moved between her legs, pushed them back, and then plunged inside with one easy motion. He started fast, then went faster, and now the tribal woman serenaded him with non-stop moans. Holding himself up over her body, he could see her face, her closed eyes, and her flabby, jiggling breasts. She looked like she was enjoying the experience, lost in her own reverie, but then her eyes opened and seconds later she squeezed him again.
"Uhhhh...ohhh..." she forced from him.
With effort, he continued to move and when he felt her hand on his ass, he thought she intended to guide him, but instead, she started gently rubbing behind his balls. Jake had never felt anything like it. It energized him and when she released his shaft, he started pounding her with all his might. He knew he couldn't last long but he was past the point of caring so he didn't try to hold back when he felt the telltale signs of an impending climax.
"Uhhh...ohhh...shit...oh, shit..." he cried out loud enough for any passing villager to hear.
His cum exploded from his dick and with it went all his stamina. He managed to push into her just a few more times before collapsing onto her body. A minute later, still panting for air, he rolled to her side.
Now, it seemed, Uvusera wanted to interact and she began speaking to him in a fast whisper. Having no clue what she might be saying and too exhausted to care, he ignored her until she grasped his flaccid dick and started to pull on it roughly. He guessed the message she meant to convey was to recover quickly because there was work left undone. Although feeling a little guilty, he tried to fend her off, but she was insistent and started to slap his dick against his leg and stomach. When that didn't work, she returned to the spot behind his balls which quickly got his attention and when she let her finger wander further and tease his anus, she soon had his shaft stiffening.
When she had him mostly hard, she spun to her knees and then goaded him into position. Jake dutifully pushed into her now sodden hole and started to move slowly, still trying to recover. However, when she started to push her ass against his thrusts, he knew she wasn't going to give him a break, so he increased the pace. The lewd smacking of their connecting bodies filled the hut and it seemed to egg Uvusera on, as she began to emit a constant stream of whimpers.



The woman's sexual sounds and her incessant manner re-energized the young American, and now back in the game, he was determined to take her to an orgasm. He could tell she was in a very aroused state but seemed to be missing the final push to take her over. For a time, he tried to go even faster, but it had little effect, then he recalled how she reacted when he played with her nipples. Deciding to try it, he reached forward and began to roll the thick flesh between his fingers. Instantly, her sounds became urgent and she started to toss her head about providing clear evidence he was on the right track. She finally cracked when he started to pull on them at the same time.
"Naaaa...naaaa...maaaa..." she cried out as her body shook. Jake thought she had experienced a nice release but it was only the start as seconds later, another wave arrived, "Ahhhh...ahhhh...naaaa..."
Then, she pushed his hands away from her breasts but continued to thrust back as she let loose with a stream of words he didn't understand. Almost a minute passed before he could tell she was starting to come down and he slowed his movement until they finally stopped. Uvusera, breathing heavily, looked back at him for a moment and then pulled away and fell on her side, and even though Jake still sported an erection, he moved next to her and put an arm over her still twitching body.
Jake woke alone the next morning and after taking a few minutes to collect his thoughts, he dressed and headed towards his tent. After cleaning up, he went looking for Oma and finally located him talking with Kozo at the cattle pens. As if guessing they needed some time to talk, the black man left after they greeted.
"You pleased the chief. He was quite impressed," Oma announced.
"About Uvusera?" Jake asked.
"Yes, I know you struggled with the decision but it had to be done, and choosing her was brilliant," he replied.
"Well, she almost killed me. She has some talents," he chuckled.
"Interesting but not surprising. She didn't get to her position without being skilled," he responded.
"What now?" Jake asked.
"Now? Quite good news. I met with the chief early this morning and he is ready to move forward. It doesn't mean he has given his final approval but he will listen, discuss with the other tribal leaders, and decide his conditions," Oma explained.
"Wow! That is good news!" the oilman replied.
"Yes, very," the advisor confirmed.
"We need to call the office and let them know. This is big," Jake said.
A small shudder ran through the young American as he realized it meant his pretty new wife would soon be headed his way.



            Oilfield Trash Ch. 02

            Jake's wife joins him in-country.

            
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/oilfield-trash-ch-02

Title: Oilfield Trash Ch. 02

Author: j267

Category: Interracial Love

Description: Jake's wife joins him in-country.

Tags: wife, slut wife, cheating

Series: Oilfield Trash


The following day, Jake, along with Oma, put in a call to company headquarters and debriefed his boss on the developments. The call went well and based on the information presented the executive made the commitment to establish a deal team. They would start looking at required documentation but everyone agreed it was not yet time to approach the government. For that, they needed to know what the tribes required for their support which remained open. Before the call ended, Jake's boss told him he was going to immediately speak with the CEO and then reiterated to him that if things changed, he had the power to pull the plug.
"Clearly, they have great faith in your judgment," Oma said when they had finished.
Indeed, Jake felt proud about his boss' message, but modestly replied, "A long way to go."
An hour later, he put in a call to his wife and informed her of the situation. They decided on the timing of her visit and then Jake told her to contact his boss' admin who would arrange the travel to the capital. Oma would take care of things from there which would follow the same itinerary they used. Putting down the phone, he realized that in just over two weeks, his new wife would be sharing his tent, and a shiver went up his back as he realized how close she would be to his cheating.
The two oil men characterized the chief's agreement as an "acceptance in principle" and this launched a series of meeting between them, Chief Tiajuwu and Uvusera. Sometimes, Kozo would join, but never did the tribal leader discuss the project without his eldest wife present. Although Jake had enjoyed her intimately, she showed no deference towards him and spent most of the time listening intently to every word. Never did she ask a question, and both men thought it likely that after every meeting, outside the presence of others, husband and wife went through every detail.
"I believe she what's called in English an enigma," Oma chuckled one evening as they sat at their camp.
"Yes...yes, I think that's a perfect description," Jake agreed.
"Since you've shared with her do you have insight?" the local advisor laughed.
Since the man rarely joked and had never been so bold, it caught the young American off guard, and he paused for a moment before replying, "Not funny!"
"You made a great sacrifice," he responded.
At first, Jake thought he was still trying to tease him but when he saw the African man's expression, he knew he was being sincere. Regardless, it made his thoughts return to the night in the hut, and he recalled the way the woman's pussy had locked onto his dick. Then, his thoughts went to Sualala and how she had responded. He knew that if he was being completely honest that despite the cheating aspects, he had enjoyed the encounters.
"We'll see if it proves worthwhile," he answered, forcing a serious look.
When Kozo disappeared from the village one day and no one knew where he went, they speculated that the chief might have sent him on a mission to discuss the project with the other tribal leaders. They discussed making a visit to the villages themselves but with Helen's arrival rapidly approaching, they decided to wait until they received directions from Chief Tiajuwu.
"Should we say something to...uhhh...the people...about Helen...not talking about it?" Jake asked his advisor the day before she was due.
His question put Oma into thought and some time went by before he answered, "Perhaps not...not yet. I'm afraid they wouldn't fully understand as it's so common in their custom. It may come across as too...theoretical. My suggestion is to wait and intercede if necessary."
Although it felt risky, the young husband nodded, and said, "I see your point."
Jake spotted the dust plume of the approaching vehicle carrying his wife from several miles away. It took the SUV twenty-odd minutes to traverse the open ground and he was standing by their small camp when she jumped out as soon as it came to a stop.
"Wow! I feel like an explorer," she declared excitedly as they embraced.
After several hugs and a deep kiss, the couple turned to Oma who was standing a respectable distance away, and beckoned him for introductions. When they had finished, Jake noticed that a small group of villagers had moved their way, apparently intrigued by the blonde newcomer.
The young husband quickly showed his wife around the small camp and then unloaded her belongings from the SUV so it could depart. He pulled her into the tent, dropped the flap, pulled her into a deep kiss, and despite the others close by he couldn't help but fondle her body.
"Separate beds?" she asked breathlessly when they finally broke.
"Yes, baby...his and hers cots," he laughed.
"Show me around," she demanded, eager to see the village.
Jake stepped back to fully take in his wife's appearance and noted she looked like she had just stepped out of an REI catalog. On her feet were new hiking boots, and with them, she wore light nylon pants, a long-sleeved shirt, and a sleeveless vest. She had her shoulder-length blonde hair pulled into a ponytail and her sunglasses rested on her head. He knew her sudden appearance would create a stir, and now that she stood before him looking lovely, he guessed it would be significant.
"Oma, would you mind walking with us?" he asked when they stepped out of the tent.
Guessing they would need to utilize his translating skills, he wanted him nearby in case something unexpected occurred.
"Of course," the black man responded, and his leering gaze directed towards his wife didn't go unnoticed.
The trio set off and they had barely entered the village when a group of five women approached them with big smiles.
"Honey?" she called out nervously as they surrounded her.
"Don't worry. They aren't going to hurt you," Jake responded with a chuckle
"Think of yourself as a celebrity," Oma offered.
The tribal women's laughter helped diffuse things and within seconds, she had relaxed and allowed their exploring hands. They carried on a lively banter that made it impossible to decipher every word but Oma managed to convey that they had a keen interest in her pale skin, blonde hair, red lipstick, and painted nails. The inspection continued for a bit but then Oma said something and slowly they backed away.
"What did you tell them?" Helen asked.
"I said that if they let us look around for a few minutes, you'd return and spend some time with them," he explained.
"Okay," she replied excitedly, and then after a pause added, "This is wild."
They continued their walk around the village, including the cattle pens, and although several times villagers approached, alone or in small groups, they avoided stopping and twenty minutes later returned to the tents.
"What do you think," Jake asked as they sat under the tarps.
"It's not a huge place. Do you know everyone?" she asked.
"No," he chuckled, and then continued with, "I mean I recognize many but the language forces a distance."
"I could see that," she agreed.
"Would you be interested in joining the women for a few minutes?" Oma asked.
"I guess...I mean that seems the right thing to do," she replied.
The trio returned to the village and found the small group sitting in front of a hut near where they had left them. All were mature women with two older than the rest and as they drew near, they noticed the women were getting excited. They motioned for Helen to sit which she did after a nervous glance towards her husband and they immediately started a fast chatter as they looked her over. Seconds later, one woman reached for her hand and that emboldened the others who quickly began touching her exposed skin and hair.
"She'll be fine," Oma said with a laugh.
The men started their own conversation and soon became engrossed in a discussion about Chief Maipu. Only when a loud wave of laughter started from the group did they return their attention to Helen. Somehow, unbeknownst to them, several more women had joined including two younger ones with lovely breasts. Jake cringed at the questioning he might receive later and then noticed that his wife had so engaged with the village women that she was now exploring their clothes and adornments much like they were doing. She seemed to have a particular interest in their braided hair covered with the red substance.
"Looks like she's having fun," Jake said.
"They're an interesting people," the local man replied.
Thirty minutes later, as the evening meal approached, the group started to disperse and the young husband stepped forward to collect his wife. They made the short trek to their tents, ate a light dinner, and parked themselves at the fire.
"That was so amazing. I mean...I read a lot about things but seeing it for real is so much better," Helen said.
"You have the explorer spirit," Oma replied.
"Yes, she is very adventurous," Jake added.
The compliments left the young woman beaming, and for the hour, they continued to chat. Most of the conversation consisted of answering Helen's questions but the men didn't mind as her ability to blend in made it easier for them to continue to advance the project.
"Did you bring your skirt?" Jake teased during a lull in the conversation.
"Uh, no..." she answered as she glanced nervously towards Oma.
The young husband realized he had unintentionally embarrassed her as she was unaware of the role the local man had played in bartering for the garment. He considered apologizing but decided it was best to wait until they retired which happened just a few minutes later. With the flap of the tent down, he pulled her into his arms and hugged her tightly.
"Sorry honey about the skirt thing. I didn't tell you that Oma helped me get it," he explained.
"You still shouldn't have said anything," she countered but he sensed she wasn't angry, and when she tilted her head up for a kiss, he knew he was safe. Their connection started slowly but with each passing second it became more passionate, and when they broke, Helen asked, "How are we going to do it?"
Jake had to fight to hold back his laughter and finally managed to force out, "God, you're special."
"Well?" she pushed.
"I don't know sweetie...we're going to have to try some things. I'm not experienced with cot sex," he replied.
With that, his hand went to her vest and pushed it off her shoulders which energized her to start on his buttons, and soon they were standing naked in the cool tent. Once more, he pulled her into a tight embrace but now he had one hand on her firm ass and the other on a breast. He used his thumb to tease her tiny nub which soon had her whimpering, and encouraged, he pushed her towards the cot and carefully lowered her onto her back. When she had settled, he knelt next to her and kissed her breasts before tracing down with his tongue to her smooth mound. He used his tongue to open her folds and then hungrily lapped her juices as she started to flow. Then, he started alternating his long licks with quick flicks of her clit with the tip of his tongue which brought her hand to her mouth to mute her sounds.
"I'm ready," she whispered.
Jake kept at her for another minute before rising and positioning himself on the narrow cot between her spread legs. He lowered until his dick was near her entrance and she grasped it and pulled it to her entrance. He managed to feed a little into her wet opening which made her whimper but his position was too awkward to start a solid movement so he stopped to think of another way.
"We need to...roll over," he instructed even though he knew it wasn't her favorite position.
She turned quickly and with her lovely ass in the air, Jake knelt on the cot with one leg while he stood on the other. After some fumbling, they connected, and in this position, with his hands on her hips, he was able to thrust deeply.
"Uhhhh..." Helen cried out a little too loudly.
"Hush, baby..." Jake told her.
"I can't help it," she whimpered.
Oma sat at the fire squeezing his full cock as he listened to the occasional cry of passion coming from the tent. The young woman had exceeded his expectations and as he recalled the pictures Jake shared, he realized they had not done her justice. He knew that later he would masturbate to the vision of her riding him but for the moment he wanted to enjoy her sounds.
"You feel so good," Jake whispered.
"So do you...it's been too long," she whined.
"Can you cum like this?" he asked.
"Yes...getting close...go faster," she implored him.
The new husband followed his wife's instructions increasing the pace while pushing harder which started a slapping sound as their bodies connected. His wife's whines took on a new intensity and it wasn't long before he sensed she was nearing her peak. When it hit, she tried to use a blanket to muffle her cries which only partly helped.
"Oh, baby...oh yes...ohhhh...ohhhh...yes, baby...go...go..." she grunted.
Witnessing her climax put him over the top and he lasted only a few more strokes before he lost all rhythm and emptied his full balls into his pretty wife.
"Helen...damn... Damn baby..." he let out despite his efforts to stay silent.
Oma listened to the couple's climax and when it ended, he looked up and saw that their aides stood at the opening of their tent with big smiles on their faces. It made his thoughts turn to the impact the white couple would have on the village and he realized he needed to be prepared for an approach by the chief. The young woman was just too pretty, lively, and unique, to not attract the man's attention. He knew he needed to talk it over with Jake and perhaps send her back after a few days before something unfortunate occurred. Now, as he moved into his tent, he wondered why he hadn't raised a warning earlier.
Knowing that his wife would still be experiencing some jet lag, he let her sleep in and she didn't stir until late morning. However, after a quick snack, she demanded that Jake take her on another walk through the village. Like before, she attracted lots of attention but managed to make the circuit without stopping. Then, it was back to the tent and since Oma and the aides were away, they made love, again.
"It feels kind of naughty this way," she giggled when they finished.
"The position or the surroundings?" Jake laughed.
"Both," she replied after a brief hesitation leaving him to wonder what she had initially been referring to.
"I need to find Oma and discuss some things. Will you be, okay?" he asked after they had rested.
"I guess... I mean...you think it's okay if I walk around?" she asked.
"Of course. Perfectly okay," he responded, happy she was losing any trepidation.
Jake left her in the tent a few minutes later and searched the village until he found Oma talking to a man on the far side. He didn't recognize him which seemed odd and he stood by patiently as they completed their conversation.
"He's from Chief Maipu's village," the advisor announced, and before the oilman could speak, he added, "I believe they are exchanging information on the project but he was evasive."
"More good than bad, right?" Jake asked.
"Yes, I think so," he agreed.
"Do you think it's time to visit? Maybe the other village, too?" the young American queried.
"I'm not certain that the best approach. I think it's better, as we've discussed, to be done at Chief Tiajuwu's direction so he feels he is in control. I suggest we continue to wait," the black man advised.
"You know I hate lulls," Jake moaned.
"Your wife is here. Spend some time with her and the people," Oma laughed.
"She's already comfortable and doesn't need me," he countered with a chuckle.
Oma contemplated sharing his concerns but it seemed mean-spirited to upset the newly married couple after just twenty-four hours, so he decided to let them enjoy a few days together first. In the meantime, he would watch things closely and jump in if needed.
"There is much to learn. Certainly, for her, but also for you," the local man counseled.
"My career is important, too," Jake stated with a revealing smile.
"I understand my friend and my advice in all things is patience," Oma offered.
With that, they separated and Jake went searching for his wife. Thinking she might still be at camp, he started there but it was empty so he wandered through the village until he spotted her sitting with a group of women. Edging nearer while trying to remain undetected, he got close enough to see that everyone seemed quite happy and that his wife appeared equally engaged in a non-verbal exchange of discovery. Then, as he watched, she took an infant child from a young mother and happily bounced the baby in her lap as the others laughed loudly. Pleased but not surprised by her rapid assimilation, he returned to the tent and after drafting his weekly report, he laid down for a nap.
When Jake woke, he could hear his wife talking to Oma by the fire pit and listened to her describe her day excitedly for a few minutes before rising and joining them. Helen explained how they had shown her how they made the red paste and later let her help with some sewing. After that, she pestered the local man with a variety of questions she had thought of during the day and Jake realized that most were things he had learned over his weeks in the village that now seemed natural.
"Helen, you don't have to learn everything the first day," her husband laughed during a break in the discussion.
"Well, there's a lot to learn," she countered and then added, "I like being involved. I'm going to see if they'll let me sit with them tomorrow."
The following day that's exactly what she did and at dusk, she made a point of engaging Oma to ask him questions about things still unresolved. The next day was more of the same and around midday, while they sat in camp, the local advisor shared the village's view of Helen with her husband.
"She is making quite the impression. Very friendly...approachable. She is eager to learn and is even helping with some chores," he started, and before Jake could respond, he added, "She is winning over the village."
"The groups she's in always seem happy," the young husband laughed.
"Yes, very...she is an asset," he said.
That night, after making love, with their cots positioned close, Jake used his hand to gently caress her body as they talked.
"Are you enjoying the visit," he asked.
"Yeah..." she sighed, stating what had become obvious.
"What are you going to do tomorrow?" he probed.
At first, she didn't respond, and then she turned a little so she could look at him and giggled, "I want to take a smoke bath."
"Really?" he laughed.
"Yeah, and maybe get my hair braided...and you know...coated," she said.
"Hell, Helen...you should have brought your skirt. You could go topless," Jake teased.
"Cute..." she countered, and then replied, "I know how to make them now anyway."
"Are you serious about the bath...and the hair?" he asked.
"Maybe...what do you think?" she replied eagerly.
"How hard is that stuff to get out of your hair? What if you don't like it?" he asked, thinking practically.
"I don't know. I guess it's a risk," she giggled.
Jake didn't object but he felt certain she wouldn't go through with it so he stopped dead in his tracks when he spotted her sitting cross-legged in front of an attractive young woman who was in the process of braiding her hair. Since her back was to him, he was able to approach undetected and he noticed she had switched from her normal long-sleeved shirt to a sleeveless one that had several buttons undone. Not wanting to hover, he left her for a while and when he returned, he saw that the braiding was now complete and the red substance was getting applied. Without question, she had surprised him but he put it down to her adventurous ways and admired her ability to adapt.



"What do you think?" she asked an hour later when she found her husband at camp.
She stood before him with her braided hair, face, and neck coated with the red substance and one of the fibrous loops around her neck. Like earlier, she wore the sleeveless blouse with the top buttons undone, and it appeared damp with sweat.
"You look different but I can't quite put my finger on it," he teased.
"Stop it...be honest," she demanded.
The braided hair made her face look narrower and highlighted her elfish ears but it was her blues eyes contrasted by the red that made the biggest impression.
"Your eyes...the blue...the girls here all have dark eyes. It looks different," he answered.
"That's what Oma said," she replied.
"Oma saw you?" he asked, although given the size of the village he knew it shouldn't be a surprise.
"Yes, he watched them put the paste on," she responded.
"Who gave you the necklace?" her husband asked.
"An older woman. Oma said she was like the village midwife," she explained.
"I see..." Jake said, and then a thought came to him and he asked, "Are you braless?"
"Yes," she answered meekly.
"Why?" he asked, suddenly wondering where all this was coming from.
"Nobody cares," she replied defensively.
"Why?" he pushed.
"I don't know...I thought it would be fun. I thought you'd like it," she said.
"Do you take a smoke bath?" he probed recalling the other item on her list.
"Yeah..." she giggled, and before her husband could respond, she asked, "Do I smell different?"
Jake ignored her question as he thought about the smoke bath. He knew that a special hut existed for the process, mostly used by the females, but he couldn't envision Helen going through that process.
"You went to that hut?" he asked.
"Yeah...the one close to the pens," she confirmed.
"Don't they get naked? Did you get naked?" he probed.
"I kept my panties on," she replied with an impish look.
"Damn, Helen. In one afternoon, you've gone insane," he declared truly surprised by her actions.
"It's not bad. I'm just experiencing the tribal ways," she answered defensively.
"You are doing that," Jake said as reached for her and as they embraced her new smell brought back memories of Sualala and Uvusera.
Suddenly, he wanted inside her, so he took her hand and led her into their tent. The look in her eyes informed him that she was aware of his intent and showed that she had desires of her own. His hands went to her blouse and quickly pulled it off discovering that the paste extended to the tops of her breasts. Instantly, his thoughts went to what Oma had seen but rather than press her for more information, he started on her pants and when she was naked, she climbed onto the cot on her hands and knees once more reminding him of his encounters with the native women.
"Uhhhh...ohhh, baby..." she called out when he penetrated her.
"Damn you're wet," Jake grunted, surprised at her advanced state of arousal.
"Mmmm...yeah..." she moaned.
The combination of her appearance, her smell, and the condition of her pussy made him highly excited and he took her with vigor, pistoning into her opening at a rapid pace. Quickly, her staccato grunts joined the sounds of their bodies meeting and for the first time since they became intimate, Jake realized they were experiencing sex in a strictly physical way.
"You like that, tribal girl?" he taunted.
"Yeah...don't stop," she begged.
"Not going to," he declared although he could already feel his balls tightening.
"Close..." she whined seconds later.
Jake tried hard to hold back but the wave came at him hard and suddenly his legs grew wobbly as his dick began to fire. Fortunately, he managed to just get her to the release point and as he started to fade her orgasm took hold.
"Ohhhh...I'm there...oh Jake...oh yes...ohhhh..." she moaned and then dropped her head to the cot.
Jake's dick pulled free when he fell onto his cot and he watched as his pretty wife slowly rolled to her side as several aftershocks wracked her body. He took a minute to catch his breath and then looked outside and was pleased to find the camp empty. Returning to his wife, he pulled their cots close and then covered them both with the same blanket. He rubbed her tummy with his hand and was pleased when she let loose with a contented sigh.
"You surprised me," he whispered, returning to her actions that day.
"In a bad way?" she asked nervously.
"No...no, mostly good I think," he laughed.
"Mostly? What's bad?" she pushed.
"That I don't know what might happen next!" he declared.
"Isn't mystery good?" she giggled.
"Mostly," he laughed.
They rested for a time and then rose for dinner but kept the discussion with Oma brief before returning to their tent. Jake pushed her for more information on all that had occurred but didn't learn anything significant and then the conversation shifted to what she planned to do for the next few days. She explained that she found the simple interaction with the villagers very entertaining and didn't really need a formal plan or agenda. Instead, she would just do what the group she joined did that day and find a way to interact.
The following morning as they dressed, his wife gave him a questioning look when she pulled a bra from her suitcase, and when he shrugged, she tossed it aside and slipped on a blouse. Then, after breakfast, she slipped away to find something to do as the men talked.
"I continue to hear good things from the villagers," the black man said when she was gone.
"She is really enjoying the visit. Way more than I expected," the new husband answered.
"Yes, you've mentioned her spirit and it's evident," he replied.
"After yesterday, it's very evident," he laughed and then added, "I mean I'm not surprised by the hair or even the paste but the smoke bath I didn't expect."
"Yes...well..." the black man started and then a serious expression appeared on his face. He went silent for a time before finally saying, "There is a situation I think we should discuss."
"What's that?" Jake asked, suddenly nervous.
"Helen...your wife...is gathering lots of attention and she is quite attractive. I think we must be prepared if the chief should show an interest," he said.
"Seriously? Don't they understand that their custom is not our custom?" he asked.
"In a general sense, yes. But there is the bias and with such a beautiful woman the mind can convince us of things that are not true. Also, there is what's already happened and the belief you accept the custom," he answered.
"Shit..." the young white man said.
"Perhaps the best solution would be to cut her visit short..." Oma started.
"I can't just do that. She came all this way after all the planning and she loves it. You see how much she's enjoying herself," he said interrupting the black man.
"Then, we must be prepared. I will certainly try to explain if an inquiry occurs but we must also be ready for other situations. Determine how to decline," he replied.
"Can't Helen decline? Isn't that the rule...the protocol and don't I have to make the offer?" Jake asked.
"Yes, but in this case, I think...there is the potential for pressure and with what we want to accomplish, an explanation is needed," he said.
"What's your suggestion?" the oilman asked.
"At this point, I'm not certain of the best course," he acknowledged, and then added, "So, my suggestion is we continue to think about it but hope the need doesn't arise."
"Okay, I'm not sure what else to do...for now," Jake concurred.
With that, Jake went searching for his wife, suddenly feeling the need to check on her safety. He spotted her with a group of four women, one of whom was quite young and heavily pregnant, working on clothing. Everything seemed to be in order, and he was just about to depart when he spotted Matuta watching him from a nearby hut. Since his wife's arrival, she had kept a low profile so her appearance after the recent conversation with Oma seemed like a bad omen. When they made eye contact, the young woman smiled demurely and Jake couldn't keep from smiling back. Clearly pleased by the response, she made a step his way but realizing he needed to make a hasty retreat, Jake spun and made his way back to camp.
He had just finished preparing a snack when Oma appeared and by his look, he could tell the man had something to share.
"I've just learned that Kozo is making a visit to the cattle camp in the morning," he said.
"Okay," Jake answered, unclear about what he wanted to convey.
"Let me explain," he replied and when the American man nodded, he continued with, "Perhaps, you and your wife should go with him. It is quite likely, based on the last visit, that he will suggest a trade. You and your wife will of course decline as graciously as possible but word will undoubtedly get back to Chief Tiajuwu. It will provide evidence that you don't offer Helen."
"That's damn risky...I mean with Sualala there?" Jake countered.
"Yes, there is risk. I agree," he concurred, and then added, "But, there is an opportunity as well."
"I don't know..." the young husband replied nervously.
"Remember, you have the language on your side in this case. You can easily claim a misunderstanding," Oma offered.
Despite the obvious risks involved, Jake found himself considering the idea primarily because he didn't like the concept of waiting around passively to see if the chief made an approach. Action seemed far preferrable and Oma was correct that the language difference, in this case, provided a defense. They talked it through for another hour and somewhere along the way, he realized he had turned into an active plotter. When they finished, the local man departed to discuss things with Kozo and when he returned twenty minutes later, he announced that the chief's right-hand man had eagerly accepted their request. Now, it was up to Jake to discuss the idea with his wife and see if he could get her concurrence.
Helen returned from her day with the village women as dusk approached looking quite happy. She disappeared into the tent for a few minutes to freshen up and then joined her husband and Oma at the fire.
"Did you have lunch today?" Jake asked since he hadn't seen her in camp since morning.
"I had a little with the village women," she explained with a satisfied smile.
"Oh, okay...look an opportunity has developed that I thought you might find interesting," he started, and when she raised her eyebrows hopefully, he continued with, "Kozo is making a trip tomorrow to the cattle station I told you about. He's asked if we want to go."
"Really? Tomorrow? You said it was a half-day walk, right?" she responded eagerly.
"Yes, that's right. Do you want to go?" he asked.
"Yes," she responded instantly.
Her emphatic acceptance made both men chuckle but Jake felt pleased that at least the first step had proved effortless. Now, if things just developed as planned, they might find themselves with a solid deterrent against an attempt by the chief. Plus, even if he tried, they at least had the foundation of an explanation. While Oma went to give Kozo the news, Jake described the journey and made a few suggestions about what she should bring along.
Early the next morning, the couple met Kozo at the edge of the village and they immediately set out. The African man led with Helen in the middle and Jake in the rear carrying their pack and although they moved with purpose, husband and wife had no problem keeping up. Like the previous trek, Kozo would stop occasionally to point out something of interest and in between these breaks, Jake's eyes locked on his wife's firm ass. It made him think about the upcoming evening in new surroundings and he felt his dick stiffen as he thought about enjoying his wife's lovely body.
When they had covered a third of the distance, Kozo stopped for a needed rest and Jake noticed that his wife's sweat-soaked shirt made it evident she was braless. Their guide noticed too and didn't try to hide his looks that several times turned into hard stares. Jake could tell she was nervous about the man's attention but thinking it could prove useful later, he said nothing. After a snack and some water, they returned to the trail and after a few minutes, the young husband could tell his wife was now much less talkative. He suspected it was due to the African man's attention, so to break her from the funk, he initiated a conversation. Struggling at first, he kept at it and after a few minutes, she had fully engaged. They made another stop with a similar dynamic but Helen seemed less impacted this time, and they covered the remaining distance in good spirits.
Sualala and another woman appeared as soon as they arrived with her baby in her arms and after greeting her husband, she gave Jake a becoming smile. He knew the woman's look suggested much and he forced his eyes straight ahead so his wife wouldn't see his guilt. Kozo did an admirable job of making introductions and the couple learned the other woman's name was Badina. She was older with a reserved personality and soon moved several steps away. Just as they started to gather around the fire, Thombo appeared and they repeated the greetings.
The tribal men began an animated conversation while Helen started to coo over the infant, and the interaction between his wife and recent lover sent a chill down his spine. Before they left the main village, he knew a risk existed but now he felt near panic and wondered what he could do to separate the women. Unfortunately, when Sualala settled at the fire, his wife sat next to her and he feared that if she looked up at him, she would see the guilt on his face. Thankfully, Kozo tapped him on the arm and led him to the same hut he had used before. Still in a state of some disrepair, he dropped their backpack inside, and needing a break to regroup, he went to the nearby pens.
Slowly, the angst dissipated and he moved back to the group joining them just as the two black women stood and started to prepare the evening meal. Somehow, Helen had managed to keep the infant who she bounced in her lap as the men laughed. Jake took Sualala's empty place, opposite Kozo, and noticed that the black man would occasionally let his eyes wander his wife's body. Mentally, he kicked himself for agreeing to the visit and despite the plans he had made with Oma, he hoped that Kozo didn't attempt a swap.
"This baby is so darling," Helen laughed.
"Don't get any ideas," Jake replied.
"Hmmm..." she countered playfully.
Normally, the subject would make him nervous, but in the current situation, he was happy to have something to redirect his focus. For the next few minutes, they played with the child but when the tribal women returned, Sualala took the boy to her hut. She returned a few minutes later and with help from Badina, first prepared and then doled out the simple meal. Several times in the main village, Helen had shared food with the people, so Jake knew she wouldn't cause a fuss but he was still impressed by the way she gratefully accepted her portion. Like before, when they finished the food, a jug of beer appeared and Badina did the honors.
"Ahhh...the good stuff," Jake chuckled.
"Is it good?" his wife asked.
"Okay...warm though," he replied.
"I want some," she responded.
"Uhhh...I don't know. I don't think the women drink," her husband explained.
"That's not fair," she protested.
"Not the custom I guess," he answered.
As soon as the word left his lips, he cringed and couldn't help but glance at Kozo who looked back at him with a strange smile. Thombo had a different expression as well and intuitively he knew that he would be facing an awkward situation before the night was over. The real question, the one that mattered, was whether he could navigate the minefield without his wife becoming suspicious. If so, then maybe they had accomplished their goal of Kozo delivering a message to Chief Tiajuwu that they could build on.
Soon, the tribal women departed and as Sualala rose, she gave him the same seductive smile she had shared when they first arrived. From the stares that Helen received, Jake suspected that the men expected her to do the same, however, she didn't pick up on the social clues and after several minutes, Kozo started speaking and motioning with his hands, clearly trying to deliver a message. When he pointed towards his hut, Jake thought he knew exactly what he had in mind and when his eyes turned to Helen, no doubt remained. Now, the time had arrived to graciously decline and although he had thought about how to do it, his nervousness defeated his plans. Instead, he just shook his head and put his hand palm out in a negative gesture. Fortunately, the black man got the message although his face showed clear disappointment, and Jake, thinking it best to leave, helped his wife up and led them to their hut.
"What just happened?" Helen asked when they were inside.
"Nothing...I mean...I'm not completely sure. I think nothing," the young husband stammered.
"It was strange... I don't think it was nothing," she countered.
One of the women had started a small fire and Jake, hoping to end the discussion, took several sticks from the pile outside the opening and added placed them on top. Then, they removed the ground cloth from the pack and spent the next few minutes arranging things. After using a towelette on their face and neck, the couple lay down and Jake pulled the thin blanket over their bodies.
"I'm exhausted. It's been a long day," he announced.
"Tell me what happened. You're hiding something," his wife demanded.
Jake thought that he had successfully avoided the conversation, but by her tone, he knew she wasn't going to let it go so, with a sigh, he replied, "I think Kozo had some hope that...the custom they have...you know...that I...we...might trade."
"Trade wives?" she asked.
"Yes..." he confirmed.
"Wow, that's crazy," she replied and started to giggle.
The young husband, thrilled that she found it humorous, replied, "Yeah...strange doings."
With that, the conversation turned to other subjects and they continued to whisper to each other as they started to drift off.
"Did anything happen last time?" Helen asked, jolting Jake from his near sleep.
"No...nothing," he replied.
Nervous about how forceful his response came out, he braced himself for some follow-on questions but thankfully none came. With his nerves on edge, he struggled to sleep, and only when he heard his wife's soft purrs, did he finally manage to relax.
His wife's stirrings early the next morning woke him from a fitful sleep and together they drank some water and had an energy bar before emerging from the hut. Sualala squatted next to the fire, adding some wood, but none of the others was present. As they approached, the pretty woman looked up with a broad smile that seemed out of place for so early in the day, and Jake realized he hadn't fully appreciated the power of the villager's non-verbal communication. He asked about Kozo and when she pointed towards the pens, he turned towards them hoping his wife would follow but she began using sign language to ask about the baby, so he reluctantly left her behind.
Both tribal men stood just outside the enclosure, talking rapidly as they inspected one of the animals. They barely acknowledged Jake as he joined them and for the next few minutes, he listened to their interaction wondering what it was about. He couldn't see any obvious issue with the lean cow and knew it would be exceedingly difficult to get an explanation. Finally, as Thombo stepped away, Kozo turned to the oilman and his smile indicated he held no ill feelings about last night's rejection. He motioned for Jake to follow him and after they had walked several hundred yards from the camp, he guessed that, like his prior visit, they were in search of a lost animal. For a moment, pangs of concern swept through him as he thought about Helen alone with the woman he had enjoyed, and the clues she had already provided with her indiscreet gazes and smiles. He hoped his wife wouldn't try to question the woman, at least not while he was gone but knew it was a possibility.



Jake thought they had gone searching for lost animals but instead their journey took them to another small pen about thirty minutes away. In a state of disrepair, they worked on it for almost three hours before heading back, arriving to find everyone sitting at the fire. Thombo was speaking animatedly as the two black women laughed while Helen looked on with bemusement.
"Where did you go?" she asked, jumping to her feet as soon as she spotted them.
"We worked on some cattle pens. Not too far from here," her husband explained.
"You should have told me. I would have gone," she replied, and before he could answer, she added, "I'm tired of sitting around."
"I know... I didn't realize what was up until we were too far away," he responded.
The message seemed to placate her and with Kozo back, the women began to prepare a meal. The American couple, realizing the rations were short, pulled some snacks from their bag, but the looks of interest they received made them offer them to the group, and they ended up having a mixed lunch. Afterward, Jake spent some time trying to communicate to Kozo that they wanted to see something interesting, and although difficult, he thought he finally got traction. Thirty minutes later, with the black man leading and Badina joining, they set off and after hiking for twenty minutes, they arrived at the rim of a small canyon. Although not particularly special, they felt it was worth the short walk and after returning to the camp, they excused themselves to rest.
"It's amazing they can go about their day and not get bored. I think I'd go mad if I was here too long," Helen offered.
"Trust me, I know. That's how I ended up here the first time. I couldn't sit around anymore," her husband replied.
"Maybe that's why they have their custom," she giggled after a short silence.
"Maybe," Jake answered and then said, "Let's sleep a little."
Later, they joined the others at the campfire and watched as the women prepared the evening meal while Kozo worked on a leather satchel and Thombo smoked from a pipe. The smoke from the burning substance was harsh and Jake made a mental note to ask Oma about it when they returned. After sharing the food, the beer appeared, and any hope that the prior night's situation wouldn't occur vanished when he saw the looks coming from both Kozo and his wife. Sitting next to each other, they stared at the American couple with an eagerness that bordered on lust, and several times, it looked like the woman's nipples stiffened. Adding to the awkwardness was the laughter coming from Thombo and Badina who seemed to be cheering on their friends. Although Jake dared not look at his wife, he knew she had to be fully aware of the situation, and prayed she wouldn't make the disastrous final connection.
Twice, utilizing facial expressions, Jake tried to discreetly warn Kozo off but the communication didn't work with the man's boiling blood. Making things worse were the looks from Sualala which had somehow morphed from coy to open flirtation. He hoped it was just his guilt working on him but he felt they indicated a history. Finally, the tension became too difficult to bear and Jake took his wife by the arm and indicated they were going to their hut.
"Damn, that was something. Did you see those looks?" Helen whispered when they sat.
"Well, they don't see many foreigners," Jake answered hoping to reduce it.
"I guess not but...are we safe?" she giggled.
"C'mon, it wasn't that bad..." he started.
"Not bad? Honey, it was intense! Even the other two...Badina...Thombo... They were excited," she interrupted, accurately assessing the vibe.
"Let's go to sleep. I'm tired," Jake tried.
His wife went silent but Jake knew something was on her mind and she finally asked, "What happened last time?"
"I told you...nothing. It's 'cause you're here," he lied.
Again, she became silent a time before asking, "Nothing? Truly nothing? "
"Yes," he confirmed.
"Those weren't nothing looks," she countered making Jake cringe as he realized her mind was slotting in the pieces to the puzzle.
"You got looks, too," he responded and before she could speak, he said, "Let's go to sleep."
The small hut was silent save for the occasional voice from outside but just when Jake thought he might have made it, Helen said in a tiny voice, "Something happened."
Kozo woke the young couple early the next morning and when they realized he planned to herd two cows back with them they understood the need for an early departure. Just as they prepared to start, Sualala appeared with her infant in a shoulder sling. For a moment, Jake thought she just wanted to say goodbye but it soon became apparent that she would accompany them on the journey, and a feeling of foreboding swept through his body.
The slow pace offered much time to reflect and by his wife's silence, he knew she was deep in thought as well. Kozo's attention was on the animals and for a time, Sualala tried to walk with him, but she slowly drifted towards the American couple. Her close presence increased the young man's tension and after receiving several playful glances when he looked her way, he forced his eyes straight ahead. Finally, they spotted the village and when they arrived, the American couple quickly separated and headed for their tent.
As soon as the flap fell, Helen undressed and immediately began to clean her body with a handful of wipes. Jake soon joined her and once finished, with both naked in the close confines, he reached out and pulled her close. He kissed her, hoping to get something started, but the stiffness of her body told him he was in trouble.
"What's wrong?" he asked, although he suspected the cause.
"I don't think you're telling me everything," she replied, looking at him defiantly.
"C'mon...let's make love," he countered.
"Later...I want to rest," she responded, twisting from his arms.
Helen fell to her cot and after staring at her for several seconds, Jake dressed and left the tent, finding Oma standing close by. With a nod, he indicated they should move away, and when they were out of earshot he turned to speak to the black man.
"Kozo and his wife tried to swap like we thought. It was really awkward...too awkward and Helen is very suspicious," he explained.
"What made her suspicious?" Oma asked.
"Sualala...she...she had this look. It's hard to explain but Helen picked up on it," he replied.
"Hmmm...you must have made an impression on her or perhaps it's because you're a westerner. Normally, it's not...there are not those feelings," he explained.
"I don't know what to say to that but she had a strange look," Jake said.
"What's your suggestion?" Oma asked.
"Let it die. Here in the bigger village...and try to keep her away from Sualala," he replied.
Later, Jake tried again to interest his wife in sex but she declined. He didn't push, concerned that doing so would make him look guilty, and after an early dinner, they both went to bed.
The next morning, Jake huddled with Oma to discuss strategy and barely noticed when his wife left the tent to wander the village. Two hours later, when they stopped for a break, he realized she hadn't returned so he set off to find her. It only took a few minutes before he spotted her in a group of five women seated outside the well-adorned hut of the tribe's medicine woman. Unfortunately, Sualala was in the group as well, and unsure as to how to proceed, he returned to Oma.
"Helen is in a group of women with Sualala at the doctor's...medicine woman's hut," he said, and after a pause, he added, "I'm worried about trying to get her away...I'll look bad."
"Show me," the man replied.
Jake led him to a discrete spot where they could see the gathering and after watching for a few moments, the black man said, "The woman usually isn't very social. It could be she is intrigued by your wife."
"And the others with them?" the oilman asked.
"Unsure. But you must understand that in the tribe the woman is part herbalist, midwife, and fortune teller. The discussion could be on many things," he explained.
"It doesn't feel right. They are too close," Jake replied.
"Yes, I understand your worry but there doesn't appear to be a focus on either. I would think it best to ignore," he offered.
Reluctantly, Jake accepted the advice and returned to his tent but remained nervous. So, when Helen appeared an hour later, he immediately felt a shiver run up his spine.
"Sualala is pregnant," she announced casually.
"How do you know?" he responded.
"Lulu...well that's not her name exactly but it's the best I could make out. Lulu, the native doctor, said she was," his wife explained.
"Not exactly scientific. How did she come to that conclusion?" he asked.
"She put her hand on her stomach," she answered, and before her husband could comment, she added, "I know it's not exactly scientific but I found it interesting and all the women believe in her judgment. Oh, and she said I wasn't."
Jake forced out a short laugh and then said, "Well, that's good, since you're on the pill."
"No kidding," she replied and then entered the tent.
Now, with her gone, Jake's thoughts returned to Sualala and her declared pregnancy. Despite the low odds, he still wondered if his night with the woman might have produced a child. At the time, he hadn't really thought about the woman's protection which now seemed completely insane, and his fears about his wife's proximity to her amplified. On the positive side, his wife's suspicions appeared to have waned but he knew for his own peace of mind that he needed to try and keep the women separated.
The following day, Jake stayed close to his wife and managed to maintain a distance from Sualala. However, the next day, the chief cornered Oma and peppered him with questions that forced the oilmen to huddle to discuss. This left Helen free for most of the afternoon and when they finished, Jake was preparing to go in search of her when she appeared at their camp with a strange expression on her face.
"What's wrong?" he asked as Oma stepped away.
"Come in the tent," she demanded. Jake quietly followed her into the small space and as soon as she dropped the flap, she turned on him with fire in her eyes and asked, "Did you do something with her...Sualala?"
"What? No! Of course not," he responded while trying to hide his guilty look.
"They said you did," she fired out.
"Who said it? They don't speak English," he countered.
"They got the message across. It took time but they did," she replied.
"Well, I think you misunderstood..." he started, hoping to gain the initiative.
"You did. I can see it on your face...in your eyes. You did," she declared.
As the words left her mouth, it seemed like her body deflated and for a moment, Jake thought he might have to catch her but she recovered and gave him a defiant glare. He knew she meant it as a challenge. A trap intended to see if he would continue lying and he stood staring at her awkwardly without speaking as the seconds ticked by.
"I'm sorry," he finally offered, and before she could respond, he added, "I don't know how it happened. It seems so crazy and I feel so guilty."
"You fucking bastard. We've only been married a few months," she replied as tears filled her eyes.
Helen stormed out of the tent and by the time Jake had collected his wits she had disappeared. For almost an hour, he searched the village and finally located her on the far side of the cattle pens staring out across the vast wilderness. He tried to engage her in a conversation and for a time they managed to interact calmly but without warning, she launched on him again and he dutifully took the beating until she left him once more. Only when the sun had set did they find themselves together again within the limited privacy of the tent and by then Oma and the assistants had picked up on the turmoil.
"I...I don't have a defense, Helen but we need to talk," the young husband tried.
"How many times," she fired back.
"Once...just once," he replied, ignoring his time with the chief's wife.
When she didn't immediately respond, he thought she might be taking comfort in the single indiscretion but after almost a minute of silence, she said, "I want to go home...now...tomorrow."
"Helen that's not good. We need to be together and talk...if you leave...I'm worried," he replied.
"Then, leave too," she countered.
"You know I can't...I mean...it will cause issues and they'll want to know why," Jake said.
"You need to decide what's important," she stated then turned and fell onto her cot with her back to him.
He thought about trying to restart the discussion but decided that time might help calm things so he made ready for bed. Unfortunately, several times during the night, he heard his wife softly sobbing, and although he wanted to reach for her and provide some comfort, he knew she wouldn't accept the gesture.
The next morning, he awoke to an empty tent and found his wife sitting outside drinking coffee. He joined her and they sat in silence for several minutes before he summoned the courage to speak.
"I...I don't want you to go," he stated.
"I don't want to be here...it's all ruined," she answered.
Jake wondered whether she was referring to their marriage or the visit, but he nodded his head before replying, "Just a few days."
"Three days," she responded, and realizing he had achieved something of a victory, he nodded his head in agreement.
A few tense minutes later, Helen left to wander the village and as soon as she was out of sight, Oma appeared.
"How bad is it?" he asked.
"Bad...she knows about Sualala. Somehow the women managed to convey...the message," he explained.
"Yes, when I saw the turmoil, I asked around. They didn't know what they did. In their culture, it's not a problem," the black man replied.
"I know...it's my fault," Jake conceded.
"Perhaps it would be more productive to determine a way forward," Oma offered.
"She wanted to leave immediately but I talked her into staying a few days. After that, I don't know..." he said.
"A start...at least a start," the advisor replied and after a short pause, he added, "Let's discuss our mission here for a while and let your wife collect herself."
Jake, with no better idea, and desperately wanting to clear his head nodded in agreement. For the next two hours, they went through scenarios and ideas for projects for the tribes. They were just winding down when Helen appeared and quickly entered the tent. Jake rose to join her but just as he stepped that way, she emerged and with a hard stare, turned, and made for the village.
"Give her the day," Oma suggested as the two men watched her disappear.
"Not much choice," the oilman said with a sigh.
Feeling tired from his fitful night, Jake decided to take a nap and didn't rise until mid-afternoon. With no sign of his wife, he decided to take a walk and look for her and had only gone about a hundred yards when a commotion caught his attention. A throng of men and women had formed a circle around the medicine woman's hut and when he arrived, his body went numb when he learned the focus of their attention was his wife. Sitting with several women, which strangely included Sualala, she had shed her western clothes and now wore just an animal skin skirt that came to mid-thigh. Her pert breasts were on display and even through the coating of red paste smeared on her torso, her tiny nipples were evident. An additional fibrous ring adorned her neck, and on her wrists, she wore similarly styled bracelets. The four women with her had big smiles and the gathered crowd was quite animated as they feasted on the white visitor's near-naked body.
"Helen," Jake called out.
She looked up at him for a moment with an indifferent expression before returning to her new friends and as he contemplated what to do next, he felt a hand grip his arm.
"Let her be for now. Better not to make a scene," Oma whispered.
"What's in the hell is going on?" the young husband asked, struggling to contain his emotions.
"I think she's paying you back but maybe it's better than silence," the black man counseled as he led him away.
"Is she safe?" Jake asked, looking over his shoulder.
"Yes, of course...quite safe," Oma responded.
"Shit! How...how long has she been...undressed?" he asked.
"Since you went to rest," Oma answered.
"Damn, Oma what do I do? This isn't good...it's out of control," the oilman spat out nervously.
The advisor patted him on the shoulder several times trying to calm him and then said in a steady voice said, "It's best to stay in control. She is hurt and seeking revenge but we are far away from civilization so there is no fear of anyway learning. My advice is to let her have her freedom today and talk to her this evening."
"That's going to be hard," Jake countered.
"I understand but remember how this happened. It's unfortunate she learned of it but she is no doubt feeling betrayed," Oma said, and when the younger man nodded his agreement, he added, "Go now but stay away from the gathering."
Following the man's suggestion, Jake waited until sundown, and as husband and wife sat in the tent with the flap down, he turned towards her to try to start a conversation. She still wore the native skirt and baubles, although she had donned a short-sleeved shirt, and with the pungent smell of the red paste and sweat filling the small space, he challenged her on her behavior but instead of showing remorse, she fired back at him for his actions with Sualala. The couple went back and forth for over an hour without making any progress and finally, exasperated, Jake flopped on the cot and picked up a book.
Several minutes of silence ensued before Helen said, "What if Sualala...what if it's yours?"
"It's not," Jake responded, dropping the book.
"How do you know? How would you deal with a child here?" she pushed.
"Helen, it's not," Jake repeated although he knew there was a risk.
Once again, the couple launched into an emotional argument that only ended when the young husband declared he needed to go outside to pee. Once finished, he took in the beauty of the starlit night sky and realized things would never be the same. He thought about packing and leaving but feared that once home Helen might immediately move for a divorce. Being in the bush did mean that he had her close and he decided to use it to his advantage and recover as much as possible. As he returned to the tent, he realized the next few days required both extreme patience and persistence.
For the second night in a row, both husband and wife slept fitfully. Jake rose first and prepared breakfast hoping to start the day off on the right foot, and his wife accepted the food and coffee but her demeanor informed him that she was still far from reconciling. Afterward, she read some and piddled about the camp before declaring she was going to walk the village. She declined her husband's offer of company and then shocked him when she began to dress in the tribal clothing.
"You're going to go like that again?" Jake asked.
"Yes," she answered simply.
"Honey..." he tried but she refused to engage.
Helen had removed much of the paste the prior evening when preparing for bed, but some traces remained as she stepped away wearing only the native skirt, sandals, and adornments. Jake couldn't help but notice the way the small skirt hugged her rear and in different circumstances, it would receive his full attention. After making her way to the line of huts, she turned and disappeared from his sight, and despite his desire to follow, he forced himself to stay in camp and even managed to do a little brainstorming with Oma about the project. Thankfully, the advisor had the discretion to stay away from the strange situation which allowed him a respite.



When they broke, Jake rationalized that sufficient time had elapsed and set off to locate his wife. As before, he found her at Lulu's hut with several women, and fortunately, Sualala wasn't present. Several men were near, taking long looks at his wife's naked breasts, and it looked like she had received a fresh coating of the red paste. With his attention fixed on the group of women, at first, he didn't notice that Matuta stood staring at him from just ten yards away. Her expression showed more boldness than normal and suddenly a wave of guilt swept through the young husband and he retreated swiftly to the camp.
Jake tried to find something to occupy his mind and for an hour or so he had success but knowing he needed to check on his wife again, he headed back towards the group. However, when he arrived, he found Sualala present but not his wife and for a moment he cringed as he considered what might have happened. He attempted to ask the woman about her but when this proved unsuccessful, he started to roam the village. After making a circuit and not finding her, he headed back towards the doctor's hut and met Oma as he approached from the opposite direction.
"Hey, I'm looking for Helen. Can you ask them where she went?" he said to the advisor.
Immediately, the black man engaged the women in the native language and then turned to Jake and reported, "She left about thirty minutes ago. They saw her walking up the hill towards the cattle pens."
Jake set off and was mildly irritated when he realized that Oma intended to follow. The men walked up the small rise in silence and when they reached the pens, they stopped to scan the area. At first, all they could see were two older men inspecting an animal, but just as they prepared to move closer, from the far edge of the clearing Helen appeared from behind some brush with a man close behind that Jake realized was Kozo. The young wife suddenly stopped, allowing the tribal man to move close which blocked her from their view. They could tell some type of interaction was occurring but the distance and their positions made it impossible to see the details. For almost a minute, Jake watched in silence as he tried to decipher the meaning of the encounter but when the black man directed his wife towards a nearby dilapidated hut, he felt like a brick had impacted his skull. Quickly, the couple disappeared into the structure which removed any lingering doubts about their intent.
"Shit! Damn...oh shit," Jake exclaimed as he started forward.
"Wait!" Oma called out to him which made him stop and turn, and when the black man caught up, he indicated with his hands for the young husband to calm down and then said, "There is opportunity. A balancing..."
"You're crazy," he replied and started to turn.
"Listen! Your wife will no longer have power over you...consider this," the man counseled.
Strangely, although he desperately wanted to run to the hut and stop the sordid encounter, he became still, then looked at Oma and replied, "This is insane."
"Yes, but a solution," the man responded.
Jake turned and his eyes locked on the hut as his mind raced with thoughts of what was currently taking place. His experiences with Sualala and Uvusera had indicated that foreplay was minimal but it didn't stop him from visualizing them kissing deeply as their hands explored. Would Kozo, wanting to savor the unique opportunity, slow things down, or had his blood already boiled? With each passing minute, the angst within the young husband grew until he couldn't stand still any longer.
"This is crazy!" he declared, suddenly feeling foolish for listening to his advisor.
With purpose, and with Oma close behind, he covered the distance to the hut, and even before he arrived, he could hear the clear sounds of mating. No animal skin covered the entrance and part of the roof was missing which provided plenty of light to spot his wife on her hands and knees as Kozo thrust into her powerfully.
"Uhhh...uhhh...uhhh..." he forced from her each time his cock hit bottom.
The black man expelled a litany of sounds, almost like a chant, and looking closer, Jake could see that his wife had not even undressed. Her small skirt pushed over her ass now circled her waist and she still wore her sandals. Unlike his conquest, Kozo had stripped completely and with his hands firmly on her hips, he managed the rhythm of the sex.
Jake, realizing he had become frozen in place, considered how best to intervene, but before he could move, he watched as his wife's hand reached back and gripped the black man's wrist. For a moment, he thought she might be feeling pain but when she pulled his hand to her breasts, he knew she had given herself to him.
"Dear Lord," he whispered, mostly to himself.
Jake noticed Oma step closer and glancing towards him he could see his eyes fixed on his wife. Suddenly, the decadent scene became surreal and the thought of being so far from civilization and at the mercy of natives sent a chill up his spine.
"Ohhh...mmm...ohhh..." his wife whined, and the sudden change in her sounds indicated something was happening.
At that moment, Kozo half-turned and spotted the men. The carnal hunger in his eyes shocked Jake and delivered the message that nothing was more important to him than depositing his seed into his white lover. His hand returned to her hip and he started moving with more purpose which forced more pleas from Helen that joined with the black man's excited grunts. Clearly, both were very close and when Jake heard his wife's high-pitched squeaks start, he knew she was just a few seconds away.
"Ohhh, yes...ohhh, yes...go...go..." she cried out when it arrived.
The young wife fell onto her forearms with her forehead against the dirt while Kozo continued to pummel her pussy. Her sounds made it clear that his actions were prolonging her orgasm but slowly they devolved into soft mews. Then, without warning, Kozo let loose with a loud grunt followed by a roar and pulled her ass hard against his cock. Seconds ticked by as he held her in place letting every drop of semen escape before he finally relaxed his grip. Instantly, she fell forwards separating their bodies and Kozo's wet uncut cock came into view. To Jake, it looked slightly longer than average and sported a large pink head still fully distended from its sheath. Kozo took a quick look back at the two voyeurs and then worked his shaft back inside Helen's sodden pussy. For almost a minute, he worked his cock into her and then fell onto her prone body and became still.
Feeling numb and with his mind in turmoil, Jake was grateful when he felt Oma's hand on his arm, guiding him away. They went straight to their camp and the young American pulled out one of the bottles of whiskey he had brought and doled out healthy pours.
"My God," he said after taking a drink.
"Jake, listen to me. This is important. Think of it as a solution. Don't get wild or mad or judgmental," Oma offered.
"Well, my wife..." he started.
"You did the same...more than once," the black man interrupted, reminding him of his indiscretions.
"It's not the same," Jake answered.
"Perhaps not...but it is a solution," Oma said, repeating his message.
The men had almost emptied their glasses when Helen appeared but she darted into the tent without acknowledging their presence.
Jake drained the last of the whiskey and then said, "Well..."
"Gently," the black man replied.
In slow measured steps with his body practically shaking, Jake moved to the tent and when he entered, he found his wife naked with her back to him. Immediately, his eyes traced her body looking for signs of her recent taking but although he saw nothing, in just a few seconds, his nose picked up the unmistakable smell of sex. The seconds ticked by as each remained in their position and the young husband knew her reluctance to turn was a sign of the guilt she felt.
"Helen..." he finally said in a low voice.
"What?" she asked nervously.
"I know what happened...I know...Kozo," he replied.
At first, she didn't respond but after an awkward silence, she took a deep breath and said, "So?"
"Well shit...I guess we're even..." Jake sighed, trying hard to remain calm.
"I guess..." his wife offered as she turned.
With her front now in view, he spotted some dirt across her breasts and shoulders that he knew she picked up when she collapsed in the hut. Following his line of sight, she glanced down and saw the markings then looked up at him with a worried expression.
"What now?" Jake asked.
Rather than respond, she stepped toward him and placed her head against his chest in an act of contrition. He looped his arm around her neck in acceptance and they remained that way as each struggled to come to grips with the situation. Almost a minute had passed when he felt her hand land on his hip and then slowly snake between them until she found his dick. Strangely, it didn't take much effort for her to make it stiffen, and when she had it mostly hard, she backed away a step and looked up at him with hopeful eyes.
"Let's make love," she whispered.
Although it seemed insane to share sex with his wife after what had occurred, he knew it would help their healing. Also, he couldn't deny the pounding in his ears and his erect shaft as some basic desire now pushed him to get inside her used opening. When his hand fell to her naked ass, she quickly started fumbling with his belt.
"Uggghhh..." Oma heard a few minutes after Jake entered the tent.
Her excited grunt let him know that her sweet pussy was experiencing the second intrusion within the last hour and for a few minutes, he listened to their coupling while dreaming of his cock sliding into her depths. The sounds also attracted the camp assistants who stood by with big smiles as the couple fucked furiously behind the tarp. Finally, with his libido fully inflamed, Oma set off to locate the village woman he had befriended.
The extreme wetness of his wife's pussy provided the young husband vivid proof that she still carried the semen of the tribal man. At first, it caused him distress but his wife's passion quickly overcame his concerns and he started pounding into her forcefully unconcerned about her loud cries. Unfortunately, his aggressive pace soon had her hole squelching with each thrust, and despite all his efforts to maintain control, the tingling in his balls built until he suddenly exploded.
"Ohhhh...oh shit...shit..." he grunted as he felt his cum fire out.
After resting for several minutes, Helen tried to rise and clean herself but Jake wouldn't allow it until after he had her again. This time, remembering her mating with Kozo, he put her on her knees and took her from behind even pressing on her shoulders to force her chest against the cot. Although his wife became very excited, she didn't release but somehow, he managed to force out a bit more. Only then did he let her take the wipes to clean her sweaty body and when her hand moved between her legs, their eyes locked as she slowly wiped the mess.
"I'm afraid the entire village knows," Oma said to Jake the next morning as they sipped coffee.
"That's not good," the young man sighed.
"To the contrary. You continue to think as a westerner. Both you and your wife have embraced the tradition. There is no judgment...or shame. They view it all very positive," he explained.
"But there wasn't a trade...a swap," Jake said.
"The rules...customs...I think you have to see them as a bit vague," Oma chuckled.
"I see," he replied, and then asked, "Chief Tiajuwu? Is he okay?"
"Yes...a positive for him too as I understand," he offered, and then added after a pause, "Although, perhaps some jealousy as well."
"Great," Jake responded.
"Yes, it appears our plan has been ruined by... We need to be prepared I think," he replied, catching himself.
Helen, ashamed of what had happened and afraid to show herself in the village, stayed in camp for the next two days. The young couple had multiple conversations about their behavior and Jake gallantly took most of the blame, telling her it was his actions that started things. It helped her rationalize her behavior and deal with her guilt. They talked about her returning home but she was adamant that she was not going to leave without him and finally, on the third day, she ventured out albeit fully clothed. She wandered the village for a while, returning to their camp several times, but in mid-afternoon, she ended up at the herbalist's hut talking to the women.
"How did the day go?" Jake asked that evening.
"Good, I guess," she replied, and then added, "I'm not pregnant."
It was a bold statement, a little inappropriate he thought, but he let it go and responded, "The doctor said so?"
"Yeah," she confirmed.
For the past few weeks, Oma had referred to an upcoming village event and the next morning, he explained to the couple that it would occur in three days. They pestered the man with questions and learned that it was an occasion to commemorate the dead but that it took the form of a lively celebration. Slaughtering of cattle would take place to provide an abundance of food and there would be several ceremonies involving dancing and singing.
"Chief Tiajuwu will no doubt drink beer during the festival and I think...if he has a mind to, he might offer the trade," the counselor warned when he had Jake alone.
"What do we do?" he asked.
"I think we'll just have to take our chances when you decline. I think we might be able to overcome it. Anyway, there is no other way..." he replied.
The energy in the village slowly rose over the next few days and by the time the chief declared the start of the festival everyone, including the visitors, was in a joyous mood. Once before, Jake had witnessed all the adult women participate in a tribal dance but Helen had never seen it and she stood enthralled as they circled the central fire and moved to the steady beat of drums while chanting. Later, there was a feast and the couple eagerly joined the throng who by now paid them little mind. Nervous about the chief, Jake pulled his wife away from the crowd at sundown, just as the beer appeared, and then retreated to their tent. They shared a drink and then went to bed with the young husband happy that nothing untoward had occurred.
The next day, the height of the celebration, started out like the first and the couple made several ventures into the village when the sounds grew loud and then returned to their camp when things calmed. Midday, while watching another dance, Sualala and another woman approached Helen and after a confusing interaction, started to pull on her arm. The laughter coming from the native women implied that nothing serious was occurring and after a while, Jake watched as they led his wife away. Curious but unconcerned, the oilman remained in his spot expecting her to return soon. However, when an hour had elapsed, he went searching and after circling the village and checking the tent, he was on his way back to the fire when he heard a loud roar. Hastening his step, he arrived to see another dance had started, and in the line, he spotted his wife, wearing only the small skirt and adornments freshly covered in the red paste. Her firm breasts jiggled with each step and it seemed like every eye was on them as she followed the line in the slow circle.
As he stood in surprise wondering what to do, Chief Tiajuwu emerged from his hut and took a position near the dancers. It took over a minute for Helen to make the loop but as she approached his spot, Jake could see that the black leader's eyes eagerly roamed her body. He had seen her topless in the outfit before as she sat in the small circle of women but something seemed different now. Perhaps it was the energy of the celebration or maybe he had already started on the beer but he now leered at her, hungrily.
"This is not ideal," Oma said from behind him.
With his eyes locked on his wife, the man had approached him undetected to issue the warning. Jake nodded his head, concurring with the man's assessment but felt uncertain about how to proceed. Indeed, the damage had already occurred and his mind shifted to how and why his wife had accepted the village women's efforts. Intuitively, he knew the chief would view her encounter with Kozo and her current dress as an invitation.
"Why did she change?" Jake said, mostly to himself.
"The rhythms are seductive," Oma replied with a shrug.
The young husband nodded his head and watched the throng until the song ended. As Helen stepped away, she spotted her husband and moved toward him with a big smile on her face.
"Why did you put...change?" he asked.
Suddenly, looking nervous, she looked down for a moment and then said, "I don't know... They kept pushing me and I wanted to be part of it."
"You didn't need to..." he started but at that moment a villager approached and engaged Oma in a discussion.
"We've been invited to meet with the chief later," he said after the short conversation.
"Who?" Jake asked.
"Everyone," the black man answered, and after a pause added, "Your wife, too."
A smile filled Helen's face as, unaware of the man's intent, she thought it meant she would get to experience another element of tribal life. Oma, realizing Jake needed privacy, stepped away and the couple made their way to the tent. Along the way, he thought about how to convey the message especially since her time with Kozo played a key role. He let her enter the tent alone while he sat outside and as he waited, he realized that the forthcoming interaction with the chief had always been inevitable, although fucking Kozo and her partial nudity made things far harder. He knew the chief, or in truth, any man would view their declining as a personal rejection.
"Helen, we need to talk," Jake said when he entered the tent a few minutes later.
"I know...I should have asked first," she replied looking down at her near-naked body.
"No...look...it's something else," he responded and when she offered him a confused look, he took a deep breath and explained, "The chief...the invitation to join him...he's going to ask to trade. You know...the custom we discussed."
The young wife gave him a confused look and then asked nervously, "Why do you say that?"
"The vibes he's been giving...the way he looked at you today. I just don't want you to be offended when it happens," Jake answered.
Helen stood silent as the message settled and then said, "What are you going to tell him?"
The question caught him off guard and for a moment, he looked silently at her before replying, "I'm going to graciously decline."
"Does he know about...the other thing?" she asked.
By her demeanor since her encounter with Kozo, Jake had guessed she had correctly concluded that word got around but he confirmed it by saying, "Yes."
"Then, I won't go," she declared.
"You could do that but I think he would see through it and find it offensive. I think it's better to just let me and Oma handle it when the time comes," the oilman suggested.
The chief sent a man for them just past sundown and the trio walked silently to the hut feeling the weight of the upcoming interaction. Helen now dressed as conservatively as possible had on pants and a long sleeve shirt fully buttoned which hid almost all her skin. When they arrived, they found that besides Chief Tiajuwu, Kozo, Matuta, and Uvusera sat around the small fire sporting large smiles. They made room for the visitors and fortunately, Helen landed in a spot opposite Kozo. Jake, on the other hand, wasn't as lucky and ended up with Uvusera at his side but despite the tension, for the next hour, they shared food and heavy beer while managing to have a lively interaction. For a time, their anxieties waned but when the chief's expression suddenly changed, they knew the offer was about to occur.



As anticipated, the chief began speaking to Oma who listened intently for over a minute, and then turned to Jake and said simply, "As we discussed, the chief is making his offer."
Before the young husband could reply, the chief and Kozo started a rapid exchange, and curious, Jake asked, "What are they saying?"
"Uhhh...the chief is asking about...your wife," the advisor explained.
"My God..." Helen whispered as her face turned red.
Seconds later, Uvusera joined the banter and in a wholly unexpected move, she placed her hand on Jake's arm. His wife's eyes quickly took it in and he watched as she looked directly at the native woman and then at Oma as a strange look appeared on her face.
"What's she saying?" she demanded.
"Uhhh...I...uhhh..." he stammered caught totally off guard.
"Did you do it with her? Did you fuck her?" she asked her husband angrily.
"Honey..." he started before she cut him off.
"You bastard!" she yelled which stopped the other discussions.
"Helen, I didn't have a choice," Jake tried knowing he was busted and denial was futile.
She looked at him with disdain for several seconds and then a surge seemed to sweep through her body and she said, "Trade with him. Let's do it. I want to fuck him."
"No, Helen let's leave," he said as the chief started talking to Oma.
"No...you leave," she countered and before he realized what she was doing, she moved across the hut and took a position next to the chief.
The submissive act left no doubt as to her intent and a huge smile filled the tribal leader's face as his arm circled the white woman's waist. Instantly, he lost all interest in the others, and with a quick dismissive wave of his hand, he turned towards the white woman and started to fondle her covered breasts.
"Helen?" Jake tried once more but her hands were already unbuttoning her shirt.
Uvusera began to prod him towards the entrance with Kozo's help and even Oma nudged him along. Suddenly, he was outside looking at the night sky amidst a group of villagers still enjoying the celebration. When he turned, he saw that Kozo and another man now stood guard at the entrance which meant if he wanted to go for his wife, it would likely create a huge scene.
"Let it go," Oma whispered.
Jake knew the man was banking on the success of the project as security for his future and feeling like he was being sold out, he exclaimed, "Fuck, Oma! Some things are more important than a damn project."
"Calm my friend. Now, you have no solution. Soon, you will," he counseled in an irritatingly rational voice.
He knew the black man had a point and it had seemed to work with Sualala but it still felt disgusting and he was still contemplating his next move when he felt Uvusera tugging on his arm. In the past, she had acted indifferent towards their encounters and he couldn't help but wonder if she had grown fond of him or if it was part of the chief's plan. Nonetheless, feeling numb his feet started to move and he let her guide him to the same hut they had used in the past. Her clothes came off quickly and when he didn't immediately start on his, her hands took over. She had his shirt unbuttoned and his pants puddled at his feet when a strong urge hit him to check on his wife. Fighting the black woman's efforts, he put his clothes back in place, exited the hut, and moved the short distance to the chief's lodge where he found the two men still guarding the entrance. A crowd had begun to gather around the hut which made it difficult to hear but risking the men's ire by getting close, he picked up the rhythmic whimpers of his wife. Evidently, the chief had elected to move swiftly and now plowed his cock into his wife's lovely pussy. Looking towards Kozo, he saw him smiling back excitedly and it dawned on the young man that within twenty feet were two men that had experienced his new wife.
Slowly, he moved back towards Uvusera, and when he entered the hut, she looked at him with an irritated expression but still started back on his clothes. Once naked, he fell next to her and she quickly went to work on his flaccid dick by pulling on it roughly.
Things had moved swiftly when everyone left the hut and in less than a minute, the chief had Helen's bra pushed off her breasts and was sucking hungrily on her small nipples. Still incensed at her husband's cheating she let him undress her and accepted his probing fingers in her pussy. When he pushed her onto her knees, she knew what was coming and for a moment she tried to break free as the insanity of it all suddenly hit home. However, Chief Tiajuwu easily kept her in position and while his cock probed for her opening, she tried again but when he suddenly thrust inside, she lost focus and by the third stroke he had taken complete control. He gripped her hips tightly, like Kozo, and pummeled into her relentlessly and at first, she tried to stay detached. However, the consistent stroking managed to quickly wear her down, and strangely she found keen erotic fulfillment from her submission. When the villagers began to chant, she knew they offered it as an encouragement to their leader and it made her feel uniquely desired.
Finally, Uvusera managed to get Jake's dick stiff and she quickly spun to her knees and offered her well-worn pussy. As soon as he got inside, she started to push against him hoping to create a pace and after a minute or so, he finally managed to get into the moment, took hold of her hips, and started pushing deep. The older black woman emitted soft whines of excitement which helped fuel Jake's lust and he had just increased the pace some more when she suddenly gripped his shaft with her pussy. Knowing her technique, one hand went to her shoulder and he pushed hard into her worming slowly inside until she released her grip. Several times, she repeated her efforts, and each time, he managed to force her to let go. Then, just as he re-established a nice rhythm the villagers started their chant that he knew was meant for the chief and his wife. He wanted badly for her to be in the hut as a reluctant participant just wanting it to end but instinctively, he knew the truth was likely far different. The visions played with his head and before he realized it, he was fucking the black woman hard. Her subdued whines had turned into full groans and suddenly he passed the point of no return and exploded deep into the woman.
At first light, Jake made his way back to the tent hoping to find his wife but knowing he wouldn't. Uvusera had woke him during the night for more sex and he had left her unfulfilled, however, the emotional turmoil of the evening dwarfed any feelings of guilt. He collapsed onto his cot and was half-asleep when his wife arrived several hours later. The withering look she gave him let him know that it wasn't the right time to talk so he fell onto his back and watched as she dropped onto her cot.
Helen was still sleeping when Jake left to search for Oma and found him talking to Kozo near the chief's hut. He gave the men a minute to conclude their conversation and when it was over, the smile on the man's face implied good news.
"It appears the chief is ready to commit," he said excitedly.
"Great. I lose a wife but get a project," the oilman sighed.
"Don't be so sure of that," he replied and when Jake gave him a questioning look, he asked, "May I speak...openly?"
"Yes, it's probably best if you do," he responded after a brief hesitation.
"The message I received from Kozo who was nearby as you know is that she enjoyed herself thoroughly," the black man said, and after a pause added, "Three orgasms I'm told."
"That just means..." Jake started before he let his thought die, and changing the subject, he asked, "What good does that do me?"
"I understand it will be difficult but she demanded the exchange and since she apparently enjoyed herself it should give you something to work with," he replied.
"So, I'm supposed to tell her she can't be angry with me because she's a slut?" he answered sarcastically.
Oma let a few seconds of silence ensue before he replied, "I'm sure you can find a more delicate way."
The men discussed the next steps for a few minutes although Jake's mind was elsewhere and Oma agreed to arrange a meeting with the chief to discuss the formalization of the agreement. With that, Jake returned to the tent but found his wife still asleep so he sat outside and thought about how to move forward with his marriage. Strangely, he felt little anger at his wife's actions, rationalizing they had all occurred as a result of his failures. However, he did realize he didn't know her as well as he thought as he would have never contemplated the direction she took. He knew he needed to follow up on it and force an intimate and meaningful discussion but he felt it needed to happen after they returned home to a stable environment.
Well past noon, Jake finally heard stirrings in the tent and he stepped inside to determine the damage done to his marriage. His wife, still dressed in her pants and a long-sleeved shirt, immediately locked onto him with a cold stare and ignored several attempts he made to start a conversation.
"Why are we even married?" she suddenly blurted out and before he could reply, she added, "You fucked her...two women."
"Things got out of hand. I don't have an excuse. All I can say is I'm very sorry and I love you," he offered.
She stared at him for several seconds without speaking before saying, "Please leave me alone. Just go away."
Jack returned to his chair outside and sat staring across the landscape lost in thought when his wife emerged from the tent topless in the small skirt. Without looking his way, she set off towards the village leaving him to ponder the message in her actions. For the next few days, they barely spoke, then, something happened that at first confused him and then forced all the issues to the surface.
The young oilman was sitting by himself in the camp when he noticed Sualala standing ten yards away looking at him with an odd expression. In all their time camped near the village, a woman had never ventured so close which made him wonder if she might feel empowered because of their sexual encounter. He gave her a smile, which she returned, and then he went back to some reading but when he looked up again, she was still there. Now curious, he stood and approached her and when he drew near, she grabbed his hand and tried to direct him towards the tent. Her intent was clear and for a moment Jake felt amused by the woman's desires. Then, like a bolt of lightning hitting him, he understood the meaning, and breaking free, he forced himself to remain calm as he walked slowly toward Kozo's hut. When he arrived, ignoring village etiquette, he flung back the entrance cover and found his wife and the black man enjoying a post-coital embrace. The couple looked up in surprise and before she could speak, Jake dropped the cloth and headed back towards the camp passing Sualala who stared at him in confusion.
It took more than an hour for his wife to return and in that time, Jake felt certain she was receiving the man's cock again. The idea incensed the young husband, who over the past few days, had experienced the sting of his wife's rebukes. It also confused him as this was not something done in haste as revenge. Instead, it indicated to him that his wife simply enjoyed the raw sex.
"Well?" he asked as he stood in the tent having followed her inside when she returned.
"Well, what?" she asked dismissively.
"You were with Kozo. I saw you," he said.
"Yes," she answered, turning toward her bag.
Her attitude infuriated him but he held his tongue for several seconds before replying, "I guess you just needed some fucking."
As her body stiffened, he could tell he had hit a nerve, and she turned and said, "Isn't that what happens here? What's supposed to happen? You're doing it with everyone."
The defiance in her eyes slowly morphed into vulnerability as they held their stare and Jake suddenly demanded, "Get on the cot."
"Why?" she asked.
"I want some, too," he replied.
The young wife tried to act put out but with only a little prodding, she dropped her skirt and fell onto her back. Jake made a point of looking her over and noted many curly black hairs still stuck to her sweaty body, especially across her wet vagina. He quickly shucked his clothes and with no preliminaries, he spread her legs and pushed inside. The small cot made things difficult but he found a position that allowed him to go deep and he managed to set a moderate pace.
It didn't take long for her to fill the tent with needy whimpers and somehow, they made him focus on the utter shamelessness of her actions. Quickly, he felt his blood boiling with a combination of anger and excitement, that he didn't understand but nonetheless, he put all his energies into fucking his pretty wife as powerfully as possible. At first, the rising volume of Helen's whines informed him she enjoyed his efforts but as his pace continued to increase, she began to offer signs of discomfort.
"You're hurting me," she suddenly gasped.
Consumed by his strange lust, Jake replied, "You went to him twice. Twice to fuck."
"No...no...he found me," she countered as the sounds coming from her wet pussy joined those from her mouth.
"Did he? Did you say no or did you just let him," he forced out as he thrust madly, and when she didn't respond, he demanded, "Tell me...did you just let him?"
"Yes..." she managed to gasp.
"Why?" he followed.
"I don't know..." she answered evasively.
"I know...I damn well know. It's because you like it...like his cock in you," Jake said provocatively.
Rather than respond to his comment, Helen went silent, closed her eyes, and let her husband rut into her forcefully. Seconds turned into a minute, and he was just about to challenge her again when he felt her fingers move first to his ass and then to his balls. Her nails started to tease his sensitive skin, and in a flash, he felt a wave sweep through him that told him his release was imminent. For a time, he tried to fight it back but it was too powerful and he let out a loud cry as his dick exploded.
Now, sexually spent, the emotion fled him and he felt guilty for his accusations despite his wife's sordid behavior. He managed to squirm in next to her on the cot and draped his arm over her sweaty body as he considered what to do.
"I'm sorry," Helen said breaking the silence.
Jake let s few seconds elapse before he asked, "Why, Helen?"
"I don't know," she whispered but after a few seconds of silence, she added, "It's all so bizarre."
"What does that mean?" Jake pressed.
"You did it with them...Sualala and the chief's wife. Why did you do it?" she countered.
"I told you. It was the moment...the situation and I made a mistake," he said.
"I guess I made a mistake, too," the young wife offered.
"You wanted revenge," her husband sighed, and before she could answer, he continued with, "At least the first time with Kozo and with the chief. This time...I don't know."
"I don't either," she replied.
More silence ensued but Jake couldn't let it go and wanted more details so he asked, "How did it happen?"
"Sualala found me walking in the village and took my arm. She led me to their hut and he was waiting," she explained.
"And?" he probed, wanting her to continue.
"He...motioned me inside," she replied.
"And you went," Jake stated, and then asked, "What happened next."
"He got undressed and we sat and he started playing with my nipples...looking at them like an inspection," she offered, and when her husband didn't respond, she continued with, "I...I guess...I took him in my mouth but only for a little while and then we did it."
"Did he force you? Why did you let him?" Jake asked again.
"I don't know...I really don't. It's like some strange fever came over me. The nudity all around, the tribe's passion, the strange place, the taboo...the look in his eyes," she answered vaguely.
"What look?" her husband asked.
"Kozo's look...he had a strange look...like he was on fire," she replied.
Jake let the message settle for a time before he asked, "Did you have an orgasm?"
"Yes," she admitted, and then reached behind her, grasped his erect dick, and said, "You're hard."
"Sualala came by. I sent her away," he said, ignoring her statement.
"What made you hard?" his wife pushed, refusing to let the subject go.
Helen, resting on her side with her back to her husband, raised her leg and after some fumbling, managed to bring the erect dick to her sodden opening. They moved some, working the shaft deeper, but when they stopped, Helen turned her head and looked at her husband expectantly.
Knowing what she sought, and realizing it was a fair question, he paused just for a moment before replying, "I don't know why. Maybe the same reasons you gave. Maybe learning my wife is...learning something new."
Silence returned and over a minute elapsed before the young wife whispered, "I'm ready to go home."
"I know...but...it shouldn't be long now," he replied, deciding not to share the reason for the faster timetable.
The couple stayed connected for most of the afternoon and continued to talk through the issues and their behavior. Both declared that they didn't want their marriage to end which helped set the tone and when they finished, they felt they had made solid progress although they knew they needed more discussions. Later, as he sat outside the tent while Helen slept, Jake's mind returned to the visions of his wife in passionate embraces with Kozo along with the report he had received concerning her multiple orgasms with the chief. To him, it felt like a piece of their connection had been stolen forever and he wondered how the tribe, with their odd custom, managed to accept the swapping without any apparent angst.
For the next three days, they made incredible progress with the chief. They reached an agreement on the major issues and even received the man's commitment to visit the capital to communicate his decision directly to the government. They had achieved a huge milestone and that evening Jake spent over an hour on the satellite phone explaining the progress and tentative timetable to his boss. Oma sat smiling at his side no doubt thrilled about the long-term prospects the project provided him personally. However, when the call ended, the man's expression suddenly changed and Jake, sensing something was on his mind indicated with a nod of his head that he should speak.
"I learned about something just before the call," he said.
"What's that?" Jake asked, hoping the chief wasn't getting cold feet.
"I was told Chief Maipu will be arriving tomorrow," he announced.
"Chief Maipu? Why? Was he summoned?" the oilman asked.
"I am not certain but we must be prepared to review the entire project with him even though Chief Tiajuwu said he would handle it. For respect, we must do this," Oma advised.
"Yes, I get that. The timing just seems odd," Jake replied.
Chief Maipu arrived mid-day but immediately went into consultation with Chief Tiajuwu so it wasn't until the following morning that the oilmen had an opportunity to explain the project. Fortunately, the meeting went quite well with limited questions from the tribal leader.
"Seems Chief Tiajuwu had worked on our behalf," Jake offered as they walked toward their camp.
"Yes, I think that's certain. Also, his lands are much less affected," the black man replied.
Helen sat at the outside table waiting for them and they started to give her a rundown of the meeting but after just a few minutes a tribesman appeared, held a quick exchange with Oma, and then left.
"It seems we have been invited to dine with the chiefs this evening," he explained.
Instantly, Jake's eyes locked with his wife's and he said, "You can stay here."



"Okay," she answered looking relieved.
"I'm afraid...the man...the invitation was quite clear that it was for all of us...all three," Oma said.
"That's too awkward...what happens if it's just us?" Jake asked.
"I don't know the answer but I suspect the chief would lose face," he replied.
"Look, I don't think it's fair to put Helen in that situation after...you know," he fired back.
"I understand your point but recall the custom of declining is acceptable," he offered.
At sundown, they took the short walk to Chief Tiajuwu's hut with Helen in the middle dressed in her western clothes. Indeed, since her encounter with Kozo, she had returned to this dress which had created obvious disappointment in the villagers. Like before, Kozo and the chief's wives were present and everyone took a position around the small fire. However, just as they started to settle in, movement started and Chief Maipu took the spot next to Helen while Uvusera sat alongside Jake. The message came through loud and clear and Jake began to think about how he would deal with the request he knew would come.
The heavy tension in the small space made it difficult to enjoy the meal although Chief Tiajuwu did all he could to act as a gracious host. Several times, he caught the eye of Matuta, who sat opposite him, and noted her hopeful expression. Through Oma, he asked each chief several questions to demonstrate his interest, and somehow Helen overcame her nervousness and did the same. The beer followed the meal and this time it seemed like they indulged more which had the young American man feeling quite buzzed. Just when he reached the point where he knew he needed to decline on the next round, Chief Tiajuwu suddenly became quiet signaling the forthcoming message.
A huge smile appeared on the chief's face and he turned to Oma and began to speak rapidly. The others in the hut remained silent as the advisor received the message and when the chief quit talking, he turned toward Jake with a neutral expression.
"The chief is asking you to consider offering your wife as a goodwill gesture," he announced.
An issue had been nagging at Jake since he learned of the gathering and he replied, "Correct me if I'm wrong but this is not the custom. The custom is for the host to offer his wife."
"You are correct although I'm not certain it matters," he replied.
"Why?" he asked somewhat naively.
Suddenly, Oma's demeanor changed and he squirmed nervously before responding, "I must be honest. Your wife...to these men...is a true prize and they know how badly you want them to agree to the project."
"Shit...I mean...I thought we had formed a relationship. This is ugly," Jake replied.
Before Oma could reply, the two chiefs and Kozo launched into an animated conversation. It lasted for almost a minute with several breaks of laughter before the men calmed.
"What did they say?" Helen asked, speaking for the first time.
"I would be rude of me to say," he replied but when both husband and wife continued staring at him, he finally broke down and replied, "They were discussing the experience...your abilities."
"Oh, Christ...enough of this," Jake blurted out angrily.
"Calm, my friend," Oma counseled.
It took a few moments but the young man collected himself and said, "Look, tell the chief as graciously as possible we appreciate his hospitality but must decline."
With a nod, the advisor turned to the chief and shared the message. Jake had anticipated a short discussion with perhaps the leader showing some annoyance but their exchange carried on for several minutes. During it all, the others in the hut remained quiet and nothing in their expressions indicated their thoughts.
"The chief is disappointed by the answer and asks that you reconsider," he explained.
"It took all that time for that?" Jake asked in confusion.
"I offered a summary. He rambled a great deal," the man replied, and before the young husband could reply, he added, "View it as an ultimatum."
"Great..." Jake started but when he felt his wife's hand on his arm, he turned to her.
"Let's just get it over," she said but what caught his attention was the odd look in her eyes.
At first, he thought it might be due to fear but as he continued to stare, he realized they expressed excitement, and when he noticed the faint trace of her nipples showing through her bra and shirt, he felt stunned.
"Helen? No..." he whispered.
"Just get it over with and you can have your project and we can go home," she replied in a calm voice.
"Remember, you're in a different world," Oma offered from behind him.
More confused than ever, Jake stared at his wife and considered whether she might be testing him. The difference in their lives was so profound and had occurred so quickly that it felt disorienting.
"Are you serious?" he asked.
"Yes...yes, I am," she responded and he noted her eyes seemed to blaze with intensity.
They maintained eye contact for a few more seconds but it felt like hours and then Jake turned to Oma and nodded. Instantly, he began to speak to the chief and in less than a minute it was over.
"Chief Tiajuwu is very pleased with your decision and would like Helen to go with his wives to prepare. He wants her prepared in...the tribal way," he explained.
Too numb to argue, the young husband merely nodded and Matuta immediately began to tug on his wife's arms. In seconds, they had departed the hut and with a broad smile, the chief reached for the beer and passed it around. Jake made no attempt to hold back and the heavy fluid soon had him inebriated. Thirty minutes later, when noises outside indicated that something was going on, it took Oma prodding him to get him to rise and follow the others outside. Ten yards ahead, Helen stood between Uvusera and Matuta barefoot in her tribal skirt and adornments with a fresh coating of the red paste covering her naked torso. Around them, a mob of villagers watched as the neighboring chief stepped brusquely forward, took her hand, and led her to the hut Jake had used with Uvusera.
Obviously aware of the situation, the villagers began to chant in unison and slowly moved until they encircled the hut. All had smiles on their face and Kozo walked up to him and clasped him on the back as if he had done something noble. Although he felt like a voyeur, he couldn't make his feet move and vacillated between preferring silence and the chanting to mask the sounds of his wife's taking.
Suddenly, a low noise emerged from the hut and as one, the assembled villagers became silent. However, when nothing followed, a low buzz started amongst the crowd which built until it was suddenly interrupted by Helen's clear voice.
"Ughhh...ohhh..." she whined making him think the man's shaft had found its target.
"Shit," Jake said softly to himself.
"Easy...easy...go slow..." Helen called out openly.
"I understand he is very large," Oma offered with an excited gleam in his eye.
"Ohhh...slow...go slow...please..." the new wife called out even louder.
Jake noticed many of the villagers were smiling at each other and it made him wonder if it was merely a result of the erotic titillation or if they also held pride in the conquest of the pretty white woman. Several more times, he listened as his wife begged the black man, and just as he reached the point where he thought he might need to intercede, her nervous pleadings stopped. Now, with the return to silence, the villagers started to fidget again but it didn't last long as just a minute later another sound wafted from the small enclosure.
"Mmmm...uhhhh...ohhhh..." he heard his wife gasp.
However, rather than indicating pain, her passionate sounds told everyone that the chief's efforts were working. The villagers started to chant again as if in celebration of the couple's mating but by doing so, they made it difficult to hear. Although feeling ashamed, Jake edged closer to the hut and noticed that Oma followed. Now close enough to touch it, they could hear occasional sounds within the structure although the crowd hindered most.
"I think she is okay," Oma said.
Just seconds after he spoke, Helen's voice suddenly emerged from the structure, in cadence with the villager's beat, grunting, "Oh, oh, oh, oh yes..."
Clearly, Chief Maipu had managed in short order to take the young American woman from reluctance to eagerness. Over the next few minutes, Jake listened as his wife's excited cries continued to build ending in a loud orgasm that she shared with the entire village. When the couple became silent, the villagers did as well and slowly the area cleared leaving Oma and Jake alone.
"Let's go," the advisor said and took the young man by the arm.
The next morning when his wife had not appeared by the time he finished his coffee, Jake walked toward the hut. However, when he drew near, he watched as Matuta rather than his wife emerged from the small structure. He intercepted her using hand gestures to ask about his wife and the chief's young wife soon got his meaning and led him to Chief Tiajuwu's hut. He gave her a confused look and with a little laugh, she pulled back the opening and peering inside, he spotted his wife on the far side curled in the fetal position. He realized it likely meant that both chiefs had enjoyed Helen but he managed to maintain his cool as he entered and knelt at her side. Unable to keep from inspecting her body, he saw her normally delicate pussy now looked swollen and a slimy discharge drained from her slit and ran down her leg. He couldn't help but wonder how much cum she had received during the night and when the last deposit had occurred.
"Helen...get up," he whispered.
Slowly, her eyes opened and he could tell by her look that she was completely exhausted. He helped her put on her skirt and then pulled her to her feet and together they started a slow walk toward their camp. Halfway there, the medicine woman sprung forward from her spot and placed her hand on the American woman's bare tummy. After several seconds, she removed it and started to yell excitedly as the couple continued to their tent.
"She thinks I'm pregnant," Helen sighed.
For a moment, Jake thought about responding with a sarcastic comment but he held off and they continued their walk. After helping her clean up, Jake put her to bed and she slept until just before sundown. When she rose, he made her something to eat and they talked about the events. As he thought, Chief Tiajuwu traded Matuta for her after Chief Maipu had fucked her twice and took her to his hut where he took her twice as well. Still quite tired, she elected to return to her cot after a couple hours and Jake dutifully joined, with his hand gently stroking her back.
"Why did we do that?" he said, breaking the silence.
"Don't...it's over," she responded.
The meetings in the capital went well and the CEO and SVP left with plans to bring the opportunity to the Board with a positive recommendation. It was already a huge feather in Jake's cap and if they managed to bring the project to final closure it would prove to be an even bigger career boost as well as a financial homerun. While the rest of the team had departed, Jake's boss stayed behind an extra day to cover some remaining issues and line up support for future efforts. The two men as well as Helen were sitting in the hotel bar after a nice dinner enjoying a nightcap when their lively conversation suddenly took a very dark turn.
"I understand that certain things happened out in the bush that shouldn't make their way back to the office," the older man stated.
His words shocked the couple and the looks on their faces and their body language gave them away before they had the chance to reply.
"I...I...look...we really don't want to discuss it," Jake replied.
"Certainly, understandable Jake but you know we are a conservative company and despite all your good work, if this gets back it will be the end of your career," he responded as his eyes moved between them.
"Then don't let it," Helen replied.
Despite her husband's indiscretions, she knew it was her actions that he referred to and she had to use all her self-control to hold back her anger.
"I don't want to, Helen," he answered as his eyes settled on the pretty woman.
"What do we do?" Jake asked.
The man was a mentor to the young oilman and had always gone out of his way to guide and nurture his career so, he felt he must have a solution.
"What do we do? Yes, what to do..." he replied, and after pausing a moment for effect, he continued with, "Jake, I think you should go up to your room and leave Helen with me for a while."
The reality hit both husband and wife at the same time causing them to audibly gasp. Then, their eyes met, and at that moment, they realized they had little choice.
Jake lay on the bed watching the ceiling fan slowly turn feeling the full weight of guilt from the sequence of events he had unleashed. His new wife, in just a few weeks, had experienced three new cocks and at that very moment was likely taking her fourth. Oma, no doubt, had shared the information and he felt especially betrayed as he considered the local man a friend. Of course, there was the question of his boss' plans for when they returned home. Would he be satisfied with a one-time encounter with Helen or did he have more in mind? Suddenly, he felt claustrophobic as their emergence into the real world obliterated the solace he had taken from the remoteness of the bush.
Six months later, Helen bounced into the living room of their home and announced to her husband, "I'm pregnant."
The announcement elated Jake although he felt equally relieved as he realized it was the final moment in the recovery of their marriage. Now, he thought, they could set aside all the events of the trip to Africa as they embarked on creating their family. It hadn't been easy as the reality was so bizarre and sordid that they often found themselves at a loss for words. Fortunately, with each passing day, the memories ebbed and so far, Jake's boss hadn't demanded any more time with his wife. In truth, they had never really discussed it and only her exhaustion the following day provided any clue about the extent of what had occurred.
Caught up in the excitement of the moment, Jake decided to share a piece of information he had recently learned. It had come from Oma whom he still communicated with despite the man's betrayal.
"I got an email from Oma," he said, and when his wife gave him a questioning look, he continued with, "Sualala had a healthy dark-skinned boy."
Helen looked at him in silence for several seconds, and then replied, "Good."
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Susan Grayson is my wife's best friend. They have known each other since college, and although markedly different in temperament, somehow, they formed a solid bond. The easiest way to describe Susan is a modern-day hippie, and with her approach to life, she would have fit in quite well in the 60s. Although she uses very little cosmetics and eschews the primping most women crave, she is still quite attractive as her natural beauty and outgoing personality more than makes up for it. She is a slender 5'8" with shoulder-length sandy hair, long legs, a fair complexion, smallish breasts, and a quirky but enticing smile.
Contrary to her friend, my wife Cary puts great effort into her appearance and always tries to look stylish. Also, she loves pampering and has a routine that includes a strict schedule around visits to her hairstylist and the nail salon. She is an inch shorter than Susan but is equally slender with raven hair that she wears just past her shoulders. Her complexion is darker and she has C-cup breasts that sit high on her chest crowned with tiny nipples.
One of the things I find interesting is that, although they differ in appearance, the similarity in their frames and the easy-going way they act around each other often lead people to believe they are sisters. Fortunately, after college, they ended up in the same city where Susan teaches elementary education while my wife works in real estate. They see each other at least once a week even if it's just for a coffee, but often it will include wine followed by a visit to our place, so I get to see her quite a bit, too.
Cary and I have been married for two years after dating for just fourteen months. We met shortly after she moved to the city and fell in love quickly. At twenty-six, I'm a year older than her and I think part of what attracted her to me was the frequent social gatherings I attended as a requirement of my job in the financial industry. Often, she would accompany me, and since she is ambitious, she liked the society scene.
Susan likes the outdoors and seems to always be hiking, biking, or camping. Constantly, she presses my wife to get more active and join her, but Cary prefers the predictability and comfort of the air-conditioned gym over time out in the elements.
"Come on girl, go biking with us," she begged while she was over one day.
"I don't have a bike," Cary countered, trying to decline indirectly.
"I'll get you a bike," her friend responded, undeterred.
"Don't those seats hurt your butt if you're not used to it?" I asked innocently.
"I don't want a sore butt," my wife jumped in, which brought an annoyed look towards me from Susan.
"Cary, you need to join me...do things with me sometimes," her friend whined, realizing she had lost the round.
Indeed, my wife did feel guilty about always saying no. She thought she was letting her friend down even though Susan had plenty of other people that joined her in her activities. Like multiple times before, the conversation finally ended with Cary agreeing that soon they would do something together.
Unlike Cary, Susan rarely showed any reluctance to join us when we were going out on the town, especially when it was a high-end function. Despite her limited interest in her appearance, she attracted men easily, and it was quite common for her to have several well-dressed young professional men clustered around. However, even though she dated often, a relationship never seemed to take. Cary was certainly proud of her friend, but I sensed from time to time a bit of jealousy around the attention she garnered with so little effort. Regardless, it was a subject I stayed well clear of.
I arrived home late one Friday and found Susan drinking wine with my wife in the backyard of our bungalow enjoying the early days of spring. Immediately, I could tell that they had a good start, and leaving them for the moment I changed and piddled around before returning a half-hour later. An empty bottle of Chardonnay sat on the table and a second, partially empty one, stood beside it.
"Please..." I heard Susan whine just as I stepped outside, and I guessed she was once again trying to convince my wife to accompany her on one of her activities.
"It sounds bizarre," Cary replied just as I sat.
"It's not. It's a native tradition," she responded, which piqued my interest.
"Susan wants me to go with her to some overnight Indian ceremony thing," my wife explained while looking at me with a silly, drunken grin.
"You can go, too," her friend quickly added.
"What is it?" I asked, confused but curious.
"A sweat lodge. It's a ceremony intended to bring out one's spirituality," Susan answered with surprising coherence.
After I gave her a look that indicated my lack of knowledge, she went on to explain that the ceremony occurred inside a small purpose-built structure intended to hold in the heat generated from stones recently removed from a nearby fire. The leader of the ceremony poured water over them creating steam that, to me, sounded an awful lot like a simple sauna. There were various rounds conducted with chanting and meditation utilized to allow one to open spiritually. Although I looked on expressionless, my mind reeled with the thought of participating in such a thing with what was undoubtedly going to be some awfully strange people. It seemed a bit out there, even for Susan, but I knew my wife wouldn't want me to brusquely decline, so I worked hard to think of a neutral response.
"Sounds unique," I said, thinking I had picked my words cleverly.
"So, you'll go?" she shot back, grasping at any non-negative opening.
"No...I didn't say that...I'm not sure it's our thing..." I stumbled to recover as my wife looked at me with a smirk.
"Damn, Cary! You'll never do anything no matter how hard I try," her friend cried out in frustration.
It was so out of character for Susan to let go with an emotional outburst, that it momentarily stunned both of us, and several seconds of silence ensued before Cary responded.
"Susan, don't be mad. Let us think about it, okay?" she said soothingly while her hand went to her friend's shoulder.
"Promise?" she replied, this time showing a vulnerability I had never seen before.
"Yes, promise," my wife answered.
Knowing it was best to leave them alone, I departed, and an hour later, I helped my wife to our bed while her friend made for the guest room. It was a late morning for both and I tried to ease their pain by preparing a breakfast of tea, muffins, and fruit. It was later that day, well after Susan had left, that Cary returned to the conversation from the previous evening.
"We need to go with her," she announced after some preliminary probing.
"Why we? Can't you go...alone?" I replied, cringing at the thought.
"You're going too," she replied in a manner that I knew meant it wasn't open for discussion.
That started the process that resulted in us in my SUV on a Saturday afternoon headed towards a location two hours from the city where the ceremony would take place on a small piece of property owned by the coordinator. It started an hour after sundown, which at this time of year meant around eight. There was the option to drive back late, get rooms at a nearby third-rate motel about thirty minutes away, or camp on the property. Fully booked, there were to be ten participants, including us, and after Susan explained that the others planned to camp, we reluctantly agreed to as well. Susan informed us she could borrow a tent that would fit everyone and we agreed on a timetable to arrive by six to have time to set up. The instructions said fasting was best after midday but to drink plenty of water so we each had a large bottle as we drove.
Fortunately, it turned out to be a beautiful day, with no forecast of rain and pleasant temperatures. Susan's borrowed tent turned out to be large enough for eight, but despite the size, we managed to erect it with only minor difficulties. After that, we filled it with our sleeping bags, and other items, including my wife's pillow off our bed. It was my one concession to her after forcing me into the ordeal as she claimed she couldn't sleep well without it. Just as we finished, a tall, slender man approached wearing a tight t-shirt and knee-length shorts.
"Hi, my name is Elan," he stated, extending his hand.
I guessed he was in his late thirties or early forties and he had his long dark hair, streaked with a few strands of gray, pulled back into a tight ponytail. Quickly, his eyes left me and as he introduced himself to Cary and Susan, I could tell he liked what he saw.
"When you finish, why don't you come over and see the lodge? We are going to start at dark, and after you have a look, I suggest you walk around the property alone, gather your thoughts, and pick a small offering for the fire," he said.
"What type of offering?" Susan asked eagerly.
"A very small thing that you feel connected to. Perhaps a petal from a flower, a leaf, or a few blades of grass. Let your spirit direct you," he explained.
I had to fight the urge to start packing the car, but since both girls were engaged in the conversation, I held my tongue. They continued to chat and Elan described the layout of the place and where we might find different plants.
"Oh, and I must ask, are either of you on your periods? It's not allowed for the ceremony," he stated, which struck me as completely inappropriate.
"No," Susan replied, and my wife's head shook, but I couldn't help but wonder what we would have done if either had answered yes.
"And be sure to bring two towels like the instructions said. I have some extras but not enough for everyone," he spoke just as he turned to leave.
"He's part Native American," Susan said when he was out of earshot as if they made him legitimate.
I merely nodded while catching the look in my wife's eyes, which told me she found this as contrived as I did. However, having given our word and with Susan's continued prodding, we dutifully checked out the main area where we saw the lodge and a nearby fire pit in a circular area near the banks of a small, shallow stream. Around the circumference of the clearing were several carvings set on poles and a small table stood off to one side. The lodge itself looked about a dozen feet across and stood chest high with heavy tarps forming the shell. Clearly, an effort had gone into making it a permanent structure which made me wonder how many groups cycled through the place.
Soon, we split up as instructed and wandered the property and after several minutes, I began to lose my cynicism as the beauty of the surroundings drew me in. I wandered through both woods and meadows and only encountered one other person who was fifty yards away. We merely nodded at each other as we passed, and on my way back, I came across a vine of wild berries and plucked a small green cluster for my offering.
I was the last one back to the tent and we showed each other our choices, milled about for a while, then walked at the designated time towards the lodge. Warned that it would be extremely hot, each of us wore loose shorts and t-shirts. It was dusk when we reached the area and the light of the fire helped illuminate the clearing which allowed us to see a collection of people all shockingly naked.
They stood nonchalantly in a small circle around the fire, and along with Elan, there were two men and three women. The sight stopped us dead in our tracks, and I could see looks exchanged between my wife and her friend followed by Susan rapidly shaking her head.
"Susan?" Cary said in an accusatory voice.
"I had no idea, really," she answered nervously.
"Come join us. Clothing is optional and there is no shaming," Elan called out, no doubt sensing our trepidation.
Despite our state, we shuffled forward, although at a much slower pace, and as we got closer, my eyes naturally wandered to the women. One was youngish with short brown hair and the other older, maybe forty, but both were pudgy. The third woman looked to be in her sixties and had shiny silver-gray hair that fell to the middle of her back and a petite body. She looked very good and I realized she must have been an absolute stunner in her youth. Done with them, I glanced at the men who were altogether average both in their physiques and sexual equipment. However, Elan was a different story. Without his clothes, we could see his slender body was well-toned and hairless, and hanging between his legs was an impressive uncircumcised cock. I guessed it to be at least 7" long and it emerged from a small thatch of dark pubic hair and hung in a lazy arc over his balls.
Looking at my wife and Susan, I caught them stealing several glances which only stopped when the final two participants arrived. They came in together, so I guessed they were a couple, and both appeared to be in their early thirties. Like us, they arrived dressed, however, as soon as Elan commented on the ceremony being clothing optional, they started to strip.
The man finished first and we could see he was in decent shape and had an average dick. His partner took a bit longer but it was worth the wait because when she finished, I received an amazing view of her voluptuous body which included full, firm breasts and a delicate shaved pussy. She oozed sexuality and my immediate thought was that she was perfectly ripe.
It was suddenly quite awkward and beside me, I could hear a hushed exchange taking place. I thought my wife would demurely decline to disrobe or perhaps beat a hasty retreat, so my second shock of the evening came when I saw Susan start on her clothes.
"Honey, maybe...please..." my wife whispered.
It took a moment for the message to register, but when it did, I felt completely floored. Cary, my normally conservative wife who took such great care in how she presented herself, now sought permission to get naked in front of this odd collection of strangers. Not only that, she wanted me to, as well. Our eyes locked and time seemed to stand still before I finally just gave my acceptance with a shrug.
Susan had mostly finished when we started, so I felt all eyes must be on us, and my thoughts quickly went to the penis size of the collected men. I knew I measured up well against everyone except Elan, but he was definitely in a different league. My wife's panties were the last article to come off and strangely I felt my dick stiffen as I thought about her showing herself to the others. There was a moment of panic as I wondered if I would be able to keep it under control, and fortunately, the moment passed.
I had of course seen Susan in a bikini and several times even in her panties, but never fully nude. I wondered if she shaved, like my wife and the others, and what her nipples looked like. However, I didn't dare look as I didn't want to upset my wife or risk forcing a surge of blood into my dick.
"Welcome everyone. In a moment, we will enter the lodge, but I always like to begin with everyone meeting like this and saying something about themselves, if comfortable. If you don't feel the desire, that's fine. Please, just say pass," Elan stated, which helped break the tension.
He went on to explain the sequence of the ceremony, that there would be four parts and that after the second many people liked to leave the lodge for a brief time, wade into the stream, and splash water onto their bodies. He described his role as akin to a spiritual guide and his strident desire was that everyone achieve their goal safely. Then, he introduced us to Frederick, a man I hadn't noticed standing behind us in the shadows, whose job it was to deliver the stones into the lodge. I could see that like the rest of us he was naked and from his position, he had an excellent view of the rears of both Susan and Cary. However, other than seeing that he looked to be Elan's age, I couldn't make out any further details.
It took only a few minutes for our guide to complete his speech, and we immediately began introducing ourselves. Some said almost nothing but several, including the older woman, spoke for some time. Her words indicated it wasn't her first time experiencing a sweat lodge, and I smiled as I thought about her probable "hippie youth". Surprisingly, my wife talked the longest as she got into the moment and explained in some detail how she hoped to gain a new perspective on herself. I smiled as she rambled thinking about how much I would enjoy teasing her later.
With that, towel in hand, we moved in a crooked line towards the small opening in the lodge which required us to enter on our hands and knees. I was behind Susan and when she leaned forward, I was suddenly staring directly at the lips of her lovely peach-fuzzed-covered pussy. Then, when she started to crawl, her lips parted and I could see her inner pinkness that I swore carried some dampness. My dick surged at the sight and I quickly fell in behind her to shield my arousal from the others, but as I entered it dawned on me that whoever was behind Cary was likely receiving a similar view of her smooth opening.
We moved around the center pit as instructed to take our positions and glancing back I could see that behind my wife was one of the non-descript men that I thought had introduced himself as Jerry. While they crawled, I could see him taking quick looks between her legs, and for some reason, rather than taking offense, I found it a bit comical. After all, we had reluctantly agreed to attend the ceremony, and now here we were in the company of a group of random naked people. It was hard not to see some humor.
Elan was the last one in and he closed the flap, pitching us into darkness, and then said, "If it becomes too much, you are free to leave although I would encourage you to try and endure. We will start with silence."
Several minutes went by as we sat in the total darkness, and then, he lifted the flap and motioned with his hand through the opening. Three times a shovel appeared with several hot stones that Frederick dropped into the center and then Elan closed the flap. For a few seconds, the glowing stones provided some illumination and as the light started to ebb, I could feel the temperature rise.
Elan directed us to place our offerings on the stones and a few created a crackling sound. When it ended, the hiss of steam indicated he had poured water onto the stones, and immediately after, he started to slowly beat on a drum while chanting in a language that I assumed must be some Native American dialect. It wasn't long before I could feel sweat beads form on my body and then roll down in rivulets. The heat continued to build and although I couldn't see Cary, I felt her place her hand on my knee. Within a few minutes, the repetitive sounds from our leader and the heat had my mind strangely drifting providing a strange sense of freedom.
I guessed we had been inside for around twenty minutes when suddenly the sound stopped and the instantaneous quiet left me momentarily disoriented, and by the gasps from the others, I guessed they experienced a similar reaction.
"You may exit for a brief period before we continue," Elan announced.
No one stirred and after a moment the shovel appeared with more stones. Quickly, Frederick's hand reappeared and handed Elan a small stick with embers on one end, then closed the opening. The hiss of steam filled the enclosure and soon a small glow allowed us to see that our guide was using the stick to light a long, wooden pipe.
"We will share the pipe and I ask you to make a prayer to the spirits. The smoke leaving your mouth signifies the delivery of your prayer," he explained.
Although it seemed a little hokey to me, it certainly didn't hurt anything, so I decided to go along with it and thought of a short prayer. The pipe slowly worked its way around the circle, and as I waited, I became more aware of the oppressive heat. Sweat now poured off me continuously and I could feel the towel beneath me getting damp.



When Cary drew on the pipe, I could see her dark hair stuck to the side of her face, and she accepted the smoke with closed eyes. As darkness returned, I heard it leave her mouth and I wondered about the nature of her prayer. My turn came and I completed it quickly then I passed the device to Susan. I couldn't help but look her way and when the end lit, I could see for just a moment her sweat-covered breasts and erect nipples. Suddenly, I was back thinking about how surreal it all was and the fact that we were all naked. Also, her stiff nipples made me wonder if the women were becoming sexually aroused. Did my wife have hard nubs, too? For a moment, I considered reaching for her breasts but held back.
"You are free to share your prayer with the group if you like," Elan stated when the pipe returned.
"I asked the Great Spirit for wisdom in my life's path," a male voice said.
After a few seconds of silence, a female voice that I thought might be Annie, the older woman, said, "I asked that we all be helped to slow down and see the beauty of the world around us in our everyday lives."
Two more people spoke, one male and one female, and after a short period of silence, Elan informed us we were free to take a break. Remembering, the idea of splashing in the water, and feeling the heat in my body, I patted my wife's hand and we started to move. Susan fell in behind us and we followed several others as they made for the opening. As soon as we emerged, we all took a deep breath of the refreshing air, then moved to the stream and entered until we were knee-deep. I splashed a few handfuls on my wife and received her sighs of approval then took care of myself while Susan did the same. When we finished, we could see that all of the participants had left the lodge, and Annie had followed us into the water.
"What do you think so far?" she asked when we made eye contact.
"It's interesting but hot," I replied.
"I like it and I feel like I'm experiencing something too," Susan added.
"Try to let go. Really, let go," Annie counseled, while she looked at my wife and her friend.
Amazingly, somehow the nudity now seemed much more natural, and I was able to interact with the others without feeling my dick swell. We chatted for a few more minutes, then collectively moved back to the lodge opening. Following the same order, I was ready when Susan bent down and received another nice show although her time in the stream had washed away any evidence of arousal.
Once inside, Frederick added more rocks and soon Elan began a prayer to the spirits filled with mysticism. It wasn't long before my body returned to its heated state and while he spoke several of the other, evidently seasoned practitioners began to follow along with soft hums that sounded almost like moans. My mind began to wander, and soon I was on my own, alone in an open pastoral setting, walking in the warm sunshine, feeling the grass beneath my bare feet, and hearing every sound.
Startled when I came back to the moment, my body shuddered and when I saw that the lodge flap was open, I realized that I must have drifted away for several minutes. It made me wonder if the heat was dangerously affecting my mind, although I felt in control. Susan was absent but a few minutes later she came crawling back with Elan behind her and as soon as he was in place more stones appeared. This was the last round, and although I felt hotter than I ever had in a sauna, I was determined to see it through. I could hear my wife beside me struggling for breath and knew she was in the same state, as were multiple others by their sounds.
"This is a time where you can share your feelings with others or meditate. It's up to you. We will go around, but if you would prefer to remain silent, just whisper pass," Elan coached.
The first two people passed, but the next spoke, followed by several others who offered their thoughts freely on how they were feeling and what they hoped to achieve. When it was my wife's turn, I fully expected her to decline, so I was surprised when she began to speak.
"I wasn't sure what to expect and truthfully was a bit reluctant and suspicious, but it has been an amazing experience and there were moments when I seemed to leave everyone and enter a different place. I saw things and experienced them was much more clarity and knowledge. It was so different and felt so right," she stated.
Still thinking about her description, and realizing I had felt something similar, I passed, and then it was Susan's turn.
"I want to say that my friend Cary coming with me today was so special. We are such close friends and it was so much better with her with me," she said in a shaky voice.
After that, Elan asked if anyone else wanted to say anything and one of the men who had passed spoke. Then, with a few final words and a prayer, it ended.
I expected everyone to head off to their tents, but instead a congregation formed around the outside fire pit. Still nude, people chatted in small groups, but after fifteen minutes or so, several wandered off. I was talking to my wife and Susan when Annie joined us.
"An orgasm is amazing after a sweat," she announced suddenly in the middle of our conversation.
Of course, her statement stopped us cold and we looked at her as she smiled back with an impish grin. There was no doubt left in my mind that she had been a handful at one point.
"I'm solo," Susan replied, teasing her back.
"Oh, there are men and women here who will help you," she replied which shocked us again.
"Annie, you're crazy," my wife said with a giggle.
"It's amazing. Trust me," she responded shamelessly.
That brought more laughter, although it carried a hint of nervousness, and the sexual message in her words reminded us of our nudity. Suddenly, I felt self-conscious and stepped towards my clothes with my wife right behind. Susan joined us a few seconds later, and when we had dressed, we said our goodbyes and headed toward the tent.
"Well?" Susan asked on the way.
"Better than I expected," my wife quickly replied.
"Yes, it exceeded expectations. I must admit there were moments where I felt something," I answered honestly.
We chatted about the experience for a few more minutes and then Susan said, "I think I'm going to walk around some."
Less than a minute after she left, Cary started giving off signals that she wanted to play and it wasn't long before we lay sprawled atop the sleeping bags locked in a passionate embrace.
"How did she know to leave?" I asked.
"She knew," my wife giggled.
I could still feel the heat leftover from the ceremony in her body and quickly we were naked again. Our arousal built so rapidly that we proceeded with little foreplay, and soon I was between her legs with her hand guiding me to her opening.
"Uhhhh...uhhh..." she gasped needily as I pushed inside.
It only took a few strokes to transfer her wetness to my dick, and then I began pushing deep which drew excited whimpers from her. Cary pulled my head down and our mouths locked into a deep lover's kiss that lasted for minutes, and when we finally broke, her sounds quickly returned telling me that her orgasm wasn't far away.
When making love to my wife, the most rewarding aspect is experiencing her release beneath me. Some might characterize it as being unselfish, although I knew it was quite the opposite. Indeed, it was quite selfish as I enjoyed it so damn much that I usually made it my goal. Thus, I concentrated on keeping the steady pace that I knew was the key to making her build, and it only took a few more minutes before her whines, and movements let me know she was getting very close. Suddenly she became rigid, and several seconds later her body released as she exhaled deeply.
"Uhhhh...uhhh...uhhh...honey...oh don't...please...ohhh..." she groaned as her climax started.
Cary always wants to feel the thrusts of my dick while she climaxes, so I continued to push into her deliberately and managed to keep her on the plateau for almost half a minute. Then, with a final deep sigh, her body went limp but rather than stop, I continued to roll into her with a slow, easy movement while kissing her forehead and ears.
"You are so damn hot," I whispered.
"Mmmm...Annie was right," she replied with a grin.
"What?" I asked.
"Orgasms after a sweat lodge are amazing," she answered with a huge smile.
"Maybe you should have another," I teased as I leaned down to lick her salty breasts.
"Mmmm...yeah..." she moaned.
After teasing her nipples with my tongue, I found her lips again and we started another deep kiss. However, when I felt her hand reach between my legs a surge went through me in anticipation of what was coming next. Cary had a wonderful technique of teasing my balls with her fingernails that never failed to put me into orbit. Sure enough, as soon as she made contact, my scrotum tensed and I had to break our connection.
"Damn, baby..." I forced out.
"Let go," she whispered.
"I thought you wanted another..." I grunted as the tension built.
"Your turn," she whispered.
Just seconds later, I realized I had no chance of maintaining control and gave myself permission to cum. Taking several full strokes, I reveled in Cary's fresh whimpers, and then with one final push, it happened.
"Uhhhh...shit...oh, baby...damn...." I cried out as the semen raced from my body.
Just seconds later, my body collapsed onto hers as I gasped for air. With one hand, she softly stroked my hair while she used the other to tickle my ass, teasing the last final drops of fluid from my shaft. We stayed connected that way for a few more minutes and then I slipped to her side and we lay entwined whispering soft loving words to each other.
"I'm going to go look for Susan," she said a few minutes later when we had mostly recovered.
"Okay," I answered, pulling my arms free from her body so she could rise.
I watched as she quickly pulled on the shorts and light top she wore to the lodge, and when she left the tent, I rolled to my side hoping to remain awake until she returned with her friend. My thoughts returned to the earlier events, and I couldn't help but think about our unplanned nudity which forced my dick to stiffen as I recalled Susan's lovely pussy right before my face as she crawled. The memory helped me stay awake but also made me a bit antsy, and since I didn't think it would take long for Cary to collect her friend, so, when twenty minutes had passed, I decided to go looking.
I started towards the lodge, thinking it would be the central gathering spot, but when I arrived it was empty. The outside fire that had heated the stones for the ceremony was now low but the dying flames provided enough light to see a path disappearing into the woods behind the lodge. I was just about to see where it led when Annie entered the light from another direction dressed in a tie-dyed t-shirt, flannel pajama bottoms, and sandals.
She walked toward me with a big smile, and I asked, "Hi, Annie. Where is everybody?"
"You mean your wife?" she replied while moving quite close.
"Yes, and her friend...Susan," I answered.
"They're on the hill...stargazing," she explained as she stepped even closer.
"Oh, where is that?" I asked, smiling at her obvious flirtation.
"I'll show you," she responded and reached for my hand.
Deciding to just go with the flow, I let her hand clasp mine and guide me away from the lodge and the dying embers of the fire. We entered a grassy meadow that had a high spot several hundred yards ahead, and I guessed the peak was our destination. As we approached, I spotted my wife, her friend, and Frederick seated on an arrangement of large rectangular tarps with Frederick and Susan on one side and my wife on the other. At first, I thought the separation odd, but drawing closer I suddenly realized that the couple was naked which stopped dead in my tracks. The young man sat cross-legged with Susan's head resting in his lap and he looked down at her as he slowly stroked the sides of her head. Now the separation made sense, and although pleased she remained dressed, I couldn't fathom why she hadn't left. When Annie tugged on my hand, I let her lead me closer and after a few steps, Cary spotted us.
"Hi...uhhh... Hi, honey," my wife said nervously.
The naked couple stared our way for a few seconds but said nothing and eventually turned away. I sat next to Cary and watched as Annie boldly took a position in the center.
"What's going on?" I whispered anxiously.
"This is the star watching place. I found Susan here," she replied.
"Naked? With him? Why did you stay?" I probed.
"She asked me to," she responded with a shrug.
I had never expected to see my wife's best friend naked but so far tonight it had happened twice, and even in the dim starlight, I could make out the details of much of her body. Enjoying the view and wondering what else might occur, I decided there was no need to rush and stretched out next to my wife while pulling her snugly against me. A few seconds later, she let out a low sigh that I guessed meant she had relaxed from the surprise of my arrival. We rested in silence and I would occasionally steal glances at Susan but my mind churned and I finally turned so we were face to face.
"What's happened? What have they done?" I asked eagerly.
"Nothing..." she whispered, and then added, "Well, nothing since I got here."
"Nothing? Her head is on his cock," I replied which brought an elbow to my stomach.
"This isn't like her," my wife said in a worried voice.
"Hmmm...maybe she had a sexual awakening in the sweat lodge," I teased.
"Cute," Cary answered.
We returned to silence but after a bit, a thought struck me and I asked, "I wonder why our host...Elan...isn't here."
"I think he's with someone. When I was looking for Susan, I saw him walking away," she explained.
"Who?" I asked knowing there were only three unaccounted-for females.
"Uhhh...the girl that was with the guy," she replied.
It took some further questions but by her description, it sounded like the attractive woman that had shown up just before the ceremony. Since she arrived with a man, I had assumed they were a couple, but maybe not, and when I recalled how rapidly they disrobed when given the opportunity, I thought I might have misread the situation. Still, Cary and I had undressed as well, so I couldn't be sure, but I did feel a pang of jealousy as I visualized Elan exploring her luscious body.
The conversation had distracted me from Susan's nudity, and wanting to look, I turned but my eyes landed on Annie who had undressed and sat staring our way with a mischievous grin. Now, I had two naked women close by and I stared at her for a few seconds, impressed by her mature beauty and positive demeanor. Then, I looked past her at my wife's best friend and saw that Frederick's hands were now slowly gliding over her breasts. Despite his sensual touch, I couldn't see any reaction from Susan but it certainly affected me as I immediately felt my dick swell.
"Annie got naked," I whispered to Cary, and then added, "You want to?"
"No...it's too chilly," she giggled.
On my approach to the spot, I noticed a stack of blankets in the center of the tarps no doubt placed there for the evening temperature. They were next to Annie and I rolled to my side and just managed to snag one and draw it back. Quickly, I had it unfolded and slung it over my wife but discovered it only covered her from her feet to her waist. I thought about using another but decided against it and after giving her a moment to settle, I snaked my hand beneath the fabric and started to tease her thighs with my fingers.
"I think they must have already done it," I said as I thought about the couple on the other side of the tarp that showed no urgency.
"Maybe...I don't think so," she replied, and then after a pause added, "Before you got here...he told her to be patient."
"Shit..." I answered thinking about the situation and his obvious manipulation, and then without thinking, I let out, "This is really hot."
I got another elbow to my ribs in response and once more, we slipped into an awkward silence. However, my mind now reeled, and after sneaking a few more looks at the nearby naked women, I became more persistent with my touch. The loose shorts allowed me access to the inside of her thighs and I drifted higher which caused Cary to squirm. She had foregone panties and soon I was there, right at the juncture of her legs, and I could feel the heat radiating from her pussy. Too close to stop, I covered the final distance and my fingers practically fell into her drenched slit.
"Don't..." she whined.
I suspected that part of her reluctance was due to the embarrassment she felt concerning her arousal but regardless, I ignored her message and slowly worked deeper into her opening. The more I explored, the harder it became for her to remain still and it wasn't long before she started to emit tiny whimpers.
"I'm going to take your clothes off," I whispered, now fully consumed by the scene.
"No... why? No..." she protested.
"Susan and Annie are naked," I answered.
"So? No..." she responded.
My hands were already in motion as her words came out, and I took hold of the bottom of her shirt and started to lift. Surprisingly, she didn't fight me and when it came time, she raised her arms so I could pull it free. I tossed it aside as she pulled the blanket up to cover her breasts and glancing past Annie towards Susan, I saw that she had crawled into his lap and now sat with her legs straddling his waist. Although they were still, I thought it highly likely that his cock had already penetrated her pussy which enflamed me even more. Deciding to deal with my wife first, I started to push on her shorts and had barely worked them over her hips when she took charge and pushed them down her slender legs.
I let my hands roam her body from her neck to her knee and kissed her several times before telling her, "They're doing it."
My words made her turn and after staring for several seconds, she said, "Let's go. Let's go back to the tent."
For a moment, I considered it and although I knew it was the right thing to do, I found the current situation very arousing. I had never been this close to naked strangers nor had I ever seen people doing it in real life. The situation acted like a magnet on my psyche and rationalizing we could beat a retreat at any time, I shook my head, pushed her flat, and started to explore her body again. Soon, her soft mews returned but her mind wasn't altogether with me as several times I watched her look towards the connected couple.
"Ummm...uhhh..." Susan moaned in a clear voice.
It was the first noticeable sound either had made and it made us turn their way. My wife's friend now rocked slowly on the man as he guided her ass with his hands while Annie, who also faced them, appeared to be playing with her pussy.
"Damn," I said softly.
"This is wild...insane," Cary whispered.
While the sight of her friend openly fucking may have stunned her, it supercharged my excitement and I returned my attention to her naked body but was now more aggressive. I plunged two fingers deep into her slit and worked them rapidly. Soon, she started to whine and when I felt her hand squeeze my dick through the thin shorts, I knew she was on fire. The next step would be to undress and mount her and I was seriously considering it when Elan entered my field of vision. Still completely naked, he watched my wife writhe beneath the blanket and I couldn't help but glance at his thick shaft that hung lazily over his heavy balls. His stare continued for a few seconds and then he stepped toward Frederick and Susan blocking them from our view. I knew in his position his cock would be close to her face and wondered if she was right now taking the opportunity to look it over.



"Elan is here," I whispered to my wife.
Instantly, she turned, locking her eyes on his naked ass, and as I watched her watch him, I noticed Annie glance our way with an odd smirk. Although I could hear the trio talking, I couldn't make out the words and they continued for what seemed a very long time before things began to happen. Elan moved several feet away and sat down and when he had settled, Frederick helped Susan up, turned her onto her knees, and then re-entered her from behind. Completely shocked, I watched as Elan scooted closer until Susan's head was just over his groin. He took his fat cock in his hand and offered it to her and with no apparent prodding, she lowered her head until her lips found the man's plump knob.
"Oh, my God!" my wife gasped and then called out, "Susan?"
She didn't receive a verbal response. Instead, her friend's head started to slowly bob up and down just as the man behind her started to move. It took them a little time but they established a nice rhythm that quickly had Susan grunting around the cock in her mouth. Consumed by the scene, I had stopped the manipulation of my wife who likewise had all her attention turned their way. Indeed, I was so focused on the trio that at first, I didn't realize Annie was heading toward us until she was just a few feet away.
"Threesomes are so fun...so much attention," she giggled.
"She's...she's not like that," my wife replied, evidently feeling the need to defend her friend's honor.
"We're all like that," the mature woman answered and turned her attention back to the trio.
"He's already been with that other woman," I said, thinking out loud.
Cary didn't respond and after watching the show a bit more, I let my hands wander my wife's body again. When I arrived at her pussy, she seemed even wetter which told me the scene affected her, too. My hand moved back and forth between her breasts and slit and when she started to push her mound against my invading fingers, I drove them deeper.
My wife remained mostly covered by the blanket but the movements of my hand made it clear to Annie what we were doing and although she kept most of her attention directed towards the others, occasionally she would turn our way. Cary, for her part, turned her head away from her friend multiple times but on each occasion, it wasn't long before her attention returned. Easily, the most aggressive sexual situation we had ever experienced, I thought again about uncovering her and climbing on top but just as my courage began to build the nearby cries of pleasure let us know that Susan's orgasm had started. She had abandoned Elan's cock to concentrate on the pummeling she was getting from Frederick who took her over the top with deep, powerful thrusts. On her hands and knees, her head hung low as she grunted loudly and I couldn't help but think she looked like a drunk about to vomit. However, in this case, it was a climax wracking her body rather than the heaves. My wife watched it too and we maintained our attention on her friend until fully spent, she collapsed onto the tarp.
"Shit," I declared as my finger pushed deep into my wife's pussy.
"I can't believe it," she gasped.
Our eyes connected and we stared at each other for a few seconds before I said, "Let's go."
"What about Susan?" she countered.
"What else can happen," I replied and after thinking about it for a moment, she nodded.
For a bit, she tried to discretely put on her clothes under the blanket before finally giving up, tossing it aside, and quickly dressing. Elan and Annie watched and I could see in the man's eyes a keen interest no doubt helped by the recent attention he received from my wife's close friend.
On our way to the tent, we made a detour so Cary could visit the Port-a-Potty but as soon as the flap dropped behind us, she declared, "Get your clothes off."
Ecstatic about my wife's freshly aroused state, I tore them off then pushed her back, spread her legs, and pushed my face into her mound. Cary tried to pull me over her but I wanted to savor the moment a little longer and make sure her excitement was as advanced as mine so I could take her aggressively. Quickly, my wife's excited moans filled the tent, rapidly building to cries of pleasure, and on her third effort to get me inside her, I rose and penetrated her.
"Oh, God...oh yes..." she called out as I started to move.
I took her with a powerful movement and received from her loud passionate wails as her hands roamed my body. Showing greater excitement than I had ever experienced, I knew its origins came from watching her friend taken but I fully intended to harvest the results. We entered into a deep, sloppy kiss and then suddenly the sound of her friend's voice pierced our bubble.
"Cary? Can we talk?" Susan asked from outside the tent.
I tried to ignore her but my wife made me stop and even though she still had a fire in her eyes, she replied, "Give me a second."
"Let's finish first...she can wait," I tried.
"It won't take long," she responded as she started to squirm from beneath me.
After throwing on her things, she left the tent leaving me with a naïve hope that they would exchange a few words and then we could return to our inspired lovemaking. However, ten minutes later, both women entered the tent forcing me to quickly pull the sleeping bag over my naked body.
Although uncharacteristically quiet, Susan didn't appear distressed and she puttered around for a few minutes before dropping onto her sleeping bag and extinguishing the light.
My arousal hadn't ebbed so I pulled Cary tightly against me and whispered to her, "Let's make love. It's dark and I don't care if she hears."
She didn't respond at first and I thought she intended to ignore me but finally, she replied, "Wait a minute. Maybe, she'll go to sleep."
Her message was enough to keep me buzzing and wanting my wife in the same place, I teased her nipples as we waited for some sign that her friend was out. Unfortunately, before that moment arrived, things took another strange turn.
"Susan? Are you asleep yet? Can we speak?" a male voice I recognized as Frederick's called out.
Instantly, a rustling sound started in the tent and Susan replied, "Just a sec, okay?"
In my mind, I had thought Susan and Cary's talk related to the guilt she felt about her sordid behavior but her current actions indicated something different. Was she ready for another encounter with one or both of the men? Limited to a single episode, she could claim she succumbed to the thrill of the moment but follow-on activity removed all excuses. The ambient light indicated when Susan exited and for the next few minutes, we listened as the couple talked, although we couldn't make out the words.
Then, she re-entered the tent and was silent for a moment before saying, "Cary, come with me."
"Are you okay?" my wife asked.
"I'm fine...I...I just want you to keep me company," she answered.
I still had a firm hold on my wife and when I felt her try to turn toward me, I said, "No."
"I better stay here," my wife told her friend, accepting my command.
With that, Susan left and within seconds their sounds had disappeared. It seemed like over a minute passed with neither of us speaking before I decided to share my thoughts.
"She's going back for more," I said.
"I don't know...I don't think so. She's not like that," my wife replied in her defense.
"Maybe you don't know her as well as you think. We saw her in the middle of those two men so I would say she is very much like that," I countered, and before she could answer, I added, "But I don't care. Now we can get back to our lovemaking."
Cary let me turn her onto her back, helped me remove her clothes, and then guided me to her opening. I hoped we could return to our intense arousal quickly but after several minutes, I could tell she wasn't progressing.
I fought back the desire to curse her friend for interrupting our inspired moment and instead slowed until we had stopped, and said, "You're not with me."
"I'm sorry...it's just...I know you won't like it...I'm worried," she whined.
Once more, my anger, which was more about frustration, swelled but I managed to regain control and replied, "What do you want to do?"
"I think I should go find her," she answered.
I knew she wouldn't be happy otherwise and hoping that if she did see them engaged in more sex it would relight her passion, I patted her arm and said, "Okay, but be quick."
As soon as she departed, my thoughts returned to the excitement I had witnessed in her during our time on the hill and all too brief coupling. Now that I knew what was possible, I realized I wouldn't be happy unless I got a steady diet and my mind raced with ways that might bring it to the surface. After all, it's not every day that you find yourself in a position to watch others fucking just a few feet away, so I had to find alternatives.
I calculated that the roundtrip to the hill would take about ten minutes and allowing for some interaction, I expected her to return within twenty. However, that deadline soon passed, and when I noted thirty minutes had elapsed, I began to think about going after her still clinging to the hope I would find her watching. At the thirty-seven-minute mark, unable to remain still any longer, I left the tent and started the trek toward the star-gazing spot. However, when I arrived, I found it empty and turned in the direction of the sweat lodge. Likewise, it was empty, and standing next to the dying embers of the fire, I paused to consider where to look next. I knew Elan and Frederick had to have a house or a camp somewhere, and recalling I had seen a path before the ceremony started, I circled the clearing until I located it.
After walking about fifty yards, I saw light ahead and soon I was able to see that it came from a campsite composed of an aged camper trailer and a large walled tent. Separated by no more than twenty feet, between them hung multiple tarps to shield sun and rain and underneath were several tables and a half-dozen chairs. Standing at a small fire that was just outside the perimeter of the tarps were Cary, Annie, and Elan. My wife, still dressed as when she left me, seemed a little too close to the man who braved the night air in simple shorts while Annie wore her tie-died t-shirt that fell to her upper thighs. They were facing me at an angle and unsure of the situation, I decided to spy a little before announcing my presence. Moving forward slowly, after just a few steps, I picked up the unmistakable smell of pot and since I didn't see anything in anyone's hand, it made me think they had already finished. As I drew closer, I heard Susan's passioned cries coming from the tent which left no doubt in my mind that she fully intended to fuck him again when she left our tent. However, it did leave open the question of why she wanted my wife along, and if they hadn't been such close friends, I would have guessed she had ulterior motives.
I decided to move to the edge of the clearing hoping the dim light and thin foliage would offer enough cover and in the new position, two things emerged. First, Elan's hand was on my wife's ass, slowly squeezing her firm flesh while she offered no resistance, and second, her small nubs poked through the thin material of her top informing everyone that she was excited. Instantly, my thoughts went to how much of her aroused behavior came from the sounds of the nearby couple fucking and what derived from the man's attention. Then, just as I prepared to step forward, I realized my dick was completely hard and now I had to consider the reason for that as well.
Not wanting to join the group with tented shorts, I held back but Susan's wails made things difficult and before I had calmed, I watched as Elan leaned his mouth next to my wife's ear and spoke. Several times, I watched her shake her head, and he stopped for a moment, but when he tried again, she let him lead her to the nearby opening of the tent.
The entire evening had been a cascade of bizarre events starting with our disrobing and now I stood hidden in the brush watching as another man seduced my wife. The scene should have appalled me and made me seriously angry but something in my wife's behavior I didn't begin to understand intrigued me. Susan's threesome had sent her into an elevated state of arousal, so was listening to her now creating the same effect? She had shown surprise and shock at her friend's behavior yet less than an hour later she stood ardently listening to her fuck. I realized most people would get some arousal from a voyeur opportunity but it just seemed like more was going on in her head. Did Elan see that...understand it and would he be able to progress things? Would I soon see my pretty wife naked again but this time with another man's hands on her? Then, there was my stiff dick that screamed a message that I didn't understand. After all, why was I holding back and watching?
Finally, I managed to force a step and enter the light, and Annie, still by the fire, spotted me and beckoned me to her. When I drew near, she put her finger to her lips and motioned with her head toward the nearby couple.
"She's on fire," she giggled.
Both had their backs to us and had their complete attention directed at a narrow opening in the tent through which they watched the mating couple. Although they stood in a dark spot, I could see his hand had returned to her ass which didn't appear to register with her.
"I came to get her," I replied in a low voice.
Annie, undeterred reached out and found my half-hard dick which she kneaded for a few seconds before whispering, "Come with me to the hill."
I chuckled for a moment, impressed by her vigor, and then said, "I can't leave my wife."
"Let her have her experience. It's only for one night and trust me, you'll get something from it, too," she replied.
Perhaps, I was slow in connecting with her thoughts but it suddenly dawned on me that she was suggesting I leave my wife so Elan could fuck her. The thought was appalling on its own but by her demeanor, it seemed she felt it was a fait accompli; that only my presence would hinder things.
"She's not going to do anything," I said with a forced laugh.
"Maybe," she said, smiling broadly, evidently enjoying the situation.
The exchange resulted in us turning towards the duo and my knees almost buckled when I saw that he had moved right behind her and pulled her body snuggly against his as he slowly moved his pelvis against her rear. Not only that, but somehow, he had managed to snake a hand inside her shirt and by his motion, it appeared he was kneading her breasts. The fact that it had occurred so quickly after they moved close to the tent added credence to the older woman's message about her state.
"Shit..." I let out.
"Come on," she tried again, pulling on my hand.
My eyes remained on Cary and I had just decided to collect her and leave when Elan took the bottom of her shirt and pulled it over her head as she raised her arms. Her assistance showed submission and I continue to stare as he put his hands beneath her lovely breasts and gently lifted them like he was trying to gauge their weight. From there, he moved to her nipples and spent time rolling them between his fingers but wanting even more, his hands descended to her shorts and in seconds they lay puddled at her feet. Now naked, I watched him stroke her tummy to calm her before moving lower, and when I saw her ass suddenly push back against his crotch, I felt my feet moving as Annie tugged on my arm.
We had just passed the sweat lodge when I stopped and said, "I better go back."
Despite her actions, I felt I needed to step in and put us back on an even keel, plus, the betrayal I felt had now turned to worry and jealousy.
"Trust me let it be...you'll be happy later," Annie said with a strange smile.
"How? How would they make me happy?" I asked suddenly annoyed by her constant positive demeanor.
"It will be an exploration she can share," she answered and although I had no idea what she meant when my thoughts returned to the vision of Elan's hands on her breasts, I felt my feet moving again.
Despite the cool night air, as soon as we arrived on the hill, Annie pulled her shirt off, revealing her naked body, and then set to work on my clothes. Quickly, they lay on the ground next to hers and after shooting me a little grin, she dropped to her knees and inhaled my dick. She possessed great talent, moving at just the right speed while bathing my shaft with her saliva, and despite my misgivings, she soon had my knees wobbly. However, just as I started to build, she stopped, fell onto her back, and lewdly opened her legs. I followed her to the ground and seconds later my stiff dick entered her warm, wet tunnel.
"Annie, you are so hot," I whispered into her ear.
"Mmmm...I never went through menopause. I'm as horny as I was at nineteen," she giggled, and after I thrust into her several times, she said, "Go slow and concentrate on the feeling. Every woman is different."
I followed her advice and reveled in her juicy warmth but the build-up over the last few hours made it hard to hold back and as soon as my balls began to tighten, I knew I wouldn't last long.
"Uhhh...oh shit...damn, Annie...I can't hold it," I grunted as I transferred my load to the older woman.
She took it in stride and stroked my back and hair as my energy escaped but after giving me a minute or so to recover, she rolled me onto my back and took my dick into her mouth once more. I thought she might be fighting a lost cause, at least for a while, and when I felt her finger probing my ass, I stiffened.
"Annie?" I said nervously.
"I won't hurt you...relax," she counseled.
Feeling guilty about leaving her hanging, I let her continue, and for the first time, I let something penetrate my ass. Since she went slow, the pain wasn't intense, and when she found the right spot, my dick immediately became hard.
"Damn, you know too much," I spat out.
With a giggle, she climbed on top of me and brought my renewed erection to her pussy. Now sloppy from my semen, she worked her hips until we were both purring happily.
"You need to cum," I said, acknowledging what I needed to make happen.
"I've already had two orgasms today," she replied and although I wanted to ask, I lacked the courage to press for details.
Annie had been on top of me for several minutes when I saw her look up and sensing a presence, I turned my head and spotted my wife standing at the edge of the tarps. She had her clothes on and she looked down at me with an odd expression that I couldn't decipher.
"I've been waiting at the tent," she announced.
"Which tent?" I asked sarcastically and while I watched she turned and disappeared into the darkness.
Annie never stopped moving and I looked up at her with a worried expression and said, "If nothing happened...if they didn't...I'm screwed."
"She wanted him since she first saw him. That was obvious," she offered which really didn't address my concern, and before I could speak again, she said, "He told me he was going to have her before we went into the sweat lodge and Frederick was sure about her friend."
"That's pretty bold and why would he tell you that," I asked as we continued to move.
"Elan's my son and Fredrick's my nephew. This is my property," she replied with a little laugh.
A thought struck me and I asked, "Did your son get with that other woman earlier?"
"Oh, yes. But his heart was set on your wife and mine was on you," she giggled.
"That's sordid," I replied as I rolled her to my side and then climbed on top.
I started slowly as she had requested before but as I thought about the manipulation that had occurred, I became annoyed and I began to move forcefully. Soon, our bodies were slapping together as I took her with full strokes and after a few minutes, her gentle expression started to morph into one of need. With her arms and legs wrapped tightly around me, she climaxed as she serenaded me with her whimpers and mews of joy.



"I need to go talk to her," I said, realizing I had been absent for too long.
"Okay, thanks for being with me," she responded with her standard silly grin.
I dressed and made the short trek to the tent expecting to find her curled up and upset as she waited for my return. However, the tent was empty and although I hoped she was out walking to gather her thoughts, I immediately set out toward Elan's camp.
As I approached, I saw my wife standing next to a naked Elan near the opening of the tent wearing only her thong. They were face-to-face, quite close, engaged in a conversation that was much too far away to make out and reminiscent of where I had left her almost an hour ago. Suddenly, Annie appeared from behind me, and startled, I thought for a moment I might have announced my presence but the couple never looked our way.
"She came back," the older woman whispered, and before I could answer, she said, "Don't worry, I'll take care of you."
I knew I needed to step forward, collect my wife, and leave but it felt like my feet were encased in concrete and all the strange thoughts I felt previously came rushing back. Plus, I knew her return to the man had everything to do with my dalliance with Annie. If I had been at the tent, we would be together, talking things through, and I would no doubt be listening to her beg for forgiveness. Instead, there was a real possibility my wife would have sex with this man for the second time.
Of course, that assumed she consummated the act with him earlier and if not, then revenge was involved. The thought was deeply concerning as it meant that, despite the fondling I had witnessed, I had been the first to break our vows through intercourse. I was still thinking it through when, right before me, I watched as my wife let the man guide her into the tent.
"Susan...Susan and Frederick are still in there," I said when I heard the sounds of multiple voices.
"Yeah...it's so sexy. Don't worry, women love to show off," she responded, and then added casually as she stepped forward, "Let's have a smoke."
Annie made straight for the covered area and after searching for a moment, she found a half-smoked joint and then joined me at the remnants of the fire. She lit it, took a solid pull, and then handed it to me while sporting her infectious grin that now seemed completely out of place. I felt very awkward and very stupid as I shuffled back and forth wondering what might come next but I took the weed and sucked in the harsh smoke.
"Great..." I forced out as I tried to stifle a hacking fit.
"Easy..." the older woman chuckled and rubbed my back rapidly until I recovered.
We shared the rest of the pot in silence, and in that time, we heard nothing from the nearby tent. The unknown played with my head and made me very anxious making it hard to be still, and finally, I reached my limit.
"I need to get her," I said to Annie as I moved.
"Have a look first," she responded in a low voice.
I covered the distance in eleven steps but somehow in the few seconds it took, Annie's message started to resonate, and when I arrived at the flap and found a six-inch gap, I stopped and looked. Elan lay on his back with his arm cushioning his head and his eyes closed as Cary, on her hands and knees, worked his fat cock with her mouth. However, the most shocking aspect was seeing Frederick at her side firmly holding her ass with one hand as he pistoned two fingers into her pussy, and the wet squishing sound I heard informed me that she was dripping. My angle didn't allow me to see Susan but I imagined her eagerly watching, maybe even playing with her pussy or rubbing her breasts.
I'm not sure how long I stood there but suddenly I felt Anne's hand on my arm and she leaned close and whispered, "Let's fuck."
In something of a catatonic state, I let her lead me to the ragged trailer and I noted as we stepped inside that she left the door open. Our clothes were off in seconds and she immediately fell to her knees and sucked my dick into her warm mouth. I enjoyed the blowjob for several minutes but, for some reason, I wanted back in her pussy so I lifted her to her feet then turned her, and with her hands using the edge of the tiny bed for support, I pushed inside. The first few strokes brought whimpers from the older woman and then, she decided to talk.
"Don't worry, he'll make her happy. He's really good at sex. He loves it just like me," she grunted as I continued my assault and I couldn't help but wonder if mother and son had a sexual history.
"Wish he'd hurry," I responded with a feeling of general frustration.
My words caused her to laugh and she replied, "They'll keep her busy all night."
I didn't think she had moved close enough to see the scene in the tent so her words meant that she expected as a matter of course that both men would be involved. It made me wonder if Cary had anticipated Frederick's involvement and if not, how she accepted his fingers so easily.
Suddenly, my wife's cries hit us and we listened as she announced Elan's penetration, "Ohhhh...ohhh...uggghhh...go slow..."
"He's thick," Annie said in a tone that I felt held some pride.
As quickly as my wife's voice filled the campsite it disappeared, and at first, I thought he must have paused to give her time to adjust but after several minutes of silence, I concluded that he had just found a good rhythm. In the current situation, the only way I had of getting information was from sounds, so I felt very anxious. I tried to focus on the soft pussy surrounding my dick but finally, I slowed and then came to a stop as I collected my thoughts.
"I...I'm going to check on her," I announced after a few seconds.
"Okay," she answered showing no concern and then just a moment later she added, "I want to watch, too."
I reached for my clothes but decided to go naked and Annie happily followed me in the buff as well. Halfway there, we picked up Cary's passionate sighs and groans, and when we arrived at the narrow opening, we could see that Elan had my wife in the missionary position and was taking her with a slow yet purposeful movement. He rested on his elbows which hid most of her body but the arm draped over his neck and her widely spread legs showed her complete engagement. I watched as he whispered something to her but she seemed incapable of forming words and continued to whimper and mew in pleasure as a result of his invading cock.
I dared not get too close or risk discovery by the other couple but Annie didn't share my concern and suddenly she stepped forward and half-entered the tent.
"Everybody okay?" she asked in her standard merry voice.
"Oh, yeah...everybody is very good," I heard Frederick respond.
"That's wonderful," she responded.
Perhaps, it came from hearing his mother's voice, or maybe he had just arrived at the right moment, but right before us Elan dramatically increased the pace and now his deep grunts joined Cary's sounds. I had planned to take a quick look and then retreat to the trailer but despite my wife's involvement, the sight before me was extremely powerful. Seconds turned into a minute and in that time all four of us watched her hands move to his ass as her whines gained an octave.
"Let it out, Cary," Susan voiced from outside my vision.
Sweat now rolled off Elan's back as he worked to bring my wife to an orgasm and the couple made it another minute before my wife finally exploded.
"Ohhh...ohhh...oh yes...yes...yes...yes...go, baby...go..." she cried out as her feet kicked the air and her hands pulled desperately on his ass.
Elan's release followed just seconds later and he grunted loudly as he pushed hard against her pelvis and let his semen flood her pussy. Then, with a deep breath, he rapidly thrust into her several times and then held firm, again. After that, the couple became still save for the occasional spasm of my wife's legs as the aftershocks hit. We were still watching when Elan whispered something to her and then found her lips and started a very long and passionate kiss that soon had my wife's arms wrapped tightly around his neck.
Annie turned and used her body to direct me back and I guessed she must have had some concern about my reaction. Without speaking, she led me to the trailer and went straight to the bed.
"Let's fuck," she said as she fell onto her back.
Watching my wife's mating had left my head filled with a burning cauldron of emotions but somehow, perhaps to regain some dignity, I felt the same. I climbed onto her quickly, pushed easily inside, and started at a fast pace. Before long, the irony of me fucking Elan's mom just like he had fucked my wife hit me, and I felt the corners of my mouth turn into a small smile as I continued to pound the older woman. When Annie let out several little squeaks, I decided she had experienced a small orgasm and gave myself permission to cum which I did quite soon.
After recovering for several minutes, Annie said, "I needed that."
It dawned on me that she hadn't said a word during the sex and intuitively I knew it meant she had become deeply aroused by watching her son and Cary. Easily the most insatiable person I had ever met, I wondered if she had any limits and how she maintained such an amazing disposition amidst the angst of sexual interaction.
"Annie, you are special," I chuckled.
She smiled at the message and then once more demonstrating her motherly pride, she said, "Don't you think Elan did a good job?"
"We're talking about my wife," I countered.
"Don't be so possessive. You had lots of sex, too!" she declared.
I didn't want to get into a chicken versus egg argument so I just nodded and then offered, "She'll be in a bad place tomorrow...we both will be."
"That doesn't have to happen. Don't judge...never judge," she responded.
"Anyway, I need to get her and go to our tent and start the process," I said.
With a final smile and a pat on my ass, she let me climb off her, and in seconds, I had dressed. As I told her, I intended to collect Cary and go to our tent but as I approached the others, I heard playful laughter. I had convinced myself that Cary would quickly feel guilty once the act ended so the scene confused me and I stood awkwardly outside the tent for several minutes debating my next move before finally deciding to leave.
When I woke the next morning, the morning light, peaking around the flap, allowed me to see that both women had returned. Somehow, they had managed to slip in without waking me and although my wife rested on the same sleeping bag as me, there were several feet of separation. I thought about making them get up and face things but unsure of how to handle my emotions, I elected to go for a walk.
I wandered up to the hill and noted it was still in disarray from the prior evening and then went to the spot where I had found my offering for the ceremony. On the way back, I passed by the sweat lodge and spotted Annie doing some work.
When she saw me, she beckoned me over and as soon as I arrived, she asked, "Did you sleep well?"
"Okay, I guess," I answered.
"And you got your wife back all in one piece," she replied happily.
"I suppose," I said, and wanting to change the subject, I asked, "How did you sleep."
"I didn't get much. I joined the others for a while," she offered with a cat ate the canary look.
I knew she was intentionally toying with me, but unable to hold back, I responded, "Well?"
"I'll let your wife tell you," she said, which surprised me since she had never acted coy before.
I tried several follow-on questions but she deflected each one and deciding I would learn nothing further, I said, "Okay, Annie. Have it your way. I did enjoy meeting you."
I had turned and taken several steps when over my shoulder I heard her call out, "Remember when I told your wife that we were all that way?"
I kept moving but knew immediately the discussion she referred to. It had to do with a comment she made about Susan and threesomes and it meant that sometime during the night Elan and Frederick had shared my wife.
Cary and Susan had just started to stir when I returned, but when I began to load things, they got the message and quickly got ready. We barely spoke and the trip home was mostly silent as well. As soon as we arrived, my wife collapsed from exhaustion, so it wasn't until the following evening that we had the conversation.
According to her, she had broken away from Elan's seduction and returned to the tent and when she found it empty, she walked to the hill where she found me connected with Annie. Thus, from the start, she took the position that her actions were payback for my indiscretion. When I told her I had watched the man fondle her naked before we left, she admitted it occurred but countered that she had overcome her weakness and then asked me why I didn't come to her rescue. That question put me on my heels as there wasn't a good answer and I wasn't about to tell her I felt certain she would soon be beneath the man. Finally, she claimed that she had sex with Elan twice but did nothing with Frederick and for some reason, I kept my voyeur knowledge and the info from Annie to myself.
Oddly, the distance and the fact that the men weren't a threat to our relationship resulted in my anger fading faster than I expected. We didn't have sex until the following Sunday but then we did three days in a row. Although Cary maintained the position it all started because of me, she knew she shared the guilt, so she didn't try to lord it over me and soon she seemed to be in a good place, too.
On a Friday, three weeks after the ordeal, Cary met Susan for drinks and when she got home just before eight, I could tell she was feeling no pain. Plus, the way she sashayed about the house made me think that she might be a little horny and when she appeared from the bedroom in just her robe, I was certain. I let her snuggle close to me for a few minutes while we kissed but as soon as I suggested we move to the bed she leaped from the couch.
She wanted me inside her so I only got the chance to kiss her nipples for a minute or so before she pulled me up. A low needy moan escaped her lips when I pushed inside and deciding to savor the moment, I started very slow. For several minutes, she enchanted me with her soft purrs, but something in my brain took me to the tent and what Elan had experienced. I knew she held back things and in her inebriated state, I thought she might be more forthcoming so, after a moment of internal debate, I moved ahead.
"I saw Elan give you an orgasm," I whispered into her ear.
Instantly, her eyes shot open and she stared at me for a moment before replying, "No, you didn't."
"Yes, I was there when Susan told you to let go," I said.
She quickly diverted her eyes, squirmed for a moment, and tried to hide her head in my arm before finally responding in a nervous voice, "Don't."
"How many times did he have you?" I pushed.
"Why did you watch? Why didn't you stop us?" she protested as she tried to push me off.
I took her hands firmly in mine and held them over her head and then said once more, "How many times?"
She looked at me with a strange expression for a moment before diverting her gaze and forcing out, "Three...three times."
"How many times with Frederick?" I fired back hoping to catch her off-guard.
At first, I thought the ploy failed but after going quiet for a while she whispered, "Once."
The admission broke down the last of her defenses and as I slowly moved, she provided the details of the sordid encounter. After her initial orgasm with Elan, she thought it was over but Frederick managed to get Susan to rally from her exhaustion, and watching them together re-built her excitement. It led to her taking Elan's cock into her mouth and after several minutes she felt hands on her hips quickly followed by Frederick's cock sliding into her pussy. When she experienced a small orgasm, they spun her around and after a few minutes, Frederick exploded in her mouth. With that, they all collapsed and fell asleep.
"You said he did it three times," I challenged her realizing the math didn't work.
"Later...later we did it," she replied.
"What happened?" I asked.
"It just happened," she answered vaguely.
Guessing the reason for her sudden reticence, I said, "You wanted more."
It took some work but finally, she confirmed my suspicions and explained that she had woken him and they had sex again this time with her on top.
"What did you do with Annie?" she asked after a short silence.
I knew she hoped that she could equate my actions with hers and in truth, she did have a point, so I didn't argue and merely said, "We did it twice. Once when you saw us and once in her trailer after we watched Elan make you cum."
"Did you enjoy her?" she probed.
"Yes, she's a very pleasant person and very sexual," I replied, and after giving her a few seconds to process the message, I asked, "Did you enjoy Elan and your threesome?"
This time, my question elicited a tiny smile rather than a nervous look and she said, "I guess...maybe some."
With that, I ended the interrogation and concentrated on making love to my pretty wife. It took some work before she finally got on a good trajectory but once there, she progressed very quickly. I managed to hold off until she finished, then emptied my balls inside her, and collapsed at her side panting heavily.
"What does Susan have to say?" I asked when we had mostly recovered.
"She's okay. Sometimes she feels embarrassed but mostly she's okay," she answered but sensing there was more, I remained silent and finally, she added, "Frederick keeps asking to see her."
"See her? You mean to take her out on a date or have her go to that place for sex?" I asked.
"She liked the sex," she giggled.
"Well, that was easy to see and so did you. Do you want to go back?" I teased.
"No, of course not," she replied after a tiny hesitation, and in that pause, I learned the truth.
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Nancy was up before me and I feigned sleep as she showered and dressed not yet ready to deal with the realities of the prior evening. I thought it highly likely that I would bear the brunt of the accusations, tears, and soul-searching from our outrageous behavior, so, when I joined her in the kitchen after cleaning up, I felt quite surprised to discover she was in a pleasant mood. Indeed, I couldn't detect a trace of guilt or remorse which made me wonder if it was a well-acted façade, a trap that would spring on me later in private. The idea made me tread delicately for some time but, finally, I concluded that she was sincere.
Because of the family schedule, it wasn't until late afternoon that we were alone together in the bedroom preparing for a nap with an opportunity to discuss the events.
"Honey, look...I...I just want to make sure you're okay," I said, hoping to get her to engage.
She looked at me for several seconds, before answering, "Okay is probably a good description. I'm not upset nor am I thrilled, but I thought about things a lot and decided to take you at your word."
"Meaning?" I asked.
"Meaning, you love me...you still love me and it's something we did together," she clarified.
"Good! I think that's the right way to go," I responded.
In truth, while my message had been honest, I had intended it as a balm to soothe her spirit not as a shield to deflect reflection. Nonetheless, I felt relieved she had found a good place and we wouldn't have to go through an emotional roller coaster.
Minutes later, she stripped to her thong and donned a cropped t-shirt. With me in my boxers, we pulled the covers back, climbed into bed, and immediately snuggled. Fortunately, the marks she received were so low on her neck that a normal collar could easily hide them, but in her simple top, I now stared at two. I let my hand rise and my fingertips touched one and then the other as if they were secret buttons. Then, I slowly lifted her shirt until I exposed her breasts and five additional bruises came into view. Like her neck, I slowly touched each one.
"Did you put any on Julie?" she whispered.
"No...I don't think so," I replied as I continued to explore while wondering who made each.
"I don't think she would have minded," she offered.
I didn't respond, although I knew she was probably correct. Instead, I focused on a particularly dark hickey just above her left nipple. I knew that discussing them in detail would bring focus to the encounter, which was dangerous, however, Nancy seemed to be in a good place, so I decided to probe.
"Who did this one?" I asked.
"Ruben," she responded without hesitation using only my touch for guidance.
"Yes, Ruben...how..." I started but got cold feet.
I thought it strange that Nancy accepted him after Greg and Carlos. Especially, since I had left her to rest after making love, and although I wanted to know the details, the subject frightened me.
I felt my wife's hand work its way down my body and after finding my hard dick, she asked, "How what?"
"Nothing..." I answered which brought a squeeze.
With Nancy's hand tugging my shaft, I lowered my mouth to a breast and gently suckled on a nipple. Things were rapidly developing into a love-making session instead of sleep, and when I let my hand move to her mound, I was delighted to find her already slick beneath her thong. There followed a sudden flurry as we shed our clothes, and then I was between her legs with her hand guiding me to her opening.
She closed her eyes as I pushed inside, and along with a gasp, I saw a grimace cross her face. It was quickly gone but I knew she felt the lingering effects of the three strange cocks she had taken less than twenty-four hours before. I started moving slowly and after a minute, she began serenading me with soft purrs of pleasure. Soon, her hands moved to my ass and after she rocked her hips to get into a better position, she opened her eyes and looked straight into mine.
"Are we crazy?" she asked with a worried grin.
"Yes, I think so," I responded and kissed her softly.
"I mean...damn...just damn..." she said as her mind returned to the scene, and I was now nervous she would enter a vortex of shame.
"Don't Nancy. Stay positive. We did it together," I coached as I continued to move.
"Your wife is a slut," she declared, ignoring my words.
"No, honey, I have a beautiful wife that one night went wild," I said and before she could answer, I added, "Well, maybe two nights."
"Two?" she responded.
"In the tub the first time Carlos had his hand between your legs," I said, recalling his account.
"Oh..." she whispered as a guilty expression appeared.
"You didn't tell me," I replied.
"I was nervous. I thought you might get mad," she answered.
"Greg too?" I asked, and when she nodded, I followed with, "Plus Ruben..."
Her encounter with the Hispanic man after being with Greg and Carlos struck a strange chord within me. It seemed more carnal as I thought the earlier situation had exhausted her but the sounds of their aggressive mating left no doubt that Ruben had found more.
"You left me to go to Julie," she said in defense.
"You told me to!" I replied with a short laugh.
I was now barely moving and suddenly she wrapped her arm around my head and pulled me into a passionate kiss.
"Please tell me about Julie. I want to know what happened. Did you enjoy her?" she probed.
"Yes, I enjoyed her," I admitted, sensing she wanted to change the subject.
"And? How did you do it? Fast or slow?" she pushed.
"Mostly, slow I guess," I answered.
"So, you made love to her..." she stated, nailing the truth.
"It was slow and tender, but I only love you," I replied, proud of my choice of words.
"I know..." she said with a smile.
"And, I didn't expect to find you starting up with Ruben," I responded.
"Baby, we weren't starting, we were finishing," Nancy clarified.
"Finishing? How long had he been there?" I asked, suddenly confused.
"Almost since you left. I thought it was you coming back at first," she answered.
I had surmised that I had caught them at the beginning of the sex but recalling the eye contact I made with the man when I passed the living room, I now thought it likely that he immediately went looking for my pretty wife. It meant he had been with her for some time and I had no idea what had occurred.
"And...you...you just let him," I asked, cringing as I realized how judgmental it sounded.
"I said no when he pulled on the cover and I said no when he got on the bed, but I guess I quit saying no," she explained with a nervous look.
"Damn, so you were finishing when I arrived?" I asked.
"It was the second time," she explained in a small voice.
"Second? I mean...what happened on the first...did you...I mean...what happened?" I stammered unable to complete a coherent statement.
"We did it and...you know...we both...and then we rested and he wanted more," she explained.
"And you had an orgasm? He gave you an orgasm?" I asked.
"Yes..." she admitted.
"Was it big?" I asked as for some reason, I wanted to know.
She looked at me strangely for several seconds and then whispered, "It was nice..."
I stared down at her for what felt like minutes but was probably just a few seconds as I contemplated her message. It was certainly different than I expected, but her demeanor had devolved from playfulness to anxiousness and I knew I needed to take her back to a good place. Thus, I began to move faster and connected with her in another deep kiss.
"You're special," I declared when we broke.
"You're not mad?" she probed.
"No, I'm not mad. There's a lot to process, but I don't want to be mad," I replied.
We continued to make love for several more minutes, but it was soon evident that neither of us was advancing toward a climax, so I finally stopped, fell to her side, and pulled her close. After some cuddling, we both drifted off.
We elected to focus all our attention on family in the lead-up to Christmas and even Susie accepted our decision without too much fuss. It turned out to be a magical day with happy kids, little drama, great weather, and a plethora of food. I spent most of the time, along with the grandpas, helping the kids with their new toys but finally got a break mid-afternoon when it came time to eat. After that, things settled down, as the kids turned to their movies and the ladies huddled to gossip. A little past nine, we headed to our room and I could see the exhaustion in Nancy's eyes from all the hard work she had expended to make the day special.
"I'm tired," she whined as she undressed.
"You put a lot of work into everything. So did your mom...and my mom. At least now, it's over," I replied.
"Who wants Christmas over?" she fired back with feigned irritation.
"You know what I mean," I answered feeling a bit cowed.
That night, I kept my hands to myself and let her sleep. Despite her rebuke, I did feel relieved that it was over as things in the house had begun to feel a little claustrophobic. Plus, my wife for the past few days had directed all her energies toward the event making me feel neglected. Now, we could carve out a big chunk of the day for ourselves, especially, since our parents were still happy to help with the kids.
The next morning, my wife's stretching and her extended yawn woke me from a good sleep and I had turned to try and return to that pleasant state when I felt her body press against my back. As she continued to squirm, I knew it meant she was horny but I decided to ignore her and make her work for my attention. Soon, her arm reached over my body and her fingers found an exposed nipple which she slowly teased. I tried to hold firm but she knew from experience how excited it made me and she finally wore me down.
"Baby, I'm sleeping," I protested playfully.
"Wake up," she said.
"Why? I'm enjoying the sleep," I replied.
"I want to make love," she whined, confirming the obvious.
"Okay, I guess..." I sighed but when I turned and saw she still had her t-shirt and thong on, I said, "You're still dressed!"
A flurry of motion ensued and in just a few seconds, she lay naked smiling up at me with her legs partly spread. I shucked my boxers and then let my lips find her nipples and listened to her soft mews as her excitement grew ever higher. Soon, it proved too much for her and she pulled on my shoulders until I acquiesced and positioned my body.
"Mmmm...ohhh..." she sighed as my dick slipped inside.
I started slow but she put a hand on my ass and urged me on and quickly we established a rhythm that made her happy. Something had excited her, and I could tell she wouldn't last long, so I concentrated on the steady pace she needed until she climaxed.
"Mmmm...oh, baby...uhhhh...it feels so good..." she moaned as the feelings swept through her.
Her orgasm triggered mine and in a series of heavy grunts, my semen fired into her body. We stayed connected and I listened to her purr in contentment as I slowly moved my body, and occasionally we would trade tender kisses.
"What got you so hot?" I asked finally becoming still.
"It's been three days," she declared and then broke out in giggles.
"Well, now that Christmas is behind us, we can do it more often...every day...all day long," I laughed
"Geez, what a scrooge. I thought you liked kids," she teased.
"I do like kids," I replied as I leaned to kiss her and when we finished, I added, "Maybe we need another."
We had discussed more children many times and Nancy was open to the idea but I felt two was the right number and a big part of the reason was selfishness, although I dared not share it.
"Really? I can stop the birth control," she replied with more enthusiasm than I expected.
"I don't think that's a good idea...not right now," I answered and when she saw the smile on my face, she understood the reference.
"Oh my God, I can't believe you said that! That is so mean. Get off me," she cried out but she only made a half-hearted attempt to push me off.
Since the evening at Greg and Julie's house, we had engaged in sporadic discussions about the events but never covered the entire situation in depth. In the immediate aftermath, both of us struggled to process our motivations and then the demands of Christmas hit full force which consumed all available time. Perhaps, I thought, my snarky comment was a subconscious effort to put the issue back on the table.
"I'm just playing," I said.
"Say you're sorry," she demanded.
"I'm sorry but we probably do need to re-visit it...talk it through," I replied.
Nancy nodded her head in agreement but I saw trepidation in her eyes so I decided to hold off and let her emotionally prepare.
Susie's first call happened just two hours later as she had evidently decided the Christmas moratorium with my wife had ended. I gave her the green light to meet her friend for lunch while I helped her mom with the kids and she left just before noon, returning at three. She told me Susie had given her the rundown on our circle's holiday activities which she knew in some detail even though it had been less than a day. After that, they discussed the evening at Greg and Julie's house, and I learned her friend now felt Greg had acted too aggressively with the hot tub and needlessly upset Lauren. Nancy explained that she did not know about the other events, which relieved both of us, although we knew there was a risk it would eventually leak out.
"Oh, and Susie's reserved a table at the New Year's Eve dance. We're going," she announced.
"I see..." I responded.
"Yes, and I gave her some money for it," she added.
After that, she took the kids with her and her mother to the grocery store so they could get out of the house and when they returned, we had leftovers and then piddled about for the evening watching TV. Since she appeared to be in a good mood, I decided that later, after the kids were in bed, I would try to initiate our needed conversation.
Her dad and I sat in front of the TV watching the late news when I realized I hadn't seen my wife for some time. Excusing myself, I went up to our room and found her already in bed reading a book. I visited the bathroom, then stripped to my boxers and as soon as joined her, she put her book on the nightstand and turned off the light. I sensed she knew what I had planned but before starting, I pulled her close and kissed her softly.
"Can we talk?" I asked.
"Yes...I guess...yes, we should," she replied.
"Tell me what you think now that you've had some time," I said, purposefully making it an open question.
"I think I made a mistake. I think I disappointed you," she started and before I could reply, she added, "But, I don't know why you let it happen. Pushed it..."
I considered her words for a time and I knew my silence made her nervous but I wanted to get my message right and finally, I responded, "First, you didn't disappoint me. Some things surprised me but okay, so what? Second, I'm not certain why I let it happen and I'm not trying to be evasive. There were so many things going on...so many things swirling that I think I lost my balance...my perspective. And, whether you...or we...made a mistake is something we need to figure out."
"Tell me about the things swirling," she said.
Again, I knew I needed to choose my words carefully, so I paused for a moment before explaining slowly, "Well, I guess there was being naked in the hot tub, the touching, discovering Julie, seeing how you reacted when you watched, watching Carlos and Elsa so close, and knowing about Greg...your past. I mean together...that's a lot."
"That is a lot...too much..." she agreed and we went quiet for a few seconds before she said, "You know...the bad stuff...it wouldn't have happened if you didn't push."
"I know," I responded, and more silence ensued that lasted for almost a minute before I asked, "Did you want me to?"
For several seconds, Nancy moved in my arms as if she were seeking a safer spot but finally, she calmed and asked, "What surprised you?
Although she had ignored my question, I didn't press and replied, "How much it thrilled you. How excited you got."
"God, honey, I'm human!" she let out, and suddenly we were both giggling.
Her simple remark resulted in all the tension leaving the room and I pushed her onto her back and quickly found her lips. Our kiss went on for minutes and every time I tried to separate, she pulled me back. When it finally ended, I let her guide me over her, and seconds later, we connected.
"You're so beautiful," I whispered.
"We went crazy," she responded in a soft voice.
For the next few minutes, I moved with her but I wanted to learn more so when I thought her excitement had reached the right level, I asked, "Who did you enjoy most?"
"All of it...it was all part of the same thing," she answered as a little smile appeared.
"Ruben too?" I probed.
"Yeah..." she replied.
"Did you really tell him no at first?" I asked.
"I was still horny..." she responded as her smile broadened.
Her admission fueled my passion and I started moving faster knowing I would lose control very shortly but unable to contain myself. Nancy seemed pleased by the change and her mews became louder as her feet slowly rose from the bed.
As I neared the end, a thought I couldn't control entered my brain and I said boldly, "You wanted me to push. You wanted to be like Julie."
"And Elsa..." she groaned.
Her reply felt like a shot of adrenalin hit my ass and I started pounding into her as hard as I could which almost immediately set her off. Seconds later, we climaxed together and my release was so powerful, that it hurt.
"God, you're pulling my balls through my dick," I forced out through gritted teeth,
"Don't stop...don't...don't stop..." she demanded.
It took several minutes to recover and when I had caught my breath, I started planting wet kisses all over her face. We ended up in another long passionate connection and when it ended, I fell to her side, however, she still had something on her mind because she followed me, straddled my waist, put her hands on my shoulders, and looked down into my eyes.
"Did we make a mistake?" she asked.
"No, definitely not," I replied instantly.
"Don't think I've forgotten Julie," she said as her smile returned.
"You made me go!" I protested.
"Stop," she demanded and before I could respond, she added, "There's something there...."
Thankfully, she dropped the subject, and after falling to my side, we cuddled for a time before I rose on an elbow and started to run my hand from her pussy to her breasts, transferring some of her juices each time. When I had her nipples completely wet, I gently suckled on them making her back arch and bringing forth fresh whimpers. I thought about mounting her again but I still hadn't fully recovered, so I decided to wait.
"What got you the most excited?" I asked lifting my head from her chest and staring at her face.
"Mmmm...I don't know," she replied, but seconds later, she said, "When you said we were staying and we went back to the den. When Greg and Carlos opened my robe, I knew it was really going to happen and I thought I would explode."
"You did explode...several times I think," I teased, and rather than respond, she directed my head back to her breasts.
Thinking about the conversation the next morning, I felt pleased that we covered a lot of ground without judgment and moved past the angst but thought it likely we would talk some more. Also, I couldn't help but think about the intensity of the sex we shared. It felt very similar to our session when we arrived home from Greg and Julie's house, which meant the encounter continued to excite us both. Then, there was the subject of Coach Johnson. I had purposefully left her interaction with him out of the discussion as the ramifications were unclear. Without question, she had been deceitful with me about encountering the man but I didn't know if it was due to planned deviousness or a simple desire to avoid the subject. A few weeks ago, I would have considered a nefarious rendezvous out of the question but the recent events had shown me what she was capable of in the right situation. Since their meeting, I had hoped she would eventually come to me and admit the truth but with each passing day, that outcome seemed more remote which meant that very soon, I needed to confront her and get the issue on the table.



For the next few days, we banged around not doing much of anything and it may have been my imagination, but I sensed that our conversation had positively impacted her demeanor. I noticed a bit more spring in her step as if a weight of guilt had lifted from her shoulders and several times when we caught each other's eye, she would give me a playful look. It made broaching the subject of Coach Johnson even more difficult but late one evening when everything had quieted and we were alone, I decided the time had arrived.
"Nancy, can we talk about something?" I asked as we lay next to each other in bed.
"Sure," she answered showing no distress as she put her book down on the nightstand.
"Look, when we were at the dance...the last time. I saw you talking to Coach Johnson," I stated.
Suddenly, I saw nervousness in her eyes, but after a moment, she replied, "So?"
"When you returned to the table, you didn't mention him. You said you were feeling ill and spent some time in the restroom," I reminded her, and before she could respond, I added, "It certainly seems like you were trying to hide it."
"Because it's my thing...my memory. My one time of being really naughty back then. Can't I have something to myself?" she replied.
I looked at her as the wheels in my head spun and then taking her hand, I said, "You know if you would have told me that...explained it that way when you saw him, I would have kissed you on the cheek and told you I understand, completely. It's the honesty, Nancy. Don't you get that?"
Several times, she started to speak but finally, she simply replied, "Okay."
"Are you communicating with him?" I asked, deciding to press forward despite her answer.
She stared at me for several seconds and I could tell the question troubled her, but finally, she replied, "Yes, we text...we've talked once but mostly text."
"Has he asked you to meet him?" I pushed already knowing the answer.
"Yes," she admitted.
"What did you say?" I probed.
"I said no...it wasn't a good idea," she replied.
"Did you think about it?" I responded and as the words left my mouth, I realized it was the important question.
At first, she didn't speak and it was like I could see the wheels spinning in her head as she debated what to say but finally after taking a deep breath, she said, "Yes."
We locked eyes for a few seconds and then I pulled the covers over me and turned my back to her as I contemplated her message. Seconds later, I felt movement, and then her body was against me and she draped an arm over my shoulders.
"I'm sorry. I should have told you," she whispered.
"It really is a powerful memory and all this time you've had it bottled up. Is that the first time you saw him since high school?" I asked.
"I saw him a couple of times in passing over the years when I was in town," she answered.
"Nothing then?" I probed.
"No, we were a couple and..." she started but let her thought trail off.
"And?" I pushed.
"We hadn't done anything crazy yet," she answered.
"I guess that did open some doors," I chuckled, which brought a pinch on my arm.
With that, she pulled on my shoulder and I let her roll me until I was on my back staring into her beautiful face. She lowered her head and kissed me quickly but seconds later when we locked mouths again, we stayed together in a passionate embrace for quite some time. The moment the kiss ended, Nancy moved to my waist, removed my boxers, and sucked my half-hard dick into her mouth. It felt marvelous but I wanted to taste her and tried to pull her ass towards my head but she swatted my hand away.
"Don't. I want to take care of you," she said.
She worked on me with gusto, making me sloppy wet as she alternated between taking me in her mouth and licking my shaft. Her firm grip on my base and the occasional use of her fingernails to tease my balls soon had me going in the right direction.
"Damn, Nancy...are you after forgiveness or permission?" I forced out.
The words made her stop and for several seconds she stared at me over the top of my dick, then, just as a little smile appeared on her face, she replied, "Both."
"You want to meet him? Go to him?" I asked, but she didn't answer and returned all her attention to my now aching shaft.
For the next few minutes, she concentrated on sucking the cum from me but her admission had my head churning and I knew the likelihood of a climax was remote. Perhaps she sensed it too because suddenly she jumped from the bed and started to tear at her clothes.
"I need you in me," she declared as she climbed on top.
We groaned in unison as my dick entered her incredibly wet pussy and when we had fully connected, she fell forward on her hands and stared into my eyes as her ass started to move rapidly. I wondered if she was searching for the courage to ask permission outright or if she hoped I would offer it on my own but I wanted it to play out so I remained silent and let the tension build. Twice, we connected in passionate kisses, and in between, I teased her tiny nubs while she pushed hard against my pelvis. However, I realized I wanted to be in charge and perhaps needed to be to get her in the right place, so, without warning, I flipped her onto her back.
"My turn," I told her.
"Mmmm...go, baby," she moaned.
With deep yet measured thrusts, I took my pretty wife, and soon I felt her feet on my ass as squeaks of pleasure escaped her mouth. Still, she remained silent about the coach but I guessed the thoughts were boiling in her brain.
"Baby, he already fucked you... When he pushed his cum into your eighteen-year-old high school pussy it was fucking," I said intentionally being provocative.
"No..." she sighed, and then just a second later offered, "Maybe..."
"You want more of his cum in you?" I asked, unable to hold back any longer.
"You want me to?" she asked, and I realized we were having the same conversation we had at Greg's. I held back my answer and as the seconds ticked by, I could tell she was getting agitated, and finally, she repeated, "You want me to?"
"No, baby...not this time. You tell me what you want," I countered.
"Please..." she whined.
"Please what?" I asked thinking she was asking permission.
"Please tell me to," she replied.
"No, Nancy. Do you want to fuck him? Yes or no," I demanded.
For a moment, she locked eyes with me, and then her face turned into my arm and in a tiny voice, she whimpered, "Yes..."
I started pounding into her rapidly and realizing the meaning of my sudden surge of excitement, a tiny, knowing smile appeared on my wife's face.
"What?" I asked defensively but rather than wait for an answer, I stated, "He'll want you for a long time."
"Yeah..." she replied shamelessly.
I felt her reach back and start to tease my balls with her fingernails and we both knew that in my heightened state, I wouldn't last long. Sure enough, a mere twenty seconds later I fought but lost the battle and in a series of loud grunts, I released my seed into Nancy. Completely spent, I managed to force three more thrusts and then collapsed onto her body before slowly sliding to her side.
"You made me cum too quick." I protested.
"I know, she replied, and then added, "You needed to."
We shared several soft kisses and then she turned in my arms while pulling my arm tightly over her shoulder. She wiggled a bit to settle in and I knew by her demeanor she was quite pleased by the way things turned out, as not only had she avoided the doghouse but she also found a path to consummate her childhood fantasy.
"I had almost succumbed to sleep when a thought struck me and I whispered, "Who else has texted you?"
Instantly, her breathing stopped and her body became stiff, indicating I had discovered something, and I was just about to probe some more when she replied, "Ruben."
"You need to tell me about it...tomorrow though," I said, knowing I was far too exhausted.
"Okay," she agreed as I felt her body slowly relax.
The next morning, we rose and went to breakfast without discussing the Hispanic man's communication but several times, I caught her looking at me curiously and I guessed she hoped to gauge my state. However, my casual manner worked to remove her concerns, and when I moved to the living room to catch up on the morning news, I saw her disappear out the back door. I guessed she hoped to connect with Coach Johnson and after almost an hour had passed, I suspected she had engaged with him in some pre-tryst phone play. Finally, she returned, and her disappointed expression indicated that something had gone awry. I raised my eyebrows in a questioning look and she immediately shook her head several times telling me my suspicions were correct.
"What's wrong?" I asked a few minutes later when we stood in a quiet part of the house.
"He's out of town. He took his son to visit his mother and won't be back until the day we leave," she explained.
"I'm surprised he didn't return," I said, purposefully teasing.
"He asked me to stay a few more days," she countered.
"Well, sorry it didn't work out," I responded and turned to leave.
"You wanted me to...don't act so smug," she replied but when I turned to her, she was smiling.
"You still need to tell me about Ruben," I said.
"Maybe, I won't," she answered.
She tried to walk past me but I took her in my arms, squeezed her tightly, and said, "Oh, yes you will, sweetie. I want to see the texts."
I hadn't asked for the coach's mostly because of her declaration about the deeply personal nature of her fantasy. However, no such situation existed with the young Hispanic man so I fully intended to see everything.
"No, I don't think you should. They're a little raunchy," she replied.
"Yours or his?" I pushed.
"Mine, of course. He's a perfect gentleman," she answered sarcastically.
"Let me see them," I stated.
"Do you really have to? They'll make you mad," she protested but when I nodded my head, she said with a sigh, "Let's go to our room then."
We stopped at the kitchen so I could get some more coffee and then headed up the stairs. As soon as we arrived, Nancy started fiddling with her phone, and when she handed it to me, I saw a long chain that started the day after our decadent night. Devoid of finesse, every day the man asked to meet for sex and used extremely foul words as he described her body and what he wanted. Indeed, if I had used the offensive terms, I would have likely drawn a slap which made me wonder why she didn't block the man, and although she stayed mostly reserved, on several occasions she made it clear how much she enjoyed their sex. One exchange stood out as she explained how close she had been to an orgasm when I arrived at the door and how she wished they could have finished.
"You engaged with him...stayed engaged for a long time," I stated pointedly.
"A little...some, I guess," she replied, trying to diminish the significance.
"Well, let's see, he said "I loved pounding your cunt and hearing you beg for it" and you answered, "yeah it felt so good"," I reminded her.
"Don't..." she said looking at the floor.
"And at the same time, you're involved with Coach Johnson. Show me his," I demanded.
"No...please honey...no..." she whined.
"Two hungry men wanting you and you didn't tell either no," I stated, strangely feeling more surprise than anger.
She stared at me with an indecipherable expression but said nothing and we fell into an awkward silence that lasted until I handed her the phone. Our prior discussions had been quite positive but I felt my control slipping, so before taking a step too far, I motioned towards the door and we returned to the others.
Something had changed within Nancy, of that, there was no question but I struggled to determine the trigger. I thought maybe it had something to do with our extended stay but we had returned on visits many times in the past, so the theory didn't feel right. Then, I considered whether she had reached a point in our relationship where she needed something different. However, she had ample opportunity in the city to indulge discreetly which seemed to me to be a far better option. In the end, the only thing I could rationalize was that the series of events, starting with our first evening at Greg and Julie's, had built upon the other, compounding the impact resulting in the current situation. Certainly, my fingerprints were on much of the construction but not everything, especially, her surreptitious communications with the two men.
Nancy's secrecy is what annoyed me the most as it made everything about her rather than us, and although I was sympathetic about the personal nature of her interactions with the coach, her texting with Ruben left me raw. Indeed, during callous moments as I thought things through, I had a hard time believing her motivation came from anything other than simple lust. Knowing we had only a week left before our return to the city, I decided the best course would be to hold off on any further discussions and focus our attention on the family. Then, back on our home turf, away from distractions, I could press her further and try to get her to share more.
"Susie wants to know if we want to come over for a drink before going to the dance," Nancy told me mid-afternoon on the thirty-first.
I thought about it for a moment and then answered, "Maybe not. I don't think we should get going too early or we won't make midnight."
She merely nodded her acceptance likely still feeling guilty about the dirty texting. We didn't leave the house until eight-thirty and when we arrived at the dance, we found that we were one of the first as most of the others were late from their pre-partying. We weren't well acquainted with the few present but we managed to engage in a conversation and over the next half hour, the rest of the crew straggled in. Despite being the hostess, Susie and Les arrived last and we could tell both were already a little tipsy. The blonde woman immediately cornered my wife along with two others and they launched into a whispered conversation with their heads close together.
"Dance with me," I heard Nancy say behind me as she took my arm.
"What were y'all talking about?" I asked when we had entered the throng.
"Just girl stuff," she answered evasively, and then added, "Greg and Julie aren't coming."
"Why not?" I asked.
"His dad wanted them at his house for a family event," she explained.
I felt a pang of disappointment realizing that I might not get to see Julie again but I merely responded, "Oh, well."
Although Nancy showed no outward distress, I sensed she didn't like the news either. We spent the next few hours visiting and occasionally dancing enjoying our last night out before the end of our long vacation. Just past eleven, while waiting in the restroom for an open urinal, I checked my phone and saw that I had a text from Julie asking us over. It seemed a bit odd and when I read the follow-on text asking that I not share the invite with others, I wondered about their intent.
Still thinking about the meaning, when I returned to my wife, at first, I didn't share it with her. I guessed the couple had something more in mind than a New Year's drink and after what we had gone through recently, I thought it would be wise to ignore the message and claim later that I only saw it after we were home.
"I got a text from Julie inviting us over," I whispered to my wife just before midnight, finally deciding to share.
She raised her eyebrows and then announced, "I got one from Greg, too."
"Oh, I see," I replied as I considered why she hadn't mentioned it.
"I planned on ignoring it," she responded as if reading my mind.
We stared at each other for a few seconds but just as I gave her a noncommittal shrug, Susie appeared which ended the conversation. Soon, the lead-up to midnight started and when it arrived, all the traditional things happened including horn-blowing, toasts, and kisses. During my obligatory kiss of my wife's close friend, my thoughts returned to Julie and I wished it was her soft lips on mine.
Although the dance hall stayed open until one, as soon as the celebration waned, people started making for the door. We stayed a few more minutes but feeling the rapid deterioration of energy, we elected to leave and after quick goodbyes, we were out the door.
"Greg texted again," Nancy advised when we reached the car.
I quickly checked my phone but had nothing from Julie so I looked at her and asked, "What did it say?"
"Same thing...wants us to come over," she replied.
"It's late," I said as we pulled away.
"Yes," she concurred.
Despite my misgivings, my thoughts returned to our previous visits to the couple's house, the decadent activities we engaged in, and the reactions I had to my wife's involvement. Also, as much as I wished I could deny it, Julie, and the connection we made, entered my mind. After discovering Nancy's secret communication, I resolved to finish the visit with no further drama and return to the safety of our normal lives but as I drove, I started to feel curious about the activities at the house. I didn't want to broach the subject with my wife as it countered my stance but as I continued the drive home, my thoughts reached a boiling point.
"Why do you think we were invited?" I asked as we neared Nancy's parent's house.
"So, they could say goodbye, probably," she replied, offering a benign view that I couldn't believe she thought was completely true.
"You want to drop by and say goodbye?" I asked.
I couldn't believe I spoke the words, instantly feeling foolish, and although I rationalized it was curiosity that drove me, I knew my wife would think I wanted something to happen with her, Julie, or both.
I cringed as I waited for her reply but after a short hesitation, she simply answered, "Okay."
"I guess...maybe text Greg," I suggested as I turned the SUV around.
We didn't receive a reply during our drive so we weren't sure what to expect as we parked at the curb, although, the car in front of us and the one in the driveway suggested we would find a small gathering. However, when we knocked on the door no one answered, so Nancy tried the door and finding it open, we stepped inside. The pungent smell of pot hit us as we slowly made our way inside and ahead of us, we could hear music playing. Arriving at the den, we found Greg and Carlos, fully dressed, on opposite ends of the sofa while Elsa sat curled in a nearby chair playing with her phone looking decidedly bored.
"Hey guys," I said to announce our presence.
All jumped at the sound of my voice and when they had calmed, Greg said, "Didn't think you were coming."
"We texted a little while ago," Nancy responded.
"Okay," Greg responded, and going into host mode, he stood and asked, "You want something to drink?"
I asked for a beer and surprisingly my wife did too, and as we waited, I noticed Carlos giving my wife a strange stare. Soon, Greg returned and after passing out the drinks we all sat and started an awkward exchange. It didn't take long for me to realize that Carlos was hammered and although Greg didn't appear inebriated, he gave off a strange vibe.
"Let's go," Elsa whined after a few minutes.
"Shut up," the Hispanic man fired back rudely which made her go into a pout.
The conversation started again but it remained stilted and I had just decided we should leave when we heard a noise in the entranceway. Seconds later, Susie appeared alone still dressed in her dance attire with a silly smile on her face.
"I guess I found the party," she announced.
"It's turning into one," Greg laughed and then left to get her a beer.
I wanted to ask about Les but the women had already started a discussion so I turned to the others and for the next fifteen minutes, we held parallel conversations. Although engaged verbally with us, Carlos' eyes never left the women and even Greg seemed to have a bit of a hungry look. However, I didn't want to get anything going especially with Susie present.



"Where's Julie?" my wife's friend asked.
"When I last saw her, she was in bed watching TV but that was about an hour ago. Probably asleep by now," Greg replied.
"Let's go look," the woman answered as she rose and took my wife's hand.
Quickly, they disappeared down the hallway and we remained quiet until the sound of their footsteps faded. Greg started to talk about sports as Carlos seemed to drift, and while I pretended to listen, my mind wondered about what had occurred earlier. Had they had a sexual encounter? Susie had told Nancy about a mandatory gathering at Greg's dad's house but that likely ended hours ago. Elsa seemed completely at ease which I thought strange if she had recently had sex but Julie and Carlos did have a history. The thought of him on top of her made me jealous but the vision lingered in my head until Carlos' words brought me quickly back.
"I thought you weren't coming?" he asked me out of the blue.
Caught off guard, I stammered for a moment before collecting myself and replying, "We changed our minds. So, we could say goodbye."
"She told him you weren't coming," he challenged me again.
"Carlos..." Greg tried to interject.
The form of the man's statement and the nervousness in Greg's voice immediately put me on alert and I collected my thoughts for a moment before I asked, "Who did she tell?"
"Carlos..." our host said again.
Undaunted, the inebriated man chuckled a bit and then answered, "Ruben...she told Ruben."
I knew from the texts they had communicated although I thought it had ended. Something told me there was more, and when I saw we now had Elsa's full attention, I felt sure of it.
"When did she tell him that?" I asked.
"I don't know...earlier...like this afternoon," he replied.
I knew my response would mean everything, so I paused for a moment before asking, "Why did he care about that...her coming over?"
The Hispanic man let go with a full laugh and then said bluntly, "So he could fuck her some more."
"Carlos...c'mon, man..." Greg immediately replied.
"That was weeks ago. It's not going to happen again," I replied although something told me I didn't understand the full meaning of his message.
He started laughing again and it was Elsa who clarified things when she announced, "They did it two days ago."
"Yeah, he fucked the shit out of her, man. She got so loud his grandmother got pissed off," the man laughed with the pretty young girl joining in.
"Carlos, stop..." Greg pleaded but the Hispanic man continued to snicker as I processed the message.
I felt incensed that after our open and intimate discussions on Ruben and Coach Johnson that she would choose to act deceitfully, and suddenly I felt very small, much like I had in high school as the outsider, as just like in those days, everybody but me knew the secret. For a moment, a wave of anger swept through me and I almost rose to strike the laughing man but I managed to regain control, and as my anger ebbed another emotion hit me.
"Call him and tell him to come over," I demanded.
My words made him stop laughing and he looked at me seriously for a moment before replying, "Come over to fuck her?"
"Yeah..." I replied.
"Shit, man. There's Susie," Greg counseled.
"I don't give a shit," I responded now wanting my wife to feel the same humiliation as me.
Carlos reached for his phone but after fumbling with it for a moment, Elsa jumped over, snatched it from his hand, and made the call. It lasted less than a minute and when it ended, the young girl's smile announced her success.
Several times, Greg tried to get my attention but I avoided his eyes, and a minute or so later when things had calmed, I started probing more about my wife and Ruben. I learned that they had met twice at his grandmother's house where he lived, and in both instances Carlos and Elsa were present. By his description, Nancy loved every second of the encounters and had begged for more.
Just fifteen minutes had elapsed when sounds in the hallway announced Ruben's arrival and he emerged into the den excitedly as he looked around for my wife. After explaining that she was down the hall, I told him I would get her and purposefully made my way to the bedroom. Julie lay beneath the comforter, propped up on pillows while Susie and my wife sat at the foot of the bed. When they spotted me, I nodded toward Nancy and as her friends giggled, she joined me in the hallway.
"What's up?" she asked with a smile.
"Come with me," I replied and my stern look made her smile quickly disappear.
Dutifully, she followed me to the den but when she saw Ruben, she stopped dead in her tracks. With all eyes on her, extraordinary tension filled the room as my wife quickly realized that everyone was aware of her meetings. I could see her body start to shake but I had no sympathy nor do I think did any of the others as everyone looked excited. Even Greg, who had tried to play the gentleman, now looked on with fire in his eyes.
"Let's go home...let's talk there," she tried.
"No, Nancy. Ruben came here to fuck you. I told him he could," I explained.
"No...no, I can't...Susie..." she stammered as the reality hit.
"Susie doesn't matter," I responded letting her know I had no sympathy.
"C'mon, baby...I'm ready," her lover announced and stepped her way.
She took a half-step back trying to avoid his hand and just as it found her wrist, she whimpered, "Ruben...please. Please, no..."
She managed to make him stop and they began a whispered conversation that ended when she looked up and announced, "We're going to his house."
"No...no Ruben. Do it here," I demanded.
I had no right to take over Greg's house but he remained silent and when the Hispanic man saw my expression, he nodded his acceptance. A defeated look came to my wife and she start to sob as he directed her toward the bedrooms.
"He'll fuck the shit out of her. She loves his cock," Carlos said.
"She does!" Elsa said emphatically.
The comment made me look at the others and I could see they were now even more excited. Even Carlos had somehow managed to emerge from his stupor, and although I knew they would eventually want to go to the room to watch the mating, it happened faster than I anticipated.
"Let's go look," Carlos said to the pretty Hispanic girl.
I caught Greg's eye as they rose and he merely shrugged which told me he didn't want to get involved. I thought about telling them no but I still felt the sting of her deceit so I just watched as they disappeared.
"You sure about this?" Greg asked.
"No," I replied in a brusque manner.
Greg perhaps singed by my terse response didn't attempt any further discussion. I wondered how far things had progressed and several times, I had to force myself to remain still. Surprisingly, Greg remained calm and outwardly showed no interest in what was happening in one of his bedrooms.
"Hey, where is everyone? Where's Nancy? Are they outside?" Susie asked.
I had not heard her approach so her voice startled me and when I turned, I spotted Julie right behind her dressed in a heavy robe. Both had smiles on their faces but when Julie noticed my expression, hers quickly turned. For a moment, I thought about concocting a story, but my desire to see my wife feel the full brunt of her actions won out.
"She's in a bedroom with Ruben. Carlos and his girlfriend went to watch," I announced.
Susie started to chuckle but when neither I nor Greg joined, a strange look appeared on her face and she said, "What are you talking about?"
"She's back there fucking Ruben," I replied.
Her eyes bounced between all three of us and then suddenly, she bolted down the hall, and after a few seconds, Julie moved silently to the sofa.
"Are you okay?" she asked in a gentle voice.
"Not really," I answered and after a pause, I asked, "Did y'all know about it...them?"
My question made them look at each other which provided my answer and it was Julie that confirmed things when she replied, "Yes, we knew."
Her answer stung a little given our shared intimacy but I didn't challenge her and after a few seconds Greg offered, "Carlos told us yesterday. After it happened."
The message made sense and it seemed sincere which helped a little but suddenly I felt antsy, almost claustrophobic, and I knew the cause. Slowly, I rose and with a simple nod to the couple, I too departed to find my cheating wife. Ironically, guided by the sound, I found them in the same room they had used during our last visit.
Standing at the door, I watched as her Hispanic lover took her in the missionary position with enthusiasm. Indeed, their combined sounds of pleasure seemed merged with the squeaking bed springs and the slurping sounds of her drenched pussy providing something of a sexual symphony. Whatever reluctance she held to start had vanished or been forced aside by the man's cock and by the look of things, she wasn't going to last much longer.
Carlos and Elsa stood close together on the far side of the bed and she had his cock out of his pants. She slowly stroked his partially erect shaft as they watched but her attention was on the couple and I could tell she was very aroused. Susie stood opposite them with her back to me, close enough to touch the connected pair, which made me wonder if she had tried to intervene. Although I couldn't see her expression, she seemed mesmerized and since it wasn't the reaction I expected, I wondered if Nancy had shared some things. It certainly wouldn't be the first time my wife provided what I felt was too much information to her friend although those times never put her in a bad light.
"Fuck yeah man," Carlos suddenly let out, and then quickly added, "Fuck the shit out of her."
The way he said it made me think he just needed to release some tension but I did notice that Susie looked his way for a moment before returning her eyes to the bed.
"Shit, it's good pussy," Ruben forced out.
"You know it man...it's damn good," Carlos chimed in.
I knew the scene was way too intense to last much longer so I wasn't surprised when I heard Nancy start to emit little squeaks that signaled an orgasm was close. Ruben must have sensed it too because he redoubled his efforts and in less than a minute, he had her right on the edge.
"Oh...oh, yes...so close..." Nancy whined.
"Make her beg for it," Carlos laughed, and glancing toward the man, I saw that he now had his hand on the back of Elsa's head forcing her to suck his cock.
"You want to cum?" Ruben asked.
"Yes..." she answered shamelessly.
"Fuck yeah, baby. Fuck yeah," he gasped as he pushed in hard.
Seconds later, her body became entirely rigid, and then with a loud cry, she announced the arrival of her climax as her feet kicked the air and her hands moved to his ass.
"Go, Ruben...go...don't stop," she demanded.
Her lover's efforts made the orgasm linger but finally, we could see her body start to relax and when she pulled his head down, he joined her in a deep kiss as his body became still. Just as it ended, I felt a touch on my arm, and turning, I saw Julie behind me with Greg standing off to one side. With my concentration on the bed, I hadn't been aware of their arrival and when we locked eyes she nodded toward the door. Slowly, I started to ease back until we both stood in the hallway.
"Are you okay?" she asked.
"Yes, I guess so," I answered realizing I did feel better than I should and thinking about my wife's friend, I asked, "Does Susie know about...things?"
"No, I don't think so. I mean, I'm not aware," she replied.
Just then, the sound of squeaking bedsprings hit us and they were soon joined by my wife's whimpers which told us that Ruben was now working for his release. We listened silently as the sounds built and then Julie took my hand in hers and with a smile, she led me down the hall to her bedroom. Closing the door behind us, she turned to me and the look in her eyes made it clear what she was after so I pulled her into my arms and kissed her deeply. A second kiss immediately followed the first and somehow during our embrace we managed to shuffle alongside the bed.
"I need you," I whispered which made her tremble, and quickly I opened her robe and pulled it from her shoulders.
Now naked, she helped me with my clothes and soon we lay entwined on the comforter. I thought about fondling her lovely body but her needy mews told me she was ready so I rolled her to her back and she opened her legs to receive me. We gasped together as I slipped inside and with our connection, all thoughts of my wife's sordid display fled my mind.
"It feels so good," she moaned as we established our rhythm.
"Yes, I've missed you," I sighed.
"Really?" she asked but rather than reply, I moved my lips to hers.
For the next few minutes, we made love slowly and her soft whimpers along with the magical look in her half-closed eyes let me know was enjoying herself immensely. My ability to pleasure the lovely woman made me feel powerful and I wanted it to last but when the tingling in my balls began to grow, I couldn't hold back and started to move with more force. Julie didn't seem to mind, indeed, her seductive sounds increased with my pace, and although I wanted badly to explode inside her, I needed her to be there with me. Somehow, I managed to find a safe spot which lasted until the seductive groans of her approaching orgasm launched me. From there, it was a race and she barely beat me before I grunted loudly and flooded her opening.
"Damn..." I forced out when I was able to speak.
"Yeah...damn..." she concurred as she looped her arms around my neck.
Her soft lips felt so good that for a few seconds I started to move again but when my exhaustion suddenly raced back, I groaned and fell to her side.
"Julie, there is something...I don't know... Something..." I started.
"I know," she said interrupting me as she wiggled her body closer, and then, after a pause, she added, "You can have me any time you want. I mean that."
Her words caused a strange emotion to course through my body as I realized I felt the same and for the next few minutes, we communicated solely through soft caresses and tender kisses. However, thoughts of Nancy started to creep into my brain and although I tried multiple times to push them away, I knew that I needed to check on her. Somehow, Julie sensed my state as she turned in my arms and then looked at me knowingly.
"I guess I need to see about her," I whispered.
"I know..." she replied as her hand stoked my arm.
"You going to stay here?" I asked.
"Hell, no...I want to see what's happening, too," she giggled.
We both laughed at her response which lightened the moment and we left the bed and started putting on our things. Together, we walked down the hall but when we arrived at the bedroom, we found it empty. All kinds of scenarios raced through my head as I considered whether my wife had left with her lover or if she was somewhere else in the house. I could see the wheels turning in Julie's head as well but I was the first to suggest a course.
"Another room...maybe?" I asked.
"Let's look, she concurred," and together we made our way down the hall.
One of the rooms had the door closed room and I noted seconds it was the room where we had caught Julie with Carlos. The irony that the beginnings of the sordid play had occurred at the very spot we now stood wasn't lost on me, and I felt some trepidation as her hand slowly turned the knob. She opened the door enough for us to peer inside and at first it appeared empty but then I spotted Elsa curled up on the loveseat.
"I wonder why she's here...alone," I said as Julie eased the door shut.
"I don't know. She is always close to Carlos," she responded.
We made for the den and when we arrived the clothes strewn about suggested the group had made for the hot tub. I couldn't say I was surprised as it had become a central congregating spot during our visits but I also knew that it had been the scene of some aggressive sexual activities. Julie's nervous expression indicated she held similar thoughts but together we made for the door and stepped into the cold night air. Halfway there, we started to hear Carlos' voice although we couldn't make out the words, and when the bubbling water came into view, the scene was even more depraved than I had imagined.
Just like Carlos had done with Elsa, Ruben had Nancy halfway out of the tub, face down against the cold tile, as he hammered into her from behind. However, her heavy grunts mixed with squeals of excitement showed that she was an eager participant. Carlos sat close to their side loudly encouraging his friend while occasionally slapping my wife's ass, and Greg, seated opposite them, had Susie on him with her back against his chest. His hands fondled her large breasts and although I felt certain he had his large cock buried inside her pussy, they seemed more interested in watching the show than exploiting the connection.
"Let me have a turn. You already got a nut," Carlos said to his friend.
"In a minute," Ruben forced out.
Glancing at Julie, I saw her staring at her husband, so I asked, "Are you okay?"
"He's been after her for years. I guess he finally got his chance," she answered but she didn't seem upset, so I turned back to my wife.
"I'm getting cold..." Nancy suddenly whined.
"Then make him cum," Carlos laughed and slapped her ass again.
Just for an instant, I felt sympathy for my wife and thought about stopping things but my anger at her actions quickly overpowered the emotion. With all eyes on the rutting couple, no one had noticed Julie and me, and we remained in place as the scene unfolded.
"I'm too cold," she tried again and tried to rise but Ruben pushed on her shoulders, forcing her against the stone while maintaining his full rhythm.
"Nancy, are you okay?" her friend asked, worried about her condition.
"Okay...I'm okay..." she managed to reply.
"Shit, she's more than okay. She's getting what she needs," Carlos laughed.
Suddenly, Ruben, seeking to finish, started moving faster while at the same time, I saw Greg say something to the blonde woman making her go silent. Now, it seemed everyone was prepared to see my wife pushed across the line in the harsh conditions.
As Ruben's energy built, so did Nancy's and soon, much like in the bedroom, they had synched their sexual sounds, and despite it involving my unfaithful wife, I still felt my arousal build. Looking at Julie, I could tell she felt the same and we kissed briefly but our attention quickly returned to the aggressive scene.
"Uhhhh...ohhh...ohhh..." my wife groaned in an apparent release of pent-up tension.
"The cunt loves dick...man she loves it. Hurry up and finish," Carlos demanded, and once again, I let his foul words pass as they seemed to me to be quite accurate.
Seconds later, Ruben's hands moved to her hips and began to pull her ass hard against his cock. While the pitch of her sounds went higher, his moved lower and I knew he was building rapidly toward his release. The only remaining question was whether my wife would explode, too.
"Shit, man...almost," he grunted.
"Go Ruben...go baby..." Nancy called out as her hand reached back for his.
Ignoring her touch, the Hispanic man pulled her hard against him three more times and then thrust forward as he groaned, "Ohhh...ohhh man. Fuck yes...fuck..."
His movements immediately stopped but as he continued to groan loudly my wife shamelessly worked back against his shaft to reach a climax while whining, "Don't stop...come on, baby..."
When she realized her lover was spent, she slowed to a stop but continued whimpering as Ruben struggled to regain his breath. That's when I noticed that Susie was now moving deliberately atop Greg, and by their expressions, both seemed on the brink. Less vocal than Ruben and Nancy, it was harder to gauge the final moments but when I saw the blonde woman bite her lip, I guessed her orgasm had started, and when she started to toss her head back and forth, I knew for certain it had arrived.



"Don't cum in me," she said to Greg when she came back to the moment.
I didn't notice a change so I couldn't be certain whether he didn't hear her or simply chose to ignore her request but soon he emitted several deep grunts that I knew meant he had transferred his seed. Susie looked over her shoulder at him for a moment but said nothing and at that moment, Carlos decided to take his turn with my wife.
"Move over," he said to Ruben as he pushed him with his shoulder.
His friend, worn out from the sex pulled free from Nancy, causing her to whimper, and he quickly dropped into the hot water. Instantly, Carlos stood, showing his full cock, and with no formalities, he pushed it easily into Nancy's used hole.
"Ugghhhh..." she grunted at the sudden intrusion, and then said to him, "I'm cold...let me go."
"Fuck no bitch. I'll get you hot," he replied as he started to move.
He started fast and like Ruben, he gripped her hips and pulled her against his thrusts which surprisingly brought fresh squeals of pleasure from her. He had been inside her for less than a minute when Susie spotted us and after a nudge to Greg, he turned our way, too. Ruben noticed their stares and looked up as well and now three sets of eyes were on Julie and me. A pang of embarrassment shot through me, and I wondered if Greg might be upset since I had spent time with his wife without permission. However, when Nancy gave a particularly loud squeal, he returned his attention to her and after a few more seconds, Susie did as well. They started a low conversation I felt certain it was about us but since they had just finished fucking, the ramifications felt less onerous. When my eyes shifted to Ruben, I saw that he was still looking our way and the lust in his eyes made me think that, even after the recent sex with my wife, he had an interest in bedding Julie.
Perhaps sensing the same, she leaned close and said, "Let's go inside."
So, we moved toward the door as the sounds of my wife's heavy pants rapidly faded behind us, and once inside, with no discussion, we walked straight to the bedroom. Julie dropped her robe as soon as we entered and then turned to me and after a quick kiss, she started on my clothes. As soon as I was naked, she pushed me onto the bed, positioned herself between my legs, and inhaled my dick. Already aroused from the show outside, her wet mouth soon had me at full attention and when she started teasing my balls with her fingertips, I struggled to keep still.
"Let's make love," I said when she had me close.
"No, I want to taste you," she replied with a naughty smile.
Returning to the task, she milked my dick so thoroughly that she soon had my butt lifted off the bed, and when I erupted, she continued to suck on me until I became too sensitive to continue.
"Shit, Julie... You killed me," I whined.
"Rest, then..." she whispered.
"I will but I want to make love again," I answered which made her smile.
We cuddled close together and traded occasional kisses as we drifted in and out but suddenly the door opened and we could see a male figure standing in the doorway. Assuming it was Greg, I started to rise, disappointed that I wouldn't get another chance with the pretty woman but when he spoke, I realized it was a different situation.
"I want to fuck her," Ruben's said.
"No, Ruben, you need to leave," Julie responded.
"C'mon, man...you gave Carlos some pussy," he countered which made me tense.
"She said no, Ruben," I replied sternly, and then wondering where things stood, I asked, "Where is Nancy?"
"She left with the other chick after Carlos fucked her," he replied.
"You need to go, Ruben," Julie said forcefully.
Several seconds of silence ensued and then he said as he turned, "Shit man."
I got up to close the door and in the few steps it took, I realized that Elsa was the only other female in the house and that I was in the bed with Greg's wife in his bed. Clearly, Ruben hadn't had his fill and I wondered if Carlos' time with my wife had satiated him or if one or both would make another attempt to corner Julie.
"What's the deal with Carlos? I asked Julie thinking about Ruben's statement.
"He's...I guess...we do it some for Greg. It's what he wants," she explained and when I didn't immediately respond, she added, "I'm not perfect."
"Yes, you are," I replied and kissed her gently.
As soon as we broke, I could see the pleased look on her face but it suddenly disappeared when she said, "That's why we knew about Nancy."
"They'd been texting," I offered, and then thinking out loud, I said, "I guess he talked her into it."
"She called him the second time," she replied nervously.
"You're joking?" I replied.
"No, at least that's what Carlos said," she explained.
"Did they both...do it?" I pushed.
"I don't think so," she answered.
I shook my head slowly at the information and then my thoughts went to the issue of my wife leaving with Susie. Although I didn't know her state, I doubted it was good and realized that despite her deceit, I needed to be there.
"I better go," I said to Julie.
"I thought we were making love again," she replied showing clear disappointment.
I sat next to her and she immediately pulled me close until we were facing and started to plant kisses all over my face. At the same time, her hand went to my dick and somehow managed to revive it to a working level. When she rolled to her back, I knew what she had in mind and despite my concerns about Nancy, I followed her and let her guide me to her opening.
"God, you feel so good," I sighed as we slowly moved.
The minutes ticked together as we purred together and exchanged tender kisses but neither of us was progressing and we finally came to a stop. She gave me a cute pout as I pulled free but didn't hold me back when I moved to put my things on.
"I meant what I said," she said softly when I had mostly dressed.
"I know," I responded.
"You know, Greg doesn't like me with you," she giggled.
"I understand. I get a similar message," I replied, joining her laughter, and when it ended, I gave her a final deep kiss before I reluctantly left the room.
The early glow of dawn was just starting to show as I hurried toward the house, and with it came a sense of dread as I considered all that had occurred. The justification I felt for forcing the encounter had waned significantly, and I suspected I would arrive to find a very bitter wife. Also, she knew very well that I struggled to maintain a stance when she was upset, so I thought it likely she would use it to her advantage.
Nancy lay beneath the covers when I stepped into the room and despite being still, I sensed she was awake. I quickly removed my things and had barely settled into the bed when Nancy turned, raised onto her elbow, and looked down at me with a stern expression.
"Did you fuck Julie?" she demanded.
Since I felt certain she knew the answer, I thought her question meant she had decided to take an aggressive stance but undaunted, I replied, "Yes...I did."
"I didn't..." she started but I quickly cut her off.
"Stop! My God, stop. Do you realize how stupid you sound?" I responded.
"Fuck you! Really...just fuck you. I didn't ask for any of it and I don't want you near her. It's obvious you have feelings for her," she replied, ignoring my words.
"Didn't ask for it? Dear Lord, are you serious? You snuck over to Ruben's house to fuck him twice and from what I'm told he had you screaming," I answered.
Several seconds of silence followed and then showing remorse for the first time, she said, "It was a mistake."
"A mistake? A mistake is picking up the wrong item at the grocery store. You fucked another man behind my back and did it after we discussed things...the texting," I reminded her.
"You wanted me to meet Coach Johnson and you pushed things the first time," she replied.
"It didn't mean you had permission to go wild and fuck anyone you want...and sneak," I said, and before she could answer, I added, "I don't know what's gotten into you on this visit. We've been here before and I've never seen the behavior. It's like you went crazy...like I'm seeing you for the first time."
"That's not true. It's not! You pushed that night at Greg's and you pushed me to call Coach Johnson," she countered.
Her comment about pushing at the house had some merit but I thought she overstated my culpability concerning the high school fantasy, and an awkward silence followed as I considered things before, I finally said, "You're sneaky. I caught you...with your phone, and then you did it again...even worse."
"I made a mistake," she said in a tiny voice, reiterating her prior stance.
"That's it? Shucks, sorry?" I replied with a mocking laugh.
"I'm sorry," she whispered as she turned her back to me.
She started to sob, and although I thought about offering comfort, I listened silently as it continued for several minutes. Finally, it started to ebb and when she had regained control, she turned over and reached for my hand.
"No," I said emphatically.
For a moment, I thought her tears might start anew but she fought them back and then declared, "It's not all my fault and now Susie knows. She saw me with him."
"I told you...your sneakiness is all your fault and she had Greg's cock in her so she has nothing to say," I replied.
Seconds ticked by as we stared at each other and then she said, "What now? You don't even want to touch me."
"Tell me why you went to him," I replied.
"Hold me," she countered.
I realized we were at a crucial point and like so many times before, I found her pain difficult to bear so I decided to try and get on a path to recovery. I took her hand and pulled her toward me and as soon as she understood my intent, she shifted my way until our bodies lay pressed together.
"Why? I repeated as she snuggled against me.
"I don't know," she whispered.
"Nancy, you do know. I didn't push for your inner thoughts on Coach Johnson but this is completely different and I want to know...I want to know everything," I demanded.
She didn't respond at first and I was just about to push again when she whispered, "It was exciting."
"What's that mean?" I asked as the message seemed vague.
Once more, a few seconds of silence passed before she replied, "To be like that. It felt exciting."
"To be a bad girl?" I asked and when I felt her try to wiggle even closer, I knew I had found the answer.
"I'm ashamed," she whimpered.
"Why didn't you explain it to me?" I asked.
"I...I...maybe...I don't know," she responded although I could tell she was holding back.
"Tell me," I pushed.
"I...don't know..." she started and then went silent. I stayed silent, intentionally letting the tension build, and finally, she admitted, "It wouldn't have been as bad."
"And being a slut made you hot," I stated.
"Don't say it like that," she answered nervously.
"How would you say it then?" I pushed.
"Stop, don't make me feel bad. I told you I'm ashamed," she replied.
"Are you really ashamed or are you just saying that for my benefit? The story I heard is you loved every second at Ruben's house and were very loud. How many times did you cum for him?"
As I waited for her to formulate a response, I felt her hand grip my stiff dick and tug several times. Although unaware of the erection, I knew it indicated my arousal which she would no doubt attribute to the sharing of her motivation. However, rather than challenge me directly, she continued to fondle me while taking a more subtle approach.
"I thought you were mad at the sneakiness," she said.
"I am," I replied.
"Then, why do you want to know what happened?" she asked.
"Nancy, tell me what happened," I replied a little too eagerly.
My beautiful wife went quiet and for thirty seconds or so, she repeatedly squeezed my dick before she finally said, "I think we should forgive each other."
"Huh? What am I guilty of?" I laughed.
"Calling him to Greg's," she replied, and before I could speak, she added, "And getting with Julie."
"Nancy, you were sneaky. The explanation doesn't change that and I don't think you minded Ruben's cock at all," I replied, ignoring her comment about Julie.
An annoyed look came to her face as I think she thought she was close to redemption and without speaking, she slid down my body and took my hard dick into her warm mouth. For a moment, I thought about her end game but decided I would rather just enjoy her attention and flopped back on the pillow.
"I can taste her," she said breaking for a second.
Unbathed, I realized my shaft had the pretty woman's juices all over it and I was surprised that my wife hadn't stopped. To me, it showed how badly she wanted to get into my good graces which softened me some, and despite my two recent releases, it didn't take long for her wonderful mouth to take me too close to another. However, as I approached the point of no return, she suddenly pulled free, lifted over me, and dropped her wet pussy onto my shaft.
"I need it in me," she gasped.
She started moving rapidly which I knew would make me ejaculate in short order and at first, I went with it but with all the unknowns still lingering, I decided to slow things down, so I flipped her onto her back and shoved my twitching dick back inside. Now in control, I started a slow pace which at first made her whimper in frustration but when she calmed, I looked down at her face as I considered where to start.
"What did Ruben say when you called? When you said you wanted to come over?" I asked.
"We texted," she replied between gasps.
"Carlos said you called and begged to see him," I lied.
A look of guilt swept across her face and she confirmed, "We talked once."
"The second time you went to him? You called," I pushed.
"Yes..." she whined.
"He fucked you so good you begged for more," I said provocatively.
"Yes..." she whispered, surprising me with her casual admission.
"He made you his slut," I stated, intentionally being demeaning.
Once again, she caught me off guard when she whimpered softly as she said, "Yeah..."
Suddenly, it was all too much and I started moving rapidly knowing I wouldn't last long. Then, as I grunted loudly, I deposited my semen into my wife's womb shaking at the thought of being the third to do so in the past few hours. My head was spinning as I fell to her side, and once free, her mouth went straight to my dick where she lapped and sucked on the shaft until I was clean.
"I still haven't forgiven you. I'm not sure when...or if I will," I said without conviction as she moved next to me.
"I'm sorry for being sneaky," she whispered.
"Or getting caught," I replied and before she could answer, I said, "It didn't take him long at Greg's house to get you hot. You must really like his cock or is it you love being slutty?"
"Stop," she whined.
"Not as eventful as the previous visit. You only had Ruben and Carlos. No Greg," I responded, still determined to rub her nose in it.
"Susie got upset and ended things," she said not taking the bait.
"Because you wanted her man?" I asked.
"Uh uh...Greg came inside her and she's not protected," Nancy clarified, and then quickly added, "She's worried."
"How did she get with him? And where was Les?" I asked.
"Les went to bed but she was still wired. Greg and Susie have a past. They did it some right out of high school. When she found out you and Julie... That y'all connected. She just let it happen," she explained.
We sent silent once more but suddenly everything came racing back and I said forcefully, "You went to him...he fucked you like a trashy...like a cheap slut and you loved it. You went back for more and then let Carlos, too."
"Stop," she pleaded.
"Explain it," I demanded.
"I told you. It felt exciting. At least then and I don't know...he wanted it so much...he pushed and then when Coach Johnson didn't happen...I don't know..." she replied.
"So, you had your heart set on being bad, and when you couldn't get the coach, you went to the next guy?" I pushed.
"I don't know. Maybe," she answered.
Sensing I wouldn't get any more out of her that evening, I decided not to press further and went quiet for a time but thinking about her fantasy made me say sarcastically, "Well, it looks like poor Coach Johnson got left out."
"Next time," she replied.
Once again, I felt stunned by her easy answer which showed no guilt. It seemed so out of character, even for bedroom talk, that I wondered if the past few weeks had changed her and if the effects were permanent.
"Okay, while you're with him I'll get with Julie. She told me I could have her any time I wanted," I said, annoyed by her jaunty response.
"No, that's not happening," she replied with a sudden edge.
"Well, what do you want?" I asked with a forced laugh and when she gave me an annoyed look, I added, "If you want to be a slut, I'm going to meet with Julie. How bad do you want that?"
An odd expression appeared on her face and then she answered, "Let me think about it."
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Trish and I live in a large Texas city with our ten-year-old son, eight-year-old daughter, and our four-year-old yellow lab. Since both of us are working professionals, we live a pretty good life. Money is not a big issue, and besides indulging in some nice vacations, we manage to save a tidy sum every year. Our kids are healthy and smart and have no problem making friends, so all in all, one would have to say we have a pretty charmed life.
We grew up in the same small country town about two hours from where we are now. It was a nice upbringing, and we both learned good values and made some great friends that we still cherish. Trish's parents are ranchers and have a large place that someday she will inherit along with her sister. My father passed away several years back, but my mom still lives there, spending her retirement with her lifelong friends.
Trish and I dated in high school and throughout college, miraculously staying together even though we went to different schools. We got married right after graduation, moved back to our hometown, and prepared to live the same life as our parents. However, after a year, Trish announced one day that she didn't want to live that life anymore, and asked that we move to an urban environment that offered more variety and sophistication. I fought it at first, as my whole upbringing and education had prepared me to do exactly what I was doing, but after a year of seeing Trish miserable, I relented. We planned our move with no idea of what the future would hold, and compounding the dilemma, Trish was now pregnant with our first child.
Sometimes, life has an amazing way of working out, as despite being pregnant, Trish landed a good job, and after some soul searching, I decided to go to law school. Our parents helped a bit during my school years, although not too much, so we had to scrimp to get by, but three years later I graduated and landed a position with a good local firm. My country upbringing seemed to play well both with the partners and clients, and I quickly became a specialist in rural property matters. In addition, I got to help a lot with customer entertainment, particularly hunting and fishing trips around the state. As a result, I rose quickly in the firm, and by thirty-two I made partner which brought with it financial stability. At the same time, Trish was doing well, so after ten years together, and the addition of another child, we were reasonably set.
Any concerns about leaving the country life have long since vanished. Indeed, we really had the best of both worlds, with a great life in the city, and parents and property in the country that we could retreat to periodically. Although, at times, when the pressure of the job got high, I found my mind wandering back to the simplicity of country living.
Our parents adore their grandkids and our children love their grandparents. Every time they visit, they are treated like little princes and princesses. There are horseback rides, afternoon swims in the clear river, along with a never-ending supply of treats, and, of course, all our pleas about spoiling them go unheeded. For months, they had begged us to let their grandkids visit for an extended period over the summer, and after lots of discussions, we agreed that they were at an appropriate age. Their school was going to be out in mid-May, so we targeted the following week for the start of a two-week visit with the plan calling for me to drive them out on a Friday and then pick them up on a Sunday, sixteen days later. They would stay with Trish's parents as they had more room, but my mom would get to see them every day, and since our parents always got along very well, there were no concerns about the arrangement.
The Friday finally arrived, much too slowly for our excited kids, and I took off work at lunch, picked them up at home from the nanny, and headed out. Their excitement was contagious and we sang songs and discussed what they wanted to do during the drive. An hour after arriving, I kissed everyone goodbye with promises of daily calls and headed back to the city.
I was anxious to get back, as, just like the kids, I was excited about the opportunity Trish and I had for our vacation. It was amazing to think that in ten years it was going to be our first extended time alone together with no child responsibilities, and my mind had been alive for some time about our agenda. Of course, there would be sex, that was a given, and we always shared a good sex life, although with young kids it could be difficult at times. However, there were other things I wanted to do with my wife including some good dinners out, maybe some plays or concerts, as well as spontaneous decisions we could make on a whim.
As I mentioned, Trish and I started dating in high school. She was the girl every guy wanted and to this day I don't know why she chose me. Trish was a cheerleader, something she now felt a bit reluctant to admit, and elected most beautiful in our class, which she never brought up. After two kids, she still is very close to her high school shape at 128 lbs. on her slender 5'7" frame. She has black hair, like all the girls in her family, and dark brown eyes that seem to suck you in and take hold. There are cute dimples on her cheeks and she has a killer smile that stops men cold. Indeed, several times I've witnessed men lose their ability to speak when she looks at them and her smile breaks out. She has C-cup breasts that have suffered just a bit after breastfeeding two kids, and she talks at times about a boob job, although it's something I adamantly oppose. However, for me, her best feature is her long perfect legs that end at a butt that's kept tight from her thrice-weekly workouts.
I'm 5'11" tall with a receding hairline and a slight paunch from too much sitting and not enough exercise. Other than that, I have always viewed myself as pretty average. Hence, the surprise and joy I have always felt that I was able to attract Trish. She always argues with me about my looks telling me that she finds me very handsome. She also says I have a caring soul, and I'm very smart, which women find sexy.
Trish has always been particular about birth control. When we first became intimate, she forced me to be very disciplined about condom use. After we got married, she went on the pill, but it was evident almost immediately that it affected her libido. Not wanting some foreign device in her vagina, we opted to follow a Family Planning program where we used condoms during her fertile days. Fortunately, she had stable periods and the discipline to follow the plan, and so far, no accidents had occurred. As a backup, she kept a morning-after pill in the house in case we ever broke the rules, although doing so was exceedingly rare.
I got home before Trish and had a glass of wine poured for her when she walked in.
"Thanks, my love," she said taking the glass.
"The kids have already called," she said with a laugh.
"Oh, no," I said with a concerned look, worried that they were scared about being separated and that our two weeks had already ended.
"Relax, they just wanted to know which bag the movies were in," she replied, guessing where my head had gone.
I let out a deep breath, causing us both to start laughing, and we sat down and discussed how her day had gone while we drank the wine.
"I'm surprised you haven't tried to get me in bed yet," she suddenly teased while looking at me with one of her impish grins.
I had consciously thought about not jumping to sex because I was afraid the two weeks would just all be about that and I was hoping for more. Still, now presented with Trish before me, likely horny, and with an empty house, I set aside those thoughts.
"Let's go," I said, jumping up and pulling her with me.
"Oh my!" she replied with a giggle, but let me lead her to the bedroom.
Thirty seconds later, we were naked, on top of the comforter with me kissing her from her thighs to her breasts, intentionally teasing her to make her squirm. Trish grabbed my head and tried to pull me onto her. She often does this when she is horny, preferring penetration to foreplay, and usually, I let her have her way, but this time I resisted, keeping up my kisses over her body.
"Come on baby. I'm ready," she whined, sounding frustrated.
"Patience darling," I answered, stopping just long enough to speak.
Trish started shaving several years ago, although she never had a heavy bush, and her vagina, even after two kids, looks like it did when she finally let me see it at eighteen. I could tell I was having an effect, as she was beginning to lubricate nicely, and I thought about going down on her, something she loves and which always brings her to a quick climax. Instead, I brought my kisses closer to her vagina, as if I was going to dive in, but never made contact.
"Quit teasing," she demanded, and looking up at her face, I could see her eyes pleading.
The pause allowed her to grab my arms and pull me towards her, and this time I didn't resist. I moved into position between her spread legs with my dick barely grazing her, then leaned forward and kissed her which brought it directly onto her vagina. Before I could stop her, her hand shot between us, grabbed my shaft, and brought it to her wet entrance. At that point, my resistance completely failed, and I pushed into her feeling the warmth and wetness envelope me and entice me deeper.
From my understanding of penis size, I would be dead center in the average category, although our fit always seemed snug. This time was no different, and even though she was lying still, it felt like her vaginal muscles were milking me.
"Ohhhhh..." we gasped in unison.
Trish spread her legs even wider, allowing me to completely penetrate her, and we started a slow, deep rhythm. Her heels were touching my ass and her arms were wrapped around my shoulders with her head buried into my neck. With her mouth close to my ear, I could hear each moan and gasp as we continued our coupling.
When Trish is beneath me, she usually allows me to set the pace, and this time was no different. However, even in this submissive role, she knows how to excite me and she did so by gently running her fingernails over my back from the top of my butt to my shoulders. Her touch made my back arch and forced a hurried sigh to escape from my mouth, while my dick seemed to grow an extra half inch, and was now so hard it hurt.
"Mmmm...ohhh..." soft whimpers began to escape from her mouth.
"You feel so good," I whispered into her ear, wanting to communicate with her in some way.
I began moving with more purpose, although still not fast, and was delighted to hear the slurping sound coming from my wife's pussy. Trish can get very wet when she is highly aroused, and it seemed like she was this evening. Maybe like me, she had been anticipating the time we were going to enjoy alone.
Before Trish climaxes, she usually gets quiet and her body becomes stiff as she concentrates. She was now getting into that zone, and I witnessed it unfold. It started with her feet rising from my butt and hanging suspended in the air. Looking down, I could see her eyes tightly closed, her head arched back and her hanging partly mouth open. When her hands, which she had been using to stroke her fingernails on my back, locked onto my shoulders, I knew she was close.
Normally, at this point, I would try to maintain a steady rhythm to let her achieve her orgasm. However, a thought started to invade my head from a source I couldn't explain. It was telling me to not let her climax, to be different this time and keep it for later. Since it was only early evening, why rush things? The trouble was my balls were aching for release, too. Plus, watching Trish orgasm was one of the biggest turn-ons in my life. Still, the thought was there and it was strong.
Trish was close and her body went rigid as she neared the peak. I took three more hard strokes, as deeply into her as I could, and then pulled out completely.
"What? Don't stop...come back!" she said in total surprise, with her breath coming out in frustrated gasps.
"We can finish later. Let's go to dinner," I announced, ignoring her stunned look as I began to move off the bed.
"Patrick Bishop, is this a joke? Get your butt back here," she replied, using my full name, which was never a good thing.
Standing next to the bed, I looked at Trish still lying on her back with her legs spread giving me an incredulous look.
"You're an ass," she said loudly, with obvious frustration.
"Come on let's go do something. If we finish we'll be too tired," I explained, hoping to rationalize to her why I had stopped.
"I won't be. So, finish your job," she demanded.
"Come on," I said, turned my back, and walked towards the bathroom.
"You will pay dearly for this Pat," she threatened, which made me cringe.
I jumped in the shower expecting Trish to come in and try to seduce me, but she didn't. When I came out, she was in a robe in the kitchen sipping on a freshly poured glass of wine.
"Ass," she said looking straight through me.
"What should we do tonight?" I asked, hoping to move on.
"Well, I can tell you there will be no sex tonight," she stated.
"No, I'm serious honey. The first time in ten years with no kids, let's do something different," I tried to explain.
"Like what?" she replied, and I fought back yelling a hurrah, counting it as a victory that she was engaging in the discussion.
"Well, I guess what we used to do before kids. Or what we thought about doing but couldn't because of the kids," I said.
"Before kids, we spent a lot of time trying to have kids," she replied which made me laugh.
It was true. We both wanted children quickly and didn't really worry about birth control.
"How about we go country dancing?" I said, with the thought coming to me completely from the blue.
Trish loved to dance and was very good at it as well. Although we had grown up learning to dance from a young age, she had a natural gift, while I was an eager participant but lacked much natural ability.
"We haven't done any dancing outside of the house for a long time," she replied in a way that made me think she was interested.
"Exactly! That's how we should spend our kid vacation," I almost yelled.
"Where should we go?" she said, and I knew I was over the hump.
"That place on the West side, it's still there," I suggested.
"Okay, but you better be ready to dance. Don't act like you usually do and quit after a few times," she demanded.
"Go get ready. I'll make a snack for us," I told her.
At nine, we left the house having finished the wine and eaten a Caesar salad and cheese plate I prepared. The drive to the dance hall would take twenty minutes or so, depending on traffic. It was a venerable old place on the outskirts of the city that somehow survived the ups and downs of current fads.
Trish had put on jeans, simple sandals, and a white blouse along with a strand of pearls. I was in jeans as well with a button-down dress shirt and ropers.
"Pat, if you do that again I'll castrate you. Remember, my dad taught me how when I was a girl," Trish stated in the middle of our drive.
"I'm not a calf," I said with a dismissive laugh.
"Same process," she replied pretending to be serious.
"Guess we're the early bird special crowd," I said a little later when we arrived at a half-empty parking lot.
Like the lot, the inside wasn't crowded, and I grabbed a longneck from the bar and a glass of wine for Trish, before taking a high table away from the dance floor. We spent the next hour out on the mostly empty dance floor while remembering the old times growing up in the country, and I marveled at my wife's skills. Despite our limited opportunities, she hadn't lost her touch, and although I felt my effort was passable, it lacked her effortless grace. Slowly, the place began to fill, and by ten-thirty, with three drinks in us, it had reached capacity.
"Are you having fun?" I asked Trish.
"Yes!" she replied, and I was pleased to see her dimples form with her smile.
We gave the waitress another drink order and then went out again. When we got back, there were two fresh drinks on the table, and standing next to it was a large black guy wearing an equally black Stetson. As we approached, he nodded at me and moved several steps away.
"How's it going?" I said to him over the din, trying not to appear like a hardass.
"Good...good, thanks. How are you folks?" he replied.
"Good as well," I answered.
Trish and I took our seats and started to chat, and after a few minutes, he wandered off. I watched him out of the corner of my eye thinking how much the world had changed to see black guys in a country place. Over the next hour, I watched him sporadically as he worked the room and noticed he had about a fifty percent success rate when asking a woman to dance. It was easy to see that he was an accomplished dancer and several times a second dance followed the first. When he finished, he always returned to his spot several steps from our table.
"Does it look like it's going to be a good night?" I yelled over to him while Trish was gone to the restroom.
"Average, but you can never tell for sure," he answered with a big grin.
"Gotta keep trying," I replied.
"Winston Miller," he suddenly said, offering his large hand.
"Pat Bishop," I replied.
"You guys come here much?" he asked.
"Never...it's our first time. Kids are with the grandparents and we have a free night," I explained.
I introduced him to Trish when she returned, and we all talked for a few minutes about trivial things before a dumpy white woman wearing a too-short skirt tugged on his sleeve. Very graciously, he accepted her invitation, and between conversations with Trish, I watched the couple.
"He's a good dancer," Trish said.
"Who?" I asked, genuinely confused.
"The black guy," she replied.
"Oh, yes. He seems to be. Seems to be a pretty nice guy, too," I stated.
Winston had to be over six feet tall and was solidly built, neither fat nor thin. He had broad shoulders and what looked to be a shaved head under his hat. He was wearing tight jeans and a red long-sleeve shirt, and I guessed that he was a few years younger than us, perhaps thirty or so. He remained with the woman through two songs and then tipped his hat and left her as she tugged at his sleeve. Like before, he returned to his spot several feet from our table, and a waitress brought him a fresh beer as he stood silently surveying the crowd.
"You're a good dancer. You must come here a lot," I said to him after a few minutes of silence that seemed awkward after our introductions.
"I do come here some, but I wouldn't say I'm very good," he replied with a short laugh.
"You are good," Trish chimed in from over my shoulder.
"Well, thank you. Coming from you that is a compliment. I've seen how good you are." he answered, and I noticed the way his eyes bore into Trish's.
"You want to join us?" I said, waving at the small table.
"Winston took the few steps over and was now standing alongside me. We chatted for a few minutes about various things, the bar, sports, and places to go around town. He and I carried on most of the conversation with Trish throwing in something occasionally.
"Oh, this is one of my favorite songs. May I dance with your wife?" Winston suddenly asked.
"Fine with me, Trish?" I said, turning to her.
Trish receiving an invitation to dance from another man was quite common although it usually occurred in our hometown from someone we had known our entire life. Rather than respond verbally, she got up from her seat and met Winston in front of the table. They walked towards the crowded floor with her a step ahead, and when they arrived, she turned and let him take her into his arms. His right hand landed respectfully on the small of her back and after entering the throng it soon became apparent that they were the class dancers on the floor.



Trish's father, like many small-town people of his generation, was profoundly racist. He would have severely scolded her, or worse if he knew she was dancing with a black man. This fact caused me to smile, as if we were being naughty, like skinny dipping at the river when we were younger.
When the song started, there was a space of four to six inches between their bodies, but as it progressed, the gap appeared to shrink, and when it ended, instead of returning, they stayed out and continued to dance through two more. Slowly, their bodies seemed to grow together until it looked like her breasts were in contact with his broad chest. All the time, they maintained a conversation, and by her expression, she appeared to be enjoying herself. Finally, they split and walked back to the table with Trish once again leading the way.
"Very impressive," I laughed, giving a small ovation as they approached.
They both smiled and I could see Trish had a slight sheen of sweat on her face. Winston found a stool to drag up to our table, and we picked up our aimless chatting now with Trish more involved in the discussions.
"It's your turn," she announced to me after about ten minutes.
We danced one song together with me now being more self-conscious of my skills then went back to the table despite her protests to continue. Some girl must have grabbed Winston because he was missing, and I scanned the room before finally spotting him dancing with a thin, skanky blond that looked to be over fifty. When he finished, I saw him meander his way back toward us, turning down a request along the way.
"You're the popular guy here," Trish said to him.
"I have a hard time saying no," he answered with a grin.
"Well, I think that's a noble thing," I replied.
"Maybe noble but often painful," he said with a laugh.
"If I ask you to dance, will you be noble with me?" Trish asked, which made me turn quickly towards her, as in all the time I had known her, going back to grade school, I couldn't recall her ever asking a man.
"I'd be honored," Winston replied, and with that, they left me, again.
They picked up right where they left off, exhibiting a natural fluidity, while somehow anticipating the other's moves. Now, Winston was holding her with no visible separation between them, and they spent their time talking oblivious to the others on the crowded floor. Watching them, I once more thought about her father's likely reaction, and as close as they were, knowing his temper, I doubted very much he would stop at a scolding.
Trish always attracted a lot of male attention and almost every time we went out, I could end up in a fight if I allowed jealousy to take charge. Long ago, I learned to deal with it and had absolute faith in Trish's fidelity but when you've been together a while, certain thoughts might occasionally appear. When we were first together and then married, I never had any visions of other men with her, and then, with kids, the focus shifted to family. But now, as I watched Winston embrace my wife, it was like seeing a completely different situation, and strange thoughts began percolating in my head.
Sure, I had fantasized a few times about Trish and other men. However, those times had generally been about her effect on them. Like when she was wearing a bikini and men were staring at her I sometimes wondered if they masturbated later thinking about her. Now, it was more real-time, and Winston was a black man, forbidden fruit from our upbringing, and she clearly enjoyed his company. For a moment, I allowed myself to think that my wife might be thinking about him sexually, then I snapped back, realizing I had gone off the deep end.
Like before, one song became two and then three before they returned. I watched them closely as my mind churned, and I saw his hand slip lower until it reached the top half of her ass. When they returned to the table, Trish was a bit out of breath, and I wondered if she had picked up on the signals Winston was giving off, as there was little question, that he had an interest.
It was now well past midnight, and the crowd was beginning to thin out. They sat down and immediately our conversation started again.
"Winston, you want to come by the house for a nightcap?" I blurted out awkwardly in the middle of the conversation.
"Are we leaving?" Trish asked.
"Yeah, it's late. Time to go with all the drinking," I replied, trying to regain some momentum.
"Yeah, I'd love a nightcap," he answered, and since he had no idea where we lived, it reinforced my view that he held other desires.
"Let me give you directions," I said.
"I'll map it, just give me the address," he answered.
I gave him the address and we settled up with the waitress and left. All the way home, we talked about a lot of things, but not about the fact that this black guy, who we just met, was coming over. I tried to get adventurous and asked Trish to show me her breasts, but she declined and told me to watch the road or I would be spending the night in jail. Arriving home, I went to the bar and made myself a drink wondering what might happen and how I would deal with it. Trish went to the bedroom and my mind went to thoughts of her returning in a teddy or at least a robe. Instead, when Winston arrived ten minutes later, Trish emerged in the same clothes minus only her shoes.
I made him a drink but Trish declined anything and they sat on opposite ends of our large leather couch while I sat in an easy chair. We talked through one drink and then another before Trish announced she was going to bed. I had tried hard to think of a way to inflame the sexual chemistry in the room but had completely struck out. The energy in the room took a major hit with her departure, and I had one more drink with Winston before he announced that he needed to get going. I'm sure he had thought there was some opportunity in the cards when he agreed to come over and in my demented state, I wondered if my wife had perhaps given some signals.
After cleaning up, I went to the dark bedroom and could sense that Trish was still awake. Because of this, I stripped down before sliding into the bed, and snuggling up against her, I was pleased to find that she was naked as well.
"Are you going to finish what you left earlier?" she asked as my hand found her breasts.
I pulled her onto her back, as my dick jumped instantly to life, and kissed her hungrily before moving my mouth to her tight nipples.
"Put it in," I commanded as I moved between her legs.
Trish's hand quickly found my dick and brought it to her opening. Pushing forward, I found her slit nice and slick, exactly as I had left it earlier that evening.
"You're so damn beautiful," I said as she wrapped her legs around my waist.
"Mmmm... no talking. Just make love to me," she answered.
"Did you enjoy your dancing?" I asked after we had begun to move together, unable to stay silent.
"I did. Thank you," she responded and moved to kiss me.
"You looked so good out there," I said before thinking.
"Looked?" she asked.
"Yes, with Winston," I replied boldly.
It was a risky statement, and if Trish took it the wrong way, I was dead but the alcohol and horniness I felt fueled my courage.
"We were just dancing like everyone else," she said defensively, and I felt a slight shudder sweep through her body.
"The other girls weren't dancing with a black guy that was holding them close, rubbing their butt, and trying to seduce them," I replied, going for broke.
"He wasn't..." she tried to answer.
"Yes, he was," I said, cutting her off, and then after several seconds of quiet, I continued, "You liked the attention, didn't you?"
"No more talking," she demanded, now moving her hips in a way intended to capture my attention.
I kissed her hard on the mouth, breaking down her defenses then stated, "Answer my question."
"Quiet, sweetie," she replied.
"Answer," I said forcefully, again.
"A little...some...I don't know," she replied with obvious embarrassment.
"Did you feel him rubbing against you?" I asked, continuing to push hard.
"No, now stop it," she answered and her body arched in an attempt to throw me off.
Instead, I put my hands on her shoulders and forced her down which she accepted with a frustrated sigh. I picked up the pace of our lovemaking and before long she began to respond. Kicking the covers off, she wound her body tightly around mine and soft mews, then whimpers started coming from her mouth. I kissed her neck, ears, and mouth while telling her how beautiful she was, which heightened her arousal and made her more engaged.
By now, I think she felt the questioning was over and she could enjoy the sex. I knew it was best to remain silent on the black man and enjoy my wife, but my mind had worked itself into a frenzy, and I was certain there was more in her head she wasn't sharing.
A colleague at work had once described during a night of drinking how he and his wife would pretend a scene during their lovemaking that might involve a strange place or a fantasy lover. He said it was amazing how hot the situation could become, and now my thoughts went to his descriptions as I moved in and out of my wife.
"Winston told me he wanted to have you," I blurted out awkwardly.
"What? Seriously, stop it, Pat," she demanded but kept rolling her hips into mine.
"Would you like that?" I asked, my lust now completely overwhelming my brain.
"No, we're married," she replied immediately, and then added, "Cut it out."
"Put your hands to your side and close your eyes tight," I commanded.
I expected an argument, but surprisingly, after a brief hesitation, she complied.
Then after several seconds, I said. "Pretend it's Winston inside you."
"Enough," Trish said, as her eyes shot open, and again, she pushed on my shoulders, but I took her hands, spread them out, and then ordered, "Close your eyes."
Trish looked at me for what felt like a minute and then closed them and relaxed her arms. When I took my hands away, she left her arms extended, and I let another minute pass before I spoke.
"Damn, Trish, you dance in bed as well as you do on the floor," I said in a mock Winston voice. There was no reply, so I continued, "I'm glad Pat gave me a chance. Do you like it?"
This time I could see Trish biting her lower lip and a slight almost imperceptible nod from her head.
"You ever been with a black man?" I asked, and this time she shook her head, and it was swift and clear. I tried to think of a command I could give to further test her participation, and after a few seconds I told her, "Put your hands over your head, baby."
There was just a moment of hesitation before Trish's hands slowly went over her head until they were touching the headboard. For better or worse, it seemed she was playing along.
"Tell me what you want," I demanded, getting bolder, and when she didn't reply, I repeated the question.
"I want...you," she said very faintly between her soft moans.
"What do you want?" I asked her, needing specifics.
"You," she replied, this time without prompting.
"Who?" I followed.
"Winston," she answered, which made my dick pulse inside her and my body shiver.
She was starting to participate in the role-playing, which made me so excited, I wasn't sure how long I would last. I knew Trish needed to cum first, so I slowed and made deliberate thrusts.
"You like this black dick, don't you?" I asked, continuing to play.
"Yesss...." Trish said softly a few seconds later, nodding her head slightly at the same time.
Her words forced me to bite my lip to keep from cumming and stars began to dance before my eyes.
I could feel her body start to get rigid telling me she was close, so if I could just hold out a bit longer, it would be okay. I thought of dead skunks and vomit, anything to last just a little longer, and luckily her moans quickly grew louder as her knees pulled back, lifting her feet in the air, indicating she was only seconds away.
"Oh, make me cum," she whined.
"Whose making you cum?" I demanded.
"Winston," she replied loudly, and with that, I completely lost control and started slamming into her rapidly as my dick shot its seed harder than I had ever experienced.
"Oh, damn! Damn!" I forced out.
My effort had turned out to be just enough, and I was thrilled when I felt her body begin to spasm beneath me.
"Oh, God...yes...God, yes...yes...yes...don't stop...don't stop...unnnggghh..." Trish cried out as her legs kicked the air and her hands gripped my shoulders with her fingernails.
I could feel her vaginal muscles begin to spasm, squeezing and then releasing my dick over and over. It was a powerful orgasm for her and she struggled to catch her breath, as did I. After regaining some control, my lips went to hers and I mauled her mouth sucking on her lips and pushing my tongue deep.
"I love you," I said as I lifted above her so I could stare into her face.
"Say it again," she demanded.
"I love you desperately," I replied, and then kissed her again.
We fell asleep soon after, still tangled in each other's arms.
For the rest of the weekend, we relaxed around the house and enjoyed quiet time by the pool making love several times each day. Neither of us brought up the role-playing, but it remained a powerful vision in my brain. It had been a significant step for Trish, a far cry from her passionate yet conventional style, and I wasn't sure where to go with it but knew it was something I wanted to explore further. Sunday, Trish went to church, as usual, and I'm sure she prayed for our salvation from the sin we had recently experienced.
When Monday came around we were like giddy teenagers calling and texting hourly and making sexual innuendos about what would happen when we got home. All week, I took her to a different restaurant each evening, but we would return early and make love late into the night.
On Friday, we went to an early dinner, and then to a play, she had wanted to see. Trish had dressed well and of course, had attracted the normal looks from appreciative men. It was over by ten, and we debated whether to go for a drink somewhere or return home. We decided on home and had already arrived when I received a text on my phone while Trish was in the bathroom.
Was hoping to see y'all here tonight -- Winston
I had forgotten we had exchanged phone numbers, and that we had talked about returning to the club the following week after Trish had gone to bed. The text gave me an instant erection as the memory of the role-playing came rushing back and it spurred my desire to see her and Winston together. Maybe, I thought, the interaction would inspire her and lead to another role-playing episode. The problem was it was now approaching eleven and I had no good reason for suggesting we go out after just arriving home. Still, I felt it was an opportunity that deserved a try, so I pressed forward.
"Trish, I'm bored. You want to go dancing again?" I asked when she returned from the bathroom.
"I don't know it's already late," she answered, not enthusiastic but not saying no, either.
"We can go for an hour or so and burn off some energy. Last time it was still hopping till after midnight," I reminded her.
"You promise you won't just sit around?" she queried.
"I promise," I laughed, crossing my heart.
I had to wonder if she suspected anything, although if she did, she was hiding it extremely well.
Fifteen minutes later we left the house and twenty minutes after that we arrived. Trish had selected a jean skirt with a simple top and while she changed, I texted Winston that we might be coming. We got in, but since it was peak time there were no tables, so we stood near the bar and ordered a round then immediately went to the floor. I stayed out with Trish for four songs, which pleased her greatly, and hopefully dispelled any thought that there was an ulterior motive on my part. I hadn't seen Winston to that point and thought maybe he had already left but I finally spotted him dancing with an attractive woman making me wonder if had already made a connection for the evening.
After sitting out a couple of songs, we returned to the dance floor. I was scoring huge points with Trish and honestly having a pretty good time, as I felt I was moving well that night. This time, as we returned to our drinks we ran into Winston, and after I shook his hand, he gently hugged Trish who seemed completely at ease. Almost immediately, he asked her to dance and after a look at me for approval, they departed.
They were gone for some time and I lost count of the songs before I saw them headed back toward me through the crowd. I had found a high table, not too far from where we had been standing, and Trish and I sat while Winston stood on the other side of her. When Trish was sitting, the jean skirt only covered her to mid-thigh and I caught him several times staring at her beautiful legs.
After a brief rest, Trish pulled me out again, but after one song I feigned fatigue preferring to see her and the black together. Sure enough, as soon as we returned, he took her hand and led her back out. I was watching intently now, fueled by my building sordid thoughts, and was pleased to see they were quite close. I knew he could feel her breasts against his chest and she was likely feeling his manhood, too. His right hand was low on her hip and it seemed that he was slowly stroking the top of her ass but from my distance, I couldn't be sure. He held his head tilted down close to her, and they appeared to be talking, and in my mind, it was about something intimate. The scene made me think about the role-playing I hoped to enjoy later and I knew I would use some of what I now witnessed.
Just as they returned, the PA announced that it was the last call, and there followed an awkward silence as we sat around the table. I wasn't sure if Winston looked forward to another invite to our place since his last visit had proved uneventful, nor did I know how Trish might respond but having come this far it didn't seem right to give up. As I struggled to determine how to proceed, it was Winston who finally took the initiative.
"Can I return the hospitality from last week? Will y'all come to my place for a nightcap?" he asked.
"Uhhh...uhhh..." I stammered at first but recognizing the window of opportunity might quickly close, I decided to go with it, and said, "Sure...that sounds good."
In making the decision, I hadn't dared look at my wife and felt a little surprised when she offered no protest. After settling with the waitress and getting directions, we headed for the door but her silence let me know that she wasn't happy about the plan.
"Why did you agree to this?" she asked as soon as we were in the car.
"I don't know...he did come to our place," I responded, and then added, "You didn't say anything."
"It would have been rude," she replied.
"I see...well, we don't have to stay long," I answered, realizing I had made a mistake.
With that, the silence returned and we were halfway to Winston's house when Trish suddenly blurted out, "I'm not going to do anything."
"Uh, okay honey. Who said you were?" I answered, disappointed about her state and realizing the evening had ended before it even started.
"I'm just telling you, I'm not," she replied.
Winston's pickup was in the driveway when we arrived. The small bungalow sat on a narrow street in the middle of a lower-middle-class neighborhood but even in the dark, we could tell his home showed more upkeep than the others. The black man opened the door before we could knock and we stepped into a neat living room with a sofa along the back wall facing a coffee table and a recliner on the far end. A TV sat opposite and he had tuned it to a jazz music station that filled the room with a sensual rhythm. He motioned for us to sit and then disappeared and we moved to the sofa with me on the end and Trish in the middle. Soon, he returned with three small glasses filled with a dark liquor that he announced was Cognac, and after raising his glass in a toast, he moved to the recliner. I couldn't recall if my wife had ever tried Cognac but while Winston and I sipped ours, she downed hers quickly and our host dutifully rose and provided a refill.



By her fidgeting and glances, I could tell she was nervous which meant it was unlikely that any play would occur. Indeed, it all suddenly seemed quite silly and I chastised myself for thinking our one night of roleplay would lead to Trish engaging directly with the black man. Contrary to my wife's nervousness, Winston showed complete calm and had his eyes riveted on her lovely thighs, nicely revealed in her seated position, and he made no effort to hide his leers. We managed to maintain a casual conversation through another round of drinks and I noticed Trish slowly start to relax.
Perhaps, Winston picked up on it too because he started complimenting her on her dancing skills which lead to several comments on her beauty. She tried to laugh them off but I sensed she enjoyed the attention and picking up on his direction, I started helping, and soon we had declared her the best-looking woman in the club. Initially, I had hoped to get her into a good state for some follow-on role-playing and when the sexual tension started to slowly build in the room, I thought things looked promising. The memory of Trish's responses from our previous episode, coupled with my alcohol-fueled brain, made my dick hard and my mind surged with wild thoughts. Just a little something would provide great fodder for later but I was clueless about what to do, so finally, in frustration, I simply took Trish's head in my hands, turned her towards me, and kissed her.
"Pat!" she whispered hoarsely to me as her hands tried to push me away.
"It's okay," I replied, using my strength to hold her close and then kissed her again.
She tried to squirm away for a while before she stopped and accepted my kisses, although with no passion. I guessed she thought that I would stop if she didn't respond, but I kept at her, and during one of the kisses her hands quit pushing on my shoulders. Opening my eyes, I could see her trying to push the skirt down her legs, and I guessed it had risen while I was pulling her against me. When I looked over at Winston, he was staring at her legs with a big smile and when he spotted my gaze, he offered a conspiratorial wink. With that, I started kissing along her sensitive neck and after a few seconds, I felt her shudder. Strangely, when it had passed, she seemed to relax a little and I noticed that it wasn't taking as much strength to hold onto her in place anymore.
"I'm sorry, my husband is being inappropriate," Trish announced, while I continued with my light kisses.
"Looks beautiful to me Trish," Winston replied.
"Hopefully, he'll stop soon," she said condescendingly.
Ignoring her attempt at gaining control. I found her mouth again and brought her arm around my neck so she would quit fidgeting with the skirt as at least in my mind, she seemed to be softening some. I didn't know if it was a result of my tender kisses or Winston's encouragement but I wasn't battling her anymore.
Suddenly, I felt movement on the couch and I knew without looking that Winston was now sitting on the other side of Trish. His presence caused her to break free of my embrace, and after deliberately smoothing her clothes, she took a long drink of the smooth liquor while staring straight ahead. I could tell she was very nervous but for some reason, this only emboldened me more.
I took her hand in mine making her move her glass to the other and then kissed her gently on the cheek. When she didn't protest, I tilted her head to me and kissed her lightly on the mouth for several seconds until she broke away, and with a deep breath, she sat up and once more fixed her gaze in front. After giving her a minute of respite, I repeated the sequence, kissing her cheek, neck, and mouth until she once again stopped me.
It was what happened next that both surprised and shocked me. I was giving her another break, intending to once more kiss her in front of Winston when she had calmed when I heard a gasp, and turning, I saw that our black host now had his lips on her sensitive neck. Like me, when he finished, he turned her head to him and kissed her on the lips softly until she pulled away with a start.
Trish, still with the glass in her hand, looked down at the floor as her breasts rose and fell from her labored breathing. At that moment, Winston tilted his head behind hers, looked at me, and smiled. It was a heavy erotic moment, and suddenly my thoughts of creating something for later were replaced by a burning desire to see where it all might go, just how far my beautiful wife might let things develop.
"Ready to go?" she asked nervously.
"No, not yet," I answered without elaborating.
She stared at me with an odd expression that seemed to be part pleading and part defiance and I braced for resistance so I was surprised when she let me turn her head and kiss her gently. That connection was quickly followed by a more forceful one where I made her entwine her tongue with mine. When it ended, I used my fingers against her chin to turn her head until Winston's lips found hers, and for the next few minutes, we traded her lips back and forth, while listening to her sighs grow and watching her lovely chest push against her blouse as her breathing became ragged.
"Mmmm..." Trish emitted through our kiss as I took my turn. She was able to break from my mouth and exclaim, "No!"
Looking over at Winston I saw that his hand was now stroking her thigh from the knee to the edge of the skirt which had settled mid-thigh. He had a strange look on his face like he was almost in a trance, and I realized he wanted my wife very badly.
"Enough Pat," she whispered, but rather than respond verbally, I turned her to kiss me again.
I could feel Trish squirming, but I kept my lips on hers and slowly she settled down. However, just when I thought she had relaxed, she began squirming again but this time more forcefully.
"Pat he's touching me!" she gasped.
My eyes shot down and I saw the black man's fingers had disappeared under the skirt. It looked like he was making slow circular motions high on the inside of her thigh, and I felt a brief pang of jealousy and guilt when I realized this relative stranger was starting to explore my wife's beautiful body.
"Your turn," I said to him, tilting my wife's head his way thinking he would use his hand to hold her head while they kissed.
Fortunately, he did, but this time his kiss was much more passionate and he pushed her back until her head was against the padding of the couch. Trish, for balance, reached out with her hand and found his thick bicep, and after they had connected for at least a minute, I heard a soft sighing sound coming from her as I watched her hand slowly stroke his arm.
It left no doubt that we were making her aroused and while exciting, I also felt some trepidation. Nonetheless, after watching a bit longer, it was my hand that went to her thigh and climbed beneath her skirt. I stroked the soft flesh on the inside of her thigh and then got another surprise when she opened her legs a few inches as if inviting me to go further. At that instant, Winston broke the kiss and I watched my wife staring into his eyes before she slowly redirected them to me. Her mouth was still partly open, her face flushed and she had a vacant, distant expression.
"Pat?" she spoke very softly.
I knew she was seeking reassurance, so I leaned into her and kissed her as Winston had done. As our tongues danced together, I felt and heard soft purrs from her and soon her arm was wrapped around my neck. Our kiss turned hungry and it so captured my attention that it was only when I felt her suddenly become stiff and heard a squeal escape that I remembered the presence of our black host.
"Man, these panties are wet," he said in a low voice.
Breaking the kiss, I saw him bent over her with his shaved head shining, and beneath her skirt, I could see his hand moving.
"Oh, Pat," she grunted then with a deep moan said, "Pat it's...ohhh..."
She seemed stunned and when we made eye contact her look registered as part confusion and part desperation. I broke the stare by kissing her again deeply to which she only slightly responded.
"Ohhhhh..." a hard breath came from her, and without breaking the kiss or looking down, I wondered if he had worked a finger inside her panties. My suspicions were confirmed when she suddenly broke away and exclaimed, "No! Not there, just kissing."
Again, for a moment I thought about stopping everything, but my own strange, erotic interests won out. I realized I was now shaking from the excitement, and although I was a little ashamed, I continued holding Trish.
"She is soaked," Winston declared, and I saw that he had worked her skirt far up her thighs.
With his words, Trish tried to rise, but I could tell she had little strength.
"Please, Pat," she begged.
I forced her lips back to mine, and kissed her once more, pushing my tongue deep into her mouth. So far, it had proven to be a good technique as it seemed to distract her from the situation. At first, she was non-responsive, but as I explored her mouth she began to move her tongue over mine.
"Mmm...mmm..." she whined in my mouth only seconds later, and since I knew her noises were likely a result of Winston's manipulation, I kept kissing her.
Together we toyed with her body, me kissing her lips, ears, and neck while Winston fingered her wet pussy. Trish was no longer fighting and soft purring sounds were starting to come from her which made me even more excited, and even though things were proceeding well past my expectations, I had no intention of stopping.
I heard a zipper moving slowly and prepared myself for Trish to try and break free, but our lips stayed connected in what was another long kiss. However, seconds after the sound stopped, my wife slid through my arms, and breaking the kiss, I could see that Winston had her naked from the waist down with her butt positioned at the edge of the couch. With a huge smile, he quickly lowered his large head between her legs.
"Oh. my God," she forced out with a heavy breath while giving me the look of a trapped animal, "Pat, I'm not like this."
"It's okay honey. You look beautiful. Just go with it," I encouraged her.
Her eyes continued to stare into mine, but I see could her drifting away as Winston's tongue danced on her pussy.
Within seconds, a wet slurping sound from the combination of her juices and his saliva filled the room, and soon, her whimpers joined the mix as I watched the back of his head move between her legs. Knowing that she was responding to Winston's efforts, I went for her top and after fumbling nervously with the buttons, I freed her blouse. Seconds later, I had her bra unclasped and she barely noticed as I pushed it off her breasts but when my mouth locked onto one of her erect nipples, she let us know her state.
"Mmmm...ohhh...ohhh..." she responded, thrusting her chest against me.
The urgency of Trish's moans rapidly built and breaking for a moment to look, I could see she had her legs well spread and had moved her right hand to the back of Winston's head. Meanwhile, our black friend had surreptitiously started to get undressed and had his shirt unbuttoned and his pants undone. Also, somehow, he had kicked off his boots which lay in a pile a few feet behind him. I returned to her breasts and began nibbling gently on her nipples which made her shiver and brought more cries from her mouth.
I knew we were headed toward a moment of truth, and it came sooner than I expected when she suddenly cried out as her body stiffened, "No, Winston. Not that!"
Looking down, somehow Winston had managed to get completely naked except for his red socks and now knelt between her legs with his stiff cock touching the inside of her thigh. His thick barrel chest and heavy thighs exuded a look of raw power and the fire in his eyes made me realize that in his highly aroused state, he might be hard to stop. Trish was looking between Winston and me through wild eyes as heavy breaths emerged from her partially opened mouth, and when I smiled down at her, she gave me a puzzled look in return.
Winston's circumcised cock was very dark, noticeably long, and fat at the base through the middle, but tapered to a pointed tip. Several veins protruded from the tight flesh with the most prominent one running most of his length on top before finally twisting underneath. The head was a much lighter shade, almost purple, which gave him a two-toned look, and when he took his shaft into his large, meaty hand, several inches still showed. With drops of liquid evident at the opening, he worked it down the inside of her thigh but when he got close to her shaved pussy, Trish quickly placed her hand over her slit. Undeterred, Winston began running the tip over the back of her hand while smiling down at her.
"You said nothing would happen," she said, but in a way that I thought had some question to it as well.
"Relax Trish," I replied, evading a direct answer.
I wanted to say more. I wanted to tell her we were doing it together, so it was okay, but my mouth was so dry that I had to force every word and suddenly, I felt turmoil. Did I really want to see our long, loving relationship invaded by an outsider? Also, we hadn't discussed and agreed on this outcome which made it feel coerced. Still, for some reason, the scene before me felt so compelling that I couldn't bring myself to interject.
Trish's hand, placed tightly over her sex, left the sensitive area between her labia and leg exposed and Winston's cock found the right spot gliding up and down until her skin glistened with his pre-cum. Despite her defense, her eyes followed his cock as it traced over her flesh and twice the tough caused her to flinch.
"Move your hand baby," Winston spoke in a soft but deliberate voice.
"Yes, move your hand, Trish. Winston won't put it in if you don't want it. Will you?" I said, oddly finding my voice.
"Course not," he answered, but with the lust in his eyes, I wasn't sure.
Trish stared at me with a confused look but slowly moved her hand until it rested on her lower abdomen. As soon as her pussy appeared, we could see that her lips were wet and flowered open from her excitement and Winston's tongue. The black man wasted no time in moving closer and placed his shaft directly on top of her slit. With her hips tilted up, he could run his cock over the full length of her, which he did as she watched. Then, he lifted the heavy shaft several inches and milked it slowly until a single drop of fluid emerged, fell into her folds, and instantly disappeared.
"Ohhh..." Trish gasped when it landed.
The black man repeated the process as my wife watched intently and as his cum dangled, he said, "Yeah, baby, get ready."
"Mmmm," she responded when it fell but this time it was in a whiny, needy voice, and at that moment, I knew he had a real chance to penetrate her.
Once more, he brought his cock to her pussy, but this time he used the head to massage over and around her clit. I remained perfectly still while Winston manipulated her as I didn't want to distract from the scene but I now realized my breathing was heavy and my body trembled slightly as I watched things unfold. Without question, I had helped manipulate her to reach this point, but I decided that the final act, if it were to occur, would be all her decision. It was an odd rationalization and I was torn as on one hand, I had become so excited that I wanted to see Winston take her but I also had a part of me pulling for my wife to demonstrate her virtue.
Winston's cock was having its intended effect based on the continuous needy whimpers now coming from Trish. Also, her pelvis was rolling ever so slightly, unable to stay still from the attention to her clit. As I watched, the black man took her hand and brought it to his thick cock and held it there as he continued to rub her, and in less than a minute, when he removed his hand, Trish continued to rub herself with the dark shaft. Her feet, having left the floor, now hovered in the air and her chest was heaving, but her eyes maintained their lock on the black man's heavy cock.
"Put it in," Winston demanded in a hoarse whisper.
"Pat?" Trish asked in a nervous voice but never diverted her eyes.
"Put it in," he demanded again.
"Pat?" she asked again, this time looking up at me.
"You look so beautiful," I said, staring into her eyes.
"Put it in," Winston demanded, this time more forcefully.
She stopped her manipulation of his cock, and for a moment I thought it was all over, but then she pushed him down, lifted her hips, and suddenly he was at her wet opening.
"Oh, God...oh God, it's in me!" she cried out when he flexed his hips, suddenly impaling her halfway. Winston backed out slowly, and then pushed forward again, this time burying his thick cock almost completely inside her, "Oh, God! Oh, my God! Oh, no!"
Winston put a hand on each hip and lifted her into a good position then began to fuck her with fast strokes. She was staring, almost mesmerized, at his cock working itself in and out like a piston, and although I watched the mating from just an arm's length away, I felt like an outsider. Soon, his veined shaft was covered with her secretions and not long after that, a wet slurping sound started in rhythm with his movement. Decadent didn't begin to describe the scene and my head was spinning but my body seemed incapable of movement.
"Damn, it's tight," Winston declared, then added, "This is some good pussy."
"Ughhh, ughhh, ughhh..." Trish grunted openly in response to each thrust as the thick weapon completely conquered its victim, and seconds later, when the black man rolled a nipple with his fingers, he brought forth even more, "Ohhh, ohhh, oh, yes, oh Winston."
"Squeeze my cock baby," he instructed her, and then seconds later said, "Yeah, like that. Damn, it's tight."
Winston continued to pinch her nipples, first one and then the other as he enjoyed the feeling of her pussy squeezing his shaft. My wife had surrendered completely and now had her lovely legs wrapped around his waist as her hands gripped his large arms tightly. I'll never forget the look on her face at that moment which showed deep arousal and lust along with a wild hunger I had never seen before.
Our host stopped his assault on her nipples, leaned forward, and kissed her fully on the lips which she returned eagerly. Several times, she had to break away to squeal in joy from the feeling in her pussy but she always returned her mouth to his, and even though I had encouraged, even manipulated her to have sex with the man, I started to have doubts, as it seemed I was watching someone I didn't know.
"I knew you'd be a good fuck," he told her, as his heretofore gentlemanly manners rapidly started to disappear.
"You fucked black cock before?" he asked, forcing the raw question out between his grunts.
"No," Trish answered in a whiny voice, as her hands began stroking his biceps.
"You like it?" he demanded, and when Trish didn't respond, he asked again, "Do you, baby?"
"Pat this isn't right," Trish suddenly called out, although her legs stayed firmly locked around the man's waist.
Even in my erotically clouded brain, I realized she was either seeking my reassurance or truly needed me to step in and put a stop to it. It was another moment of truth. Our world that seemed so perfect a week ago now might be on the rocks if I let it continue. However, the words from her mouth seemed contrary to her appearance as she appeared flushed, with a sheen of perspiration on every part of her body, her nipples were hard, her mouth hung open, she struggled for breath, and she had glazed eyes. Indeed, it looked to me that she was enjoying the thorough fucking, so despite my misgivings, I decided to offer my reassurances.
"Go with it, Trish. It's okay," I told her, and she looked at me for just a moment before returning them to the heavy black cock pistoning into her pussy.



"Oh, God," she groaned loudly, in a tone that indicated both pleasure and need.
"You liking it?" Winston asked again with labored breath and when Trish merely nodded her head, he demanded, "Don't be quiet, woman. Tell me you like it."
"Yes, I like it!" she blurted out, and at the same time she reached for my neck and pulled me down to kiss her.
When we broke our kiss, Trish whispered into my ear, "Is this what you want?"
"Yes, honey. Let yourself go," I whispered back.
I kissed her again but she really didn't return it as she lost herself rapidly into the fucking she was getting from Winston, and I thought my permission might have allowed her to shed any guilt.
Without warning, Winston put his arms around her waist, lifted her, and then stood, never losing his place in her pussy.
"Bedtime," he stated as they looked at each other.
Winston carried her toward the hall, with her staring passionately up at him, and soon they disappeared from my sight. I waited on the couch for several minutes before following but their sounds made them easy to find, and the light filtering through the thin curtains allowed me to see everything. Winston had positioned her in the middle of a low, queen-sized bed and was on top of her in the missionary position. I watched as his ass rhythmically rose and fell as they fucked while she provided a serenade of sexual sounds ranging from deep grunts to tiny squeals. Trish's had her legs wrapped around him with her arms looped around his neck and he repeatedly found her lips and connected with her in deep, powerful kisses. Each time their mouths met, it gave the room a short break from her cries, which only added to the surreal nature. I dropped onto a folding chair to the side of the bed not knowing what to do, although certain that if I touched my cock, I would immediately explode.
I was amazed at how long they lasted. I knew my wife was dealing with a mixed-up head but Winston, I thought, experiencing a pretty, new conquest, would have climaxed by now. However, he showed no sign of flagging and seemed determined to extract every ounce of pleasure from Trish like she was a gift from heaven.
"Baby, your pussy is made for my cock," he told her, and then leaned down and kissed her once more, not waiting for a reply.
"Do you like it?" she replied in a way that made me think she loved him saying it and wanted to hear more.
"Yeah, baby. We're going to do this a lot," he responded.
Trish's hand went to the back of his head, pulling his lips to hers, providing another sign of their intimacy as well as an indication of the extent of her surrender.
Over the next couple of minutes, Winston became very verbal using raw language that made me cringe but my wife showed no sign of offense. Indeed, they were occasionally whispering to each other which drove me mad as I speculated about what they were sharing. It was after one lengthy shared session that he suddenly spoke to her in a louder, more demanding voice.
"Say it louder." He grunted.
"Fuck me," I heard in a faint voice from Trish.
"Louder," he told her again.
"Fuck me," she immediately responded in a clear voice.
"Yeah, baby. You like it. You know you do," he replied and went at her with renewed vigor.
I could only recall Trish using the "f" word twice. Both times were when she was exceedingly angry and certainly never during lovemaking. I realized she was responding to Winston in a very different way, and that it wasn't about relational love, rather, it was all about carnal, almost animalistic, need.
Trish's response to his fresh assault made me think she was now on a countdown to climax. Her hands, which at first couldn't remain still as they roamed his back, settled on his ass, and as I watched, she started to pull him into her at the end of each thrust. It was so deeply erotic that I could feel my cock leaking inside my jeans.
"Oh, God, do it," she begged him.
"Do what woman?" he demanded immediately.
"Do it. Fuck me," she replied through labored breaths.
"Come on baby. Cream all over this black cock," he instructed her.
All the signs were there that she was ready to orgasm. She got very quiet, her breathing was uneven, and her legs started rising until her knees came back toward her chest. I was prepared for her to climax, but the magnitude of it when it hit was truly shocking.
"Ohhh... Ohhh, fuck... Fuck me... Fuck me good," Trish begged her lover, and then just seconds later, she demanded, "Harder, baby...do it harder...God, yes...oh, yes..."
Winston fulfilled her request slamming into her while her body bucked on the bed like she was trying to throw him off. Her head was thrashing back and forth, throwing her hair all around and she was struggling so hard to breathe, I thought she might hyperventilate. As she started to come down from her climax, Winston, inspired by her release, started his.
"Oh, yeah baby. Here it comes, here it comes, take it all woman," he announced as he slammed into her.
"Yes, yes, oh Winston yes," Trish panted, still not completely through her orgasm.
"Damn, woman, I'm filling you up," he grunted, and I could see his ass and thighs had become rigid.
Quickly, his movement became ragged, and although he tried to continue his thrusts, after a few movements he collapsed onto my wife.
Sitting there watching them try to catch their breath, I realized I had never seen Trish have an orgasm like that. Winston had been demanding, raw and forceful and seemed to bring out a whole new dimension in her. At that moment, a new sound started coming from their tangled bodies and I realized Trish was sobbing. On rare occasions, her orgasms could be so powerful that she would start crying so I wondered if it was that or if the guilt had finally caught up with her. However, just seconds later, when I saw them kiss, I had the answer, and it hit me hard. Sex, even raunchy sex, was one thing but this signified an intimate emotional connection. Needing some air, I left the room, grabbed my drink, and sat on the sofa staring into the dark.
As I sipped the drink and let the events run through my head, I knew there would be hell to pay with Trish for pushing her, although, she wouldn't be able to deny that it hadn't been all pushing. No doubt, there would be lots of tears and lots of talking but I rationalized that seeing her respond in a completely sexual way was worth the emotional energy it was going to take. She had acted like a different woman, one that I didn't know existed, and now in the open, I wanted to learn more.
I gave them twenty minutes thinking it would be enough time for her to dress, as I wasn't interested in any awkward words with him. So, I was more than a little surprised when I found them still together when I returned.
As soon as I entered the hall, I heard the unmistakable sound of sex, and when I got to the door, before me was my wife on top of her new lover, grinding her pelvis into his while his large hands fondled her breasts. After the fresh air, the pungent smell of sex filled my nostrils.
"Trish just wanted a little more," Winston informed me with a big grin when I came into view.
My wife who had her eyes closed when I came in turned my way when she heard him speak and gave me a naughty smile like our daughter did when caught doing something she wasn't supposed to.
"Looks like you're enjoying yourself," I said to her forcing a smile.
My wife nodded her head and never slowed her movements on the black man. Not knowing what else to do, I returned to the chair and watched her ass moving as she rode him. Soon, Winston started pinching her nipples which caused her to gasp each time, but also squeeze down on his thick cock, an action that he announced and encouraged repeatedly. After fifteen minutes, they didn't seem any closer to an outcome, and I was getting tired and frustrated.
"Honey, I think it's time to call it a night," I said.
Trish kept fucking him for another thirty seconds then stopped and started to get off, but suddenly dropped back into place.
"Just another minute," she said.
"Take your time woman," the black man laughed.
Before long, she stopped again and this time she dismounted from our host. In the process, I got a good look at her pussy which was gaping wide, and all around her opening was a frothy cream whipped up from their juices. Winston followed her off the bed, and then pulled her to him and kissed her on the mouth while his hand squeezed her ass.
"Let me get dressed," Trish giggled after they separated.
"No need for that. Why don't you stay the night?" he asked.
"No, we need to go," she whispered soothingly after shooting a glance my way.
The lovers moved to the living room and I followed, intending to intervene if they started to try and go at it again but Winston allowed Trish to put on her clothes as he watched. Already, I could see she had love bites on both breasts and one at the base of her neck, and when she finished, he followed us to the door where the naked man connected in a final kiss with my wife with the front door open and the porch light on. Any nosey neighbor would have gotten quite an eyeful and no doubt wondered what exactly was going on.
We climbed into the car and made the entire drive home in awkward silence. As soon as we stepped inside, Trish made for the bathroom and I slowly undressed but when she hadn't appeared after a few minutes, I moved to the door. It opened and suddenly I stood face to face with my naked who I had caught inspecting herself in the mirror. After recovering from the surprise, she spotted my erect dick and she stepped over and took it into her hand.
"You want some too?" she asked in a sultry whisper.
My mouth was so dry I was afraid my words would come out as a squeak so I just nodded my head and she took me by the hand and led me to the bed. I let her climb on first and when she opened her legs, for the second time, I got a good look at the damage Winston had done to her normally delicate pussy. My gaze caught her attention and she gave me an odd look.
"What's wrong?" she asked.
"Nothing," I quickly replied, then climbed onto her.
Trish took me in her hand and pulled me to her opening, and when I dropped down, my dick fell easily into her meeting no resistance. It was such a far cry from normal that at first, I didn't think I was inside her. It was just a completely wet feeling almost like my dick was in a jar of warm lotion. Also, I could smell his scent all over her, both on her skin and in her hair, and all these things combined to bring on an intense need to add my semen to his, so I started pushing into her rapidly. My actions were too rapid with her swollen opening and I kept falling out, so I switched to short strokes and ground my pelvis into hers. While I rutted at her with intensity, Trish remained still with her hands on my back and let out soft sighs.
Knowing her pussy was filled with another man's fresh seed turned out to be a very intense vision and it was only a few short minutes before I added my cum to her slit. I collapsed on top of her shaking and gasping for breath, while my wife held me and stroked my hair.
"Never again, Pat. God, what would my dad say?" she whispered to me.
"I know," I replied, and for some reason a picture of her in the front yard of their house being whipped flashed in my head.
There were three texts on my phone when I finally looked at it the next morning, all from Winston. The first thanked me for letting him have Trish, the second one said how beautiful she was, and the last asked how she was doing. I put the phone down without responding and started fixing breakfast. Twenty minutes later, I had a nice tray prepared for my wife.
"Breakfast, honey," I whispered to her as she lay asleep with the aromas of the prior evening still filling the room.
"Mmmm, what time is it?" she asked, stretching beneath the covers while turning onto her back.
"It's after ten," I told her, and after she lifted into a sitting position, I placed the tray across her lap.
Sometime during the night, she had slipped on a t-shirt that covered the love bites, but her body still reeked of sex. An awkward silence followed while she ate her food and although she occasionally looked at me, she never spoke.
"Bring me some more coffee, please," she said as I removed the tray, and when I returned, she looked straight into my eyes, and commanded, "Sit down."
"Okay," I answered as I handed her the mug.
I braced myself for the attack I knew was coming but she sipped the coffee in silence for over a minute before deciding she was ready.
"You let another man...sorry let me rephrase that...you made your wife have sex with another man," she stated.
It was a partially factual statement that I could argue but I knew what she was seeking was an explanation. I started to speak and then caught myself, as the motivations I held in the dark of night, after drinking and seeing my wife dancing closely with another man, a black man, didn't make sense in the morning light. I couldn't think of anything to say that would be sufficient or understandable.
"I'm sorry," I finally feebly.
"That's it? You know I'm still carrying his semen. Doesn't that bother you?" she asked.
"I screwed up honey," I replied struggling to maintain eye contact, and then the thought hit me, "Is it still an okay time?"
We hadn't been using condoms because she was in the safe time of her cycle, however, I couldn't help but ask.
"She fixed me with a cold stare that lasted a long time, and then replied, "Yes, I won't get pregnant. But, it's not okay."
"Well...uhhh...that's...uh...okay," I stammered.
Trish was silent again for over a minute before she finally spoke. "I want to take a shower, but we have more to talk about."
She stayed in the bathroom for over an hour then retreated to our bedroom behind closed doors before emerging thirty minutes later looking very smart in slacks and a short sleeve blouse. No one would think that this beautiful young mother had spent the previous night in bed having raw sex with a black lover.
"I'm going to run some errands and do some shopping," she announced.
"Want me to come with you?" I asked in a cowed voice.
"No, I think I prefer to be alone," she answered, with her words cutting me like a knife as normally she would have been thrilled about me accompanying her.
Trish didn't get home until almost six that evening, finally appearing with several bags from her favorite stores. Feeling very guilty, I met her and helped her carry in her things then offered to make her some tea, which she declined. She turned down dinner out as well, so I decided to make pasta and salad which kept me busy while she piddled in the bedroom.
"Smells good," she declared when she emerged almost forty minutes later.
She had changed into some old flannel sweatpants and a t-shirt but still looked good.
"There's wine open on the table," I told her, nodding towards the bottle and glasses that I had put out.
Trish poured two glasses and then handed me one. There followed a stilted conversation as the heaviness of the previous night's reality filled the room and her true state remained unclear. Part of me thought she was trying to make a point and wanted to rub my nose in it but I wasn't completely sure, so I elected to just take my medicine and be patient.
She called her parents and caught up on the kid's adventures and I could see her smiling broadly. After spending a few minutes with each of our children she hung up just as dinner was ready. We made it through the meal with a polite but awkward conversation and then moved to the living room to watch TV. Trish curled up on one end of the couch while I sat on the other and for some reason, my thoughts went to Winston's house and how we had shared my wife as she sat between us. A smile came to my face as I recalled the look of abandon in her eyes when he pushed his thick cock inside her.
"What are you smiling about?" Trish asked from her spot.
"Oh, nothing," I stumbled, caught flat-footed.
"Sure, right," my wife replied, kicking at me with her foot, as somehow, she had accurately read my thoughts and was taking umbrage.
"I'm serious," I replied in protest, trying to recover.
"Patrick you're a horrible liar and you've always been a horrible liar. Why do you even try? It's just pitiful," she taunted me in a way that made it difficult to tell if she was being playful or pointed.
I grabbed her feet and pulled her towards me until she was flat on her back then moved on top of her pushing her legs around my waist and grabbing her hands by the wrist as she raised them to push away.
"I love you," I said, and then kissed her.
She accepted my lips at first then turned her head away after several seconds.
"You have funny ways of showing it," she declared.
I knew she was trying to position last night's encounter as my fault, but I wasn't going to accept all the blame, and I had grown tired of her pouting.
"You enjoyed yourself," I answered bluntly.
It was a factual statement, but not the answer she expected and her eyes flashed at me with a mixture of surprise and anger.
"Get off me," she demanded.
"No," I said and positioned my body where she couldn't get free.
"Pat, please get off me," she demanded as her face took on a stern expression and she utilized her deliberate voice which was her standard methodology when she became upset.
"No," I said again, and then moved my lips to her neck and started nuzzling.
"Pat, stop it. Get the hell off me," she tried again, as the composed woman quickly vanished.
"Quit acting this way. You've been a pain in the ass all day. Look, it happened, we did it. From where I was sitting you were having a good time, so quit being so high and mighty." I spewed, as once the words started, they just kept coming.
"We're supposed to be married and you're supposed to protect me, but instead you push this...this thing to happen. It's not right and I'm so ashamed. What would our parents say? What would my dad say? And why do you want another man with your wife? Inside her and then...then...ejaculating!" she fired back.
Her words were challenging, but I knew it was best to get it all out, deal with it, and hopefully move on.
"Look. I can't explain it all. For some strange reason, it was exciting. You know we had fun playing with it after we met him last week. And maybe I pushed some but you certainly got into it. Hell, I thought it was over but when I came back y'all were back at it," I said.
There was a long period of silence as we just stared into each other's eyes. I wasn't sure what was coming next, but was very happy when she tilted her head up and said softly, "Kiss me."
For the next fifteen minutes, we kissed and held each other tightly until, out of breath, I rolled to her side.
"It scared me," Trish stated with no context.
"Why honey?" I asked sincerely.
"It was so bizarre, so different for us, and I didn't know what you were thinking," she explained.
"It was bizarre and different, but that doesn't mean it was bad. What I was thinking was how incredible you looked being so turned on, so excited. It made me excited too," I described.
"Weren't you jealous? I mean another man is with your wife and..." she started, but let the thought trail off.
"There were some moments, but he isn't threatening to us and I loved watching you...you looked so damn sexy and the orgasm you had was a monster," I replied.
I snaked my hand underneath her top, found her soft breasts, and started to massage them gently. Trish and I began to kiss again and once more, minutes ticked by in silence as we held each other. When she started moaning in my mouth, I could tell she was responding to my touch, and just a little later, she threw a leg over my hip.



"I love a sexy, naughty wife," I whispered into her ear when the kissing ended.
"Do you think I'm naughty?" she asked, in a playful way, and a second later she followed with, "Why?"
"You let him put marks on you," I told her.
Trish was always adamant about love bites, so it surprised me she had allowed Winston the opportunity.
"I didn't even notice," she lied.
"Let me see them," I demanded, and started pushing her top up.
She raised her arms so I could take her shirt off and inspecting her chest, I could see that there were two marks on her left breast and one on the right along with the hickey on her neck. On her left breast, both marks were close to her small nipple but on the right, it was on the underside.
"Can I make some?" I asked.
"No, only black men can do it," she giggled, and I don't think she realized it but my dick jumped in my pants.
"There you are being naughty again," I said, in an encouraging way.
"Have you talked to him?" Trish asked.
"No. He sent some texts though," I told her.
"I want to see them," she said eagerly.
I crawled from behind her and went to get my phone and once I picked it up I saw that there were now two additional texts from Winston. One asked if everything was okay while the other wanted to know about our plans for the evening. Walking back to my wife, I handed her the phone and she immediately began scrolling through the messages.
"You didn't answer?" she asked.
"No, not yet," I said.
When I saw her fingers start to move, I knew she was banging out a message. I sat back on the couch and pulled her toward me until she had cuddled up alongside me with her feet beneath her, and I toyed with her nipples some but not enough that it distracted her from the texting.
"What did you say?" I asked when she finally stopped hitting the keys.
"I told him we were fine, watching TV, and asked what he was doing," she replied.
"Did you see where he said you were beautiful?" I asked, hoping to see a response.
I wasn't disappointed as a smile came to her face that she quickly tried to hide, and in a faux indifferent voice, she answered, "Yes, I saw it."
"Well, how..." I started when a beep announcing a new text interrupted me.
Trish immediately looked at the message and then made a quick reply.
"What did it say?" I asked since she offered no information.
When she handed me the phone, I saw the black man had asked who was texting and she acknowledged it was her.
I set the phone on the table and pulled my wife's face to mine, embracing her in a deep kiss that she returned passionately. My mind was racing with thoughts about the previous night and the day's events where her earlier anger had somehow morphed into flirtation. I was happy to be off the hook, at least for the time being but was surprised at how easily she had engaged with Winston even if was just texting.
As I caressed her breasts, I could feel her getting aroused and soon she was pushing her chest against my hand. We had been locked together for several minutes when in quick succession, the phone announced that three messages had arrived. We stopped, and as I reached for the phone, I could see in my wife's eyes a desire to snatch it from me and find out what he had sent. Instead, to tease her some and because of my genuine interest in seeing what he would say, I read them first. It was one long message that the system broke down into three segments and read:
Hello, Trish. Really enjoyed being together with you. What an incredible night. You are an incredible and beautiful woman although I knew that from the first time we met. Will never forget the feeling of you in my arms and your heartbeat against my chest. I hope you are not mad at me or Pat and can appreciate what happened. We need to go dancing again.
The message was both sensitive and seductive and I was impressed that Winston had the maturity to communicate this way. When I finished, I handed Trish the phone which she practically snatched from me, and instantly began reading. Like before, I could see her fight to keep from smiling as she scanned down the message.
"I think he's in love with you," I whispered into her ear, then kissed it when her hand dropped to her lap.
"This is just bizarre...it's insane," my wife said with a deep sigh with her eyes closed and her head drifting backward in response to my lips.
"Yes, it's wild," I replied in a soft voice.
I could see her looking at the phone and in a moment of inspiration, I grabbed the wine glasses and headed to the kitchen for refills. I thought that she might feel more comfortable responding if she had some space and I wasn't disappointed when several minutes later I peeked into the room and saw her rapidly pressing keys.
I had been honest with Trish when I said that Winston wasn't threatening and seeing my wife being sexy and naughty had proved to be a huge turn-on. I wasn't sure where it was all heading but I was certain that as soon as the kids returned from their vacation that she would go into strict mommy mode and all play would cease. This fact provided me with a safe boundary, but also emphasized the near term.
"Did you answer?" I asked as soon as I returned to the couch.
With a look that was equal parts impishness and embarrassment, she handed me the phone so I could read her reply.
Winston, thank you for the lovely message. It was a night of firsts but certainly memorable. I would love to go dancing with you again sometime.
It was simple and seemingly sincere but was also vague enough that it was open to interpretation. My wife is a very smart woman and I instinctively felt that she knew this when she decided how to reply. It begged for a response from Winston, so I wasn't surprised to hear his next text arrive.
Going to the club. Meet me.
Trish read the text and then handed the phone to me without speaking. It was a simple and direct message but my instincts told me that she would turn down the invitation as she was still struggling with the reality of last night's encounter. Indeed, I too had misgivings but at the same time, I found the current exchange with the black man very erotic and it seemed that with each text, I inched a little closer to the edge.
"What do you think?" I asked probing for her thoughts.
"It's too late and I'm tired," she responded as I anticipated, although her excuse avoided the sexual issue.
I wasn't going to fight her position and it was likely too soon but I did wonder when or if we would get another opportunity without the kids.
"Let him know then," I suggested.
Trish quickly typed out her response and when finished, she showed me the screen.
Thanks for the invite but we are too tired.
Amazingly, within seconds, his reply arrived almost like he had anticipated what she would say. Trish took her time looking at the message but eventually let me look.
Really would love to see you tonight. You are such a beautiful woman and an amazing dancer. I just feel so proud when we are dancing. Not something that I will forget and it's also something I want more of. Understand what you're saying but still want you to come out. Let's do some dancing!
Reading it, several things popped into my head. First, he was going for broke and he wanted her tonight. I didn't know whether it was because he realized that when our kids returned his chances would be over or if it was simply because he was horny, but his desire was evident. Second, I knew his use of the word dancing in this message had nothing to do with country music. He was asking my wife to fuck.
"You want to go out for a little while?" I asked giving her the opening to take it wherever she wanted.
"Do you want to?" she answered, and in her eyes, I could tell she wanted to but wanted me to make the decision.
"It's up to you," I replied, as I wanted to see if she would take the step across the sexual boundary on her own.
"You want to go just for a little while?" she asked.
There was the answer and it was crystal clear. My beautiful, conservative, church-going, mother of two children wife had become the lover of a young black man and now wanted him again.
"Sure, we can go for a bit," I answered.
Trish immediately looked at the phone and I swear her nipples stiffened and her chest and neck flushed. Quickly, she sent a message telling him we would be there in an hour which brought an almost instantaneous acknowledgment back.
She gave me an awkward look that only ended when I stood, pulled her to me, kissed her, and then playfully smacked her on the butt and pointed her toward the bedroom to get ready. I was ready in ten minutes, but it took Trish almost forty before she appeared dressed in jeans, a simple white pullover blouse, and short heels. I was disappointed to see her clothed so conservatively and it made me wonder whether it was a defensive measure or a facade.
Arriving late on a Saturday night, we struggled to find a parking spot but finally located one in the far back corner of the lot where the pavement ended. Once inside, we walked purposefully toward the area we had frequented during our previous visits and were pleased to see Winston at a table with two empty chairs.
"Sorry, we're late. Someone needed time to get ready," I said with a laugh, hoping to set the mood.
"No worries. Well worth the wait," the black man responded, then opened his arms and hugged my wife.
I flagged a waitress and gave her our order and turned back just in time to see Winston leading Trish toward the dance floor. Winston took her firmly in his arms, bringing her tightly against him, as soon as they arrived, and this time, there was no respectful distance, as their bodies seemed melded together. The songs rolled by as they stayed out, and it wasn't until the band took a break that they finally headed back. As they approached, I noticed a look in my wife's eyes that told me she was already aroused. That's when the reality fully hit that we were there only for appearances, as a prelude to the real purpose of the night.
Throughout the break, we chatted with only occasional moments of awkwardness, and I was happy to see that our black friend had returned to his good manners. If anything, he was doting on my wife, which brought more than one smile to her face.
When the band returned, Trish immediately pulled me out and made me stay, despite my effort to beg off after the first song.
"How long do you want to stay?" I asked while we were waltzing.
"For a while," she answered vaguely.
"Do you want to invite him over?" I pushed.
She gave me an odd look, and then replied, "Not tonight. Just dancing."
I thought her statement was strange as I was certain when she was texting and discussing a meeting that the sole purpose was another hook-up with the black man. Nevertheless, I merely nodded and dropped the subject.
She let me stop at the three songs, and we returned to find Winston talking with an attractive older woman. As we drew closer, I sensed that he was trying to end the conversation and when we arrived at the table an irritated look passed between Trish and the woman. However, before we could be introduced, she turned and walked briskly away.
"One of your girls?" my wife asked pointedly.
"Just a friend," the black man answered, clearly wanting to change the subject.
I fought back a smile at the possessive attitude Trish was taking toward her lover. She stewed for about a minute before she took him by the arm, and once again they were going to the dance floor. This time, after the second song, I lost sight of the couple, and in the thinning crowd, it should not have been difficult to spot them. I thought about where they might have gone and finally concluded that they were in a quiet spot in the club having a conversation about last night. Deciding to stay put, I waited through five songs before I spotted them dancing again. After just a single song, they started back to our table, and when they arrived, Winston excused himself to go to the restroom.
"He wants to know if we want to go to his place," my wife said.
"Do you want to?" I asked.
"Only if you do," she replied.
I knew it was her ploy to make it a shared decision, but I wasn't interested in games at this point, so I said, "Sure, let's go."
"Okay," she responded, although the look she gave me made me think she expected or maybe wanted more discussion.
"What do you think?" Winston asked with an eager expression when he returned.
Trish looked at me quickly, and then replied, "We'll come over for a little while."
"Excellent," he replied, and after calling the waitress over and closing out, we headed outside.
It hadn't been that long since my wife declared that it was a dancing-only night which made me wonder if she had used it to keep her pride intact, or if the black man had somehow changed her mind. Regardless, I now drove toward his place and in my mind, it was a foregone conclusion that Trish would soon have his cock in her, again.
"Do you mind if I ride with Winston?" my wife whispered when we were in the lot.
"Uhhh...no, I guess not," I said when I saw the pleading look on her face.
He had reminded me of the address to his house inside the club, and I had already programmed it into my phone. But, as we split with just a few quick words, I began to understand that a plan had been made between them, and I wondered what else was in store.
I looked for his pickup briefly on my way out of the lot, but couldn't spot it. Thus, I began to follow the voice on my phone giving out directions. In front of the house, a utility truck sat parked at the curb and I pulled in front of it, turned off the engine, and waited for them to arrive, hoping I wouldn't draw attention. Twenty minutes went by, and I was just about to call Trish when I saw lights approaching. Winston's vehicle swung swiftly into the driveway and I had almost reached it when the lights suddenly illuminated and I heard the doors opening. As soon as I made eye contact with my wife, I knew something was amiss.
"I think I'm getting cold feet," she said, showing a nervous look.
"Okay..." I started, then stopped to think for a moment before continuing, "Do you want to go home?"
"I think maybe...I mean...is it okay?" she asked just as the black man arrived beside her.
"Trish is getting a little nervous," he tossed out, trying to treat it lightheartedly.
I could see in Winston's eyes a deep desire while Trish's showed nervousness. On the drive over, I had thought about the situation, how bizarre it was, but also how incredibly hot it had been to see my pretty wife completely let go sexually. I wanted to witness it again, although now it seemed to be in jeopardy. Part of me wanted to prod her inside and attempt another seduction but another part of me was sensitive to her body language and her need for support.
"We can go, there will always be another time," I said even though I knew it was very doubtful.
"Maybe...I think it's the best thing," my wife replied as a look of relief washed across her face.
Winston showed clear disappointment but I was happy to see him take it gracefully when he said, "I understand. Like he said, some other time."
Trish turned to him with a smile and moved to give him a kiss that I thought was meant as a quick goodbye. However, he pulled her into his arms, squeezed her tightly, and pressed his lips hard against hers. For a second, she was still, like she had been surprised, but then she started to respond with her arms wrapping around his neck and soft sighs emerging from their connection. Winston's large hand found her jean-covered rear and pulled her even more tightly against his body, and I knew he was making a last-ditch effort to change her mind. By the look of things, I thought he might just be successful.
"Winston...I...I'm sorry..." she gasped when the kiss ended.
"No worries, baby...next time," he whispered seductively into her ear.
Despite his impressive effort, she still wanted to leave, so I took her hand and walked her to the car. We drove in silence at first and it wasn't until we had left the neighborhood and were on a well-lit main road that she spoke.
"Are you mad?" she asked.
"Mad? No, of course not," I answered.
In truth, I was disappointed but had enough sense to keep it hidden as logic told me to try and keep everything about my wife's play positive.
"I was ready at the club, but on the drive over...I don't know...I just started to feel funny," she explained.
"Honey, it's fine and if something doesn't feel right...well you know...you did the right thing," I replied which brought forth a big smile.
"I guess you're stuck with me," she said with a smirk.
"I think you're stuck with me," I laughed.
The short exchange took all the tension away, and we drove the rest of the way in a good mood. As soon as we were through the door, I pulled her to me and backed her against the wall.
"You better be ready," I whispered to her.
"For what?" she teased.
"To make love all night long," I declared.
"Mmmm...can you last that long," she giggled.
I started on her clothes and she remained still until she was completely naked. Then, I dropped to my knees, lifted a leg over my shoulder, and found her slit with my mouth. She was drenched, and like always she tasted wonderful. I feasted on her, hearing more and more sensual sounds before she started to pull on my shoulders.
"Take me to bed," she moaned.
"Later..." I replied, wanting to be in control.
"Honey...now...please..." she whined loudly.
Her words were so needy and urgent that I did what she asked and pulled her by the hand to our bedroom. There, she climbed onto the bed and watched while I tore my clothes off.
"No...I'm ready," she announced when I moved to lick her some more.
I was over and inside her in seconds, feeling a much greater warmth than normal, and instantly my thoughts went to the evening and Winston. I suspected that the creation of her sexual heat had occurred from the anticipation of her mating with the black man and now I had the good fortune of reaping the reward.
She reached the point where I knew she was on the verge of orgasm much quicker than normal. It took only a few minutes, but all the signs were there, and I was proved right when very quickly her cries began and her body began to spasm beneath me. I was still well in control, and it was a magical feeling to experience her sexually in such a state. When I felt her release had ebbed, I slowed so she could regain her breathing but never stopped.
"Did that feel good?" I whispered.
"Mmmm...hmmm..." she sighed, as a sensual smile came to her face.
"You're so damn beautiful," I said, as I looked down at her.
She smiled up at me and put her hand behind my head, then said, "Thanks for understanding."
"Oh, Trish. That was easy," I replied, then continued with, "What made you change your mind?"
"I...I...guess I just started feeling bad...you know...like I was being dirty," she said.
"Okay," I answered, as thoughts churned in my head.
"Just okay? That's it?" she replied.
"Well, I'm not sure what to say. I don't think that's true at all, but I don't want you upset over it either," I told her.
"So, you're okay with it. You think I should...be with him again," she probed.
"I told you... I like you naughty, and he isn't a threat to us," I answered.
"God, Pat... I'll be a slut," she whined.
"A beautiful one, though," I laughed, which brought a jab to my ribs.
Silence followed, and for the next few minutes I concentrated on making love to my wife, but a thought came to me and I asked, "What took y'all so long to get to the house?"
"We stopped to talk," she replied.
"About?" I followed.
"About not staying," she said.



"He tried to convince you?" I asked, then added, "What did he say?"
A smile came to her face and she looked like she was about to giggle when she answered, "He pulled it out."
"His cock?" I asked.
"Yes," she replied.
"Did you touch it?" I asked, already knowing the answer.
"Just a little," she giggled.
"Did he touch you?" I fired back.
"Just my breasts," she giggled, again.
"Inside or out?" I asked.
"Inside...oh, honey go faster," she whined, as the talk reignited her passion.
"You are a bad girl. I should send you to him," I said, quickening the pace.
"I'm not bad..." she whimpered in a faux pout.
"Yes, you're my bad girl...my naughty girl," I whispered into her ear.
"You want to send me back?" she whined, letting me know where her head was.
"After I finish with you, I'll send you there so he can have you, too," I challenged her.
Now, my wife was totally into our mating and was passionately returning my thrusts. She had closed her eyes which made me wonder what she was thinking, although I had strong suspicions. It was going to be a race to see which of us climaxed first, and although it took several minutes, I was able to hold off just long enough.
"Ohhh...oh Pat...oh...oh...mmmmm...mmmmm..." she moaned.
It was a nice orgasm for her, not as big as the first, but since she rarely achieved two releases, I was very pleased. Watching and hearing her climax put me over the edge, and with her body still rolling sensually, I let go.
"Ohhh...hell yes...yes...oh damn...damn, baby..." I grunted, as my seed fired.
Finally done, we were both spent, and quickly we were drifting off into a pleasant sleep.
"Are you back already?" I asked her the next morning when she walked into the kitchen.
She was dressed in her robe, and her messy hair gave her a waifish, but sexy look. She gave me a puzzled look in response to my question while I handed her some coffee.
"What do you mean?" she queried.
"Back from Winston's. You were supposed to go," I teased.
"Haha...very funny," she responded.
Amazingly, after that brief exchange, we left the subject of Winston behind for the rest of our alone time. We did almost everything together, and even during the week, we would leave work early, so we could have more time. The following weekend, which would be our last, I thought about bringing up the subject of dancing and Winston but decided against it. Our time alone had been great, even with the strange encounter, and I wanted to finish it out in a low-stress, positive way.
Sunday arrived too soon, and we had a brief discussion about Trish riding out with me for a short visit, but she finally decided against it. She had a pre-planned visit coming up, in two weeks, so she didn't think there was a compelling need. So, just after lunch, I took off for what I expected to be a five-hour round-trip.
When I arrived, everyone was in good spirits, although I could tell in their eyes that both parents and kids were ready to return to normal. After loading up, I went to my mom's place for a visit, but the kids were getting antsy and even that had to be cut short. Finally, we were on the road, with a much more subdued set of kids than the outward journey.
I was about a half-block away from making a turn that would lead to our street when I saw Trish's car whiz through the intersection. I arrived just a few minutes behind her and saw her car in the driveway. The kids bolted for the house as soon as I unloaded them while I grabbed some things, and when I got inside, I found them banging against the bathroom door.
"I'll be out in a second sweetie," she called out to our daughter.
"Are you okay?" I asked, stepping closer, and hearing the shower running.
"I'm fine. It'll be just a sec," she replied.
The kids, apparently happy with her words, ran to the other end of the house, and it was while I was turning that I saw the pile of clothes thrown next to the bed. On top were her jeans, and I could see her blouse underneath, but when I kicked at the garments, I saw her black thong. For some reason, my instincts told me that something was going on and I should look.
I could smell the semen before I saw it, but finally turning it inside out I could see the thick, mucous-like material that covered the fabric from top to bottom. My wife had unquestionably been fucked and filled, with the evidence now in my hand.
"Open the door, Trish," I said sternly.
"Just a sec," she replied from the shower.
"Trish, I'm holding your panties," I replied.
There was a long silence, and then I heard the door unlock. When I stepped inside, my wife was standing with wet hair and a towel in front of her looking at me with fear.
"I'm sorry," she whimpered, almost in tears.
"Drop the towel," I demanded.
With only a brief hesitation, she let go of it and it fell at her feet revealing her naked body. Instantly, I spotted numerous marks on each breast.
"How many times did you fuck him?" I demanded.
"Three," she whispered in a tiny voice as her eyes fell to the floor.
"His semen is in you," I challenged her.
Trish's bad time in her cycle had started several days prior, and we had been using condoms, so I was in shock she would let him near her uncovered.
"Yes," she said, then added, "I'm going to take the pill."
I thought about slapping her. After all, I had given permission and even arranged for an encounter, so I didn't expect nor understand the sneakiness. I thought about fucking her. Right there, right then. Just push her against the wall and add my cum. In the end, I remembered the kids which brought my emotions into check.
"Take your shower, your children are waiting," I said in disgust and left.
I was in the living room, watching cartoons with the kids, when Trish finally appeared, which brought screams of joy. They hugged and kissed, and began telling her stories about their adventures. That's when I got up and left.
For the rest of the day, until the kids were in bed, we avoided each other. Finally, with me in bed reading, we came face-to-face and had to confront the issue.
"I'm sorry," she said again.
"No, Trish. You're sorry you got caught," I replied.
"That's not true!" she responded.
"How long did you plan it?" I asked.
"Since yesterday," she answered much more quickly than I expected.
"So, you had plenty of time to talk to me," I stated, then a thought occurred to me and I demanded, "Let me see your phone."
Reluctantly, she took it off the nightstand and handed it to me. It only took a few seconds to find the text string, and what I found most shocking was that their communication went back to the prior weekend. It was flirty and filled with loads of sexual innuendo, along with several pictures of Winston's cock. When I scrolled through the prior day's messages, I could see where it began to get serious about meeting, and the texts left no doubt that my wife was an equal and eager participant in setting up the rendezvous.
"I'm sorry," she said once more when I put the phone down.
"Well, I guess you really are a bad girl," I said in a very judgmental tone.
"Honey..." she started before she broke down in tears.
For the next few minutes, I watched silently as she stood and cried. I think she was hoping that I would come to her rescue and comfort her, but I remained still. Finally, she stepped into the bathroom and closed the door. It was while she was gone that I forwarded the text string to my phone.
I had the lights out when she finally returned and she crawled into bed without saying anything. However, after several minutes, she spoke.
"Are you asleep?" she asked.
"No," I replied.
"I'm sorry. I messed up. I know it was sneaky, but...I don't know...it just seemed...easier...and I thought...you were okay with it," she forced out.
There was a tiny sliver of truth in what she was saying but, by and large, she was merely rationalizing her sordid behavior. When I didn't reply, her hand reached out and seconds later she scooted next to me.
"Say something," she pleaded.
"You know that's not true," I said.
"What do you mean?" she asked.
"You wanted to do it that way because it was dirty and bad, and you like being dirty and bad," I told her.
I felt her body tense and heard her take a deep breath, then she said in a barely audible whisper, "I don't."
"Trish, tell the truth. After all these years you had a chance to be bad and you loved it. When we were there, I had to make you get off his cock. You've become a slut for a black man and you want more. When were you going to meet again?" I said, no longer holding back.
She let go of me and started sobbing again, but she said nothing. I let her go on that way for a couple of minutes before I challenged her once more.
"When are you supposed to meet?" I asked.
"I'm not," she whimpered.
"When, Trish?" I pushed.
Her answer came in a feeble choking voice, "Wednesday..."
The following week I purposefully avoided the subject of Winston, although several times my wife tried to start a conversation. My demeanor had her very worried, and she went out of her way to be the supportive, doting wife. Needless to say, there was no rendezvous on Wednesday or any other day, but when the weekend finally arrived, I decided it was time to talk.
"Trish, get a drink. I think it's time to talk," I said, as poured a whiskey.
"Uhhh...okay..." she let out with a surprised squeak.
When we met in the living room, she sat close to me on the couch. I sipped my drink and let almost a minute go by in silence before I spoke.
"Have you talked to him?" I asked.
"We...I...texted him. I said it was a mistake and to leave me alone," she answered.
As soon as the words were out of her mouth, she reached for her phone and tried to hand it to me. I knew her intent was for me to read the messages and validate her statement, but I waved her away.
"I'm not going to look," I said, and then paused before continuing, "Are the hickeys gone?"
The tension between us during the week had resulted in no sex, and Trish had purposefully worn nightwear that shielded her body from my view.
"Yes..." she answered in a low voice while nodding her head.
"So...here we are. We're all back to normal. No one knows anything about what happened and we can just go on with things and keep it as our secret," I started, then paused for a sip before adding, "Although, I won't be able to forget what I learned about my wife."
"Look...just look. Don't act so high and mighty. You started it...you pushed it. Yes, I messed up seeing him on Sunday, but you were involved, too," she fired back.
I could tell by the way she delivered her message that it was something that had been churning in her head, just waiting for the right opportunity, and in truth, she was correct. However, she had misread the direction I was going.
"I can't argue that," I replied calmly.
"Then what are you saying?" she asked with a confused look.
"It's simple. You can either choose to stay as merely Trish, the conservative wife, and mother, or naughty Trish, the girl that occasionally gets bad," I explained.
"I'm not doing anything again. It was wrong and I feel guilty and weird," she quickly responded.
"Fair enough," I answered.
Like my wife, I had thought long and hard about all the events and what I learned during the week. I couldn't deny that I had found it all quite erotic and arousing, but much like Trish, I felt it came with a lot of angst. Thus, I decided that if anything further was going to occur, it needed to be something she wanted. I knew I could handle my feelings, but I didn't want to have to deal with hers.
"So, you're not mad?" she asked.
"No, I'm not mad," I said and put out my arm so she could move closer.
"I thought you were really angry," she said as she snuggled close.
"I just needed time to think," I replied.
Over a minute of silence ensued, as we sipped our drinks before Trish spoke, and when she did, it came out in a nervous tone, "What do you want?"
"I want you to be happy. Not feeling weird or guilty," I answered.
With that, she pulled away from me and turned until we were looking directly into each other's eyes, "You're saying that you're okay with it? You're okay if it doesn't bother me?"
"That's what I'm saying," I told her.
"Are you serious?" she asked with a confused expression and then went silent for several seconds before she stated, You're not serious."
I guessed she thought I was setting a trap so I looked her straight in the eye and said, "I'm very serious."
"My God, Pat...I mean, my God..." she whispered, and then after a pause, she added, "It would be so...doing it like that...my God...what would my dad think?"
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Lauren's surreptitious phone conversation with her rough Hispanic lover had incensed me and without thinking it through I had taken her to him despite her protests. As my anger waned, the stupidity of the idea roared at me but by then, I knew the damage was done. The mess that I had created, the sordid desire to see my wife with other men, now existed intertwined in our lives. Never, did I think Lauren would embrace the illicit sex but a flame had ignited deep within her sexual psyche and now we lived in a co-dependent world. Despite my repeated attempts to break free, we always somehow managed to fall back into the trap, and I realized that each failure just made finding a solution harder.
Lauren had not returned when I left to collect our children and we returned to an empty house which forced me to make up excuses about mommy's whereabouts. An hour and a half later, while watching TV, we heard the garage door open and our children sprung from their seats to greet their mommy. When she appeared, her swollen and bloodshot eyes indicated she had been up most of the night. She allowed the kids to lead her to their bedrooms where they could show her the things they had collected during their stay in the country but after that, she made for the bathroom to change and shower. More mommy time followed so it wasn't until we were in bed that I had the opportunity to probe about her time with Cezar.
"What happened?" I demanded.
"What happened? We partied and fucked," she responded in an irritated tone.
"How about some detail?" I replied forcing myself to remain calm.
"Details to satisfy your crazy mind?" she asked sarcastically.
"Yes, those kinds," I answered, wanting to stay on point.
"Well, let's see then. We fucked and then went to the club and then a party at Juan's. All the girls there got topless including your wife. Then, back to Cezar's house to fuck some more and I loved it," she said, pausing to let the message sink in before adding, "Caesar wanted Felix to tattoo me but I said no...not sure why."
Her message cowed me and I asked in a soft voice, "Should we go to the pharmacy?"
"Dear Lord," she replied as she shook her head in disgust. But after a moment, she announced, "I went as soon as you dropped me off. Still dressed as you sent me. I told Cezar I needed to go and he took me. Seems he was more concerned than you."
We fell into an awkward silence that lasted for several minutes before I said, "You pissed me off. When I found you talking to him like a lover after we talked, I lost it."
"Did you? Or, was it just an opportunity to keep going?" she challenged me.
"No, that's not it. I was angry, very angry but it was a mistake and I'm sorry," I answered.
"Are you?" she asked while staring into my eyes and before I could answer, she added, "I plan to see him again."
"I don't think that's healthy. I think we should stop...regroup and figure out where we are," I replied.
"No, not this time. Sooner or later, you'll get the bug and bring it all up again so why stop? I'd rather just enjoy it," she answered. Her words stunned me and as I contemplated how to respond, a look of defiance filled her face and she said, "I enjoy being dirty and I love the sex."
With that, she turned away, signaling the end of the discussion, and reluctantly, I let it go. She tossed and turned throughout the night which I took to mean she felt unsettled and that she had purposefully tried to rub my nose into the situation I had created. It gave me hope that she would come to her senses concerning her behavior and during the following week she played wife and caring mother with no mention of Cezar.
"Look, I'd like to continue our conversation. I don't think it ended in a good place," I said late Saturday after the kids were in bed.
"Go ahead. What do you want to say?" she answered almost dismissively.
"I think things have gone too far...much too far and I know I'm to blame but I think it's time everything stops. It's not good for our family and not good for us," I said.
She stared at me for several seconds before she replied, "You know how many times I've heard that message or one like it? And, every time you eventually let the wild thoughts win you over. You'll want it again. It will happen sooner or later. I know that and I bet you do, too."
"Not this time," I declared, and then a thought struck me and although I knew I was on dangerous ground, I said, "Does it make sense to schedule some time with Dr. Sturm?"
"No, I'm done with her," she replied instantly.
"When's the last time you went?" I asked knowing something was amiss.
"A while... a few months," she answered.
"What happened?" I asked continuing to push.
"She told me I was exhibiting all the signs of a sex addict," she responded.
Fortunately, I had enough sense to go silent but my non-verbal expression must have given me away because after a few seconds, she announced, "I'm going to bed."
I sat by myself for over an hour contemplating the situation while trying to fully decipher my wife's message. I wanted to believe that her purpose was to make it clear I was the guilty party but I knew there was a certain truth in her words. The initial view of my wife's reluctant participation had long since vanished and I knew that repairing our relationship meant I had to stay well away from my decadent thoughts. Like a recovering alcoholic, I knew that one slip would crater everything and after steeling myself to the task, I moved to join Lauren.
Sliding beneath the covers, I stretched my arm out and tugged her towards me discovering that she was naked. Guessing she wanted to engage in lovemaking to ease the tension, I snuggled closer as my hand moved to her breasts.
"Easy, they're still sore," she gasped, reminding me of her recent piercings.
She turned towards me and for the next few minutes, we engaged in gentle kissing as our hands explored each other's bodies. Then, her hand found my dick, and she rolled to her back pulling me along. Once between her legs, she guided me to her entrance, and with just a gentle shove, I was balls-deep in her very wet pussy. For several minutes, we moved slowly together and I was delighted to hear her soft purrs of pleasure. It seemed like we had magically transported back to a time when there were no others but when I lifted above her and saw her dancing breasts with the bars through her nipples everything came rushing back.
Lauren caught me looking and for a moment we locked eyes as a wave of guilt swept through me that intensified seconds later when she said, "They marked me."
Surprised, it took me several seconds before I replied, "I know, we'll take them out."
However, my thoughts turned to shock when she whispered, "Cezar was inside me when Felix did it."
She had no idea I had witnessed the event which meant she had an agenda and I remained silent as I considered the meaning. Still, in thought, her gasps and whines brought me back to the moment, and I realized I was now fucking her aggressively. Once again, I felt shame for the impact of her words on my sexual psyche and quickly slowed.
"We'll take them out," I repeated, unable to think of anything else.
At first, she didn't reply and I reveled at her seductive look as we maintained our rhythm but suddenly, she pulled me into a passionate kiss and as it ended, she whispered, "Thomas wants to meet."
A surge of adrenalin swept through my body and involuntarily, I forcefully pushed into her several times. The tiny smile that appeared on her face made it clear she understood the meaning and left no doubt that my wife was purposefully trying to manipulate me. Unfortunately, she had successfully put me in an agitated state and despite my efforts to remain detached, and guessing her end game, I still couldn't help but engage.
"When...when did he call?" I asked knowing there was an equal chance it was a fabrication.
"A few days ago," she answered, and then said, "Go faster, baby."
I had almost stopped moving so I re-established our pace before forcing out, "No, no more, Lauren."
"Mmmm...you sure? We could do it here so you could watch," she said softly.
"Just Thomas?" I asked.
"And Cezar," she whispered.
"No, no I don't like that deal." I replied, and before she could respond, I added, "He's too much, and the piercings...Felix..."
"I need him," she whined.
"Why?" I asked.
A few seconds elapsed before she offered, "He understands me."
I knew the meaning of her message without asking for clarification. Somehow, amid our bizarre game, she had crossed paths with the rough man that had found her bad side. He had tapped into a previously undiscovered slutty side she possessed, and most surprisingly, he had accomplished it with ease. Now, he had her on a string and there didn't seem to be a limit to where he might take her.
"He's too dangerous," I replied but as the words left my mouth, I realized that it was part of the allure.
"I need him," she reiterated.
My body buzzed with sexual excitement and once again I had unknowingly increased the pace of our coupling. Her manipulation, the memories of her sexual abandon, and the dangling of Thomas in our bed had me close to release and I knew the moment that it occurred I would lose any ability to take a stand. Suddenly, it seemed insane that in less than an hour, my thought-out position on our relationship had crumbled. Indeed, my wife's warning now seemed wholly prophetic which incensed me.
"No, no more. No Cezar and no Thomas," I declared as I stopped.
Lauren looked up at me with a blank expression and after almost a minute, she gripped my hips encouraging me to move. I started at a slow pace and fell onto my elbows which put her mouth close to my ear.
"You don't want to stop, you can't," she whispered.
I didn't know how to respond as she had just proved the fragility of my control but something had to happen and before thinking it through, I said, "You never got with Chris. In this whole thing, he was the main one and it never happened. No more until you get with Chris."
Instinctively, I knew that being in the middle of lovemaking with my beautiful wife was not the best time to think rationally, but I quickly took hope that her friendship with Stacy would prove decisive. Perhaps, positioning it where Chris was the key to Cezar would result in a barrier, that would allow me to retain some dignity.
"Stacy..." she started before I cut her off.
"I don't care about Stacy," I said.
"I'm going to...I want to see Cezar," she replied.
"Not, without Chris, absolutely not," I said with growing conviction.
Unfortunately, the exchange ended our sex and Lauren went silent until she fell asleep. Over the next several weeks, she repeatedly tried to talk past my requirement and several times stated that she was going to see Cezar despite my requirement. However, when I countered that I wouldn't help in any way, which brought our children into the equation, she backed down. Although I had prepared myself, she didn't try a seductive approach, which I found odd given how successful she had been with it before.
It took several more weeks but after work on a dreary Wednesday, she announced, "I'm meeting him for a drink tomorrow."
"Chris?" I clarified, and when she nodded, I said, "You don't have to, you know."
She gave me an aggravated look and replied, "You were better when you weren't sanctimonious."
Although surprised at her decision to move forward, I didn't say anything further but hoped that when faced with the reality of betraying her friend she would stop. We didn't discuss it any further that evening and the next day I took the kids out for a burger. Lauren didn't arrive home until just before bedtime, and it was easy to see that she was feeling no pain but with her focus on the children, another thirty minutes went by before we had the chance to speak.
"Well?" I asked.
"Well, what? I met Chris like I told you," she said with a little aggravation.
"How did it go? What did you discuss? Where did you meet?" I fired back realizing I had never asked about the venue.
"We met at the bar in the Catalon," she answered, referring to a trendy boutique hotel downtown.
"Not very discreet," I replied.
"We didn't see anyone," she countered defensively.
"And? You were there a long time," I said.
"The drinks were good and we had a nice conversation," she answered with a smirk making it clear I would have to work for every scrap of info.
"Lauren, c'mon," I replied in frustration.
"What do you want me to say? He flirted...I flirted back. We drank...too much," she responded.
"Did he ask you to meet?" I pushed.
She stared at me and several times started to speak before finally answering, "Yes."
"And?" I asked.
"I said I'd think about it," she replied, and after a deep breath, she continued with, "I still don't like this. It's not fair to Stacy and I think you are being dishonest with things."
"No, I'm not, not at all," I replied.
I tried a few more times to learn additional details but Lauren wasn't in the mood to talk so I let it drop. Similarly, she gave off bad vibes in bed so for the next few days, things were awkward. Then, on the following Thursday, exactly one week after she met with her best friend's husband, she cornered me late in the evening.
"Chris invited me to dinner tomorrow," she explained.
"Are you going? What else is going to happen?" I asked, letting some enthusiasm seep through.
"I refuse to go to a hotel so either you take the kids to the country or it's just dinner," she responded.
"Kind of short notice," I answered.
"Your decision," she replied dismissively.
She had surprised me with her interactions with Chris as I truly thought she wouldn't cross Stacy which could only mean that her desire for Cezar was profound. Still, going from clandestine meetings for drinks to sex was a huge step and I held out hope that she was playing a game of brinksmanship with me. For the rest of the evening, I struggled to determine how to handle the situation, and I felt ashamed when I realized my demons were playing an active role.
The next day, I phoned my mom and as I expected, she was quite eager to have the kids for the weekend. I thought about staying with them, well away from any debauchery that might occur but I knew I would be climbing the walls so I decided to try and take the same position I used to spy on things with Cezar and his crew. Just before nine, I arrived in our neighborhood and after parking well down the street, I tried to nonchalantly make my way back to our house. The place was empty and my thoughts quickly went to my wife seated across from her potential lover smiling as they conversed. I wondered if she looked at him with anticipation or merely as a stepping stone to get what she really wanted.
Afraid of the impact on my bladder, I stayed away from alcohol and arranged things so I would have the best sight line to our bed. An hour later, I heard a noise at the door and the couple entered the house and quickly started a lively banter with lots of laughter. By her behavior, it seemed she was approaching the evening as something more than a requirement but I still wondered whether, when the moment of truth arrived, she would betray her close friend.
I guessed by the direction of the sound they had moved to the kitchen and I heard Lauren offer Chris some wine. Their interaction continued for almost thirty minutes and the parts I could hear showed they were covering a wide range of casual topics. Then, without warning, the talking stopped and I visualized the man holding my wife in his arms as he kissed her deeply. Occasionally, between periods of silence, I could hear talking but now it was muted and I knew that it was very likely my wife would soon lead the man to her bed. The thought had barely left my brain when I heard several giggles, followed by sounds of movement, and seconds later the couple passed my spot hand-in-hand with Chris' shirt completely unbuttoned. My wife, now barefoot, wore a sexy knee-length black cocktail dress with a plunging neckline I had never seen before. It showed the sides of her breasts and was a far cry from the clothes she normally wore in public which made me think she had purchased it special for her date. If so, it meant she was putting far more into the encounter than I expected.
When they reached the bed, Chris spun her into his arms and kissed her passionately as his hands fumbled with her dress. It took him some time but finally, he found the clasp and when it was free, he unzipped her and then lifted the garment off her body revealing her beautiful body covered only by a tiny red lace thong.
"Lauren, you're pierced," he gasped when he saw her nipples.
"Yes," she answered demurely, and then asked, "Do you like them?"
"God, it's so...so damn hot. I would never have guessed," he replied as his fingertips gently explored her nubs.
While he was playing with her breasts, her hands went to his pants and the eagerness with which she worked to get them off indicated that she was very aroused. When free, with just a small push she had them over his hips, and then she dropped to her knees and pulled his boxers down until his cock sprang free inches from her face.
Lauren had said multiple times that Stacy had told her that Chris was small but the shaft that now bobbed inches from my wife's face looked to me to be quite normal. It wasn't huge by any means but neither did I find it small which put it in the same category as most men, including myself. With an impish smile, my wife looked up at the man and then gripped his cock with her hand and brought it to her mouth.
"Ohhh...oh, shit..." Chris groaned as his legs almost buckled.
Lauren continued for several more seconds then stopped, looked up at him with sensual eyes, and asked, "Do you like that?"
Rather than respond verbally, he gently guided her back to his cock and sighed deeply as she inhaled it once more. For several minutes, she worshipped his phallus then he stopped her and pulled her to her feet. The couple kissed hungrily and when it ended, they had a short, whispered conversation before she moved to the center of the bed. Chris was right behind her and he quickly pulled her panties off and then turned his attention to her breasts. He seemed intrigued by the piercings but finally, his attention shifted lower, and tracing his tongue along her abdomen, he soon arrived at what had to be an extremely wet pussy.
He took his time exploring her folds and at first her reactions weren't evident but slowly she opened her legs wider and when his movement became rapid, one hand went to the back of his head while the other slowly massaged a breast. Soon, small whimpers began to escape her mouth and it became apparent he was intentionally building her slowly.
"Please Chris, I need it," she suddenly begged.
"Wait," he responded, breaking his connection for a moment.
With a frustrated whine, she accepted his words but just a minute later she tried again, "Please..."
This time, a broad smile crossed his face as he slowly crawled up the bed until his cock stood rigid just inches from her opening. Several times, he kissed her and whispered something I couldn't make out then my wife's hand moved to his shaft, and with a needy whimper, she brought it to her opening.
"Ohhh...oh, baby..." I heard her cry out as he slowly pushed inside.
When he hit bottom, her legs wrapped around his waist and her arms looped his neck as they started another long, passionate kiss.
When it ended, over the labored breathing, I heard him say, "I'll never forget this."
"Really?" my wife responded as she held his head in her hands.
They began to kiss once more and after several seconds Chris' body started to slowly roll as he gently fucked my wife. Minutes ticked by as they slowly coupled and it seemed that they were either whispering to each other or kissing the entire time. Neither seemed to be in any hurry and another five minutes elapsed before I noticed the man's ass start to move with more purpose. Their sounds became more pronounced in between the long kisses and my wife's legs slowly inched up until her feet touched his ass.



"God, you feel good," her best friend's husband called out loudly.
"Go, Chris. Go, baby," she encouraged.
Seconds later, her orgasm arrived and I watched jealously as her legs widened then kicked the air several times while her head rolled side to side and her passionate cries filled the room. Her release must have triggered his because soon he was grunting loudly as he pushed his body forcefully into hers leaving me to hope she had planned accordingly. Then, over their heavy breathing, I heard gentle sobbing coming from my wife which shattered me. Sometimes, in our most intimate moments when connected deeply, Lauren would get so emotional that she would cry as her orgasm ebbed. It was something I considered very special and now I had just witnessed another man take her to that very place.
At that moment, I wanted to leave and find a place to collect my thoughts but I didn't dare move so I had to watch the aftermath as they continued to kiss and make passionate mewing sounds. I thought about what I had witnessed and realized that it bore no resemblance to the sex she experienced with Thomas, Zach, or Cezar. Only Thomas' efforts were close and even they lacked the caring depth I had just seen. Rather, it made me think of the intimacy Lauren and I shared as husband and wife which was terrifying. Turmoil didn't come close to describing my condition and now I was stuck in place hoping my wife's new lover would go home.
The couple stayed connected for several minutes but when Chris finally rolled to her side, her hand went quickly to his cock and started to gently tug it. He slowly stroked her hair as she worked and it didn't take her long to get him fully hard. Then, I watched as she smiled at him and said something I couldn't make out before rising onto his new erection. I had a perfect view of her shapely ass working his cock as she whimpered in joy and it wasn't long before his fingers moved to her piercings and started to play. It seemed like they had a good connection with a good rhythm but Chris soon got antsy and in a swift movement, he flipped her onto her back and pushed back inside. Perhaps because he no longer had to be concerned about ejaculating too soon, his movements were more purposeful and soon I could hear the slapping sound as their bodies connected.
Chris seemed intent on achieving another release while Lauren showed more interest in helping than attaining one of her own. One hand pulled on his ass while she used her fingernails on the other to trace his back. It seemed to have the desired effect because, despite his recent climax, he appeared well on his way to another.
Although less powerful than the first, his full grunts announced the release of his semen, and as soon as he finished, he collapsed onto my wife. She immediately began to stroke his hair and a minute or so later, he rolled to her side, and for the next thirty minutes, they cuddled and whispered to each other. Then, in less than ten minutes, he dressed and exited the house and when Lauren returned, she immediately went to the bathroom. I thought about joining her but the coupling had messed with my head so I decided it was best to make my exit and think things through.
"How did things go?" I asked on Sunday after I returned with our kids.
"Later, please. I want to see how the weekend went," she requested.
Several more times during the day she put me off so it wasn't until we were alone in the bedroom that she engaged.
"Tell me what happened...everything," I stated.
My request came across as a little demanding and she stared at me for a few seconds before she replied, "We went out to dinner and then came here."
It took several minutes of probing but I learned he had taken her to one of the best restaurants in the city and when I asked about her outfit she lied and said she wore one of the dresses in her closet. Similarly, her description of the sex was vague and while she admitted to an orgasm, she neglected to acknowledge its power.
"So, he took you to a nice dinner, y'all had sex and he left?" I confirmed and when she nodded, I asked, "What did you do Saturday?"
My rapid shifting of gears caught her off guard and she stammered, "Uhhh...just some errands...and shopping."
Instantly, I knew what had occurred, and I quickly pushed, "What time did he come over?"
She looked at me nervously in the near dark for several seconds before admitting, "Noon."
"And when did he leave?" I asked.
"Six," she replied in a whisper.
"So, he had you for six hours. Why didn't you tell me?" I asked with clear irritation.
"I should have, I'm sorry," she replied.
I probed for more to try and determine the nature of the sex they shared but she remained vague, successfully deflecting all my questions. I filled the void with a vision of them sharing slow love-making with deep caring and her dissolving into gentle sobs after her orgasms. It didn't take long for me to realize that their sex came with an issue I hadn't considered. None of the others threatened our relationship but Chris, with similar age, education, and socioeconomic standing, might create a situation that was about more than sex.
I had barely stepped inside the house the next day when I spotted a bouquet of roses positioned on our dining room table and instantly, I knew the sender. No doubt, Lauren had received the flowers from Chris at work and had purposefully brought them home to deliver a message, and intuitively, I knew she meant it as a warning.
"From Chris?" I asked when I found her in the kitchen.
"Yes, aren't they lovely?" she answered with a broad smile.
"You must have made an impression. I'd like to hear about it," I replied trying hard to hide my concern.
"I already told you everything," she responded and after holding my eyes for a few seconds, she turned to the stove.
After dinner, she spent her time with the kids and since I knew she was purposefully trying to avoid me, I let it go for the time being.
"Tell me about the flowers. Why did he send them?" I asked when I joined her later in bed.
"He's a gentleman," she replied while giving me an annoyed look.
"You must have made an impression. I want to know what happened," I pushed.
"I've already told you everything," she answered and while I was thinking about how to lead the conversation, she added, "We're meeting for a drink Thursday."
"Thursday? You and Chris? That sounds like a date," I said.
"I've met your other guys for a drink before," she answered defensively.
"You know what I mean," I replied.
She stared at me for a moment and then a smile came to her face and she said, "Each of them has their way. Thomas just likes to do it...go straight to it. Cezar likes to show me off first and Chris likes to talk."
I felt she was acting a bit too smug so I didn't respond at first but once things settled, I asked, "How small is he?"
I sensed her body tense, but after a few seconds, she replied, "He's okay."
On Thursday, I took the kids out for pizza and we had been back about an hour when Lauren arrived just before eight. I could tell she was feeling the effects of the drinks and after greeting the kids, she disappeared to change. When she returned, she poured herself a glass of wine, which I found odd, and with the kids parked in front of the TV, we moved to the kitchen to talk.
"Well?" I asked.
"Well, what? We had drinks and chatted," she answered letting me know that once again I would have to pull the information from her.
"Where did you go?" I asked.
"Topaz," she replied, providing the name of an upscale bar.
"And? Did you kiss? Did he fondle you at the table? Did you meet in the bathroom?" I probed letting my frustration make me a bit too bold.
"You're being disgusting," she replied as she shook her head, and then added, "We just talked."
"No kiss at the car?" I asked.
"I valeted so just a peck on the cheek," she responded.
After finishing her glass of wine, she poured another half-glass while ignoring my questioning look. When she finished it, she put the kids to bed and then headed toward the bedroom where I soon joined her hoping to benefit from her alcohol consumption. When I slid into bed and found her naked, I knew the evening had promise and I stayed away from questions about her rendezvous as I used my hands to get her excited.
"Your body's so warm," I whispered.
"And your hands are cold!" she countered playfully.
"Want me to stop?" I asked as I cupped a breast.
"No," she whined as she turned toward me.
I hadn't gone down on her in weeks and I wanted to taste her badly, so I used my tongue to trace down her body and when I got near, she opened her legs for me. As soon as I flicked her clit, she put her hands behind my head, holding me in place, as I slowly worked her into a frenzy. Finally, with her tugging on my arms as she whined and writhed, I lifted my body and let her hand guide me to her well-prepared entrance. With both of us already excited, I started fast, and instantly the room filled with our passionate cries.
"God, you feel so good," I panted.
"I'm already close," she whimpered in response.
Although I felt I had done a good job with my tongue, I knew her earlier meeting likely played a part in her arousal, too. However, I didn't dwell on the thought and concentrated on giving her the deep and steady rhythm she needed to climax. It didn't take long and when her body suddenly became rigid, I knew she was right on the edge.
"Go, baby...go. Let it out," I said to try to push her over the edge.
"Yes, close. I'm, so close," she whined, and then just seconds later, she announced, "There...I'm there. Mmmm...ohhh...ohhh, so good..."
Somehow, I managed to maintain control and I continued to fuck her with full strokes as her orgasm lingered. Only when I saw her eyes flutter open did I know for certain that it had passed and I slowed to a stop.
"That looked amazing," I said after I planted a kiss on her juicy lips.
"Mmmm, yeah..." she sighed, and then she suddenly emerged from her bliss, and said, "You didn't cum."
"Not yet," I replied.
She wrapped her arms around my neck, drew me close, and then whispered, "Cum in me."
"Is it safe?" I asked.
"Maybe? I'm not sure," she teased.
Although we were in a magical husband and wife connection, my thoughts jumped to Chris and although I tried to fight it, the words escaped my mouth, "Did Chris cum in you?"
For just an instant, I felt her body tense but she recovered quickly and answered seductively, "Oh, yeah."
The decadent response made me start moving again and my pace quickly built until I was thrusting into her with full strokes. I rose to look down at her which made her face break out in an impish grin, and when I noticed her lovely breasts with the metal bars dancing in circles, my excitement spiked.
"Did Chris like your piercings?" I asked.
"Loved them," she responded without hesitation, and then, after a moment, she said again, "Cum in me, baby."
"Shit. Shit, Lauren," I called out as my balls started to tingle.
In just a few seconds, she had taken me to full arousal and I could tell she loved doing so. For a time, I tried to hold back and show some control but it was a losing cause and when her nails traced their way along my back, I knew the moment had arrived.
"Go, baby," she whispered which provided the final push.
"Uggghhh...ohhhh...damn, Lauren...shit..." I grunted as my seed raced out of my dick.
"Mmmm...do it, baby," she groaned as her hands landed on my ass and pulled me tight.
For a time, I thought I might pass out and I made several attempts to fall off her but she kept me in place and when I had regained my breath, she kissed me passionately. Only then, did I get to roll to her side, and immediately she took my arm and pulled it across her body.
"You killed me," I forced out.
"Works every time," she giggled.
"What?" I asked although I felt I knew her intent.
"When you think about your wife with another man. It drives you crazy even if you don't want it to," she answered.
"I don't know...I guess...well..." I stammered not wanting to admit the truth.
We held each other in silence which allowed me to contemplate the message. I knew she was right and that somehow, we had managed to find a strange place where my fantasy co-existed with her heretofore unknown desire for illicit sex. Not only that, but the combination compounded things on both sides which made me wonder how we would ever extract ourselves from the mess. So far, Lauren's pronouncement had proved true as every attempt I made to stop things ultimately failed which only drove her further into the sordid abyss.
"Chris wants to meet Saturday," she whispered breaking me from my trance.
"What? The kids..." I started but she stopped me.
"At his house...in the afternoon," she said.
"What about Stacy?" I asked, suddenly wondering if my wife's good friend now played a role.
"She's going out of town," Lauren explained, and before I could respond, she added, "I'm not sure I want to be in her house."
Quickly, my mind went through the scenario and realizing she would be in Chris' space where I couldn't monitor made me very nervous, so I replied, "Maybe, it's not a good idea."
I hoped that my comment along with the idea of fucking the husband of her friend in her bed would make her pause but Friday evening as we sat watching the kids, she looked at me in an odd way, and immediately I knew where her thoughts lay.
"I need to call Chris," she said in a low voice.
Rather than respond, I rose and went to a back room but a few minutes later she joined me and the expression on her face made it clear she expected an answer.
"Do you really need to?" I asked.
"It was your idea. You started it," she replied as she shook her head.
"I know but..." I started but my mind became confused and it took a few seconds for me to recover. Then, another thought struck me, and I asked, "Do you talk to him?"
"Of course," she answered as if it were perfectly normal.
"How often?" I pushed.
"I don't know...a couple of times a day," she admitted.
"Shit, Lauren," I replied, and then followed up with, "Did you talk to Cezar like that?"
"He's less of a talker," she replied.
I thought about them on the phone together holding whispered conversations which made me ask, "What's he say? Has he told you you're beautiful?"
She paused for a moment and then replied, "Yes."
"I don't know," I started before she cut me off.
"Back to Cezar?" she asked with a raised eyebrow.
"How about no one," I said.
"Yeah, right. This won't last long," she answered.
"Do you want it to?" I replied feeling singed by her statement.
Clearly annoyed, we stared at each other as the seconds ticked by before she finally said, "Chris or Cezar? Pick one."
"What about Thomas?" I asked remembering her black co-worker.
"You waited too long. He's back with his girlfriend," she announced.
"I don't know Lauren. I need to think," I replied, and after looking at me in silence for a bit, she turned and left.
A few minutes later, I followed her but she wasn't with the kids so I made a drink and was just about to sit down when she appeared from the back of the house. I joined her in the kitchen as she reached for a wine glass and her body language made it clear she intended to ignore my presence.
"I'm meeting Chris tomorrow," she announced as she poured the liquid.
"You called him?" I asked.
"Yes," she replied.
Lauren left the house at two dressed in everyday attire and I immediately started running a time-lapsed schedule through my head of the likely activities. It started with the time of her arrival then moved to their warm embrace followed by the first passionate kiss. At the one-hour mark, I felt certain they were in bed and I couldn't help but recall how he made love to her slowly as she responded sensually to his touch. I knew the encounter was far different than Cezar's raw sex and it bothered me so much that when the stated time of her return passed, I became very anxious.
She arrived two hours and seventeen minutes late, looking amazingly fresh, and immediately went to see the kids. Her delay had truly tested my patience and it took all my self-control not to phone. Now, with her in the house, I was anxious to confront her but she used our children like a shield and by the time she stepped away, I had calmed.
"A little late," I said cornering her in the bedroom.
"Yes, we lost track of time," she said in a way intended to provoke me.
"What happened?" I asked.
"You know what happened," she said with a forced laugh, and then said, "Why do you always ask that?"
Her words made me bristle and I replied, "Well, I'm sorry for caring."
"Honey, it's not about caring, it's all about your fantasy," she responded, laughing again.
"Yeah, okay. Just tell me what happened," I answered in frustration.
"Well, let's see. He licked me and then we fucked. I sucked him and we fucked again and then we fucked again," she told me crudely.
"Did he cum in you? Do you need a pill?" I asked.
"Yes, all three times," she answered and after giving the message time to sink in, she added, "I'm fine."
I wanted to ask about her orgasm as the memory of her sobbing in his arms had made a huge impression on me but unsure how to broach such an intimate subject, I just said, "And you?"
She gave me another annoyed look and then replied, "Twice."
With that, she left me standing in our bedroom as she returned to our kids. I realized that my attempt to slow things down by directing her toward her friend's husband had completely failed and potentially created even bigger issues that I now needed to address. There really was only one answer but I wasn't sure how she would respond, so it took some time to build my courage, and when we found ourselves alone in the kitchen, I told her my decision.
"I don't want you seeing Chris anymore," I declared.
"Why?" she asked.
"I just don't. I don't like the dynamic," I said.
"I see. As I recall, it was your requirement and when we discussed it earlier you couldn't make your mind up," she replied.
"Well, I can now," I responded.
"I like him..." she started but I cut her off.
"No, Lauren, no more," I said firmly.
"Really? Just like that?" she asked and the look in her eye and her calm demeanor hinted that she might be toying with me a little.
"Yes, just like that," I confirmed.
"What about Cezar? Do you want your wife having rough bad boy sex?" she asked.
Several times, I started to speak but a thought came to my head and I used my thumb to trace her piercings through the material of her blouse before answering, "You love bad boys."
My words made her gasp but she recovered quickly and said, "Whatever you want, it's all for you."
She had used the message before to absolve herself of guilt but we both knew it was a lie. Still, I didn't challenge her and felt pleased that we had moved past Chris. As bad as Cezar was, he didn't threaten our relationship directly, which provided some room to find a permanent resolution. Lauren was right that I had been and, in many ways, continued to be the primary instigator but she had a magical way of pushing my buttons and I needed to somehow create a defense.
"Good," I said thinking it was the end of the discussion.
"Should I call him now? Let him know I'm available?" she pushed.
"It's kind of late," I replied thinking she was teasing.
"Not for his crew. They're just getting started," she responded.
"You've already had one man today," I replied boldly.
"So, can't your fantasies keep up?" she asked and the condescending smile on her face let me know she wanted to tweak my nose.
"You know, you're right. It makes sense. You might as well make it a full day," I countered sarcastically.



Her eyebrows shot up at the remark and she stared at me for a second before leaving which left me to ponder whether I had pissed her off or given her the answer she wanted. A few minutes later, I went to look for her and found her sitting on the bed with her phone in her ear.
"Put the kids to bed," she whispered as her hand covered the phone.
I did as she instructed while thinking it would be insane if she truly called the Hispanic man but when I had finished and discovered she was still in the discussion, I realized that it might very well be the case. Retreating to the kitchen to get a drink, it took another thirty minutes for her to appear and by her expression, I could tell something was amiss.
"A no-go?" I asked still thinking we were in our tit-for-tat exchange.
"Nope, he's not interested," she answered as she reached for the wine bottle.
My thoughts immediately jumped to her relationship with Chris and I wondered if she was putting on a façade as a reason to continue seeing the man.
"Why not?" I asked, curious about where she might go.
"He's mad at me for not seeing him...not talking to him," she explained.
"He's been reaching out? Trying to meet?" I asked.
Lauren nodded her head and while not surprised by the man's efforts, she hadn't mentioned anything to me. In truth, it wasn't out of the norm but I couldn't help but think about her focus on her friend's husband.
"Elsa's pregnant, too," she offered in a lower voice.
"Elsa? Who's Elsa? The girl that beat you up?" I fired back.
"Yes," she answered.
"Cezar's kid? Cezar got her pregnant?" I probed.
"Yes," she replied.
I thought about the situation for a moment and then without thinking, asked, "Did she move in? Are they living together?"
"No," she told me.
The look in her eye informed me that something was churning in her head and although it seemed completely bizarre, I pushed, "Are you jealous."
"No, of course not," she responded with a look of disgust.
"I think you're mad you're not the top girl," I laughed.
Instantly, she flipped me the bird, and then after a few seconds, she shot me a little smile and said, "How do you know I'm not the top?"
"Well, I don't know. Maybe, because you got turned down," I teased.
Her smile morphed into a frown as she stared at me and then she suddenly picked up her phone and disappeared down the hallway. I waited about five minutes, thinking she would return, before wandering to the back of the house where I found her just as before, sitting on the bed while talking on the phone. Standing in the shadows, I listened in and while I couldn't pick up every word, it was easy to hear the urgency in her voice. Clearly, she was doing her best to convince the Cezar to see her, and although the idea of my beautiful wife begging anyone for sex seemed preposterous, it also had an intoxicating effect on me.
Then, as I listened, I heard her say in a pleading voice, "Please, Cezar, I really want to see you. Let me come over."
With that, I returned to the kitchen and it took another fifteen minutes before she joined me. Now, acting quite smug, I guessed her begging had worked and she would soon go to him. However, I avoided asking her about the situation for the next few minutes, watching her get antsy before I finally broached the subject.
"So, what's up? You're acting nervous," I said.
"Cezar wants me to come over," she replied instantly.
"I thought he said no," I challenged her.
"He changed his mind," she stated, taking liberties with the truth.
"So, are you going?" I asked.
"Do you want me to?" she replied, seeking validation.
"Honey, that's up to you," I answered, and I could tell my words took some of the wind out of her sails.
She puttered about the kitchen for a minute as she sipped her wine too fast and then suddenly turned to me and said, "I think I'll go."
Even though our discussion about the Hispanic man had started as a means to deflect her from her friend's husband, seeing her interact with the man aroused me and throttled my concerns. Thus, I merely nodded my acceptance and with no further words, she quickly turned to prepare. When she returned twenty minutes later freshly made and wearing a cocktail dress and heels, I knew she wanted badly to get back in the man's good graces. Spaghetti straps held the top of the dress up and offered a nice view of the upper part of her breasts while the hem, reaching only to mid-thigh, highlight her smooth legs. She was so overdressed for her destination that it seemed comical and I had to work hard to keep my expression neutral.
"You look good, baby," I said as I hugged her and gave her ass a quick squeeze.
"I...I don't think I'll be long," she announced without conviction.
I simply nodded and with that, she headed for her car leaving me to question my sanity like I had so many times before. Now, with the kids present, I had nothing to do but wait and after downing another drink, I doubted I would be able to stay awake until her return. Indeed, I barely made it an hour before I found myself nodding off, and it was sometime later that an incoming alert on my phone made me stir. The message was from my wife and when I saw that it contained a video file, I shivered.
The setting for the video appeared to be Felix's dirty living room and it showed my wife, totally naked, between Cezar's legs as she eagerly sucked his large cock. Resting on the sofa, he too was naked and I could hear voices in the background that indicated that there was at least one other individual in addition to the person filming.
"Listen to her slurp on it," a female voice laughed.
"She knows how to suck dick," a male spoke that I thought was Felix.
Seconds later the video ended and I realized that they had somehow determined my number on Lauren's phone and were purposefully sending me evidence of her debauchery. I felt that Felix was incapable of such a warped act which made my thoughts run to Juan but the only other voice I heard was female which left me confused. Then, just a few seconds later, another message arrived.
This one showed a closeup of my wife's juicy lips sliding up and down Cezar's shaft and it continued for several seconds before the camera panned back. Then, suddenly the screen lost orientation and I realized the phone had dropped. When the person went to pick it up, it showed them for several seconds and I realized I was looking at the slender blonde woman I had seen at Zach's house during my wife's introduction to Cezar. Like before, she appeared quite attractive and wore club attire. She refocused the camera on my wife but the remaining recording only lasted a second or two.
The only time I had seen her was at Zach's house but recalling her deviousness in that situation, I thought it likely she was the instigator of the filming. Since she didn't seem attached to anyone, I wondered how she fit in the group and why now she had suddenly reappeared. I thought about going to collect Lauren but she didn't seem to be in distress. Indeed, she appeared to be quite happy sucking the fat weapon so I sat back to wait for more.
Sure enough, another video appeared a few minutes later and this one caught the couple just as Cezar exploded in her mouth.
"Don't miss any," the blonde laughed causing Felix to join in as Cezar grunted in joy.
The recording continued until my wife lifted her head and smiled at the camera which made me wonder if she knew I was on the receiving end. I waited impatiently for the next segment but none was forthcoming which made me imagine what was transpiring as I thought it likely things had progressed. Was my wife now riding Cezar's cock as the others watched? Had she moved to Felix? She had engaged with him before during the sordid encounter at our house so I knew it was possible even though I thought it unlikely. These and other visions churned in my brain making it impossible to sit still, which upon reflection, I thought might be the woman's intent.
Now, I found it impossible to rest and I steeled myself for what I would see next. It took thirty minutes for the phone to ping again and when I saw the video, it was even worse than I had imagined.
Lauren now lay on her back in Cezar's bed and the large Hispanic man had her shoulders pinned down as the blonde woman rapidly pumped three fingers into her dripping pussy while simultaneously massaging her clit with her other hand. Lauren was out of control, squirming and whining loudly from the woman's efforts in such a way that made it difficult to determine if she was receiving pain or pleasure. In either case, it was extreme and totally raw, devoid of any intimacy.
With the blonde in the scene, I guessed she had passed filming responsibility on to Felix and the constantly moving frame made me think that he either didn't understand how to operate the device or he was attending to other needs at the same time.
"Give it up bitch. Give it to me," the woman demanded.
My wife unable to form words continued to grunt and squeal as she thrashed on the bed with such intensity, I thought she might hurt herself. Then, just as it seemed as if a crescendo was building the video ended leaving me in a distressed state, as, despite the sordid nature of the event, I found it compelling and wanted to see the ending. Now, with Felix in charge of the camera, I thought it likely there would be nothing further so I felt surprised when another message arrived a few minutes later.
It showed a very similar scene and at first, I thought it was more of the same but then I noticed the blonde had her fingers shaped into a spear and was pushing hard against my wife's sloppy pussy. Several times, she tried, and it seemed a little more of her hand would disappear each time as my wife squealed loudly. Then, she thrust again and this time she maintained a constant pressure as the seconds ticked by until I saw Lauren's opening surrender and the blonde's hand disappear until all I could see was her wrist.
"Fuck man," Felix let out.
"You want to cum on my arm?" the woman asked loudly.
"Yes..." Lauren forced out in an animalistic groan.
The blonde woman redoubled her attention to my wife's clit and I prayed I would see the ending, and thankfully, it didn't take long to push her over the edge. Within seconds, her squeals reached a level that indicated her orgasm was near and when it hit it looked otherworldly.
Despite Cezar's pressure on her shoulders, she managed to thrash on the bed and when he released his hold, her hands immediately grasped the woman's arm. However, rather than moving to pull it free, she held it firmly in place and started a humping motion. It lasted a good twenty seconds and then she started to fade rapidly, falling back on the bed as a sweating, heaving mess.
"Your married slut is dirty as fuck," the blonde told the naked Hispanic man.
"Fuck yeah she is," he replied with a chuckle.
Felix turned slightly toward Cezar to record his response which brought the man's rigid cock into view. Totally erect, it jutted from his body and dripping from the end, a strand of semen dangled above my wife's face. My eyes went to it, wondering when it would drop but before it happened the video ended.
"Shit," I forced out.
I had just witnessed a truly decadent act, more aggressive than anything I had seen in porn, and the primary player was my beautiful wife. Although she looked absolutely shattered, something told me the night was not yet over, so I went to make a drink while wondering if I had done the right thing by pushing her toward the man.
Over an hour elapsed since the last message and despite my interest, I had drifted asleep again when I heard an incoming message. Quickly awake, I manipulated the phone and saw that it showed my wife in bed with Cezar as he slowly fucked her in the missionary position. The video stayed on the couple for a few seconds and then slowly turned and zoomed in on the side table. It took a moment to focus and when it did, I saw my wife's diaphragm.
Then, almost like a scripted scene, Felix announced his presence by saying, "Knock her up man. You know she wants it."
"Do you want that, Lauren?" the blonde woman asked.
My wife didn't respond but seconds later her hands, which had been squeezing his biceps, moved to his ass which made both Felix and the woman laugh. Then, the screen went dark, and once more my thoughts went to the evil spirit of the woman as, without question, she intended the video to torment me.
Lauren's use of the diaphragm surprised me as earlier when she declared she was okay with Chris, I took it to mean she was in a safe spot in her cycle. Did it mean she had used the device with her friend's husband and I just took her message the wrong way? Was she close enough to her window that the hours mattered? Or, had she been playing fast and loose with Chris? Since the ramifications were huge, I knew I would need to confront the issue but that would probably require acknowledging the videos, and I wondered if she was even aware.
The garage door opening stirred me from a fitful sleep and looking at the clock, I saw it was just after three in the morning which meant another hour and a half had elapsed since the last message. As soon as I saw her, I knew she was exhausted and I took the heels from her hand and offered my arm as we moved to the bedroom.
"I'm done," she declared as she flopped on the bed fully clothed.
"Good done?" I asked, hoping to get a sense of her state of mind.
"Just done," she answered, offering little.
With that, I made her sit so I could pull her dress free, and as soon as it was off her head, I saw that she was naked.
"Where are your panties?" I asked.
"I didn't wear any," she replied with a little smirk.
"Did you have a good time?" I asked, still hoping to get her to talk.
She didn't respond at first and then with a heavy sigh, she asked nervously, "Did you get pictures? Teresa said she sent some."
"I got videos," I admitted, finally discovering the blonde woman's name.
"I know they're bad," she offered, and then said, "Let me shower."
I thought about taking her first and adding my cum to Cezar's but I let her step past me and soon I heard the water running. She stayed under the cleansing spray for almost thirty minutes, which made me antsy, but finally, I heard it stop and a few minutes later she appeared in her robe.
"Do you want to see them?" I asked.
"No, not really," she answered while avoiding my eyes.
"I don't blame you. They're pretty raunchy," I replied, and when she didn't respond, I asked, "Who was the woman, the blonde?"
"Zach's sister, Teresa. She's ummm...a little different," she explained.
"I see," I replied, and unable to hold back, I stated, "She had her hand in you. Inside you and from what I saw, you loved it."
"Just let it go," she replied as she moved to pull back the covers.
Her dismissive attitude irritated me and I couldn't rationalize it away as the scene I witnessed was truly decadent, bordering on torture. I wanted her to explain it in her own words, tell me how the woman's actions had made her orgasm but it looked like she planned to ignore me.
"The camera showed your diaphragm. It was on the table. Is it a bad time for you?" I asked.
"It's close," she answered without going into specifics.
"Why didn't you use it?" I pushed.
"She took it out, Teresa took it out," she said in a low voice.
"Did you put it back before Cezar?" I probed.
"No," she admitted in the same soft voice.
For at least the hundredth time since our games started, a surge of fear swept through me as I thought about how risky, how close to the edge she was playing with a pregnancy. I knew that, despite prior planning, she lost the ability to think clearly when aroused and would accept her lover's semen without protest.
"Did you use it with Chris?" I asked when I thought about her earlier rendezvous.
She continued to position herself in the bed and only when her head was on the pillow, did she reply, "No."
I stood transfixed, staring at her, and then a thought struck me and I asked, "What about Felix? Anything happen?"
It took her several seconds to respond, and her tone left some doubt when she finally spoke, "Nothing happened with Felix."
I woke before her and started breakfast for the kids to give her time to recover but she rose just twenty minutes later and took over. Despite all the sordid things that had happened, her commitment to her children had proved absolute and I had nothing negative to say. As I watched their interaction, the polar difference between mother and naughty wife struck me like a brick to the face, and I decided then and there that it was all going to stop. I knew it meant I couldn't ever show weakness regardless of the demons in my head and I had to stand firm against my wife's interests.
Later, with the kids safely parked in front of the TV, I cornered Lauren in our bedroom and told her of my decision.
"Look, Lauren, I know we've been here before but all this stuff, these crazy goings on need to stop and I mean right now," I stated firmly.
"Really?" she said and then stared at me with an odd look for several seconds before continuing, "Yes, we've been here before and you always change your mind. I think you'll change it again."
"No, not this time. We need to stop," I replied.
Once more, she stared at me without speaking for several seconds before she replied, "Okay, then."
I had anticipated a much longer interaction so I felt pleased we had reached an agreement with no accusations and tears. I put it down to Lauren being in the same place as me and that she looked forward to us getting all our focus back on our family. Indeed, I even started thinking about arranging for a top-flight vacation we could take during the kid's next break.
For the next few weeks, things went exceedingly well as Lauren stayed in good spirits and when her period started right on time it seemed, to me, like an emphatic mark of the end. Just like my wife, I maintained a positive outlook and felt quite proud that I had beaten my decadent thoughts back every time they emerged in my head. The key, I learned, was to fight them off immediately so they couldn't get a toehold and chew on my psyche.
"What are those?" I asked when I arrived home on a Friday afternoon and spotted a bouquet of roses on the table.
"Roses," she answered nonchalantly.
"I can see that. Where did they come from?" I probed as I felt my stomach tighten.
"Chris sent them," she replied confirming my suspicions.
I stood silently as I tried to decipher the meaning and when I noticed her trying to hide her smile, it took every bit of my self-control to keep from slapping her. Knowing I was in no state to talk, I left the room but returned just a few minutes later to get answers.
"They're from Chris? Have you seen him? Are you talking to him?" I immediately fired out, shocked at the turn of events.
"Yes, they're nice, aren't they?" she responded, ignoring my other questions.
"Lauren, don't play games. What's going on? I thought we agreed that all this was going to stop?" I asked.
She stared at me for several seconds, and it seemed she enjoyed seeing me distraught but finally, she replied, "I got some nice flowers today. They weren't from you but then, I can't remember the last time you sent me some."
Her message came through clearly but still wanting to know the extent of her interaction with her friend's husband, I said, "Okay, I see. Have you been talking to him?
Rather than respond, she left the room and headed down the hall toward our bedroom. I stayed behind, stewing over what I had learned, but before long, I went after her to uncover the rest.
"Lauren quit playing games. What is going on?" I demanded.




"I got some flowers," she replied showing the same cavalier attitude.
"Are you seeing him? Are you talking to him?" I asked again.
"I haven't seen him but we talk occasionally," she answered.
"Why, Lauren?" I replied.
"Why? Because I didn't think you were serious and I'm still not sure you are. You've made your claim before and then changed your mind. He's very nice and I enjoy talking to him," she responded.
Of course, it was her last statement that I honed in on as it told me that not only were they communicating but she held some affection as well, and although I couldn't deny her comment about my wavering position, I felt she was using it to camouflage her interests.
"That's bullshit, Lauren," I stated.
"Is it?" she replied as she turned her back to me.
I left the room, needing to regroup, and went to the kitchen and grabbed a beer. Half the can disappeared with the first taste and then I slowed to consider all she had said. Without question, she wanted to deliver the message that my attention was lacking. That came through loud and clear but, more importantly, I felt threatened by her acknowledgment that she still talked to the man. Intuitively, I knew she didn't do it just to thumb my nose, that her admission flouted our understanding and that she likely held more than a casual interest in him.
"Where are we going?" Lauren asked as we drove in my car.
It was at least the tenth time she had asked the question after I told her we were going out to dinner. The message she delivered after coming home with Chris' flowers had set me in motion and by early afternoon the following day, I had managed to secure a reservation at a very nice restaurant and arranged for a babysitter. On short notice, the only time I could land was late but it didn't seem to dampen my wife's mood. Of course, she had understood from the start why I suddenly doted on her but she played the game well by acting both surprised and pleased.
Fifteen minutes later, we sat at our table with her looking very nice in a simple cocktail dress that I noted was much more conservative than the one she wore with her friend's husband. While I studied the wine list, she scanned the room, and every time I looked up at her, she gave me an impish grin.
"What kind of wine do you want," I finally asked, overwhelmed by the selection.
"I don't know. Chris always makes those decisions," she answered.
"What? Don't," I responded as my head returned to the list but after a few seconds, I looked up at her and said, "You're bad."
"Am I?" she giggled.
"Yes," I replied and then asked, "What else did he do?"
"Well, let's see. He held my chair when I sat," she replied as her smile turned into a pointed stare.
"Damn, I guess I suck," I said.
"Don't be a baby," she responded as she kicked me under the table.
Truly, she enjoyed the situation and she made several more comments comparing my behavior to Chris' during our lovely dinner. Each time, a little smirk would appear on her face but I didn't challenge her, deciding it best to let her have her way. We finished the meal with an after-dinner drink in the bar and then headed for home, and as soon as I paid the babysitter, I headed to the bedroom where I discovered her naked in front of the mirror.
"Okay, you've got to play your game all evening. Now, it's my turn," I said as I pulled her into the bedroom.
She giggled as she followed me but when I tossed her onto the bed unceremoniously and dove face-first between her legs, she rewarded me with a loud gasp. Quickly, I had her legs wide, and I lapped at her pussy as she squirmed and moaned beneath me. Several times, I had to push her hands away when she pulled on my dress shirt but with my dick painfully erect in my slacks, I finally stopped, rose from the bed, and started on my things as she watched.
"Hurry," she begged as she teased a nipple with one hand while sliding a finger through her wet slit with the other.
I thought about her display and knew that it signified her change as before she experienced the other men, she would never act so wantonly. She pulled her legs further back as I climbed onto her and we moaned together as my dick burrowed into her opening. Just for a moment, I thought about all the penetration it had experienced and marveled at how it had remained pristine.
"All mine," I whispered as I started to move purposefully.
"Mmmm..." she moaned in response.
We continued for a little longer and then I rose on my arms, looked down at her, and asked, "Is it all mine?"
"Yeah," she whispered and then pulled my head down for a kiss. When we broke, she said huskily into my ear, "For now."
"You're trying to push my buttons. You brought those flowers home to push them," I challenged her as I pushed harder.
"Am I?" she gasped, and before I could answer, she added, "He was sweet for sending them."
I started moving even faster and soon our eyes connected and we maintained a stare as the seconds ticked by. I felt she wanted to communicate something to me but I wasn't sure about the message. Slowly, my arousal built, and knowing she was behind me, I tried to regain some control but when she moved her hand to my balls and started tickling them with her fingernails, I knew I had no hope.
"Getting close," I grunted.
"Don't cum in me," she warned.
The fact that I seemed to be the only man forbidden from depositing his seed in her womb wasn't lost on me but I was too far gone to stop and I planned to wrench free and spray her body. However, just as the moment arrived, she pushed me off with amazing strength and inhaled my dick while her hand stroked me rapidly.
"Shit, Lauren. Shit!" I cried out as my cum filled her eager mouth.
The intense feeling made me lift my ass from the bed but when I finally collapsed, she continued to lap at my shaft until she had it completely clean. Her attention had managed to keep it mostly hard and with a playful smile, she lifted her body and took my dick back inside her.
"No," she said when I reached for her breasts and grabbing my wrists, she forced my arms back to the bed.
The look in her eye made me think that something was in her head and at first, I thought she intended to tease me some more but she remained silent as she worked her body. Slowly, some disturbing thoughts began to percolate in my head and although I wanted to ignore them, they finally reached the boiling point.
"Have you seen Chris? Been with him?" I asked.
"No," she answered quickly.
"Do you want to?" I probed.
"Yes," she replied without hesitation.
"I thought we agreed..." I started before she cut me off.
"No, you said what you wanted," she interrupted, and after a pause, she continued, "You told me what you wanted but I think you'll change your mind."
"No..." I began but she interrupted once more.
"You always have," she stated.
"I won't. I'm serious. Not this time," I replied.
"Okay," she answered dismissively.
Annoyed by her tone, I tried to break her hold but her grip was firm and when I stopped struggling, I looked at her for several seconds and then said, "You want it to keep going."
"Yeah," she admitted after a few seconds.
"Why, Lauren? I mean Stacy...and Cezar treats you like shit," I responded.
"Cezar has his moments," she replied.
"And Stacy? Your friend?" I asked.
She didn't respond to the question and after moving for a little longer, she collapsed onto my chest with her head turned to the side. Unable to see her face, I struggled to guess her state, and we lay in silence for several minutes.
"You didn't finish," I finally said.
"No," she answered.
More silence ensued and then I stated, "I'm not going to change my mind. Not this time."
"Okay," she replied in the same dismissive voice.
I came away from the discussion thinking Lauren wasn't completely happy to stop her play but would abide by the decision even though she thought it likely short-lived. Since it wasn't a perfect outcome, I felt tense and unsettled. However, my wife, perhaps buoyed by the kids, seemed completely at ease which made me think she felt strongly I would eventually succumb to my demons. The odd dynamic of living with a woman, a loving wife, that hoped for my failure so she could spread her legs for others made me think at times I might be living in some bizarre parallel world but, unfortunately, it was all too real and I knew that my sordid desires played the primary role in creating the situation. I felt time would prove to be the solution and hoped that with each passing day, we moved a little further from the vortex. Indeed, things appeared to be progressing well until the fateful Thursday when I arrived home from work and saw the strange expression on my wife's face.
Alone in the kitchen with the kids parked in front of the TV, I asked her, "What's going on?"
"We need to talk but later," she replied.
Her message put me on eggshells and I spent the rest of the evening trying to determine the cause. I strongly suspected it involved one of her men, perhaps even Thomas, but that would mean our understanding had already shattered. She seemed to dawdle in putting the kids to bed but when I saw her walking toward our bedroom, I rose from the sofa and followed.
I caught up to her sitting in front of the mirror and as soon as we made eye contact, she announced, "I had lunch with Chris today."
"Why? I thought we agreed..." I started before she interjected.
"He wanted to talk. He was very sweet on the phone," she said, trying hard to keep a smile off her face.
"So, just like that, you blow off our agreement?" I asked.
"It was just lunch," she answered but by her look, I knew there was more to come.
"Okay, what do you want to tell me? I can see there's something," I responded.
This time, she stared at me without speaking for several seconds and then took a deep breath and explained, "He asked me to go with him to New York. I want to go."
"Hell, no you're not going," I answered angrily, and when she didn't reply, I added, "Did you really think I would agree?"
Strangely, a confused expression momentarily appeared on her face which made me think she did indeed think I would agree to the trip. I couldn't fathom how she had convinced herself which meant we were much further apart than I had thought.
"I want to go," she said flatly and moved to the bedroom.
She was gone for several minutes and when she reappeared, I could tell she had regrouped.
"Lauren..." I started.
"No, wait," she interjected, and then quickly continued, "I don't see it as a big deal. I've been with him before for a weekend at your insistence. This is just in a different place."
"We agreed..." I tried but she cut me off again.
"Please stop with that. You know you'll change your mind," she stated.
"What has gotten into you? How do we ever stop this craziness? I know I made mistakes but I'm trying and you're not helping," I fired back. Then, a thought suddenly hit me and I demanded, "Are you in love with Chris?"
"No, of course not," she answered but with less conviction than I hoped.
"What happened at lunch? Did he kiss you?" I asked.
"We kissed, that's all," she admitted.
Suddenly deflated, I moved to the bed and stared at my feet for almost a minute before I said, "This is a mess. It's a disaster. I think we're at a point where maybe it would be best to be apart for some time. I never thought I'd hear myself saying that but maybe it's best."
"You're overreacting. I don't think it makes any sense at all," she replied.
The exchange launched us into a conversation that lasted for hours but continued to go round and round without ever arriving at a solution. It carried on into the weekend but the more I thought about it, the more convinced I became that our relationship needed a solid jolt to break free. Certainly, incremental approaches weren't working and I knew the longer things continued the more difficult it would be to emerge unscathed. By Sunday, I had taken an adamant stance and despite Lauren abandoning the New York trip idea, I still held firm that we needed time apart. I left that afternoon with the understanding that my leaving would remain just between the two of us. Meaning, no notice to our parents or our friends and in the eyes of our kids, daddy was just going on an extended business trip.
I thought that two months felt like the right time frame but Lauren reacted very badly and wanted no more than two to three weeks, so by the time I left the period remained undefined. I managed to wrangle a small, furnished corporate apartment and forced myself to not dwell on the dull and lonely surroundings. For the next few days, I ignored my wife's phone calls and by mid-week, they stopped, which left me anxious. Knowing I needed to keep busy, I focused on work, and despite my mind occasionally wandering to Lauren and the kids, I managed to be quite productive.
A week after my departure, I got a call from my mom and during our discussion, I learned that Lauren planned to drop them in the country that Thursday. Immediately, I realized that despite our emotional discussions and my clearly articulated position, she had decided to go forward with the trip to New York, and for the first time, I questioned whether our relationship had a future.
I couldn't help but sneak into her emails and when I saw the boarding pass, I had my suspicions confirmed. Not only that, but her 3A seat designation meant her lover planned to make it a memorable weekend. The days seemed to crawl by but when Friday afternoon finally arrived, I left early, drove to our house, and took in the sights and smells of what had been my happy existence. I poured myself a drink and sat, staring straight ahead as I wondered if my gambit had been the right decision. One led to another and when I had the third in my hand, I walked slowly to the bedroom, opened the drawer, and searched for my wife's diaphragm. Missing from its normal spot, I got a lift even though I knew she might have merely placed it elsewhere.
Moving back to the sofa, I couldn't help but think about Lauren and what she might be doing at that exact moment. I knew they had already landed and likely checked into their hotel but had they gone straight to bed? Were her legs now wrapped around the man as her hands gripped his arms? I knew that, unlike the other men, there was a risk of an emotional connection and I wondered if it had already formed. Would they profess their love for each other as they lay entwined?
Although I worried about drinking too much alcohol in my chaotic condition, I did anyway, and somehow managed to make it through to Sunday. I wondered if I might get a call from Lauren as she made her way to collect our children, and although none came, later, she texted me and suggested I speak with them before bed, which I did. I knew that she knew that they would talk about their visit to the country which made me think she might have an agenda but, in the end, I just concluded she didn't care enough to hide it.
Just three weeks later, I learned of another plan my wife made to use our parents to babysit for the weekend which meant she had totally rejected my attempt to stop. It was a sobering moment made even more profound by my longing to see my family and it instantly put me into a depressed state. Now drinking most nights to dull the loneliness, I had convinced myself I maintained firm control but with this new info, I lost it. I hit the bottle hard as I speculated on who she would meet and if she even gave a thought to our marriage.
I guessed that getting the kids out of the way meant the encounter would likely occur at our house, so I had it staked out at the time I expected her to return and sure enough, within thirty minutes of her arrival, Chris pulled up and with a jaunty step, made his way to the door. I left and went to a bar but two hours later when I swung by on my way home, his car was gone which meant they were either out on a date or he had just stopped by for a quickie. Still watching the house, I saw the lights come on in the garage followed by the door rising which provided the answer, and when my wife's car started down the street, I followed at a discreet distance.
It only took a few minutes to guess her destination so I backed off and took a circuitous route to Cezar's house. When I arrived, I saw Lauren's car in the driveway but none of the house lights were on which made me wonder if she had left with the man. I thought about searching the nearby club for his truck but suddenly feeling exhausted, I headed toward my simple apartment.
Along the way, I thought about my wife and realized she was indeed a true sex addict. She had rejected Dr. Sturm's warnings as well as my threats and now, it seemed, one man was not enough for the day. Within an hour or so of Chris' departure, she had set off to find Cezar which was disturbing, although, it also suggested her emotional connection with her friend's husband had a limit.
I thought about finding a rehab facility she could go to as despite the ramifications, I knew the situation couldn't continue. It seemed like the only alternative and I started searching my computer when another thought hit me that seemed so simple, I chastised myself for not thinking of it sooner. The more I considered it, the more sense it made and it was then and there that I decided to get Lauren pregnant.
She would fight the idea and I would need to ensure she didn't use one of her morning-after pills but once knocked up, I thought it very likely she would see the pregnancy through. Now with a plan, I felt better about things but still killed the half-bottle of whiskey I had as I thought about her at Cezar's.
Late Sunday, with the kids back from the country, she phoned me and this time, I answered the call.
"When are you coming back?" she asked after she told me about the kids.
"Lauren, did you go with Chris to New York?" I asked, ignoring her question.
"Yes," she admitted in a sheepish voice.
"Who did you see this weekend?" I pushed.
"You weren't here," she replied as if my absence meant permission.
"Why do you want me back? Seems like you're having a good time," I asked sarcastically.
"Don't beat me up. Come home so we can talk," she responded.
"Lauren, I'm thinking you need to go into a treatment facility. You're addicted," I told her as for some reason, I wanted to inflict some pain.
"That's bullshit. How about you? Are you going, too? You started it," she fired back angrily.
"If I thought it would help you then by all means I would go," I answered and I sensed my message made her stop and think.
"Come home," she said after a few seconds of silence.
"Soon, I answered but not yet," I said, wanting to show some control.
I managed to make it three more weeks but when my month was up at the apartment, I left for home. I texted her of my plans so the kids mauled me when I stepped in the door and I spent over an hour with them before we broke for dinner. Later, after she put them to bed, Lauren retreated to the bedroom and I gave her a half-hour before I followed. She lay reading, dressed in her loosely tied robe, and she smiled at me nervously as I stepped into the room. I thought about berating her about her encounters but after being gone for two months, it didn't seem smart to immediately start an inquisition, so I just sat at the end of the bed.
"We missed you," she said with sad eyes.
"Did you?" I replied as I grabbed her feet and slid her toward me.
In doing so, her robe opened and I saw something on her lower abdomen, near her pussy, that looked like a tattoo. She gave me a nervous look but said nothing as I moved closer and upon inspection, I realized I was looking at a two-inch tattoo of the animated cartoon character Felix the Cat. Instantly, I knew who placed it but I couldn't fathom why my wife would have agreed.



"Why, Lauren?" I asked.
"I don't know," she answered nervously.
"Did they make you?" I asked.
"No...I don't know," she responded.
She tried to pull her robe closed but I stopped her and continued to stare at the figure for some time before I said, "Tell me how it happened."
"Felix did it," she replied, stating the obvious.
"At Cezar's? You went to Cezar's?" I asked, feigning ignorance.
"I went there but he did it here," she answered.
Her response let me know that more had occurred during the weekend than I previously understood and I wondered if, like before, the crew had traveled to our house for their sordid play.
"They came here? Cezar...and the others?" I asked.
"No, just Felix," she replied.
"Lauren, enough. Start at the beginning and tell me what happened," I demanded.
She stared at me for a few seconds and then explained, "I went to Cezar's but it was a mess. He was in bed with Zach's sister and I got mad and he told Felix to get me out so I left," she said which still didn't explain Felix at our house or the tattoo.
"How did Felix get here?" I asked.
"He followed me. He knew I was alone. I told Cezar and I guess he told him," she replied.
"You let him in the house?" I probed.
"Yes," she admitted.
"Did you have sex with him? Did he force you?" I asked nervously.
"He didn't force me," she whispered as she looked down at the bed.
"Damn, Lauren. When did he do the tattoo?" I pushed.
"Saturday afternoon," she responded.
Something didn't connect in my head and I asked, "How long was he here?"
"Until Sunday afternoon when I had to leave," she answered.
"When did he come over?" I asked now sensing the depravity of the weekend.
"Friday night," she whispered.
In my mind, I envisioned them fucking dozens of times all over the house and although I wanted more details, I merely looked at her and said, "Your nipples and now your tummy."
"Let's make love," she said as she reached for my arm.
Although I was still confused, I felt my pronouncement might be received better when we had connected so I quickly stripped and crawled on top. As I grew near, she gripped my dick and guided me into her opening which was already wet and I easily slipped inside. I let several minutes tick by as I slowly thrust into her while listening to her soft mews, and when I thought the time was right, I let her know the plan.
"Lauren, I've decided the best path forward is for you to get pregnant," I told her.
"What's that mean?" she asked nervously.
"It means I'm going to knock you up," I declared.
I thought it was 50/50 on whether she would accept or reject the idea but I hadn't expected her to go silent and push her head into my chest. Clearly, something was wrong, and it took her almost a minute before she lifted her head and looked into my eyes.
"I think...you' might be...you're too late," she stammered.
"Who?" I asked although I had strong suspicions.
"Felix...he wouldn't let me..." she started before I cut her off.
"You didn't take a pill?" I demanded.
"He wouldn't let me. I did when he left but I think it was too late. I'm late," she explained.
I knew my wife's periods followed a predictable schedule and doing the quick math in my head, I figured she couldn't be tardy by more than a week or so which meant it was too soon to panic. Still, the risk was very real as her commitment to the diaphragm was spotty at best, and it made me wonder if it was always inevitable that sooner or later, we would be in this predicament. Despite the situation, something made me push into her and hearing her gasp, my mind jumped to Felix's tattoo and what it would look like on her swollen belly.
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"Is that the guy you hired to repair the barn?" Allison asked when I returned from the store with her groceries.
"Yeah, that's Cole. Can you help me with these things?" I asked.
A late twenties couple married for four years, we had recently purchased 21 acres with a small house in a village past the suburbs. The price was decent because of some long past-due maintenance issues that we planned to address one at a time. A decent size barn sat on the property about forty yards from the house that had several stalls and a storage area. It hadn't been on the top of our list but knowing my wife was interested in horses, I asked the owner of the nearby hardware store if he had any recommendations. He suggested a man who did work on the side, and his price came in well, so we decided to give him a try. With his day job, he could only work evenings and weekends, but with the long summer nights, we figured he could still get in several good hours each day.
Before he started, I met with him to go over the supply list, and once finalized, I used the trailer that had come with the property to collect the materials from the hardware store. I parked it alongside the barn with the understanding that he would start sometime in the next few days. The following evening, when I spotted his battered pickup, I headed over to see if he had any remaining needs.
"Hey there, Mr. Jim," Cole said in his thick country accent when he spotted me.
"Just Jim, please," I replied as the deferential phrasing made me feel odd.
"I got ya," he answered with a wry smile.
Although the hardware store had vouched for him, I still had concerns about his competency but the tools he had already unloaded indicated he understood the task, and after spending a few minutes discussing the work sequence, I had even more comfort.
Like in our previous meetings, he wore a long-sleeved untucked work shirt with jeans, and although the clothing masked the details of his physique, he seemed in decent shape. By my eye, he stood a little over six feet tall and I guessed he was about forty years old. He sported a full head of thick brown hair and a neatly trimmed beard that showed a hint of gray. His dark eyes had a determined look that contrasted with his casual manner and when he smiled, he showed a few crooked teeth.
For the next few days, we didn't speak but I tracked his progress by the amount of metal siding that he removed. On Saturday, just as we were about to leave to meet friends for dinner, Cole knocked on our back door.
"Hey, what's up?" I asked as the man, smelling of cigarettes, stepped into the kitchen.
"I just noticed that there are some dead trees on the property and I wondered if you wanted them down. I can cut and split them for firewood. No charge for you that way," he explained.
"Yeah, that could work..." I started before Allison's arrival interrupted the discussion.
Freshly made up and dressed in a knee-length skirt with a sleeveless blouse, she looked wonderful. I chuckled inwardly as I watched Cole's eyes roam her body.
"What's going on?" she asked.
"Cole wants to cut down the dead trees for firewood. He'll do it for free and make his money by selling the wood," I explained.
"That sounds great," she replied which sealed the deal.
With that, we shook hands and he departed. We locked up and made for the car, and on the drive, I recalled the man's eager looks at my wife. In truth, I couldn't blame him as she was very attractive and usually garnered attention. Slender, with shoulder-length raven hair, she stood 5'7" tall and weighed 128 pounds. Her C-cup breasts sat high on her chest and with her frame, they looked quite pronounced. Her lovely dark eyes, juicy lips, and playful demeanor provided the little something extra that helped set her apart.
At 5'11" and 175 pounds, I viewed myself as average and certainly didn't possess the attractive qualities that Allison enjoyed. Indeed, I felt very fortunate to land such a beautiful woman. Unfortunately, I made the mistake of sharing my feelings during a weak moment, and now, she often brings it up when it suits her purpose.
As we pulled into the house after dinner, lights from the barn informed us that Cole was still at work. I thought about running out to check on him but decided that I preferred my wife's company and ten minutes later, after changing, we met on the sofa to share a nightcap.
"What do you think Cole's deal is?" Allison asked, and when I gave her a questioning look, she added, "I mean is he married? Does he have kids? Why does he do this kind of work?"
"I don't know the answer to any of that. I just want the barn repaired," I laughed, and after receiving an irritated stare, I offered, "He liked how you looked."
"What's that mean?" she demanded.
"When he was in the kitchen. He looked you over pretty good," I chuckled.
"And you just let him?" she responded, pretending to be annoyed.
"Honey, if I went after every guy that thought you were hot, I'd be in fights every day," I countered as I pulled her close.
"You've never gone after a guy that I remember. Any guy!" she responded before I pressed my lips to hers.
As we connected, I slipped my hand inside her robe and found her firm breasts. I lifted each orb in my hand and then used my thump to tease a nipple. Soon, soft whimpers escaped our connection as her body began to stir.
"Mmmmm..." she moaned when we separated, and then, before I could speak, she said, "Let's go to bed."
Quickly, I rose to my feet and lifted her from the sofa. Then, with her in front, I swatted her rear several times making her giggle as she moved toward the bedroom. We undressed in seconds and I pushed her onto the bed and quickly lowered my head between her legs. As always, she tasted wonderful and I ran my tongue through her slit several times before teasing her clit.
"I need it now," she whined as her hands pawed at my shoulders.
"Already?" I chuckled.
"Yeah," she answered as I rose.
I paused for a moment to gently suck one of her tiny nipples but once within reach, she grabbed my dick and guided it to her opening. We groaned in unison as I slid inside and quickly, we established a good rhythm. In sex, Allison valued consistency, so I tried not to deviate and before long, her purrs and whimpers told me I had her headed in the right direction.
"Feel good?" I asked.
"Yeah, don't stop," she gasped.
Normally, we didn't talk much during sex as it made her feel too self-conscious but occasionally, she would engage a little and I hoped the alcohol we had consumed might act as a verbal lubricant.
"I'm not going to stop, baby," I whispered, and then added, "Tell me how it feels."
"Good," she replied, and for a moment I thought that was all I was going to get, but then, she added, "It feels so good. So good... Don't stop. Keep going."
For her, that was very forthcoming, so I decided to push my luck, "You want to cum? Want me to make you cum?"
"Yeah...do it," she moaned as her hands moved to my ass.
The interaction thrilled me but also made my balls tighten. I desperately wanted her to climax first so I did the age-old routine of filling my head with other thoughts. It worked for a while and then the vision of Cole checking her out filled my brain. It had arrived out of the blue and strangely, for a moment, I felt my balls swell even more. Confused and a little alarmed, I mentally chastised myself for the strange thought as I considered why it had excited me.
Fortunately, as my mind swirled, Allison continued her path to orgasm. Her urgent whines brought me back to the moment and sensing that she was near the brink, I re-focused my attention on her. My steady rhythm helped her advance and when her body suddenly tensed, I knew the moment had arrived.
"Oh, Jim...go. Uhhh...mmmm..." she groaned as her legs rose.
"Let it out Allison," I told her.
Her climax lasted a good twenty seconds and then a smile filled her face as she started pushing her hips against mine. Now, she was using her wiles to make me let go and when she started running her tongue along my earlobe, she put me into launch mode.
"Oh, Allison... Damn... Oh, shit," I grunted loudly as I ejaculated.
Second later, I collapsed onto her body and remained still as she slowly ran her hand through my hair before finally falling to her side. Soon, we were both consumed by a contented sleep.
On Tuesday, I arrived home just before sundown and noticed that there was an older model red van parked next to Cole's pickup.
"Whose van is that?" I asked my wife when I stepped inside.
"I don't know. It was there when I got home," she replied.
"I hope he's not bringing his buddies out here," I said, and after thinking about it for a moment, I said, "Maybe I'll go check."
"Do it after dinner. It's almost ready," she replied.
I half expected them to be gone by the time I finished eating but when I saw the vehicles were still there, I decided to have a look. As soon as I was outside, I picked up the sound of an engine running and when I got closer, I realized it was emanating from behind the building. Rounding the corner, I saw they had set up some lights running off a battery, and Cole was working on a chainsaw and smoking a cigarette while a middle-aged woman operated a wood splitter. Somehow, they had managed to get several large sections of a tree trunk to the barn and had cut them into pieces that fit into the machine. The woman appeared quite proficient and while I watched, she tossed a half-dozen split pieces onto a nearby pile. When he finally noticed me, Cole walked over, turned off the splitter, and gave the woman a nod my way.
"This here is Kitty. Kitty, this is Jim," he said.
I guessed the woman was around Cole's age but she showed more hard miles. No more than 5'3" tall, she had a petite frame now marred by a pooching belly. She wore jeans and a tight t-shirt that shielded what appeared to be large breasts, and on her arms, I spotted several cheap tattoos. She had her curly hair cut quite short and I noticed that she had several teeth missing. However, her broad smile and lively eyes somehow managed to soften her deficiencies.
"Hi!" she said loudly.
"Hi, Kitty," I replied which made her start to giggle.
"Kitty got tired of bein at home. She wanted to help out," he explained.
"Yeah, it's boring just sittin around," she added and like Cole, she had a heavy accent.
"I thought we'd do most of the tree work after dark so it doesn't interfere with the barn," he said, and as I nodded, he added, "I mean I need to get the trees down during daylight but that don't take long."
"I understand," I replied, and then, after a pause, I said, "Well, I let y'all get back to it."
We exchanged some quick goodbyes and then I returned to Allison and explained the situation. I offered her a description of Kitty but couldn't answer any of her questions about the woman which frustrated her and soon we moved on to other subjects.
Just a few days later, a line of heavy thunderstorms settled over us, and arriving home, I spotted the pickup and van. With the inclement weather, it seemed strange so I decided to venture over and see what they hoped to accomplish. Walking through some drizzle, I arrived at the door and saw that they were playing cards at a folding table.
"Everyone okay? Quite the storm," I said.
"Yeah, it was really nasty for a little bit," Kitty replied.
"We're okay. Stayed nice and dry here even with some of the panels down," he said as he looked over his shoulder toward the missing metal.
Both wore jeans and t-shirts and I thought the temperature drop that arrived with the storms must have felt good.
"Cole keeps winning at cards," Kitty laughed loudly.
"Yeah, she ain't much of a card player," he replied, and after a pause, he asked, "Want to play some poker? Fifty cents a hand?"
Even though I knew it wasn't a good idea, I shrugged and soon I was sitting in Kitty's chair. She didn't seem at all offended by the sudden change and took a position alongside the table as Cole dealt. For simplicity, we played five-card stud and from the start, luck was on my side. I knew I was up but was not sure by how much until Cole dropped his cards on the table and looked up at me with an annoyed expression.
"That's my $5 gone," he said.
"Shit, that didn't take long," Kitty giggled.
Her comment made him look up at her and he said, "You think so, huh?"
"Well, it didn't," she answered with another laugh.
Cole stared at her for a long time and just when I was about to announce my departure, he turned toward me and said, "How about we play another hand? My bet is Kitty."
His words made me chuckle but when I saw his face, I knew it wasn't meant as a joke. If I understood correctly, winning would result in something from the woman that I feared might be sexual. Suddenly, everything felt very strange as I wasn't even aware of their relationship. I thought they must share some type of arrangement although I guessed it didn't involve marriage. I looked over at the woman wondering how she took his statement and was surprised to see her smiling.
"Uh, I don't think so..." I said as he started to deal.
"Just one hand," he replied, ignoring my words.
I won the hand with a pair of fives. Cole seemed indifferent to the outcome and merely pushed back from the table and lit a cigarette. When I dared look at Kitty, she showed the same smile along with something that I thought might be anticipation.
"Look, I need to go," I said as I stood.
Neither Cole nor Kitty spoke as I left and it took all my willpower not to break into a run. In essence, I was retreating from a dangerous situation, and I suspected that at that very moment, they were sharing a laugh at my expense. Still, leaving felt like the right thing to do and when I reached the door, I was relieved.
"Why were you gone so long?" Allison asked.
"Oh, just chatting," I said, electing to keep the details of the odd situation to myself.
"What are they doing?" she asked.
"They're sitting out the rain," I answered.
The truth was that I wasn't entirely sure what they had planned as we never had the conversation. Still, my message sounded plausible, and since she dropped the subject, so did I. For the rest of the evening, I tried to make sense of the encounter, vacillating about their intent. Part of me wanted to believe that I had misunderstood things, that everything was innocent. However, I couldn't stay in that comfortable place as my mind challenged key aspects. I never fully resolved things and cringed when I considered the next interaction. Unfortunately, the situation reached up to bite me faster than I anticipated.
Two days later, when I arrived home from work and saw the expression on my wife's face, I knew something was up. She looked like she was using every ounce of energy to keep from bursting, and the subject of her unrest became apparent just a few minutes later.
"The woman...Kitty. She came by a little while ago," Allison announced.
"Why?" I fired back, instantly concerned.
"She wanted to use the bathroom," she replied but by her look, I knew she was holding something back.
"Okay...I guess," I answered nervously.
With that she turned back to preparing dinner but just as I started to step away, she said, "She told me about her and Cole."
"Oh?" I answered, thinking perhaps the card game had not been part of their discussion.
"Yes, they're not married," she said, and when I didn't respond, she continued with, "She's married to another man, though. They live in the same trailer park and her husband sent her to Cole."
"Sent her? What's that mean?" I asked.
"To do it...for sex," she explained.
"Her husband sent her to another man for sex? Why?" I probed, truly confused.
I watched as she furrowed her brow for a second, before replying, "I'm not sure. She really didn't explain that."
"That's freaky," I said.
"Yeah, I know," she responded, and then added, "What if they're doing it in your barn?"
"It's my barn now?" I asked with a chuckle.
"It is until they leave," she replied, trying to hide her smile.
Unsure what else to say, I shrugged and said, "Oh, well."
Once more, I turned to leave but this time Allison fired the shot she had been holding back, "She told me you won her."
For a moment, I thought about playing dumb but deciding it served little purpose, I answered honestly, "I'm still trying to decipher what that meant."
"You didn't tell me," she replied as she turned and stared.
"Uhhh...well, I wasn't sure what to say," I responded as my nervousness came rushing back.
"Why didn't you just say you won Kitty in a card game...for sex," she stated.
Her pointed message knocked me off balance and I went silent for a bit before answering, "I'm not sure what it was about."
"She seemed to think so," she offered.
"She said that?" I asked.
"Not precisely but I got the message," she replied.
"So, you're guessing," I pushed, spotting a way out.
"Am I?" she challenged me.
"I think you are. It's just too crazy," I responded.
"Yes, it's very crazy," she agreed as she turned back to her work.
I took the opportunity to leave and later, during dinner, I felt pleased when she didn't bring it up. Likewise, while we watched TV, we chatted on a variety of topics but she didn't mention the barn crew. I started to feel I had emerged from the woods but I soon learned her silence didn't extend to our bedroom.
"You sure you want me and not Kitty?" she asked when I pulled her close.
"Stop it. You're making me feel guilty and I don't think I've done anything wrong," I protested.
"You played cards. You played for her...Kitty," she replied.
"It all happened so fast. I hadn't even figured out what he meant and it was over," I answered defensively, and when she started to giggle, I said, "Why are you beating me up? Are you jealous?"
My words made her giggle turn into a full laugh, and when she calmed down, she replied, "No, baby. She's not your type."
Now realizing she had played me, I responded, "Mmmm... Maybe I needed a change."
However, I didn't get the answer I expected, "She'd be happy, I'm sure. Her husband sent her to Cole because he couldn't keep up."
"How do you know that?" I replied, turning her so I could see her face.
"She told me," she admitted.
"What else did she say that you haven't shared?" I pushed.
"She's very happy. She said all the women think he's a stud," she replied as her giggles returned.
"Well, there you..." I started before she interrupted.
"And you won her from the stud!" she said, now laughing hard.
Having had enough of her teasing, I pushed her onto her back and dragged her thong down her smooth legs. When they reached her feet, she kicked them off as she lifted her cropped t-shirt over her head. I wasted no time in getting my boxers off, and I stared down at her beautiful face as I moved into position between her open legs.
"You don't deserve this," I replied, pretending I was irritated.
"Yes, I do," she snickered and when I pushed inside her wet opening, she sighed deeply.
"Talking about Kitty got you hot," I whispered into her ear.
"Hush," she answered as her hands gripped my arms.
We started slow and shared numerous kisses but like countless times before, the amazing feeling of her pussy induced me to go faster. At first, I tried to hold back so I could savor our lovemaking but that proved impossible and I began to move with more urgency. When she started to emit soft mews, I increased the pace and soon her sounds morphed into rhythmic pants.
"God, you feel good," I said and then kissed her lightly.
"Did you think about her?" Allison forced out when we broke, catching me off-guard.
"Stop," I demanded.
"I think you did," she responded, ignoring my message.



For the life of me, I couldn't understand why she would bring that strange situation into our bed, especially, when we were in an intimate state. It took us several minutes to regain our intensity, and, fortunately, this time, she remained silent. She climaxed first and while I could tell it was fulfilling, it lacked the depth I had hoped to achieve. Still, witnessing it helped me, and a minute later, with a loud groan, I emptied my balls.
"Why did you say that?" I asked later as we cuddled.
"It just popped into my head," she replied as her finger touched my lips telling me to stop talking.
The next day over dinner we returned to the subject of Kitty and Cole. This time, the conversation was mature with neither of us trying to tease. Although we debated the various aspects, including Cole's motivation and Kitty's true interest, we couldn't land on an overall answer that seemed right. Finally, we just concluded it was an odd situation with some people that we didn't understand.
A week went by with no further drama but when I arrived home late on a Thursday evening and saw Allison's strange demeanor, I accurately guessed that something had occurred.
"What?" I asked when she showed no sign of sharing.
For a moment, she tried to ignore me but when I took her arm, she started to snicker, and admitted, "I talked to Kitty today."
"Why? Did she come to the house, again?" I asked.
"No, I went to her," she replied.
"Why?" I asked again.
"I saw her van and the pickup wasn't there. I wondered what was going on," she explained.
Although her explanation made sense, it didn't fit with her normal ways which made me suspicious. I tried to think of a reason she would want to interact with the woman which led me back to the card game. Did she still have ongoing concerns about that situation? She hadn't mentioned anything to me, so if she did, it meant she was holding it inside.
"Okay, and what did you learn?" I asked.
"More about her husband and Cole. She lives mostly with Cole but sometimes she stays with her husband. I asked if she planned on leaving her husband and marrying Cole but she said no. She said everyone is happy now," Allison explained.
"That's weird," I offered.
"Yes, I agree," she concurred.
We stared at each other for a few seconds before I said, "Do you think it makes sense to spend time with her? What if Cole had been there?"
"He wasn't," she replied dismissively.
"Still..." I started.
"It's okay," she interrupted.
With that, our conversation about the pair ended and we enjoyed a nice dinner before retiring to the sofa to watch TV. The show was dull and my mind started wandering. Before long, my thoughts went to the couple and the bizarre sexual arrangement they had concocted.
"You think Kitty is so horny that she needs two men?" I asked Allison jokingly.
"Maybe! It's not a bad arrangement for her," she replied with a smirk, and when I rolled my eyes, she added, "She said her friends are jealous of her with him."
"The trailer park stud?" I replied which made us both laugh.
"Plus..." she started but went silent.
"Plus, what?" I pushed.
She started to giggle, and it took some effort for her to force out, "Kitty told me he's really big."
"Who? Cole?" I asked.
"Yeah," she admitted.
For a few seconds, I contemplated the info, and then offered, "Maybe that's the real reason she hangs out with him."
"Maybe!" she laughed.
"Women are so shallow," I teased, and before she could respond, I added, "Just think about the looks he gave you."
"Stop it," she replied.
However, now that I had her on the defensive, I decided to have some fun, "He definitely was interested and he was so close. Right next to you with that big thing."
"Stop!" she demanded as she fixed me with a hard stare.
However, she couldn't maintain the look and when she started laughing, I said, "Okay, I'll quit teasing you if you quit teasing me."
"I haven't said anything in days. I think I have some credits to use," she countered.
"No, no one has credits," I replied and pulled her into my arms.
Despite the agreement, for the next few days, we both took the opportunity to tease the other about Cole and Kitty, and the playful way we interacted made me confident that she didn't harbor any lingering worries about the card game.
On Saturday, I spent the day with Allison shopping and we didn't make it home until four. Both Cole's pickup and Kitty's van were at the barn so after helping her carry in her purchases, I told Allison I was going to check on things.
"I want to go," she responded, surprising me with her interest.
Concerned but lacking any legitimate reason to say no, I nodded my assent, and a few minutes later we met at the door. We had endured high temperatures all day but now the wind had died making it feel stifling. In the short walk over, sweat formed on my forehead, and unfortunately, with the humidity and lack of a breeze, the shade of the barn didn't help much.
Cole had removed the sheet metal alongside the splitter which created a continuous space. He stood at his worktable shirtless, and the first thing I noticed was his muscular body that to that point had remained hidden beneath his work shirt. Kitty, dressed for the oppressive heat, sat at the splitter in small shorts and a tank top that allowed her breasts to spill out. I spotted several more tattoos on her upper chest and one that lay between her breasts that I couldn't make out. When she spotted us, she reached over and killed the machine.
Nervous about the woman's dress, I glanced at my wife but saw that she had her eyes directed toward Cole's bare chest. She seemed mesmerized and didn't notice that he was staring back at her.
The entire awkward interaction didn't last for more than a second or two but it still made me uncomfortable so to break the tension, I said, "We just wanted to check on things."
"Well, let's see," Cole started, and then paused for a moment to collect his thoughts before explaining, "Barn is going nicely as you can see. Should be done in the time frame we discussed. We got five trees down and nine more to go. Couple big ones but nothing too bad."
"Good," I said, and then spotting the long stack of split wood, I asked, "What's your plan for the wood?"
"Yeah, I meant to talk to you about that. We was hoping it would be okay to leave it here until we sell it so we don't have to double handle," he said.
While I considered the request, Allison moved closer and after smiling at her, I answered, "As long as it stays behind the barn it should be okay."
"Yeah, that's the plan," he replied.
"Good," I responded, and then, deciding to play with Allison, I asked, "Kitty how are you?"
"I'm really good! Thanks for asking," she replied in her normal bubbly way.
When I looked back at Cole, I saw he now had a smirk on his face and it made me wonder if it was a result of my interaction with Kitty or if he and Allison had shared some non-verbal exchange. Despite my curiosity, I fought the urge to turn and see if she had a similar expression.
"We got some homemade wine if you want to share a drink," he announced.
"What did you make it with?" my wife asked, showing interest.
"Wild blackberries off the river. It ain't too sweet," he replied.
I felt my wife's eyes on me but I decided it was too hot to drink, so I said, "Maybe some other time. Thanks though."
"It'll be here," he responded.
With that, we said our goodbyes and left. On the walk to the house, I noticed my wife's stylish blouse sticking to her back with sweat and when she stopped for me to open the door, I saw that her front looked the same. Fortunately, while the dampness provided an enhanced outline of her breasts, her shirt remained opaque.
"Why didn't you want to try the wine?" she asked as we stepped into the cool air.
"It's too hot. We'd be out in thirty minutes," I laughed.
"You sure were friendly with Kitty," she teased.
"And you were friendly with Cole. Why did he have that strange look?" I probed.
"What strange look?" she replied unconvincingly as she made for the shower.
When she finished, I took my turn and then we enjoyed a light dinner. Afterward, she curled up in a chair to read a book while I surfed on my laptop in the kitchen. I had been piddling for almost an hour when in the bottom corner of the screen a message flashed with a heat advisory. By now, it was almost sundown so the temperature would likely ease soon but recalling that I hadn't seen a supply of water in the barn, I decided to go out with some bottles. Quietly, so as not to rouse Allison, I gathered a handful from the fridge and slipped out the back door feeling like a good Samaritan. I made the short crossing but came to a dead stop when I arrived at the entrance.
Not thirty feet in front of me, Cole had Kitty bent over his worktable with his cock pistoning into her rapidly. Completely naked, the middle-aged woman had her breasts forced into the wood and little squeaks escaped her mouth with each thrust. Cole, naked too, had a firm hold of her hips and took her with purpose as he grunted heavily. The height of the table forced him to spread his legs to get the right angle which provided a clear view of his heavy, low-hanging balls that swung forcefully against Kitty's ass as he moved. Their size suggested that Daisy's message to my wife might very well be true.
The sweat trickling down Cole's back and the wet slapping sounds the pair created each time their bodies met made me wonder how they could find the act enjoyable in the oppressive heat. Indeed, I wondered what had occurred to get them aroused in the first place. Regardless, they showed no sign of quitting.
Quietly, I left my spot and raced back to the house. For some reason, I wanted to share my voyeuristic discovery and I went straight to Allison who was still reading in the chair.
"You're not going to believe what I just saw," I said.
"You're sweating. Were you outside?" she replied.
"Yes, I went to take them some water but guess what I found," I responded.
"Tell me," she demanded as my excitement infected her.
"They were doing it in the barn," I said.
"Doing it? You mean sex?" she asked.
"Yes, they were fucking," I answered.
"Did they see you?" she probed, ignoring my crude language.
"No, I snuck away. He was doing her from behind," I replied.
For several seconds, she looked at me without speaking, and then blurted out, "I want to see."
"No...better not," I responded.
"Why not," she countered as she rose from the chair, and slipping into her sandals, she said, "C'mon."
"Allison..." I protested.
"Stay here then," she replied, and finally giving up, I followed her to the door.
Together, we headed toward the barn and when we got close, we moved slowly until we could see inside. Amazingly, they were still in the same position with Cole pummeling her relentlessly. Even at our distance, we could hear their sounds, especially, Kitty's whines, and like before, Cole's balls were easy to spot.
"Okay, let's go," I whispered nervously as I took her arm.
She surprised me again when she broke free, and replied in a low voice, "Not yet...wait."
Irritated, I went quiet, and for the next few minutes, we watched as they continued to rut. I had to admit that the man's staying power was impressive, especially in the harsh conditions. Also, there was Kitty to consider. She wasn't in a comfortable position but she appeared content as her lover assaulted her pussy.
Doing the math in my head, I realized Cole had maintained his aggressive pace for at least five minutes, and in the heat, it was an impressive feat. Fortunately for us, he soon started to show signs that he was getting close. We watched intently as his speed suddenly increased and when his grunts grew louder, it was clear that he was about to cum.
"Ugggghhhh...ugggghhh...ahhhh..." he let out loudly, and after taking several more rapid thrusts, his movements lost fluidity as he yelled, "Fuck yeah, woman...fuck yeah."
Almost immediately, he stopped but they stayed connected without speaking for some time before he slowly pulled free. Our angle made it hard to see his cock to determine if the story was true but Kitty, not yet finished, spun off the table, dropped to her knees, and found his shaft. Turning slightly put his cock in the open and with the woman's hand around the base as a guide, I guessed his fat shaft at around eight inches. A pang of jealousy hit me as I thought about my average size and what the additional length and girth would feel like to a woman.
Kitty looked up and said something to her lover and then started to lick. When she had covered every part of his cock and balls with her tongue, she brought the head to her mouth and several inches suddenly disappeared.
"Let's go," I whispered.
This time, Allison nodded, and we departed but halfway across the yard, she giggled, "That was crazy."
I didn't reply until we got inside but as soon as I closed the door, I turned to her and said, "No, you're crazy. Why didn't you leave when I said to?"
Rather than respond, she looped her arm around my neck and pulled me into a passionate kiss. In the middle of it, her other hand found mine and brought it to her breasts providing me a clear message that the scene we witnessed had affected her.
"You're hot," I said when we broke.
"Yeah," she answered eagerly, and taking my hand, she led me to the bedroom.
We undressed in seconds and Allison jumped onto the bed, spreading her legs for me as I crawled toward her. The sheen of sweat that covered our bodies added an erotic element, and as I moved toward her, an idea hit me.
"Turn over," I said.
A smile appeared on her face, and she answered, "Okay."
In seconds, she was on her hands and knees, and after admiring her toned ass, I lined up and easily went balls deep on the first thrust.
"Shit..." I let out.
"Mmmm..." she moaned as her hips started to move.
I sensed she wanted me to go faster but I wanted to make it last so I started a slow but deliberate pace. She whined several times and tried to encourage me before accepting my lead with a frustrated sigh.
"You liked watching," I said, stating the obvious.
"You did, too," she countered.
"Not as much as you," I responded, swatting her butt playfully.
"Stop..." she giggled as she turned to look at me.
"Mmmm...I thought it was hot seeing you get excited," I said, hoping my encouragement would get her to share more.
"I've never seen anyone...doing it," she whispered, and when I didn't answer, she added, "He was doing it faster."
"Who?" I asked although I was pretty sure I knew what she meant.
"Cole. You want me like he had Kitty," she replied.
A bit shocked that she would engage this way, I struggled for a clever answer but failing, I finally just said, "You think so?"
"Yeah...go faster," she demanded.
Our exchange excited me, and I pushed, "Tell me if you liked watching Cole fuck Kitty."
Although she had already admitted it, I wanted to hear it again and she didn't hesitate.
"Yeah..." she moaned.
"Yeah, what?" I replied.
"Yeah...it was wild," she offered.
With that, I began to thrust rapidly giving her the sensations she so desired and it didn't take long for her sounds to indicate her arousal was advancing to a higher level. The position wasn't our favorite and Allison often struggled to climax this way, but I could tell she was in a good place. I took her with a consistent pace, rapid and deep, and like countless times before, when her body got stiff and her breathing stopped, I knew she had arrived at the precipice.
"Oh, Jim...oh, baby...I'm there...don't stop..." she let loose as she started pushing against me.
Her head dropped to the mattress and her hand gripped the sheets as a strong orgasm swept through her. She serenaded me with her gasps, whimpers, moans, and mews for almost half a minute before the feeling started to ebb.
I wasn't certain how I managed to maintain control through her climax but I was proud of my effort so after she calmed, I gave myself permission, and almost immediately, my balls started to tighten.
"Oh, shit...shit, Allison..." I gasped while using my hands to pull her hips against me.
When it was over, she fell forward onto her stomach and I managed to keep my dick connected as I followed. Several times, I felt her body shudder with the electrical aftershocks or her orgasm which made me give her little thrusts. Each move brought a gasp followed by a whimper from her and I thought about rolling her over for more but lacking the energy, I fell to her side. My lips found hers and we started a passionate kiss that slowly faded until our lips barely touched. I would have been content to slip into a gentle sleep but her movements suggested she had something on her mind.
"Are you mad at me?" she suddenly asked.
"For what?" I replied.
"For wanting to go out and watch," she answered.
"No, baby. I'm not mad at all," I said as I stroked her leg. Setting aside my initial annoyance, I didn't want to make the event a negative, especially, after the sex we had just shared. After a few seconds, I added, "I thought it was kind of hot."
"Mmmm...really?" she asked.
"Yeah, really. Plus, you made up for it," I laughed.
"Good," she whispered as she wiggled her ass against me.
Now stirred from my near sleep, I thought about all that had occurred and decided it could prove a positive for our sexual relationship. After all, the scene had clearly excited Allison, she had communicated more than normal, and we had avoided detection so, overall, I viewed it as a win. As I continued to mull the event in my head, I recalled Kitty's message to my wife concerning Cole's large cock, and I chuckled softly.
"What?" Allison asked.
"Nothing," I laughed.
"Tell me," she demanded.
"I was just thinking... I guess Kitty's description was true," I replied.
"No kidding," she responded, and then with a little laugh, she added, "And his balls...damn..."
"Yeah..." I answered, and then bravely, I asked, "Who do you think is more satisfied right now? You or Kitty?"
"Mmmm...good question. We both got it the same...mostly," she answered with a giggle.
"Damn, Allison," I laughed, guessing her meaning.
At that moment, a vision of Allison in Kitty's place filled my head causing my dick to stiffen and I had to shift my body to keep her from feeling it. My sudden movement made her look over her shoulder and we locked eyes for a few seconds but just as I started to get nervous, she scooted to the edge of the bed.
"You leaving?" I asked.
"Yes, I think you're done for a while," she giggled as she patted my shoulder.
"Oh, really?" I answered.
"Yes, and I want some wine," she announced as she went to the closet for her robe.
For the next thirty minutes, I tried to nap but I couldn't quite drift away. My thoughts turned to my wife, sipping her wine alone, still carrying within her the results of our mating. It was a lovely vision but another thought started worming its way into my head that I couldn't make leave. I realized that twice my body had reacted to stimuli involving my wife and the workman. I tried but failed to rationalize why it had occurred and why it made me feel guilty. After a bit, I realized sleep was impossible, so I rose to join Allison. I found her back in the chair with her book and a glass of red wine on the side table. I left for the kitchen and returned with the bottle and an empty glass, and after topping hers off, I filled mine and sat on the sofa.
"Are we having dinner?" I asked as a tease.
"Sure, honey. What are you making?" she countered effortlessly.
I thought about starting a debate but decided I would treat her, especially, after our romp in bed. Without speaking, I left for the kitchen and for the next hour, I worked on the meal while making sure my wife's glass never approached empty. When I finished, I went to Allison, helped her up, and walked her to the dining room that I had illuminated with candles.



"Sit here," I said as I pulled her chair out.
"Wow, I can't believe it. What are we having?" she asked.
"We're splitting a filet with roasted baby potatoes and green beans," I announced.
"That sounds familiar," she laughed.
"Yes, it's what you had out," I laughed.
"You're so sweet," she said and watched eagerly as I refilled our glasses.
We enjoyed a wonderful dinner together and along the way, I opened a second bottle of wine. By the time we reached dessert, we were feeling no pain and when I came back from the kitchen with two servings of ice cream, she rose from her chair and sat on my lap.
"Let me serve you," I said as I pushed my spoon into one of the bowls.
"That's so sexy," she replied, and after accepting the cold treat, she said, "I should get this every day."
"Well, later I'm thinking I'll cover your nipples with ice cream and lick it off," I teased.
"Really? You promise?" she answered.
Allison was a far cry from being a sexual fuddy-duddy and yet I couldn't think of a time where she had been so playful. It seemed like watching Cole and Kitty had somehow ignited something in her psyche, and I definitely wanted more.
"Cross my heart," I said in a soft voice as I pulled her into a kiss.
A few minutes later, I had to swat her butt to get her to stand so I could clear the table, and after a final kiss, I directed her to the living room to wait. As I stood at the sink rinsing the dishes, I noticed that the two vehicles remained parked at the barn. Since it was now well past dark, it made me wonder how long they planned to stay.
"Cole and Kitty are still working. I think I'll check on them," I said when I joined her.
"I want to go," she responded.
Her interest surprised me, especially, after what we had witnessed earlier, and my first thought was it came from all the wine she had consumed. I had changed into jeans and a pullover shirt while she remained in her robe so I used that as an excuse.
"Honey, you're not dressed for it," I laughed.
"Let me change," she replied, undeterred.
Her response put me off balance but as I regrouped a strange idea emerged from the fringes of my brain, and before I could stop myself, I let out, "Maybe, if you dress like Kitty."
"Huh?" she let out in surprise.
"Well, we don't want to make her feel bad. Make her feel inferior," I replied, deciding to continue the play.
"Oh, really? You think she'll feel bad?" Allison answered, sensing my game.
"You never know. Better be safe," I said.
"What did you have in mind?" she asked.
With her question, I saw the expression on her face change. Gone was the playful twinkle and in its place, I thought I recognized determination. It was the same look she got when we were doing something competitive, and it made me wonder if she now viewed my tease as a dare.
Deciding to see the exchange through, I replied, "You know, like Kitty. Little shorts and a tank."
"I see. Well, let me see what I have," she replied as she stood.
As she left with glass in hand, she gave me an odd look I couldn't decipher. I expected her to return in jeans and a t-shirt, dressed just like me so when she emerged a few minutes later, I was truly surprised to see her wearing her thin nylon jogging shorts and a tank top. Both garments were black so with her raven hair it looked like she meant it as some kind of statement.
Still unconvinced she would venture outside dressed this way, I decided to push, and said, "Looks good. Are you ready?"
"Okay, let's go," she agreed, calling my bluff.
As I rose, I noticed tiny bumps in her top, and looking at her shoulders, I realized she was braless. Suddenly, the monkey jumped onto my back and I wondered if I could go through with the game. Did I really want others to see her this way?
With her in front, we moved toward the door and my eyes locked onto her toned rear barely covered by the thin synthetic material. With each step, I expected her to back down, but she moved outside and when we were halfway to the barn with her showing no sign of stopping, I conceded.
"Okay, you win," I said as I halted.
She slowed but kept moving and turning toward me with a smile, she asked, "Win what? Come on."
With that, she turned away, and by the time I reluctantly followed, she was almost at the entrance. I had to hurry my steps to catch up and when we arrived, we could see Kitty standing next to a shirtless Cole at the worktable as he tinkered with something.
"Hi!" the woman practically shouted when she spotted us.
"Hey," Cole offered a second later.
"Hi guys," Allison responded as she stepped forward.
Instantly, the man's eyes locked onto my wife and he didn't even try to hide his interest. I guessed he thought her daring attire came with a message and his attention made it clear what he wanted it to say.
"Uh, hi. We thought we'd come to check on how y'all are doing," I said.
"Okay," Kitty said with a giggle and then asked, "You want some wine?"
She lifted a partly filled gallon milk jug from the table and held it out. Allison was closer but I expected her to decline so she surprised me again when she stepped forward and took the container.
"How do you do it?" my wife asked.
"We're just drinking out of the jug," the woman laughed.
My beautiful wife removed the top and lifted the container to her mouth. She stopped for a moment and then took another drink before turning to me.
"It's pretty good," she said.
"It's a nice batch," Cole concurred.
I accepted the jug and took a quick drink and while acceptable, I found it far from good. When I finished, I handed it to Cole who took a long pull and then passed it back to Kitty. The wine circled the group twice more before it was empty, and Cole carelessly tossed it beneath the table.
"Isn't it hard to work when it's so hot?" my wife asked.
Her question made me notice the beads of sweat trickling down her shoulders and the sheen on her legs. Since Cole and Kitty had been in the heat most of the day with at least one interlude of raw sex, I suspected their bodies were a mess.
"It sucks but what ya going to do," Kitty laughed.
"You gotta learn to ignore it," Cole said as he continued to stare at Allison.
For the next few minutes, we chatted about various things and milled around a bit until my wife and Kitty stood next to each other. During a lull in the conversation, I saw them engage in a low conversation with bowed heads, and just a few seconds later, they both laughed.
"What's up?" I asked.
"Just talking about the bet, you won," Kitty announced and for the first time, I saw a nervous look on my wife's face.
"Yeah, you never collected," Cole stated, adding to my discomfort.
"Were y'all serious?" Allison asked.
"Yeah!" the middle-aged woman answered without hesitation.
"A bet is always serious," her partner added as he smiled at my wife.
Everyone, including Allison, reveled in my distress. It was another surprising act from her in a day filled with them, although, in the last thirty minutes, they seemed to all move in the wrong direction.
Fortunately, the conversation shifted and for the next ten minutes, we talked about the barn, their woodcutting, and where they planned to sell it. Then, during another lull, Allison asked about the parts on the table and Cole engaged with her in a discussion about the repair he was performing. I knew she had no interest in mechanical things but she put up a façade by asking several questions and in the process ended up standing next to him at the table. When she lifted her head after following his explanation about some parts, I was truly stunned to see her tiny nipples had turned to stone. Since we were light years from cold weather and it occurred while she was standing next to the man, I assumed that somehow, consciously, or not, he had aroused her. I desperately wanted to know what triggered the reaction. Was it her knowledge of his big cock? The powerful fucking, he gave Kitty earlier? The sight of his glistening torso? Or perhaps, these things had somehow all merged.
A heavy sexual tension suddenly enveloped the room and when I glanced at Kitty and saw her smiling at me it only added to my angst. In some ways, it felt like Allison and I were innocents in a room of predators. Like zebras on the African savannah stalked by lions with her acting a little reckless.
"Where did you learn how to fix things?" my wife asked, and to me, her tone sounded very flirty.
"Oh, here and there. It takes a while but most things are similar," he answered with a grin.
For a second, they locked eyes, which made me force out, "Ready to go?"
"Uh, yeah...okay," Allison answered.
"Come back and visit," Kitty said as my wife stepped toward me.
"We will," she replied.
As we headed toward the door, I was dead certain that at that very moment, Cole had his eyes locked onto my wife's firm ass. Also, I wondered what I would find if I snuck back later. Had my wife's presence and her protruding nipples ignited something that would result in another round of sex between the two?
As soon as we stepped into the house, I headed for the bathroom and when I returned to the living room, I found Allison curled up in the chair pretending to read her book. I knew it was an act and I think she knew I knew it, so when I took her hand and pulled her to her feet, she offered no resistance. I turned and fell onto the sofa pulling her onto me so that she straddled my waist.
"Did you enjoy that?" she asked before I could speak.
"Enjoy what?" I asked, uncertain about the correct answer.
"Me being almost naked," she clarified.
"You didn't seem to mind," I countered and before she could respond, I added, "You ganged up on me. Talked to Kitty about the bet."
"Well, if you were going to parade me around naked, I felt I had the right," she answered.
"I didn't make you go out that way. I tried to..." I protested.
"Stop! Don't even try to deny it," she interrupted.
"I tried to change my mind," I said in a low voice.
"You felt guilty," she countered and then asked, "You know what she said?"
"What?" I cringed.
"She said it was all up to you. I asked what it meant to win the bet and she said since you won it was up to you," she explained.
"I don't know what that means," I stated.
"You know what it means. She was prepared to have sex with you and it seems like she still is," my wife responded.
"I don't want to..." I started.
"I know," she replied, interrupting me again.
With that, we stopped talking and started to kiss but when we broke, I found myself staring straight at her full breasts which brought back the memory of her standing next to Cole.
"He made your nipples hard," I said.
"Who?" she answered nervously.
"Cole. When you were standing next to him, I saw your nipples get hard," I replied.
"It happens sometimes. I can't always control it," she answered.
"Uh-uh, sweetie. He got to you. What was it? His shirtless body? His cock?" I pushed aggressively.
"No," she responded without elaborating but something told me to give her time and a few seconds later, she said, "His smell. I could still smell the sex on him."
"Damn, Allison...and you flirted with him," I responded.
"I didn't..." she started before I interrupted.
"Yes, you did," I countered.
"Just a little," she giggled showing no guilt.
Suddenly, my mind started vacillating between concern and curiosity. Concern about how fast bizarre things were happening with Cole and Kitty and curiosity about my wife's new manner. In the past few weeks, with the couple as the focal point, she had become more adventurous and playful. Had the man or the situation created something, or had it always been there waiting for discovery?
With a forced chuckle, I asked, "Allison, what's going on here? It starting to feel that we're using Kitty and Cole...their presence for some kind of game playing."
"What do you mean?" she countered defensively.
"You know what I mean," I replied.
"No, I want you to tell me," she demanded.
I stared at her for several seconds, and then said as calmly as I could, "When you went to the barn the first time. Something happened between you and Cole...I sensed it. Then, you want to watch them do it and you won't leave. Just now, you go out and give him a show after I try to stop you and get all flirty."
"What about Kitty? What about telling me to dress like her? What about having sex like them? And, you were the one that had to tell me about them doing it," she responded, defensively.
"Look, Allison, I'm not trying to blame you for anything. That's not my point. I think we're both involved in this...thing...whatever you want to call it," I answered, making sure to smile.
It took her a few seconds before she responded, "Hmmm...I guess I need to think about it."
By the twinkle in her eye, I could tell she no longer felt attacked, so I asked, "What happened the first time you were in the barn? When Cole got the funny look?"
We locked eyes and several times she started to speak but stopped before she finally said, "I winked at him."
"Why?" I asked.
"I caught him staring and wanted to make him uncomfortable," she replied.
I nodded at her explanation and then asked, "Did it?"
"No," she responded.
"And, tonight you flirted," I reminded her.
"Not that much," she giggled.
Her laughter erased any lingering tension and I joined her for a few seconds. Her admission made me recall my recent thoughts about her and Cole and now they didn't seem as significant.
I pulled her down for a kiss, followed quickly by a second, and I was just about to suggest we move to the bedroom when a thought struck me.
"I want to ask you something," I said and my tone must have concerned her because she stared at me for a few seconds before slowly nodding. Knowing I was in dangerous territory, but unable to hold back, I asked, "Have you thought about Cole...in the tub?"
Based on comments she had made several times in jest concerning fantasies about hot celebrities, I knew that Allison's preferred method of masturbation utilized a slowly dripping faucet
"No..." she answered weakly.
"Allison, you're a horrible liar," I laughed.
Embarrassed, she begged, "Stop..."
"Allison, when your nipples got hard what did you smell?" I asked.
It took a few seconds before she answered in a low voice, "His stuff...his cum."
Something about the answer set me off and I rolled her onto her back and quickly lifted her top over her breasts. My hand went to her shorts and as I pulled them down her legs, I noticed the soaked crotch of her built-in panties. Instantly, I wondered if the wetness came from her sweat, her juices, or both. Had Cole made her flow in addition to getting her nipples hard? The thought added fuel to my fire and I stood and quickly undressed. Allison was excited too, and her body slowly moved as I looked down at her shaved pussy. Despite her protests, I dove between her legs and started lapping as her juices covered my face. Soon, I felt her hands on the back of my head as her legs spread wider, and I reveled in her soft mews and occasional groans.
Allison's orgasm arrived quickly and I guessed that much of her heightened state had come from the interactions in the barn. I continued to tease her clit until she pushed me away, and then moved over her and sunk my dick into her sodden hole. My rapid pace soon had her excitement returning and when I heard her high-pitched squeaks, I thought I might get her to another climax. It wasn't unheard of for her to release twice but it was rare and the second time usually occurred with my hand.
"You have a thing for him," I stated, being intentionally provocative.
"No," she replied.
"I think you do," I countered.
The events of the evening and our open discussion had me in such a frenzied state that I knew I wouldn't last long and just a little later when my thoughts shifted to her in our tub with her legs spread as she fantasized about the man, I exploded. The feeling was so intense that for a time, I thought I might have damaged myself. It was like my balls had gone through a blender and now a massive pump was sucking them through my dick. I kept moving, afraid to stop, pushing into her hard until suddenly all my energy evaporated, and with a pitiful moan, I collapsed onto her body.
Somehow, we managed to make it to bed and we both woke late the next morning with hangovers. Neither of us seemed ready to talk about the prior evening and the more we ignored it the harder it seemed to start. By the time Tuesday arrived, I guessed we weren't going to discuss it anytime soon. Rather, I thought it was destined to be one of those subjects that would arise weeks or months later when the hard edges had softened.
In truth, I felt relieved by this outcome as I needed time to digest all that I'd learned. I had lingering concerns about my reactions when thinking of her and the workman and while, at the time, I thought my demand for her outfit had come from her obstinance, now, I wondered. Had I, subconsciously, wanted to present her in the sexy attire to the man? And, if so, to what purpose?
Allison's admissions added an entirely new dimension to my understanding of her sexuality. I knew that fantasies were a far cry from reality but her flirting and insistence on entering the barn in the titillating outfit blurred the lines. I could accept that part of her reasoning was to rub my nose in it for pushing her to dress like Kitty but was that all of it? Compounding everything was the fact that her actions had enflamed my passion.
Neither Cole nor Kitty showed up Sunday or Monday and they were only present for about an hour on Tuesday but they returned to their normal routine on Wednesday. I purposefully steered clear of the duo and, fortunately, Kitty never came to the house to use the bathroom.
"When are you getting back?" my wife asked Saturday morning as I sipped my morning coffee.
"Probably, not until two or so. I'll call you when I leave. We can go out to dinner later," I suggested as I felt guilty about ruining her weekend.
Unfortunately, our brilliant HR leader had decided that we should interview the current class of college grads on the weekend as somewhere in her addled mind, she had determined it would be less disruptive. The higher-ups had raised hell when they learned of the plan but it was too late to change. It meant that I had to make the forty-five-minute drive into the city and spend hours conducting thirty-minute interviews. The only positive was that there would be little traffic.
The process dragged and by noon, I realized that we would be very lucky to finish on time so I called my wife to give her an update.
"What am I supposed to do all afternoon?" she whined.
"I'm sure you can keep busy," I laughed, and then a thought struck me, and I said, "If Cole and Kitty are there, you could go check on them."
"Ha-ha...not funny," she answered.
"Are they there?" I asked, snickering to myself.
"Yes. Well, at least Cole. Kitty's van isn't here," she responded.
"Hmmm...I see," I teased.
"You're not even a little funny," she replied.
Unsure whether she was truly annoyed, I decided to move on, and we talked about dinner for a few minutes before ending the call. Standing in my office and staring at the wall, I chastised myself for toying with my wife. I even considered calling her back to say I was sorry but decided I could make it up to her at dinner.
The interviews didn't finish until four so by the time I got home, it was almost five. Cole's pickup was still at the barn, and I located Allison already primping in the bathroom. I grabbed a beer and watched TV for a bit before deciding to check on the man.
"You got another one of those?" Cole asked when he saw the beer in my hand.



"You can't drink if you're working," I replied a little callously which made him give me an irritated look.
Sweat was pouring off his shirtless torso as he prepared to cut some corrugated metal with Kitty holding one end of the sheet. Dressed in her shorts and tank, I could see rivulets of moisture trickling between her heavy breasts but she still managed to look toward me with a smile.
"Where you been all day?" she laughed.
"I had to go into the city for some work stuff," I explained.
"That's what Allison said," she replied, and as I considered the message, she added, "She said you were taking her to dinner."
"That's right," I answered.
The simple exchange let me know that my wife must have acted on my tease despite her negative reaction. I found it quite odd but also interesting and I hoped to learn more while appearing casual. Fortunately, the couple stayed on the subject.
"She said you told her to check on things," Cole offered.
"Yes, I was worried about the heat," I confirmed.
"She brought us some water," Kitty responded.
I nodded slowly, and then asked, "How long did she stay?"
Something in my question made the two exchange glances but they recovered quickly and Cole replied, "Not long. Maybe, ten minutes."
"She got too hot," Kitty added and once more I noticed the couple trade looks.
We chatted a bit longer but I learned nothing else. On the walk back to the house, I replayed in my mind the non-verbal communication between the pair and felt certain that there was something they hadn't shared.
I found Allison standing in the bathroom in just her bra and panties working on her makeup, and for a moment, I thought about questioning her about her venture to the barn. However, I decided she might be more forthcoming after a few drinks, so I decided to wait.
"Almost done," she said.
"I guess we're going early," I replied.
"Not really. We're going to Selvins," she answered.
"That's a forty-minute drive," I protested.
"So?" she countered, and after giving me a frown, she added, "I've been stuck alone all day."
Once more, I thought about questioning her but remained silent, and when she stepped out of the bathroom, I took her place and then joined her in the living room when I had finished.
Arriving at the restaurant on schedule, we ordered cocktails as soon as we sat and sipped on them as we absorbed the ambiance. Allison had selected a knee-length dress that was stylish without being fancy and had put her hair up which highlighted her slender neck.
"You look good. Very good," I whispered.
"Thanks, baby," she answered with a wide smile.
"So, what did you do all afternoon?" I probed.
A nervous look appeared on her face but it lasted only a second and I now felt certain there was a story regarding her interaction with Cole and Kitty.
"Cleaned some and read a book," she answered.
The fact she left out her trip to the barn reinforced my opinion. If it had been innocuous, I felt certain she would use it as ammunition for some verbal sparring.
After finishing our drinks, we ordered our food along with a bottle of wine, and by the time the check came, we were feeling loose. The drive back was uneventful and when we arrived at the house, Cole's pickup was still at the barn. Neither of us commented on it and once in the house, I went to the kitchen to fetch some more wine while Allison headed to the bedroom to change. Five minutes later, I sat in the living room flipping through channels when she returned wearing a matching satin boxer and sleeveless top set. Whether she meant to or not, she selected an outfit that brought back memories of her attire in the barn from a week ago. She took the glass I offered, and we chatted as we watched a movie, but I couldn't keep my eyes off her nor could I deflect my thoughts about her earlier visit to the couple.
Since the last weekend, I had mostly steered clear of any discussion about Cole and Kitty. Our brief exchange earlier had been the first instance I had suggested an interaction but I had clearly made it in jest. I was certain she knew that which meant she had her own interests for going to the barn and relieved me of concerns about her sensitivities.
"Are you ready to go check on things?" I asked, deciding to tease.
"Ha! Funny," she replied.
"Well, you're dressed for it," I said.
My words made her look down at her outfit for a moment, and then she reminded me, "You bought this for me as a Christmas present."
"Oh, yeah. I remember," I answered, even though I didn't.
Over the next few minutes, the occasional sight of her nipples pushing against the fabric helped fuel my lust and I began to think about the outfit she had worn in front of Cole. Soon, I started to think about what she had on earlier. Had she gone out in jeans or donned something else?
"Let's go have a look," I said.
"Outside? The barn? Why?" she asked in quick succession.
"This movie stinks and I'm bored," I answered.
Nervousness appeared in her eyes and she replied, "Go ahead."
"You have to come, too," I said.
"I don't want to," she fired back.
Rather than continue the back and forth, I reached for the bottle and filled our glasses. I was prepared to prod Allison but she had become defensive so I decided to let things settle and then try again. We continued to watch the movie but I could see that she was now gulping her wine, and when her glass was down to a third, I dutifully refilled it.
"Do you really want to go out there?" she asked after taking another drink.
"Yes," I replied.
"You want me to go, too?" she followed.
"Yes," I said.
"Why?" she asked.
Without missing a beat, I replied, "Because you went out earlier today and since you're not telling me about it, I think something happened. I want everyone together to find out."
"I didn't go..." she started.
"Yes, you did. I talked with Cole and Kitty while you were in the bathroom," I interrupted.
"Nothing happened," she replied nervously.
"Then why didn't you tell me?" I countered.
With that, she went silent and we stared at each other as the seconds ticked by before she replied, "He tried to kiss me."
"Tried or did?" I asked sensing there was more.
"He caught me off guard!" she protested but didn't elaborate.
"So, you kissed back?" I pushed.
"No... What did he say?" she replied.
"He didn't say anything. Just traded odd looks with Kitty," I answered.
Once more, we entered an awkward silence before she said, "Our lips touched but that's all."
"Okay, I'm going outside to talk to Cole and see if he says the same thing," I responded as I started to rise.
"Fine," she replied but as I started to step away, she said, "Wait... We kissed some...twice."
"Twice or more?" I probed.
"Just twice. He startled me and...it happened so fast," she replied.
I returned to the couch, and then teased, "You have a thing for him."
"No, I don't," she protested while giving me an annoyed look.
"What were you wearing?" I asked now feeling like an interrogator.
"Jeans and a T-shirt," she replied.
"Bra?" I probed.
"Yes," she responded but by her look, I felt there was doubt.
"How did it start?" I asked.
"He...he just pulled me against him," she replied.
"And, why did it stop?" I asked wanting the complete picture.
"I pushed away," she answered, but when she saw my questioning look, she took a deep breath, and said, "And Kitty came in."
"Where was she?" I pushed.
"Taking a nap in the truck," she answered.
"So, let me understand. You go out to the barn after saying no when I teased you. You find Cole all alone and he comes over, pulls you close, and y'all start kissing. Then, Kitty interrupts things," I said, and before she could respond, I asked, "What would've happened if she hadn't appeared?"
"Nothing, I was already leaving," she answered.
"Should I go punch him and fire him for attacking you?" I asked.
She gave me a long stare before looking down at her glass and answering, "No..."
I wasn't sure about her story and by her demeanor, she knew I had doubts. We sat quietly for some time and the longer it continued the more fidgety she became. As I considered the situation, I realized I was more intrigued than upset as I didn't really view the man as a threat to our relationship. After all, a huge socioeconomic gap existed which made any connection odd and he was more rugged than handsome while she was quite beautiful. Thus, any true attraction on her part was hard to fathom, and while we had shared some things in our discussion, large pieces of the puzzle remained obscure.
As I tried to determine the extent of her involvement, I recalled her eagerness when we watched the couple fucking. At first, I thought that might be the impetus but then I recalled the wink she gave the man the first time she visited the barn and I was back to square one.
"You have a thing for him," I said again, tired of thinking and hoping to prompt another exchange.
"No, I..." she started before I interrupted.
"You've fantasized about him in the tub. You told me," I reminded her.
"C'mon stop," she protested and when I didn't immediately respond, she asked, "Am I in trouble?"
"Some," I answered but deciding to take a softer approach, I added, "Not a lot, I guess, but I don't understand."
My words had a visible impact on her and she quickly snuggled close to me. We stayed that way for several minutes without speaking and along the way, I started to slowly stroke her thigh.
"I'm sorry..." she offered, and before I could respond, she added, "He really did catch me off-guard."
I stayed quiet but another thought struck me and I asked, "Did he touch you anywhere else? Besides your lips."
"My butt..." she started.
"And?" I interrupted.
"My boobs... I mean he tried but I pushed his hand away," she answered.
"Were you wearing a bra?" I asked again.
"No..." she whispered.
The guilt she felt from her admission made her push closer to me as if she wanted to merge our bodies into one. I let her have her way and broke our connection only once to refill her glass. I couldn't get the thought of my pretty wife in the arms of the working man out of my head. Younger, much more attractive, and educated it just seemed impossible, and yet somehow, it had happened if only for a brief time. I found myself feeling disappointed that I hadn't witnessed the encounter and like the other times I had similar thoughts, it made me anxious.
"The pickup is still here. Let's see what's going on," I said, somehow feeding off the awkward feelings.
"It's too hot and I don't want to get sweaty," Allison replied.
"Come on," I said as I moved away from her.
"You go. You don't need me," she countered, and when she saw my annoyed expression, she added, "It'll be weird after...you know."
"It'll be fine," I answered tersely, as lustful thoughts started to percolate.
She stared at me for several seconds and then said, "Well, I can't go out there like this."
"Wear what you did last week," I responded.
Rather than answer, she took another drink and returned her attention to the TV. We sat in silence for several minutes before she got up without speaking and disappeared toward the bedroom. A few minutes later she returned in the jogging shorts and tank top, sat down, picked up her wine, and stared at the screen.
Deciding I needed to change, I got up and went to the bedroom and quickly donned knee-length shorts and a T-shirt. While fishing for the shirt, I spotted an old black tank top of mine with numerous small holes in it and as I turned to leave, I grabbed it.
"Try this one on," I said to her as I sat.
She inspected it for a moment and then declared, "It's too big."
"Try it on," I pressed.
"Why? I'm already dressed...like this. Why are you so pushy? I thought you weren't mad," she replied.
"Just, try it on," I stated.
I knew I was running the risk of reaching her limit but I couldn't force away the strange thoughts that had taken control of me. She gave me an annoyed look and then with a heavy sigh, she lifted her top over her head and dropped it at her side. I couldn't help but stare at her perfect breasts as she took my old shirt, slipped it on, and looked down at her body.
"I told you. It's too big," she said.
The large neck opening exposed more than half her breasts and the baggy arm holes reached to the bottom of her ribcage allowing the sides of her boobs to show. Truthfully, rather than sexy, it looked completely trashy and was far worse than anything Kitty had worn.
"It's fine," I said.
"No, honey. C'mon," she tried.
Undeterred, I replied, "It's fine."
I rose and walked toward the door wondering if she would follow. There was no sound behind me when I reached it but rather than wait, I decided to keep going.
"Hi there," I said when I entered the barn.
Cole and Kitty sat on buckets near the table and were sipping from an old milk jug that I assumed contained their homemade wine. Like previous times, he was shirtless and she wore her standard fare of small shorts and a revealing top. Despite the humid air, both had a cigarette in their hand.
"Hey," they replied in unison, and then Kitty said in her raspy country voice, "Come over here and take a drink."
I stepped their way, accepted the jug Cole offered, tipped it back, and took a healthy mouthful. Still holding it in my hand, I noticed their eyes suddenly look past me and when I turned, I saw that Allison had joined us.
"Look at you," Kitty called out with a giggle.
When I looked at Cole, I saw that his eyes had fixated on my wife. Indeed, it looked like, any second, he might start to drool. Allison stood nervously at the entrance and I had to beckon her with my hand to get her to move.
"Here," I said as I handed her the jug.
Without speaking, she took a sip and I watched Cole's eyes focus on the armhole in her top. With her arms partially raised, the opening provided an unhindered view of the smooth skin of most of one breast. Only her nipple remained hidden and unfortunately, the material was too thick to tell if it was erect.
"This batch ain't as good as the last," Kitty commented when she saw my wife's expression.
"It's not bad," her partner replied, and then asked, "What are y'all up to?"
"We just decided to see what's going on," I answered.
"Well, not much. We're done for the day. Just decided to rest a minute and have a drink and a smoke before we go," he explained.
After the brief exchange, we entered a period of awkward silence that continued as we shared the wine. Cole's attention remained on my wife and he didn't seem concerned about it showing. I could tell by my wife's darting eyes that she was very nervous and I knew that much of it came from her concern about how I would deal with her solo visit. I had thought about putting the subject on the table. Tell the man that Allison had confided in me but I didn't want to wreck the vibe, at least not yet.
Finally, Kitty broke things when she said, "You forget all about your bet?"
Her question made Cole laugh loudly and when he finally calmed, he said, "She don't want to give up. Do you girl?"
"Hell, no," she giggled, and after she calmed, she looked at Allison and said, "Maybe we can trade."
"Kitty!" my wife responded in shock.
"You didn't mind Cole's attention this afternoon," Kitty cackled and then quickly added, "They was all close kissing and talking."
Cole turned to me with a nervous look but I calmed things when I replied, "Yeah, she told me."
"He was just getting her hot when I walked in," the woman laughed.
Kitty's comments indicated that the encounter might have been different than the explanation my wife provided. I contemplated what to do as Allison tried to avoid Cole's leers. Kitty's words had knocked her off balance and for a moment, I considered retreating to the safety of the house before deciding to pull the string some more.
"I think she has a thing for him," I responded which made Allison give me a withering look.
"Ha! No shit," the older woman laughed.
I knew Allison was embarrassed and wanted to get away but, suddenly, a thought struck me and before I could think it through, I said to Cole, "Want to play some more cards?"
For a moment, the man gave me a confused look and then, he seemed to catch on and answered, "Sure, let's do it.
Glancing around, I could tell neither of the women understood my intent. Cole quickly located his deck and placed it on the dirty table.
"Five card stud? Same as before?" I asked.
"Yeah, same as before," he agreed.
After a quick shuffle, he dealt the cards and before I lifted mine, I told him, "I don't have any money on me."
A big smile filled his face as he now understood the complete meaning and when I heard Kitty start to laugh, I knew she got it as well. Only Allison remained oblivious but she would soon learn the ramifications.
"Well, you know the bet then. Just like last time," Cole laughed.
"Yes," I concurred as I picked up my cards.
My hand contained a pair of fours and just seconds later, the man showed his revealing a king high. For a moment, I considered my options, and then with a deep sigh, I tossed my cards face down on the table.
"You win," I said.
"My oh my," Kitty laughed, and then she turned to my confused wife and stated, "Looks like Cole won you just like your husband won me."
"Jim?" Allison said in a nervous voice.
"Come on over here, baby. I'm not shy about things like your husband," Cole said.
"Uh-uh, no way," she replied nervously and turned to leave.
The workman cut her off and made her backpedal until her back hit the side of the barn. He quickly closed the distance, put a hand on her arm, and started talking to her in a low voice, and surprisingly, she didn't call for help. I prepared to intervene if he got aggressive, but he had calmed down after his initial move which allowed me to settle and watch.
Focused on my wife, I didn't realize Kitty had moved next to me until her hand reached between my legs and while giving her a stern look, I said, "Kitty don't."
"Let's go to the pickup and I'll give you a good blowjob," she giggled.
"No thanks," I replied which caused a hurt expression to form on her face.
My attention returned to Allison and Cole and I watched as they continued their conversation. The fact that she was engaging with the man in front of me was surprising but also fueled within me a strange feeling. Despite the show with the cards, I had only planned on making Allision uncomfortable but as I watched, other ideas began to arise.
Just a few seconds later, Kitty surprised me again when she lifted my hand to her breasts. I quickly pulled away and received another disappointed look, and then, as a huge smile filled her face, she pulled her top over her head revealing her large mounds. Despite her age, they were amazingly firm, and topping each was a wide areola. I couldn't help but compare them to my wife's tiny buds and consider if size somehow correlated with innocence.
"Hey, Cole. Get her top off. I already got my tits out," she called to her man as she tossed her top on the table.
"Tell her it's part of the bet to take her shirt off," Cole replied.
I stared at the man and my wife as I contemplated what to do. If I wanted to, I could use the bet as a leverage point to push Allison. However, that seemed far too aggressive and I knew the more we participated, the harder it would be to disengage. Before I could answer, Kitty's incessant hands went for my belt.
"No, Kitty... C'mon," I said, reprimanding her for the third time.
She ignored me and we started a hand war as I fought her determined effort to release the buckle. Finally, getting her to stop, I saw that Cole had moved closer and had my wife in another discussion. I couldn't imagine what he was saying that held her attention but it looked intimate and triggered something in me.



"You need to take your top off. It's part of the bet," I called out.
I felt a buzzing in my ears as soon as the words left my mouth and my vision suddenly tunneled. I had just directed my pretty wife to reveal her breasts to a stranger and I knew it was highly unlikely he would be content to stop at looking. Perhaps, I would regret things in the morning but at that moment, I wanted to see her tits, too.
"No, Jim. No way. Let's go to the house," she protested, exiting their conversation.
Unfortunately for her, my sordid thoughts now had some momentum and the fact that earlier in the day she had interacted with the man trumped any sympathy, so I replied, "Allison, let him take your top off."
Cole turned our way with a huge smile as Allison stared at me, dumbfounded. Laughing, Kitty stepped toward me and when I once more thwarted her attempts, she gave me a confused look. Then, as a mischievous smile appeared on her face, she started pushing her shorts down.
"Kitty...don't," I said realizing things were getting out of control.
She didn't even slow and as soon as they were off, she moved close enough to me that our bodies were touching. Her pooching belly and skinny ass looked odd on her petite body but it didn't keep me from glancing at her pussy and I saw that she had a wispy, unkempt bush.
"Kitty!" I barked when I felt her hands on my belt again.
I managed to stop her but her smile indicated that she was enjoying the game and would try again.
"Jim, tell your pretty wife what it means to lose a bet," the man said with some frustration in his voice.
His request suggested that he wasn't making progress and when I turned, I could see she had moved a step away. It was another moment of truth. I could either turn her over to Cole or collect her and beat a hasty retreat to the house. Her nasty attire affected me, adding fuel to the fire building in my head, and her heavy breathing made it appear she was excited. Plus, the alcohol I had consumed acted as a mental accelerant, and when I felt my dick stiffening, I made my decision.
"A bet's a bet, Allison," I said.
The message made my wife's face turn to shock once again as Cole chuckled at her side. At that moment, Kitty made another attempt to undress me that took my attention away from my wife.
"Listen to him," I heard Cole say.
"Honey...let's go," my wife called out.
After beating Kitty back yet again, I turned to see Cole speaking to her with their heads close together, and just a few seconds later, his hands went to the bottom of the baggy tank top and started to lift.
"Uggghhh..." I let out when Kitty's hand suddenly squeezed my dick through my shorts.
Focused on Allison, I didn't try to stop her, and I watched as Cole lifted the top to her crossed arms revealing her sexy tummy. They started talking again but when she looked toward me and saw the naked middle-aged woman kneading my dick, her demeanor suddenly changed. Now, her face showed acceptance rather than distress and as I watched, her hands first uncrossed and then slowly rose. Quickly, Cole took the loose garment off her body leaving her naked from the waist up. He tossed the tank onto the dirty floor and immediately started to fondle her firm breasts, lifting each one in his hand as if he were trying to gauge their weight.
"You like that?" Kitty asked when she felt me stiffen.
Her expression showed such a desire to please that I emitted a low groan and answered, "Yeah..."
"Let's go to the pickup and fuck," she replied.
"No, Kitty," I responded, which made her grip tighten.
When I turned back to my wife, I saw that the older man had her in an embrace with their lips locked together. One hand was pulling on her rear as the other continued to knead a breast. Allison had a hand on the man's bicep and the other on his shoulder indicating she wanted some separation. When the kiss ended, they spoke for a bit and then Cole slowly moved her toward the worktable. On the way, with her breasts jiggling slightly, her eyes fixated on Kitty's efforts and her nervous look morphed rapidly into defiance.
When they stopped, Cole's hands immediately went for her shorts but she stopped him and after trying again and getting the same response, he changed tactics. He kicked his shoes off and as my wife looked on, he removed his pants. His heavy cock, still flaccid, flopped free along the way, and now much closer, I could see more details. Pubic hair grew about a third of the way up the shaft and two pronounced veins ran most of the length. Thickest in the middle, toward the tip it tapered to a bullet-like head.
He took my wife's hand and pulled it onto his tool and at first, she recoiled. Once again, they talked and something he said made her glance at Kitty. The next time he tried, she let him place her hand on his shaft, and after just a second or two, I watched as her fingers wrapped around it. At first, she kept it still but after he made several small thrusts with his hips, she got the idea and slowly started to stroke him. A huge smile filled his face and after watching the motion of her hand for a bit, his attention shifted to her breasts. He handled them gently as his thumbs teased her nipples which made her body start to slowly move.
"She wants to fuck him...wants that cock in her pussy," Kitty said and I noted her voice had become husky.
"No..." I said although I wasn't sure.
Although I considered an exit plan, something about watching the pair enthralled me and I kept telling myself to let it continue for just a little more. Then, without warning, Cole released her breasts, wrapped his arms around her, and pulled her close as his lips found hers. A startled whimper escaped Allison's mouth but she offered no resistance and soon her arms circled his neck.
"They're going to fuck. Let's go to the truck," Kitty offered, and when I didn't reply, she laughed, "You just want to watch!"
"Ohhhh..." I heard my wife gasp, and turning, I saw that Cole had slipped his hand into the back of her shorts.
She wiggled a little but I couldn't tell whether it was out of distress or pleasure. Then, he pushed his arm out which forced her shorts down revealing most of her toned ass.
"No, Cole...please," she begged but her message didn't register with him and seconds later, she turned to me and implored, "Jim!"
My eyes rapidly shifted between her rear and her face as I contemplated what to do. Her look told me she was close to panic which finally managed to break my decadent fixation.
"We need to go," I said, and when Cole continued to knead her ass, I repeated in a louder voice, "Cole, we need to go. Let her go!"
This time, he got the message and relaxed his hold which allowed her to pull her shorts up. Kitty, sensing things were over, released my dick and after straightening my shorts, I watched as Allison donned the raggedy top. As soon as she had it on, we met near the door.
"Have a good evening," I called out.
"You sure you don't want to stay? Things was just getting interesting," the man chuckled.
"No...no we need to go," I answered.
He nodded and then looking directly at Allison, he said, "Still want to get what's due from the bet."
"Me too!" Kitty chimed in.
Without responding, we left and rapidly made our way to the house. Once inside, Allison moved in front of me but when we reached the living room, I stopped her and pulled her toward the sofa. My hands went for her top and she let me pull it over her head as she kicked off her sandals. Unceremoniously, I pushed her onto her back and as she watched, I stripped. I could see a mixture of fear and lust in her eyes as I stepped forward but she dutifully raised her hips to help me get her shorts off. Now naked, I could see the moisture on her pussy but when I lowered and slipped my tongue into her slit, I received a flow of her juices. Without question, the man had made her soaked, and quickly, I coated my face from my nose to my chin.
"God, you're wet," I stated.
"C'mon, I'm ready. Let's do it," she answered, and when I didn't respond, she whined, "Please, Jim... Please..."
Her begging sounded so erotic that I quickly lifted over her and plunged my dick into her which made her groan loudly. Almost out of control with excitement, I started a torrid pace and soon the wet slurping sound of her drenched pussy joined our groans. The wild look in her eyes told me she had no more control than me which incited me to speak.
"He got you hot. Made you dripping," I taunted.
"No...don't. Just go," she replied as her hands moved to my ass.
"Yes, he did," I answered, unable to stop, and when she didn't respond, I added, "You had his cock in your hand. Did you want to fuck him?"
I had never been so provocative with Allison; not even close, but my arousal had overcome any concerns I had about making her angry.
"Stop... No..." she forced out.
With that, we went silent and I concentrated on the amazing feeling of her juices flowing freely over my balls. Growing tired, I started to slow, which made her whimper but instead of returning to the rapid movement, I looped my arms beneath her knees and forced her knees into her armpits. Now with her ass raised, I started taking her with slow but hard thrusts that created a loud slapping sound each time our bodies connected.
"You wanted to fuck him," I challenged her unable to let go of the thought.
"No," she gasped after a very hard push.
"You kissed him. Kissed him this afternoon and tonight. He played with your tits and ass...almost had you naked," I challenged her.
"You bet me!" she responded as her nails dug into my biceps, and then after taking a hard thrust, she said, "You bet me and lost."
I slowed which once again made her whine in frustration but something compelled me to push, so I asked again, "Do you want to fuck him?"
"No..." she answered, unconvincingly.
"You did it in the tub. Thinking of him," I pushed.
"Stop, that doesn't count," she responded.
"Do you want to fuck him?" I repeated.
"Don't...just go," she pleaded.
"I'm not going to let you cum unless you tell me," I threatened.
Several times, she seemed ready to speak but held back before looking me in the eyes, and asking, "Did you...the bet... Did you make the bet for that?"
Her question changed the dynamic and now I was the one that felt nervous. Things had happened so fast, and I thought I had acted on impulse. Had it really been something dwelling in me all the time? I thought about my past reactions and the things that I'd pushed and realized that it might very well be true. I tried to think of a clever response but failed and almost a minute went by before I summoned the courage to reply.
"Yes..." I told her.
"You want me to..." she started but was unable to complete the question.
"Yes... Yes, I want you to," I whispered.
Immediately, her eyes got big and we locked into a stare for several long seconds before I released her legs and started fucking her as hard and as fast as I could. My words acted as a stimulant to both of us and the room filled with our sexual sounds.
"You really want me to?" she asked.
"Yes," I replied with more certainty.
"Oh, my God. My God," she gasped.
Suddenly, my mind returned to the man and after coming to a sudden stop, I said, "Go to him. Go to the barn."
"No c'mon...let's finish," she begged.
Rather than respond, I pulled free, stood, and found her discarded clothes which made her sigh heavily. She hadn't moved when I turned back to her and when I reached for her hand, she ignored me for a time before finally taking hold.
"Let me help you," I offered as I leaned down and held open the jogging shorts.
"This is insane," she stated although she didn't refuse.
Soon, she had dressed, and when I saw her in the trampish outfit with her sweaty body and mussed hair, I thought she had never looked hotter. After putting on my things, I prodded her toward the door and once outside, we could see that Cole's pickup was still present.
A step ahead of me, we felt the heat as we walked in silence. She reached the opening first and when she came to an abrupt halt, I knew something was up. Sure enough, peering inside, I spotted Cole, still naked, leaning against the table with Kitty on her knees between his open legs. Also nude, she had one hand gripping the base of his fat cock as her head bobbed rapidly.
Allison tried to step back but ran into me and at that moment, Cole looked our way. A huge smile filled his face as his eyes locked onto my wife but he didn't attempt to stop Kitty. I knew Allison was extremely nervous as she received his stares, and she didn't react when I placed my hand on her hip, so I rested it there for a few moments before traveling to her sweaty tummy. Only when my fingertips moved beneath the waistband of her shorts, did I feel her tense, but I continued lower until I contacted her sodden opening and began to tease her already swollen nub.
"Go take her place," I whispered.
A shudder raced through her body, and half turning, she stammered, "Are you...I...I...my God..."
"Go," I repeated and after removing my hand, I gave her a firm slap on the ass.
She took several steps and then paused but when Cole gave her a small wave she moved slowly forward. She stopped a few paces behind Kitty, just slightly outside her field of vision, and watched as the man let the older woman continue her efforts.
"Take them things off," he said a few seconds later.
His words caused Kitty to react but he put his hand on her head holding her in place and she quickly returned to sucking. Allison hesitated and I expected at any second for her to flee but, finally, her hands went to the bottom of the top and she pulled it over her head. After taking a deep breath, she started to glance between me and Cole as we feasted on her near-perfect breasts. The moment was surreal with the only sound coming from Kitty's sloppy efforts. My dick was so hard it hurt but when I saw her hands moved to the waistband, it felt like it somehow stiffened more.
Slowly, she peeled them down her long, toned legs as if she were purposefully putting on a show. When they were off, Cole's eyes moved slowly from her face to her pussy, and stared at it as the seconds ticked by.
"Let's let this lady have a turn," he said as he tapped Kitty on the head.
Kitty stopped and when she turned and saw my wife, she let out a long laugh that turned into a cackle. Quickly, she scooted away giving Allison access but she took only one tentative step before she turned my way.
"Honey, I..." she started before the man interrupted.
"Don't look at him. He lost the bet," he reminded her, and when she didn't respond, he added, "C'mon now. It's time."
Once again, she looked my way but when I offered no relief, she turned back to the man. She took one small step followed by another and when she got within arm's reach, he put his hand on her shoulder. They engaged in a brief conversation and then she slowly lowered to her knees.
While Allison loves to receive oral attention, she gives it only as a special treat but, surprisingly, her skills are more than adequate when in the right mood. The man's cock remained at attention but he didn't try to push her and it took some time before she slowly raised her hand and gripped the base. She gave it several tugs and then leaned forward and tentatively licked beneath his head. Evidently pleased with the taste, she started moving her tongue around, and then in one quick move, she took several inches into her mouth. Soon, her head bobbed just like Kitty's, and wanting a better view, I moved forward.
"Does she like giving blowjobs? I love to," Kitty said.
"Sometimes...I guess," I answered, irritated she had interrupted my concentration.
Some silence ensued before she declared, "I need some dick. Let's go fuck in the pickup."
"No, Kitty," I answered.
Unfortunately, my rebuke didn't make a lasting impression because just seconds later, she stepped over, dropped to her knees, and started fumbling with my belt. Wanting to focus on my wife, I ignored her and when she had pulled my shorts and boxers down, she immediately started to stroke my dick.
It appeared to me that Allison got more excited with each bob of her head, and when I saw her naked ass moving seductively, I guessed she was thinking about the man's cock in her pussy. Then, mere seconds later, she stunned me when one hand reached between her legs and started playing with her clit. In all our time together, I had never seen her act so lustfully which told me that she was on fire. Cole spotted it too and I could see the anxiousness grow on his face. Just a few seconds later, when she began to emit sensual moans around his shaft, I sensed things were about to change.
My feeling proved accurate because it wasn't long before the man stopped her and made her stand. Breathing heavily, she looked at him with complete abandon and he quickly positioned her with her back on the makeshift worktable. He moved forward, forcing her legs wide until his cock contacted her drooling opening, and with her watching intently, he used his hand to guide his shaft along her slit before pressing forward. The tapered head disappeared into her folds and a tiny squeal escaped her mouth as her legs widened further.
"Ohhh...slow... Go slow," she panted as his shaft began to disappear.
It took a good minute before he managed to feed the full length of his thick cock into her snug hole. I thought he would immediately start to ram into her hard and braced myself for her response, but he remained still while staring down into her dark eyes.
"You ready?" he finally asked.
"Go slow," she repeated as she looked up at him nervously.
Cole nodded and then started to move, and I watched him extract almost the entire length of his impressive cock and then slowly push it back into her. The first few thrusts made her whine in pain but it wasn't long before these sounds faded. After a minute or so, she grew comfortable with his slow pace and began to emit soft sighs of pleasure. I knew Allison's sexual history and was certain the man was far bigger than anything she had experienced. It made me wonder if she felt new sensations. Deep inside, had he discovered something? Had his girth stretched her in a way that tickled her opening?
"Fuck her good, Cole," Kitty called out.
"Goin to," he replied without turning.
Allison let her head fall back onto the table and squeezed her eyes shut as she reveled in the feelings, and when she spread her legs wider, offering more of herself to the man, I realized he had completely conquered her.
"Ohhh...uhhh... Oh, yes..." she let out, indicating he already had her close.
Something compelled me to move closer, and with Kitty still holding my dick, I moved until I could see Cole's cock slipping effortlessly into my wife. Their tight connection had caused froth to form, and I stood mesmerized as I watched the veins on his shaft disappear and then emerge a few seconds later.
At that moment, perhaps inspired by my wife's excited whimpers, Kitty decided to replace her hand with her mouth and she immediately started to wash my dick with her eager tongue. I wanted badly to remain composed as I watched Allison but the woman's efforts were so good that I knew I was at risk. Still, it felt too good to stop so I placed my hand on her head to try and maintain some control.
Cole, understanding my wife's state, increased the pace until he had established a steady rhythm that made Allison's pussy sing with squishing sounds. With each thrust, he emitted a low grunt while Allison, long past any pain, responded with a litany of sensual moans. Both were dripping in sweat from their exertions in the heavy air which added to the surreal scene and took me even closer to the brink.



"You goin to cum on my cock?" he taunted.
"Yes," she answered instantly, and then seconds later, she repeated, "Yes..."
The exchange seemed to trigger something in her as her body became stiff and her ass raised a little off the wood.
Cole recognized where she was and he increased his speed, then said, "Let go, baby."
"Yes..." she whined loudly.
"Let it out...let it all out," he coached.
Just seconds later, her orgasm hit, "Ohhh...oh God... Oh, yes... Go...go, don't stop."
"Let it out," he said, again.
"Ohhh...oh, yes...yes...good...so good..." she panted.
Several times, her body tensed and released as her head thrashed back and forth causing her damp hair to fly about. It took half a minute for her to calm and during this time, Cole's heavy cock never slowed. Glancing at the man's face, he had a satisfied look that I knew came from his success in turning my beautiful wife into a writhing, whimpering mess.
I thought Allison was done for the evening and that Cole would soon empty his heavy balls but using his fingers to tease her taut nipples, he somehow managed to reignite her.
"You want some more?" he asked.
His words made her open her eyes and she looked up and him and nodded several times. A half-dozen thrusts later, he leaned over her, found a nipple with his mouth, and bit it.
"Uggghhh... Oh... Oh, God," she cried out as she spread her legs, obscenely.
When he pulled back, I could see her staring up at him with a desperate look. A hand went to her hurting bud and rubbed it several times, but she kept it there, and I realized her touch had changed from soothing to stimulating.
"What you want, girl," he demanded, seeing the same thing.
It took a moment but finally, she answered, "Do it."
"Do what?" he countered.
"Fuck me," she replied in a barely audible voice.
The only times I had heard Allison use the word were in moments of extreme anger so I took it as another sign of her total abandon. Cole must have sensed the importance too because he increased his pace which brought a new wave of excited squeals from my wife. Now, he truly was hammering his fat cock into my wife but any discomfort she felt had long since vanished.
The scene made my balls start to tingle and not wanting to release until it was over, I used my hand to push Kitty off my dick. Several times, she tried to reconnect but finally, she accepted my guidance and turned to watch.
"I heard her cum," she said, and when I didn't respond, she added with a chuckle, "She likes fucking him."
When Cole's grunts became heavy, I knew he was getting close and I suspected my wife wasn't far away either. They made it another minute and then the man's movements became forced. He made several rapid thrusts into her sloppy hole and then pushed against her hard.
"Fuck...fuck yeah, baby..." he called out as his ass spasmed.
His release pushed Allison over the edge as her squeals told everyone that she was experiencing her second orgasm. Together, like a musical duet, they filled the room with their passionate cries that somehow came out in tune. As their climaxes started to ebb, Cole leaned forward, found my wife's lips, and connected with her in a deep kiss. Allison responded by throwing her arms around his neck fully accepting the embrace that seemed to go on forever. When they finally broke the man rose with a heavy sigh, paused for a moment, and then slowly pulled his cock free. The moment it left, a rivulet of his semen flowed out of her dilated hole and down between her ass cheeks.
"She can't hold it all," Kitty laughed.
To me, it seemed decadent and I was surprised when Allison made no effort to cover her ravaged body. Rather, she seemed content to remain on display for her new lover.
"I told you you'd like it," he said, providing a glimpse at the nature of their earlier whispered conversations.
Just as I started to contemplate the meaning, I felt Kitty's hand on my dick, and she said, "Let's fuck."
With the show over and my balls churning, I let her take my hand and lead me to the pickup. Quickly, she opened the passenger door and sprawled over the seat, presenting me with her ass. I stepped forward and easily slid my hard dick into her juicy opening. Despite her age and her time with Cole's fat tool, she felt good and after starting fast, I slowed to keep control.
"You feel good Kitty," I said, deciding to offer the woman a compliment.
"As good as your wife?" she responded.
"Yeah," I lied.
Even face down, I could see a smile fill her face which pleased me as she seemed a good person, and despite the size difference, her moans and occasional gasps indicated she was enjoying herself. A minute went by with neither of us speaking and I thought we'd just finish in silence but she had other ideas.
"Cole fucked her good. She's been wanting it for a while. You could see it in her eyes," she declared.
"Kitty..." I replied wanting her to stop.
However, she ignored me and started again, "Don't worry. He won't steal her. He just wants to fuck her."
"Kitty, stop," I answered.
My response made the woman giggle but rather than reply verbally, she snaked her hand back until she found my balls and started tickling them with her fingernails. It proved to be the final stimulus that made me erupt and in a series of excited cries, I flooded the woman's hole.
Out of breath, I forced out, "Shit, Kitty."
"Don't worry. You'll be ready in a minute. Just think of Cole's big cock making her cum," she laughed.
The woman lacked education and clearly wasn't worldly but she knew something about sex because when my thoughts went to my wife's recent mating, I did feel my dick stiffen. Looking down, I saw a smile appear on her face which indicated that she felt it, too. When I had regained my breath, I started making slow movements that made it harder, and soon, I was fucking her with purpose.
This time there were no words exchanged and just a few minutes later she experienced a nice orgasm. It brought me close but I didn't ejaculate and after giving her a minute to come down, I pulled free.
"I need to check on Allison," I said.
"Wait for me," she replied as she climbed from the truck.
Together, we returned to the barn but as soon as we reached the entrance, we could see that it was empty. It suggested they had gone to the house which tickled Kitty.
"She took him to her bed," she giggled.
Seeing my wife's clothes still scattered about, I walked naked toward the house with Kitty several steps behind, and as soon as I stepped inside, I picked up the lingering smell of cigarette smoke. It suggested they had stopped on the way to their destination which made me visualize my naked wife standing close to the man as he enjoyed a smoke. When I reached the living room and found it empty, I knew that Kitty's words would prove true, and halfway down the hall, I started to pick up the sounds of squeaking springs and groans.
Although the lights were off, enough outside illumination filtered through the shutters to allow me to see the mating couple on top of the covers in the missionary position. All the pillows were on the floor, and Cole's ass slowly rose and fell forcing sensual moans from my wife. For some reason, my thoughts went to how they had come to be in our bed and whether it was due to the man's insistence or my wife's desires.
"Oh, Cole...oh, baby," she sighed and seconds later, I heard the man say something I couldn't make out which brought her reply, "Yes, all of it...everything..."
Shortly after, I heard him demand, "Cum again so I can feel your pussy throb."
"Yes...I want to," Allison answered with a heavy groan.
I sensed Kitty behind me, and when she found my dick with her hand she whispered, "Let's go fuck some more."
Feeling very strange standing at the door, I let her lead me to the living room where we fucked on the couch until we both fell asleep. The sun had started to rise when I woke and finding Kitty gone, I made my way to the bedroom hoping Cole had left, too. Instead, I found the couple under the covers with my wife's head resting on the man's chest. The room wreaked of sex and cigarette smoke which suggested they had carried on for quite some time.
"Cole, I think it's time you go," I called out, and when neither responded, I said in a louder voice, "Hey, time to go."
The man's eyes slowly opened and he looked up at me and gave a quick nod. He tried to extricate himself from my wife's embrace without waking her but failed, and when her eyes fluttered open, she gave me a guilty look. I followed the naked man to the backdoor and noticed the pickup missing but deciding that it was his issue to sort out, I closed the door and returned to the bedroom. I discovered Allison had fled to the bathroom, and rather than disturb her, I put on some clothes, moved to the living room, and waited for her to appear.
It took almost an hour before I heard footsteps on the hardwood floor and seconds later, she entered the room in jeans and a sleeveless blouse. Except for her worried expression, she looked amazingly fresh given all that had occurred.
She sat down on the sofa next to me and immediately said, "What have we done?"
"I...I don't know," I answered.
We stared at each other for a time before she asked, "Are you...what are you thinking?"
"I'm not sure. Don't be upset," I replied recalling my role in the events, and before she could respond, I added, "I don't want to be mad."
She nodded and then said sternly, "I'm mad at you."
Instantly, my mind went to her numerous orgasms and her decision to take the man to our bed, but I knew it was best not to challenge her, so I replied, "Tell me."
"You pushed it...everything. The bet...going out in that outfit. Going back," she responded.
"Okay," I answered and then, unable to hold back, I said, "It looked like you enjoyed it."
She gave me a steely stare, stood, and headed toward the bedroom. After a minute, I followed and found her stripping the linen off the bed. Deciding it best to give her some space, I left and went to the barn to collect our clothes and found Cole sitting at the table fully dressed.
"Everything okay," he asked with a proud smile on his face.
"Yeah, just came to get the clothes," I answered, just wanting to get away.
He looked on as I gathered the things but before I could depart, he said, "Did you like fucking Kitty? She's not the prettiest thing but she's a good fuck."
"She's very nice," I answered.
"I enjoyed your wife. Thank you for that," he offered and when I merely nodded in response, he added, "I was just about to wake her for some more when you came in."
"C'mon, Cole. Things got way out of hand. She going to be crying all day and please don't mention any of this to anyone. Tell Kitty not to, either," I answered.
"I think she'll be okay," he replied smugly.
"No, Cole, she won't. Trust me," I replied.
He looked at me in silence as the seconds ticked by before finally responding, "You know she wanted more. Said to wake her after she took a nap so we could do it some more. I overslept."
"Doesn't matter. It's over and like I said, please keep quiet about it," I responded.
He gave me a nod as I turned to leave and I made my way back to the house dropping our clothes in the washing machine as I passed.
For the rest of the morning and into the afternoon, Allison and I maintained separation saying little to each other, but Cole's words gnawed at me. By his account, she had been ready for even more sex and I couldn't fully dismiss his statement. In truth, one more round of sex didn't really change anything, rather, it was his arrogant attitude that seemed to convey that he had turned my wife into his sex toy that bothered me.
Finally, deciding our mutual silence wasn't healthy, I went looking for her and found her in the bedroom folding wash. I stepped behind her, looped my arms around her waist, and pulled her close. Pleased that she accepted my embrace, I kissed her several times on the neck.
"Why did you say that?" she asked, letting me know she hadn't forgotten my prior statement about her participation.
"I don't know..." I replied sheepishly.
"How many times did you do it with her...Kitty?" she asked.
"A couple," I answered vaguely.
She took a deep breath but said nothing and after a few seconds, my fingers went to the buttons on her blouse. With each one, I expected her to push back but she remained still and when they were all free, I slipped the garment off her shoulders. I turned her to me and started a kiss and after a few seconds, she returned it with some passion. When we broke, I backed her to the bed and she quickly kicked off her sandals and then lifted her butt so I could pull off her jeans and panties. As I started on my things, she scooted to the middle of the bed, and she smiled as I crawled to her. Like me, I think she realized that we needed to make love to start the process of putting everything behind us.
After kissing her a few times, I lowered my head and started to lick her nipples which made her purr but my hard dick needed to be inside her so when I felt her slit and found it wet, I moved into position.
"Easy...I'm sore," she winced as I started to burrow inside.
"Why?" I asked which brought a slap to my arm.
Several times, I felt her body tense and heard a whimper but when I was fully embedded, her body relaxed. I started very slow, just barely moving but before long, her hands moved to my ass.
"You can go faster," she prodded.
I followed her guidance and soon we had established a good rhythm but when her excited whimpers started, my mind suddenly returned to the prior evening. Before I could contain myself, words were leaving my mouth.
"How many times did you do it with him?" I asked.
"A couple," she answered using my response against me.
Encouraged I hadn't received a rebuke, I pushed, "How many orgasms did you have."
"More than a couple," she responded shamelessly, and then asked, "Did you cum with Kitty?"
"Yeah..." I admitted.
"Did you enjoy it?" she probed.
"I...I had to... After watching you...I needed relief," I answered truthfully.
"I saw you watching...and her sucking. Watching got you excited?" she asked.
It took me a few seconds to summon my courage and then I replied, "Yeah, it did."
"Why?" she asked.
"Because you looked so hot...excited and hot," I said, and eager to get the initiative back, I added, "I could tell you liked it."
"It was different," she offered.
"How...how was it different?" I pushed although I suspected the answer.
"It wasn't you... And, I felt so full," she replied.
"He gave you a huge orgasm," I stated as I felt myself starting to lose control.
"Yeah..." she responded, and then after a pause, added, "Did you give Kitty one?"
I thought about lying and declaring she had exploded but I deferred to the truth and answered, "It was good, I think. Not great."
"Mmmm..." she responded ambiguously.
"I need to slow down," I declared as I approached the ragged edge.
"No, go faster," she demanded and pulled on my butt.
"Allison, I won't last," I pleaded.
"It's okay...go..." she responded which pushed me over.
"Oh, shit...damn...shit, Allison," I grunted as I blasted into her.
I pushed one final time as I tried to extract the last bit of semen from my dick before collapsing onto her body. Instantly, she started stroking my hair as I recovered.
"Why did you do that? I wanted you to let go, too," I said.
"Later," she answered.
We remained connected for several minutes but finally, I fell to her side and for the next thirty minutes we cuddled as husband and wife. I was pleased that we seemed to be making it through the situation without too much angst but there were a few things I still wanted to know and finally, I broached the subject.
"Last night...when I found you in bed with him. You were talking as you...did it. He said something and you said, "Yes, all of it". What did that mean," I asked.
"It was just sex talk," she replied but I felt her body stiffen.
"Tell me, Allison. Don't hold back," I insisted.
It took her some time but finally, with a deep sigh, she replied, "He asked if I was his...my body. I said yes but it was just sex talk."
Perhaps a minute went by as we rested without speaking, before I told her, "I saw him in the barn when I went for the clothes. Kitty took the pickup when she left so he was still here."
"Okay," she replied anxiously sensing there was more.
I waited a bit before offering, "He said y'all were going to wake up for more but he overslept."
"So?" she answered defensively.
"Okay. I guess it doesn't matter," I replied, and then as an afterthought, I said, "He was just so damn cocky."
At first, she didn't respond, but after a few seconds she started to giggle and she struggled to get out, "That's a poor choice of words."
Shocked at her reaction, I said, "That's shameless."
"I'm sorry. It was just too easy," she laughed, and when I gave her an annoyed look, she continued with, "Yes, things got crazy and yes, some things were said that may have made him feel cocky but it was just bed talk...sex talk. We both lost control. You did when you made the bet and then all the pushing."
"I know," I said meekly.
"You know you gave me to him...sent me to him like Kitty's husband did to her," she stated.
The message hit me like a brick to the forehead as the parallels were uncanny and I tried to think of a clever response but failing, I just let out, "Shit, Allison..."
"Yes, it's weird," she acknowledged.
We continued to reconnect through the remainder of the day and made love again later where she experienced a fulfilling orgasm. All in all, it was the best possible outcome for what had been a bizarre and decadent night and I felt pleased with our progress in returning to normalcy.
During the following week, we stayed on a positive path interrupted only once when she experienced a sudden attack of shame. It took some time but I talked her through it and at her insistence, I visited with Cole and Kitty to get their promise they wouldn't share the information. We had no way to know if they would honor their commitment, but it made Allison happy and by the time we went to bed, she had emerged from her funk.
Other than this one interaction, we both stayed away from the barn and fortunately, Cole didn't need to communicate. I thought we could continue to ignore the pair until they finished and left. Then, I hoped the memories of the event would quickly fade.
Nine days later, I texted Allison that I had to participate in a late call and wouldn't get home until after seven. At the last minute, the VP canceled the meeting, and driving home, I tried to reach her to let her know of the change but it went to voicemail. Pulling up to the house, I spotted both the van and pickup at the barn and feeling some trepidation, I rushed inside.
"Allison?" I called out when I entered but received no response.
Quickly searching the house, I discovered it empty, and on my way toward the backdoor, I spotted her phone on the counter which heightened my anxiety. I had to force myself to slow as I made for the barn unsure what I would find.
Stopping just outside to gauge the situation, I peered through the entrance and spotted Cole at the worktable and Kitty at the wood splitter while Allison, dressed in the jogging shorts and ragged tank top, gathered the split wood, and moved it to the aging stack. Her attire sent a shiver up my spine as there was no way to rationalize it as anything other than a desire for more sex although, I struggled to understand why Cole seemed preoccupied. The odd circumstances made me hang back to try and understand the dynamics.
Just a few minutes later, Kitty ran out of wood, and as my wife gathered the last few split pieces, the middle-aged woman turned off the machine. The sudden silence felt a bit unnerving and made me take a few steps back.



"Hey, Cole," Kitty yelled.
"Yeah," he answered without looking up.
"Are you ready? The girl's done earned her fucking," she replied.
Kitty's words made Allison look up and a smile appeared on her face. She turned toward the workman but as she approached, it looked like grew nervous. Cole took her arm, and they shared a short exchange, which seemed to calm her, and then he turned her toward the worktable, pushed his hands through the armholes of her top, and started kneading her breasts. The sensation caused Allison to tilt her head against his chest and once more, I saw him say something to her that I couldn't hear. It went on for some time but when I saw her reach behind her back for his cock, I guessed she liked what she heard. He let her hand fondle him for a bit and then, with a broad smile, he pushed her face down onto the worktable and started to lower her shorts. When he had them at her ankles, she kicked them free, and she remained motionless as he unbuckled and then lowered his jeans. Only half-hard, he started pulling on his cock and it only took a few strokes for it to noticeably stiffen.
Stepping forward, he used his hands to spread her ass cheeks and for several seconds, he looked down at her pussy, and although I couldn't see it, I guessed her hairless juncture was slick with anticipation. Releasing her flesh, he stepped into position and worked his cock over her several times before slowly pushing inside.
"Ohhhh...mmmm..." I heard my wife let out.
"She sure likes it," Kitty laughed as she moved closer, and then added, "You're going to get all of her you want."
Cole said something to the older woman I couldn't make out and when he turned back to Allison, he started to move. His pace increased quickly and soon he was hammering into her with purpose forcing from her all kinds of excited squeals.
A minute or so into their fucking, I watched as she experienced what looked like a small orgasm but it didn't diminish her excitement as her body continued to writhe. About the same time, Kitty started teasing a nipple through her top, and seconds later she snaked a hand inside her shorts. The scene was beyond sordid as two married women, each from vastly different backgrounds, now extracted pleasure from the workman.
Kitty must have found her clothes limiting because she suddenly stopped her hands and stripped. However, rather than restarting her efforts, she stepped over to the table and peeled my wife's top off her body. Allison lifted just long enough for her to remove it and then dropped back with her breasts mashed into the wood. It made me recall the position I found Kitty in several weeks prior and the parallel made my head spin.
"Uggghhh...ohhh... Oh, Cole..." Allison suddenly let out indicating she was building fast.
"Her pussy as good as the first time?" Kitty asked in her loud voice, and when the man nodded, she added, "I want some cock, too."
"You'll get some later," the man grunted.
Kitty's hands returned to her breasts and pussy as I watched the decadent scene unfold. Allison's initial release must have provided some staying power because she lasted longer than I thought possible but when I heard her sounds start to grow in intensity, I knew another climax wasn't far off. Kitty must have sensed it, too, as she started moving her hand faster and when I saw Allison's head start to lift and fall, I guessed she was almost there.
"Cole! Oh, baby...go... Yes, oh yes... Oh, Cole...ohhhhh..." she let out as she started to slap her palm against the wood table.
Her sounds were so loud that I barely managed to hear Kitty declare, "She's cummin like a freight train."
The orgasm lingered; indeed, it didn't seem to end as the man continued to assault her sloppy hole. Her cries were otherworldly reminding me of a wounded animal and halfway through, she started to push against the man's cock seeking even more. A minute or so later, with little warning, Cole let out several loud grunts, slammed hard against her ass, and exploded.
"Fuck, baby...take it all... Yeah, fuck yeah, woman. Fucking good pussy!" he exclaimed.
Allison wasn't ready for it to end and when the man stopped, I watched as she wiggled hoping to maintain the sensations. Cole watched with a smile for a bit before slapping her ass hard which made her stop.
"She can't get enough," Kitty laughed.
Her words made the man laugh, and after giving her another, gentler, swat, he asked, "Whose pussy is this, baby?"
"Yours... It's all yours," my wife moaned, and then, just seconds later, when he made several slow thrusts, she whined, "Go, Cole...keep going."
I left the trio and halfway to the house, I considered burning the barn to the ground as I thought it must be possessed by demons. The decadence that had occurred in the structure over the past few weeks was just unfathomable.
I was sitting on the sofa staring at the wall when my wife arrived thirty-three minutes later which suggested even more had occurred. Of course, my unexpected presence terrified her and when she saw my expression, she knew I was aware of everything. Tears filled her eyes as she stepped forward and fell to her knees at my feet.
"I'm sorry," she wailed as she draped her body across my lap and I couldn't help noticing a breast had slipped out of her top.
I remained silent and after a minute, her sobs turned into the occasional whimper. I was just about to launch into her when I felt her hand land on my stiff dick and after tugging on it several times, she looked up at me with a thin smile.
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A light mist fell as Katherine drove toward the University. The gray skies put her in a reflective mood and as she navigated the morning traffic, her thoughts went to the series of bizarre events that had shaped her life. Only eighteen months had elapsed since the research idea that had changed her career trajectory first percolated in her head, and in that time, her life had gone through wild gyrations touching both negative and positive extremes. Fortunately, the net results launched her forward in a big way, boosting her ego dramatically.
Her research paper had created quite the stir in her field of study putting her on the map at a very young age. Also, she had authored multiple articles for the lay audience and even been featured as a speaker and board member at several seminars. All had been successful, enhancing her personal brand and, hopefully, setting the stage for the future.
As significant as these events proved, Katherine realized that the momentum of her research was waning and that she would be expected to follow-up with something of similar quality. She had been toying with several ideas that were just beginning to gel in her head, so she wasn't overly concerned. Plus, her prior success had instilled in her a level of confidence that helped keep her stress down.
Despite her efforts not to, her thoughts occasionally drifted to the events she endured to gather the data for her research. The required compromises were large, huge really, and her psyche would often become overwhelmed at the recollections. She had never been able to reconcile her behavior with her value set, but fortunately, time acted to dampen the frequency of these episodes, and she hoped that someday she would be able to achieve acceptance.
She often thought about, Chantal, the black dancer, and how important she had been in her escape and recovery. For a time, she had been an integral part of her social life, and together, they had enjoyed multiple sexual romps, some with her husband, Jeff. However, in the past few months, their relationship had started to slip with longer periods between meetups. Thinking rationally, she knew it was probably for the best and since Jeff hadn't mentioned anything, she suspected he felt the same.
Kathyrn couldn't hold back her smile when she arrived at her office. Larger than most, it overlooked a green space usually filled with student activity. Glancing around, for the hundredth time, she told herself she needed to take some time to neaten the place up. She had never completely unpacked after her move and scattered about the room were stacks of books and papers. With a contented sigh, she sat in her chair and pulled out the class material for her upcoming lecture.
Jeff's mind went to the revelations his wife had shared about her work at the strip club. It was a subject he returned to often as somehow, like a worm in his brain, it continued to squirm and provoke his thoughts. Weeks after the altercation at Sam's condo, she had sat him down for the discussion he knew would eventually take place. The distress on her face was easy to discern so he gave her time and didn't press. All along, he sensed he wasn't receiving the complete story about her club activities, but rather than focus on specifics, they had turned it into something of a teasing game. It had worked on him, perhaps too well, and he guessed Kathryn had used it as a coping mechanism by alluding to something while keep much of the detail hidden.
"I...I think it's time that I tell you about it all...everything," she had stammered on a dreary Saturday afternoon.
"Okay," he answered, doing his best to keep a calm outward demeanor.
"Look...this is going to be hard. I mean...I did some things and I'm ashamed. You'll probably hate me," she had told him as her tears welled.
"Kathryn, I'm not going to hate you. Take a deep breath and tell me," he had told her as he took her hand.
He had watched as she tried to follow his advice and after struggling for a few seconds, she looked at him with a pitiful expression, and said, "I was bad."
"More than Chantal?" he asked, and when she nodded, he thought for a moment and then said, "Did you have...uh...sex?"
The question had made her burst into tears. For Jeff, the message wasn't a total surprise as her presence at the black man's condo defied simple explanation. He wanted to know more but the pain on his pretty wife's face melted his heart. He was deeply in love with her, and he respected the fact that she cared enough about their marriage to want to clear the air.
"Kathryn, stop honey. That's behind us. I don't need to know. Let's move forward," he had whispered as he took her hand.
Instantly, her expression had changed and after a few choked back sobs, she had replied, "You are so special."
The young husband, realizing her vulnerable state, had guided her to bed and for the next several hours they had made slow, passionate love. It took some time, but when his wife's orgasm finally arrived, she had buried her face in his chest and cried for a long time.
The young husband knew he had taken the right approach with regards to their marriage but as the days and weeks ticked by, his brain started to toy with what he had missed. How far exactly had she gone and in what context? Who was involved? He knew about Chantal, of course, and Sam seemed likely but were there others? While she worked in the club, she had sometimes teased him about events, and his dick would usually get hard from the visions churning in his head. Somehow, his arousal would overpower his thoughts and only later would he feel shame about his reactions. Now, he was dealing with similar feelings but, unfortunately, having given her the reprieve, he knew it would be difficult to ask for details.
Sam watched the monitor in the club that showed the main stage. A skinny white girl with dark hair was dancing slowly and the resemblance was just enough for his thoughts to shift to Kathryn. He had to admit that her presence in the club had provided a nice diversion from the routine and it had also been good for business. He was disappointed that she had managed to free herself from his clutches as he had hoped to turn her out and make some good money. That made him think about her punk ass white husband and the scene in his condo. His lucky throw had landed just right which caused him profound embarrassment in front of his two guests. It had also wasted a good deal of coke.
In the aftermath of the mess, Sam had followed his mentor's advice and left Kathryn alone. He tried to keep his thoughts off the pretty young professor, but he failed, and over time he had developed a seething rage determined for revenge. In his mind, he helped her out when she was in a bind, overlooked her mistakes on many occasions, and was repaid with scorn when he wanted a simple favor. He dismissed the thorough fuckings he gave her as something she had wanted and enjoyed, too.
Slowly, he had developed a plan to get her back in his grasp. It was risky and required the involvement of others, so he had let it stew in his head for a time. After weeks of consideration, he decided he would at least make the first move and stepping outside, he motioned for Roland to join him.
Three days later, the bartender stood in the doorway of the small office waiting for Sam to turn.
"Yeah?" the black man finally said.
"I got it. I think it's the right one," he announced.
"Shit, that didn't take long," he responded as he reached out for the scrap of paper.
After Sam took it, he quickly turned in his chair signaling the discussion had ended. Roland stepped away with a smile on his face as he pondered what fate lay in store for Kat. Knowing Sam, it wouldn't be pretty.
The black club owner listened as the phone rang and he was just about to hang up when a voice answered, "Bueno."
"Is this Jesus?" he quickly replied.
There was a short pause before the man answered, "Who's this?"
"This is Sam the owner of the club you came to a while back. The one where the woman from your school danced. I got an opportunity for you if you come down to see me," he said.
"What opportunity?" Jesus asked suspiciously.
"Let's just say you come and talk to me, and your drinks are free. I'll even throw in a few dances," he replied hoping to pique the janitor's interest.
"Maybe," the Hispanic man answered.
Sam, never one for endless back and forth, responded, "Okay then, you come on down. Sooner the better."
"Maybe, Wednesday," Jesus said.
"Wednesday is good. I'll see you Wednesday," Sam confirmed and then hung up.
The short call confused the university janitor as he had done everything he agreed to during his last visit. He had stayed well away from Kathryn and even managed to change work areas so as not to come into contact. He worried that he was being set-up in some way but the allure of free drinks and titties to touch was strong. Maybe, he would even have the chance to get Kat to dance for him again. Since the time they had spent alone together in the back room, he had masturbated dozens of times as he recalled the events. He knew it was very unlikely he would ever be with someone as beautiful again which made each memory special. The thing he liked the best, and which always made his dick spew its contents was the sight of his cum landing on her pussy and disappearing into her folds. As he stood in the hallway, he could feel his dick stiffen, and for a moment he thought about jacking off in the bathroom.
The following Wednesday, a little after 7 PM, Jesus walked up to the door prepared to pay the cover but before he could pull out his tattered billfold the girl waved him inside. The act thrilled him as he rarely received respect, and it also suggested that he wasn't in any trouble. Now, even more curious, he stepped into the dark room where a waitress led him to a table and took his order. After his second beer was gone, he started looking around wondering why the large black man hadn't approached him, making him concerned about the free drinks.
Sam knew the moment that Jesus entered the club, but he wanted him in a good frame of mind when he described his plan, so he let him enjoy his beers. After the waitress brought him his fourth round, he decided the time was right and sent Roland out. Less than a minute later, the Hispanic man stood in the doorway of the small office.
"Have a seat. How's your beer?" the club owner asked.
"It's good," Jesus responded, and before Sam could speak, he added, "I stayed away like you said. I haven't bothered her none."
"I know that man...I know that. You been real good and I appreciate that. You're a man of your word but I got something in mind I need your help with," the black man explained.
Jesus sat up a little higher in his seat when the meaning hit. He was not only free of trouble but a needed entity which made him feel significant.
"What kind of help?" he asked.
"Our girl got a bit uppity and I need help getting her back down. You know what I mean?" he replied, and when he received a confused nod, he continued with, "I want you to meet her in the evening in her office at the school after everyone's left."
Still bewildered, Jesus asked, "Why?"
Sam, deciding to lay it all out in detail, started in on the description of what he had in mind. It took a few minutes and during the explanation he watched as a smile slowly came to the Hispanic man's face.
"What do you think? You in?" Sam asked.
"It's dangerous, I think," Jesus answered.
Two hours later after multiple beers and four table dances, Jesus left the club carrying the package Sam had provided. A broad smile filled his face that was part alcohol, part naked flesh, and elation from the opportunity to do something out of the ordinary. That it involved the pretty professor made it even more special and easily compensated for the risk to his job.
A shudder went through Kathryn when she spotted Jesus with his trash bin parked outside an office down the hall. It had been some time since she last saw him, and she had assumed he had changed jobs or transferred to another part of the campus. She hoped his presence was temporary, but when she saw him two days later, her nervousness grew. She had time on her side as their interaction at the club had occurred months ago, but she knew a mere accusation would be damaging, especially in the highly political world of academia.
Jesus had quickly accepted the opportunity to fill in with overtime for a vacationing colleague which gave him reason to be in the same building as Kathryn. He managed to adjust his daily work schedule to match hers, but he only had two weeks to pull off the scheme. He and Sam had agreed it would be best to approach her in the evening when most others had left, and he knew from watching her before that she often worked late. Still, he was in the second week and growing nervous when things finally aligned. On the fateful day, he loitered on her floor, pretending to clean, while noting who remained. Finally, down to one man, his excitement peaked when he spotted him leaving for the day. He waited a few minutes to ensure he didn't return, and then quickly made his way to Kathryn's closed office door. From earlier, he knew she wore a sleeveless blouse and a tight knee-length skirt, and his dick stiffened at the thought of removing them.
"I need to clean," he said with his heavy accent when she looked up from her desk.
"Can't you come later?" Kathryn replied as a feeling of distress swept through her body.
Without speaking, Jesus wheeled the bin inside and closed the door. The young woman, sensing something was off, felt her fight or flight sense start to kick in and she had to force herself to stay calm and seated.
The janitor got a sudden case of the nerves, too, and started to shuffle about the space, but the squeaking of Kathryn's chair brought his focus back.
"I want to see your tits," he demanded, as he put himself between her and the door.
"No, you need to get out of there right now," she responded angrily.
"I've seen them before," he replied with a smirk.
Kathryn, was silent for a few seconds as she processed the situation, and then said, "You made an agreement...with Sam. You agreed not to bother me."
Jesus, had to fight hard to keep from laughing. He wondered what she would say if he told her it was Sam that sent him on the mission.
"Let me see them. Take off your shirt," he repeated. However, this time before she could respond, he threatened her with, "You want people to know about the bar? All the shit you did?"
"Sam said no..." she started.
"Fuck Sam," he interrupted. Her startled expression acted to push him forward and he said, "Let me see or I'll tell everyone."
Naively, he had hoped she would agree on her own despite Sam's coaching that he would have to bring up the club to get her to agree. The black man had also told him to use it as many times and as forcefully as it took to make her give in. As the words exited his mouth, his excitement grew and any trepidation he held vanished.
Kathryn realized the man was on the ragged edge of control. Her use of Sam's name had provided no help which meant she had no viable option other than to call his bluff. Unfortunately, it came with monumental risk to her future and could easily lead to her dismissal as well as the retraction of her paper. As Kathryn pondered her course, she realized that they did not have symmetric risk. The janitor loss was only a menial job, easily replaced, while she faced career destruction.
"If...if I do...you'll leave me alone?" she asked, her voice coming out as tiny squeak.
"Yeah...yeah okay..." he answered.
Kathryn thought about pressing him for a more affirmative agreement, but she knew it really didn't matter. Afterall, he had already reneged once. At best, she knew she would gain some time and maybe she'd get lucky and he'd fulfill his promise. It wasn't much but it was all she had as any harassment action on her part would give him the opportunity to reveal all.
"Just for a second and then you leave, right? For good, I mean," she said.
Jesus gave her a quick nod and after taking a deep breath, she stood and started to work the buttons on her blouse. Once undone, she kept the top hanging on her shoulders as she reached behind her back to unclasp her bra. When it came free, she lowered the cups, exposing her firm orbs, and looking up she saw Jesus' leering eyes.
"Take the things off. I want to see you naked," he demanded.
"No, this is it," she countered quickly.
"You want me to tell? You want me to tell Dominguez?" he replied.
His use of her mentor's name told the young professor that he had more information on her situation than she imagined. Suddenly, his threat grew exponentially and put her into an alarmed state.
"Please..." she begged.
"Take them off," he repeated, showing no mercy.
As little whimpers escaped her mouth, Kathryn pulled her blouse free then lifted her cups and dropped the garments on her desk. Naked from the waist up, her chest heaved from her heavy, nervous breathing which made her Hispanic tormentor even more excited. He stepped forward and Kathryn, hoping to keep a safe separation, stepped back until she was in the corner of the office near the window.
"No, Jesus...please..." she whined when he drew near.
Without speaking, he reached out and used his fingertip to tease one of her small nipples. Surprised that she hadn't swatted his hand away, he did the same with her other bud. He could feel his hard cock pushing awkwardly against his pants and he broke contact just long enough to move it into a more comfortable position.
Kathryn realized that the situation was rapidly getting out of control, and she feared he would soon become too excited to stop. She was staring at his face thinking about what to do when she felt his hand on her waist. At first, the move confused her, but when she felt him tug on the zipper of her skirt, she understood his intent.
"I want you naked," he said to her sternly as they started a hand war.
"No, no way," she declared.
"I've seen you naked before," he tried.
"Then you don't need to again," she countered.
"Do you want me to tell? I'll tell the Dean and you'll be in trouble," he threatened.
"And you'll be fired," she responded.
Her words made him laugh and he said, "I can clean floors anywhere."
She knew the statement was true, but she continued to try and halt his efforts while fighting back her instinct to scream. Unfortunately, just seconds later, he managed to get a firm hold and with a quick pull, he had the zipper lowered. Now, her hands moved to the waist of the skirt, but it was a losing battle and when he had it over her hips, she gave up. With a final tug, he had it pooled at her feet, and he used his hands to turn her so he could take in her beautiful, toned ass. It brought back powerful memories of her on stage and dancing for him privately in the back room of the club.
Turned toward the window, Kathryn could see several students playing Frisbee on the lawn as Jesus used his hand to knead her rear. For a moment, she thought they might spot her, but the angles seemed bad and the distance too far. When Jesus' hand moved to the inside of her thigh, a sudden tingling bolt fired through her body that landed in her nipples. She could feel them harden, and embarrassed, she lifted her arms to provide cover.
Jesus had gone farther than what he had agreed with Sam, but he wanted more. An idea based on their last encounter hit him and without speaking, he took the young wife by the hips and backed her until he was sitting in her chair.
"Dance for me. Like at the club," he demanded.
"Then you'll go?" she replied.
"Yeah..." he answered.
The Hispanic man hadn't lived up to any of his promises, but Kathryn felt like she needed to try. If nothing else, it helped her maintain some dignity in the rapidly devolving situation.


Once more, the young college educated professional woman was giving an erotic lap dance to the school janitor but this time within her office. She suspected the man wouldn't be satisfied until he achieved a climax, and she rationalized, at this point it might be easier to just get it over and done. Perhaps, she thought, she could get him to cum with his pants on like she learned dancing in the club.
Jesus let her move with her back to him for over a minute as he focused on her tight swaying ass. It was a beautiful sight, and he would have loved to watch it for hours, but he knew he needed to balance time with risk. Deciding on a change, he turned her and pulled her arms forward until her breasts were in his face. He took a nipple into his mouth and suckled on it for several seconds before releasing it and giving her a broad smile. She guessed he was responding to the stiffening of her bud while in his mouth which made her turn her head in shame. With a chuckle, his mouth returned to her breasts, moving rapidly between the two, and in the airconditioned office, it wasn't long before she could feel his saliva evaporating off her mounds.
Finally, he settled on a single nipple, nursing on it hard, and looking down, Kathryn spotted his erect cock straining against his pants. Without prodding, she reached down and squeezed it with the intent to get him to a quick release so he would leave.
"You want it," he gasped from the unexpected contact.
Quickly, he released her breasts, spun her, and pulled her panty covered ass into his lap. She accepted the position change as she knew she could use her experience at the club to get him to a release without having to take his cock in her hand.
Jesus wiggled her hips until he had his shaft nestled between her ass cheeks, then guided her forcefully with his hands as they dry humped.
"Hurry," Kathyrn said wanting it over.
"Keep moving your ass," he coached her.
Minutes went by as they kept their motion and the young professor's legs started to cramp from the awkward effort. She slowed for a moment and Jesus, anxious and frustrated, pulled her in a way that brought her panty covered mound onto the bulge in his pants.
"Uhhhh...wait..." she gasped.
Kathryn, during her time as a dancer, had ridden more than one lucky customer this way and she knew the effects it would cause. Pushing on his thighs, she tried to rise, but Jesus, knowing that he had found gold, had no interest in letting her change positions. With his strong hands, he made her move, and when he had the rhythm he wanted, he used a single hand to massage her breasts and tease her nipples. His touch wasn't rough and despite the situation she felt her body start to respond. Little whimpers escaped her mouth as she rode his bulge, and Jesus, no longer needing to hold her in place, used both hands on her breasts.
"Yeah...fuck yeah..." he grunted.
"Are you going to cum?" she panted.
Jesus was close but he knew the moment he shot his load it would be over. He wasn't ready for it to end, so looping an arm around her waist, he spun the chair until it faced the desk and then lifted her ass until she lay sprawled across her desk.
"I want to taste your pussy," he declared.
"No, Jesus. You promised!" she cried out.
One hand on her back kept her face down on the desk while the other went to her panties and with one quick motion, he had them at her knees. She felt his tongue make contact and once more she tried to separate from the man, but he slapped her ass hard with his hand filling the office with loud smack. Surprised, she stopped moving, and Jesus used his hands to separate her ass cheeks.
"Uhhh..." she grunted as his tongue moved through her slit.
"Wet," he called out excitedly, breaking for a moment before returning to his task.
Another wave of embarrassment washed through her at his declaration of truth, and she scolded her body for succumbing to the unwanted attention. However, she felt defeated, and rather than fight anymore, she lowered her head until it rested on the desk.
Jesus happily lapped at her tight slit reveling in his good fortune. His time with Kathryn took sex to a whole different plane, and he wanted to think about the future, but he forced himself to stay in the incredible moment.
"Mmmm...uhhh..." Kathryn let slip after less than a minute.
The sexual whine emboldened him and deciding on another change, he told her, "Turn over."
The Hispanic janitor was surprised and delighted when she flipped without protest. With her wet pussy at the perfect height, he dove in hungrily alternating between tongue fucking her and lashing her clit. She said nothing when he pulled her thong off her legs nor when he placed her slender legs over his shoulders.
Kathryn would have never in a million years guessed she would be naked across her office desk with the school janitor expertly licking her toward an orgasm. She knew her climax was a forgone conclusion if he didn't stop and nothing inside her wanted him to stop. She had given up or given over or surrendered, however one wanted to phrase it, and wanted desperately to explode.
"Don't stop," she whispered, sharing with him her excitement.
Already at peak arousal, her words somehow managed to take the working man even higher. Quietly, he unfasted his pants and with a careful motion he worked them over his hips as he held his connection with the delicious pussy.
"You taste good," Jesus said breaking to catch his breath.
"Yes, it tastes good...its good," she responded not realizing it was senseless babble.
When Jesus pulled away, Kathryn's excitement level dipped, but when he reconnected, it suddenly surged to an even higher level. Her hands which had rested flat on the desk found his head and she pulled on him as her hips began to churn.
Jesus knew he had her very close. Just like in the back room of the club, his persistent effort had made her hot. Pleased with his performance, he wanted to push her over and then sink his cock into her drenched hole. He knew that within a dozen strokes he would be blasting but they would be the best ones of his life. Wanting her out of control, he concentrated on her clit, now stiff against his tongue, circling and flicking it as her body tensed.
"Oh, oh...ohhhhhh... God, yes... Oh, yes... Don't stop...please don't stop," she cried out loudly.
The janitor worked to keep his connection as her body thrashed in a powerful orgasm. Almost a full minute went by before her sounds waned, and for good measure he kept going for another thirty seconds before stopping. Now, it was his turn, and he pushed her legs open as he stood ready to fuck her hard.
Kathryn lay in a post-orgasmic fog reveling in the wonderful feelings coursing through her body, and the fact that the school janitor made it happen meant nothing to her at that moment.
When she felt her legs spreading a warning bell went off in her head, but it was faint and distant. However, when she felt the man's legs push against the soft insides of her thighs, she instantly guessed his intent. Her hands beat his cock by less than a second, so close that she felt the spongy head hit her fingers.
"Move your hands. I want to fuck you," he demanded.
"No, Jesus. I can't. It's too much," she pleaded.
"Do you want me to tell?" he pushed, feeling his pulse throbbing in his temples.
"It's too far... Too much," she protested.
Her words made him recall his discussion with Sam. When they had discussed what he could do, he had at first told him he could do what he could coerce. However, a few minutes later, just as he was about to leave the small office, the club owner had said to him, "No fucking, that's too far."
The memory made his lust ebb a bit and with a clearer head, he contemplated the black man's direction and ramifications if he disobeyed. In truth, he didn't know much about him, but he suspected he was powerful and could damage him if crossed.
"I need to cum. I made you cum," he told Kathryn.
Sensing a way out, Kathryn, rose on one elbow while using a hand to guard her pussy. She managed to sit up and then took his cock into her hands. She fondled it for a few seconds and started to slowly stroke it as he moved his hips in response. Now, it was her turn to recall their prior time together, and she remembered she had been impressed with his dick. Nice dimensions and very hard, for just a moment, she thought about how it would feel.
"You have a nice cock," she said acknowledging her thoughts.
"Get it slick. Use some of your pussy juice," he instructed.
With no hesitation, the college professor slipped two fingers into her hole and coated them with her fluids. She rubbed them over the shaft and then re-started her slow pull. Jesus raised his hands, found her nipples and started to gently roll them which made her ass squirm on the table. Seconds later, she moved one hand from his shaft to his balls and started to knead them softly.
Kathryn could feel her excitement building and with it were more thoughts of the man's cock deep inside her pussy. She knew he would take her hard but in her state that only added to her arousal. Knowing she needed to stay focused to keep from succumbing, she started stroking him faster hoping he would reach his limit soon.
"Ummmm..." she let out when his fingers squeezed both nipples causing a bolt of energy to shoot into her pussy.
Standing between her open legs, Jesus got an up-close view as her eyes squeezed shut and her mouth opened. He could tell she was getting hot again and it drove him mad with desire. His balls started to boil as his release neared and at that moment, he knew exactly what he wanted.
"Lay back," he commanded.
"Jesus... Are you going to..." she whined as she followed his order.
The fact she asked wasn't lost on him, but he had something else in mind. Something that was almost as good without violating Sam's order.
As soon as her hand left his shaft, he took hold and started stroking fast. Looking down, he could see her beautiful pussy still very wet and flowered open from his tongue. It provided a perfect target and as he drew near, he moved his cock closer.
"Spread open," he told her and he was please when she widened her legs. Jesus, wanting more, commanded, "Pull yourself open."
The words made her recall their prior time and she guessed his intent. Using her fingers, she pulled her lips apart giving the Hispanic man a great view all the way to her cervix. His first shot landed a little high but the second fired cleanly into her hole. The third did as well and then he pulled hard on his cock milking the last vestiges out to drip inside.
On shaky legs, Jesus looked up, seeing that Kathryn was on her elbows staring at her still open pussy. The fire in her eyes told him she had watched his efforts, and it had turned her on. He thought about making her cum again, but feeling spent, he collapsed into the chair.
For several minutes, the pair stayed in their respective places but as Kathryn's arousal waned her shame started to rise. Awkwardly, she climbed from the table, coming close to Jesus in the process and she was thankful he kept his hands to himself.
"No," Jesus told her when she took a Kleenex to clean her pussy.
Rather than argue, she slipped her thong on and pulled it over her drenched and oozing mound. When she had her skirt on, the Hispanic man rose, and by the time she had her bra fastened, he had dressed and was ready to go. They shared several awkward glances and just when it looked like he would leave, he summoned her to him. Nervously, she stepped toward him expecting a groping but he had a different intent.
"Next time, I'm going to fuck you," he whispered into her ear.
With that, he left her side, opened the office door, and was quickly gone. Kathryn, needing to regroup, quickly packed her things and left, hoping that in the morning the room wouldn't reek of sex.
Sitting in his condo, Sam set his laptop aside and headed to the bar for a drink. The feed he had watched from the hidden camera in the young professor's office had turned out far better than he had hoped. He thought seeing her boobs would probably get him what he wanted as that alone would get her fired, but Jesus had used threats to push her much further. She was a horny bitch, there was no question of that, and the janitor was clearly good with his tongue. He even followed his direction not to fuck her which he found amazing as both were in heat. Hell, there was no question he would have violated the order for a piece of her sweet pussy.
Now, all that remained was for Jesus to extract the camera from her office. Indeed, he hoped it would be offline when he returned to his desk. Every minute it stayed added to the risk, so it was better to remove the incriminating evidence quickly. He was pleased he had chosen the expensive system as the picture and sound proved excellent. For a time, he had considered trying to pull old footage from the club, but it was low quality. Plus, the setting, filmed in her own office, added a dimension that was defenseless.
He had worried the school's security would block the device, but it accepted it with the guest password Jesus knew without difficulty. They had done the trial run last week and then Jesus had found a good spot to put it in her cluttered office. They ran the risk of discovery while they waited but you could never get a good return without taking some risk. Besides, that risk rested with the janitor with no direct trace of solid evidence back to him. On that, he had made certain.
As he sipped the amber liquid of his cocktail, a smile came to his face as he contemplated his victory. He had the cocky, ungrateful bitch right in his hands and he knew exactly what he was going to do. He wished he could see the look on her face when the reality hit. He knew she would try to talk her way out of it, but she had no chance of that, absolutely zero. No, there would be no talking or negotiation as he intended her humiliation to be complete.
Kathryn sat in the parking lot with her car running scared and angry at what had occurred. She thought the events in the club were well behind her and she could enjoy the results of her efforts. It seems that wasn't going to be the case which made her wonder if she had sold herself to the devil for the sake of her career. As she thought back on all the decadent things she did to gather the information her body shuddered. Sex with multiple men outside her marriage, lesbian sex, and just the normal day-to-day activities in the club both as a waitress and a dancer. While her husband had graciously forgiven her, she knew the university would be far less understanding. Without question, she would be fired on the spot if the extent of her actions were known. They would go quickly into damage control mode, and she would be tossed aside without a second thought. Perhaps, even marched out of the building by security as her colleagues watched.
There were only three paths she could think of. First, she could quit. Leave the university and find another career. Second, she could try to get a job at another school but that would take time and likely disrupt Jeff's career, too. Finally, she could hang on and hope for the best. Hope that the janitor would stay away although she knew with his final message, he had other thoughts. For a moment, she thought of Sam and seeking his help with Jesus, but she knew that the events in his condo made their relationship untenable.
She considered sharing things with Jeff. Perhaps there was legal way to keep the janitor away, but she couldn't think of a scenario that didn't allow him to tell his story. As she thought about what and how to tell her husband, Chantal crossed her mind and she quickly dialed her number. The call went to voicemail, and she was just about to leave for home when her car announced an incoming call from the black dancer.
"What's up baby? You gonna let me see you? she laughed.
"Chantal, something bad happened. I'm so fucked," she responded.
"Baby, what happened? Tell me," she said in a soothing voice.
For the next few minutes, Kathyrn gave a general description of what had occurred from the time the janitor entered her office until he left. She left out some of the more explicit details as they embarrassed her, but she felt it likely that she would be able to read between the lines.
"Did you fuck him?" Chantal asked pointedly.
"No, no I didn't," she responded.
"Did he get you off? Did you cum?" she probed.
"Chantal! Don't! You're making me feel bad," Kathryn protested.
"You had your orgasm when he was licking you, I bet. You like that," she replied.
"I...I...maybe," she answered.
"How did he cum? With your hand or did you blow him?" she pushed.
"He used his hand," she answered with a heavy sigh, annoyed that her friend wanted specifics.
"All over your pretty tits, I bet," she giggled but when Kathryn didn't answer, she asked, "Did he cum on your face? He give you a facial?"
"No, Chantal. Please stop," she begged.
"Where, baby? Tell me," she pushed.
"He...uhhh...he came between my legs," she finally admitted.
"All over your sweet pussy that I haven't seen in ages?" she teased.
"Something like that," the pretty young wife replied.
"What then? You're holding back. What the fuck did he do if he didn't fuck you," Chantal said in a demanding voice.
Deciding to tell her friend the truth, she explained, "He kinda did it inside me while his dick was outside."
"I don't get it," an exasperated Chantal replied.
"Look...I held my pussy open and he jacked-off into it...okay?" she spat out.
"Shit, girl that's nasty. Like fucking without fucking but worse. Why the hell did you do that?" she asked with an awkward chuckle.
"Don't make me feel worse. You're supposed to help me," Kathryn whined.
"Baby, I think he must have got you hot," she answered.
"Okay, I'm not talking anymore on that. Tell me what to do. If the school finds out, I'll be fired for sure. Plus, he's going to want to do it again. What do I do?" she whined.
"Why don't you just quit and let your lawyer husband take care of you. Then, every day we can meet and make love," Chantal giggled.
"Chantal! Please! I'm serious," she replied in a stern voice.
"Baby, I don't know what you can do. You need a man like Sam, but you can't go to Sam. Does your husband know some mafia guys?" she asked.
"Know, I don't think so. He works for corporate clients not criminal ones," she explained.
"Don't be so sure those corporations don't have bad guys hanging around," she responded.
"I don't know if I can tell Jeff," Kathryn said in a whisper.
"Baby, he loves you. You just need to tell him the right way," she counseled.
"I know," Kathryn answered.
With that, they spent the next minute talking about other things and discussed when they could get together. Just as they were ending the call, Chantal left the young wife with a final piece of advice.
"Don't tell Jeff about the man shooting his cum into you," she said.
"I know...I won't," the young wife answered.
Normally, Sam would get someone else to deal with editing the video from Kathryn's office, but he wanted to keep things to himself, so it took an entire afternoon for him to create a 10 second clip. He picked the moment she orgasmed on the janitor's tongue knowing it was the most damning evidence of her debauchery. The segment clearly showed her face and enough of Jesus to make an identification. Also, the wide frame showed her desk and back wall putting the pair on university property. He thought about sending it as an email from a random account but decided to use text to ensure it wouldn't get blocked.
Kathryn heard an incoming message arrive as she made her way to class, but she was late, so she didn't look at it until an hour later when she had returned to her office. Confused at first and thinking it was probably spam, she almost deleted it without watching but something compelled her to open. Two seconds in, she recognized the scene and her body started to shake as the true meaning hit home. Before, she thought she was fucked, but now, she knew it was certain. As she watched her face in the middle of a powerful orgasm, she realized she had been manipulated and filmed for someone's nefarious purpose. It seemed a stretch to think Jesus could be behind such a thing and after just a little more though she landed on Sam as the likely villain. She knew from Chantal that he had been enraged by the scene at his condo and was only talked down by the silver haired man. She had hoped that it was a lasting decision, but it now seemed that wasn't the case.


No message arrived with the text which left her confused about the intent and expectations. She knew it had to be something bad, and as the hours turned into days her anxiety grew. Jeff could tell she was distracted but she used stress from work as an explanation which was, at least, a little true. She thought about talking to Jesus, but he had become suddenly absent which meant she would have to explore the campus to find him.
Sam rightly calculated that the absence of information would drive her crazy. A near perpetual smile filled his face as he thought about her trying to function while constantly distressed. He thought he'd wait a week before making his intentions known but as the day grew close, he decided to toy with her some more.
Sam sent the second video a week to the day after the first but this time Kathryn was alone in her office when she heard it arrive. Checking her phone, she recognized the odd sender heading and knew what it meant. Like the first, it was a short, edited clip and this one showed her holding her pussy open as Jesus fired his cum inside. She knew anyone that saw it would find it disgusting, instantly ruining her reputation. For the next hour, she waited with phone in hand for a message or demand, but nothing appeared. Angry and frustrated, she checked her door to ensure it was safely locked, sat back down, and dialed Sam.
The large black man chuckled when he saw the incoming call, but he didn't answer. Since she left no voicemail, he thought it likely she would try again and that call arrived just an hour later. Like the earlier attempt, he didn't answer but prepared himself for the third which lit up his phone later that evening.
"What do you want girl?" he answered brusquely.
Kathryn, prepared for his intimidating manner, responded, "Sam, quit bothering me. Just leave me alone. I don't want to hear from you anymore."
"What the fuck are you talking about?" he replied, feigning ignorance.
"I know it's you doing this and it's not going to work. Just leave me alone," she repeated, trying to sound determined.
Suddenly tired of playing games, Sam replied in a threatening tone, "Now let me tell you something bitch. Here's what's going to happen. You're going to get your skinny white ass to the condo Saturday at exactly seven. I don't care what it takes but you better be there, or your little performance will be all over your school by Monday morning."
"Fuck you!" she yelled and hung up.
Sam didn't answer her calls the next day or the following. He guessed she was starting to panic and fully expected her to try and negotiate a deal when she got to the condo. He felt it almost a certainty that she would come given the value she placed on her job. A job that to his understanding didn't pay very much.
At 7:08 PM, the doorman rang and told Sam there was a woman coming up. He smiled to himself as he thought about her using her minutes late arrival as a show of defiance. Soon, he heard the knock on the door and when he opened it Kathryn stood before him looking decidedly unsexy in baggy jeans, a sweatshirt, and trainers. With barely a glance, she passed the robed man and made her way into the living room.
Before he could speak, she launched into an obviously well-rehearsed speech, "Sam, this isn't fair. I did everything you asked even when it went against my principles. I did good at the club, and you know I helped business, too. And...and, you know, we had something, I won't deny that. Until you decided to ruin it. I'm not the bad guy so why do you want to hurt me?"
"Why did you come dressed like that?" he replied ignoring her message.
"Sam, I'm not going back. I'm not going to have sex with you," she said firmly.
Amused by her expression, he stared into her eyes until she blinked, and then said, "Go change into something better. You know where the clothes are. Go on now."
Kathryn felt her anger rise, incensed by his dismissive attitude. He seemed to think that he had rights to her...to her body and she had no say.
"Sam, I'm fine," she told him.
In all there time together the mistake the young wife continued to make was to view him through the lens of a normal human being. In truth, the man was feral and a predator, and while he excelled at manipulation, he was almost completely devoid of compassion. He didn't care about fairness. The word meant nothing to him unless he could use it to his advantage.
Feigning anger, while giving her a threatening look, he said, "You can change or leave. I ain't asking again."
For several seconds, Kathryn held his stare, as for the hundredth time, she calculated outcomes, but knowing they were all pointed against her, she finally stood, and let out, "Shit, Sam."
"Don't play games now. Make it something I'll like," he said as she moved away.
The young wife knew it was pointless to put on something conservative as he would just send her back. Plus, since her attempt at defiance had failed miserably, she decided to try a softer approach. Perhaps, she could reason with him if he was in a better mood.
Sam felt pleased when he saw Kathryn enter the room wearing a gauzy red baby doll with tiny panties. He could see her firm breasts jiggle slightly with each step and her legs were just as he remembered, long and smooth with a sexy little thigh gap.
"Turn around, baby," he said.
Kathryn slowly turned and when she finished, he patted the spot next to on the sofa. Sitting, she noticed two glasses of wine on the table and without speaking, the black leaned forward and took them into his hands.
"You need to come to the club. You've lost a little tone in your ass since you quit dancing," he told her.
"No, I haven't! That's not true," she responded, insulted by the message.
Ignoring her protest, he handed her a glass of the wine, and then said, "Let's get connected. Tell me what you've been doing."
The benign suggestion resonated with her and for the next few minutes she described the details of her life focusing on her victories at the school. Sam purposefully let her ramble, giving her nods of encouragement as they sipped the wine. After ten minutes or so, the conversation slowed and that's when the young wife realized she had somehow moved closer to the black man. Now, their legs practically touched, and when they made eye contact, she felt her entire body tingle.
"You still bringing Chantal into your house," Sam suddenly asked.
Surprised by his knowledge, Kathryn decided against a smartass answer, and replied, "Some...not as much these days."
"Your husband tired of fucking her or are you?" he pressed.
"I don't know...things just aren't as intense," she answered.
"You need to be careful with her if you haven't already figured that out," he said, wanting to promote a rift between them.
They lapsed into silence as they finished the wine and when their glasses were empty, Kathryn took them and placed them on the table. Turning back to the black man, she asked the question that had been on her mind since she entered the condo.
"Sam, what are we doing here?" she said.
Not missing a beat, he turned to her and replied, "Well, first I'm going to fuck you and then we're going to talk about how you make things right."
"Sam, I..." she started to protest.
"Go on now, I'm done talking for now. Go crawl into bed and get ready. I'll be there in a minute," he interrupted.
Kathryn stared at him for a long time before she finally stood and started toward the bedroom. It was a route she knew all too well from her past sessions with the man. She knew she was going to have sex with him if she came to the condo, so she had mentally prepared and despite the situation, she felt a little flushed. Plus, she thought she had tried hard to reason with him which helped her accept her fate. When she arrived at the large bed, she turned it down the way she knew he liked and then slipped out of the lingerie. She turned off the lights before crawling between the cool sheets and despite her misgivings, her anticipation started to build. Afterall, Sam had fucked her to many powerful orgasms in this very bed usually leaving her a whimpering and submissive mess.
The waiting made Kathryn antsy but finally she saw Sam's form enter the room. He walked straight to the bed, making her think he had already undressed, and slid between the sheets. Only when their bodies touched did she realize something was wrong.
"Sam?" she said.
"No, baby. It's not Sam," he chuckled as his large hand clutched a breast.
"No, no way! Sam!" she called out loudly as she tried to wiggle free.
The black club owner, knowing there was likely to be drama, was loitering nearby, and as soon as he heard her voice, he entered the room.
"What the fuck is wrong?" he fired out angrily.
"It...it's supposed to be you. I'm not doing this," she protested.
"Girl, you're going to do what the fuck I tell you to if you don't want your video all over the school. Now shut the fuck up and open your legs," he countered in a loud voice.
Sam's message emboldened the man to try and move over the young wife. It took him some work, but he finally managed to gain some leverage and spread her legs open. She felt his stiff cock travel over the inside of her thigh until it pressed against her mound. She knew her anticipation for Sam had made her wet enough for penetration, so she wiggled her hips to try and thwart his attempts.
"Sam, no. Can't it be you?" she begged.
"Don't worry, I'll get plenty of your pussy but right now you need to make up for running out last time you were here," he answered.
Instantly, her mind returned to that scene where she was supposed to pair up with a black man introduced as Mr. Jackson. Medium height and heavy set, the physique of the man on top of her matched, so she guessed it was him.
"Sam, I'm not hooker...I'm not...uhhhh..." she gasped, as her protest was halted by the man's invading cock.
"Work it in there, brother, it's good pussy," Sam coached.
So far, only his head had managed to enter, and Kathryn contracted her muscles to try and expel the foreign object. For a second, she thought she might be successful but with a sudden lunge forward, he forced several more inches inside.
"Oh no..." she gasped, realizing the battle was over.
She was about to plead with Sam again when Mr. Jackson put his hands on either side of her head to hold her still and then planted his thick lips on hers. Before she knew it, he had his tongue in her mouth and was exploring every part of it as his hips moved with short but rapid thrusts.
"I'll be out in the den, brother," she heard Sam say, announcing his departure.
A minute later, the man mouth left hers and he said, "Spread your legs wider. I want to go deep."
"It will hurt," she protested.
"Shit, you've taken Sam's dick so I know you can take mine," he chuckled dismissively.
Mashed flat by the man's thick body, she felt like a butterfly pinned to an exhibit board. She had her legs squeezed against his body to limit his penetration, but she knew she couldn't keep them flexed for much longer. Recognizing it was a loosing battle, she relaxed and he quickly used his meaty thighs to open her wider.
"Uhhh...ohhh..." she groaned as the rest of his cock entered.
Instantly, he changed rhythm and began pushing deep with slow persistent thrusts, and while he wasn't as big as Sam, he was certainly big enough.
"Damn you're getting nice and wet. Feels good," he grunted into her ear.
A wave of shame hit her as she contemplated her bodies betrayal. She hadn't wanted the sex with this man and indeed had tried her best to avoid it, but her pussy juices now coated his cock, nonetheless.
As the shock wore off, she decided the best thing to do was disengage her mind and body. She couldn't stop her automatic responses, those were hard-wired, but she could refuse to engage. She even thought that the approach might help her in her predicament if the man reported that the sex was bad.
She made her body go limp, and Mr. Jackson, reading the sign as her submission, started moving faster and once more engaged her in a long kiss. His tongue swatted at hers, but she did her best to keep it out of the way and mostly succeeded. Finally, he broke away, slowed his movement, and put his head in the crook of her neck. She guessed he was either tired or worried about cumming but she stayed silent wanting to continue to show indifference.
The break lasted for a minute or so and then he started moving faster. When he got to full speed, Kathryn realized something had changed. Now, it felt like he gave an extra push when he reached bottom which somehow hit her just right. For the next few minutes, she tried her best to ignore the stimulation by letting her mind drift.
Once more, he engaged her in a kiss and let his tongue wander her mouth. Over a minute passed, and then the young wife suddenly realized her tongue was moving, too. She tried to stop but having shown him she could engage, he became insistent. It must have also excited him because his thrusts took on new urgency.
"Mmmm...uhhh..." she moaned through their connection as a new sensation started between her legs.
"Feel good, baby?" the man asked after pulling away, and when she didn't reply, he repeated, "Feel good for you?"
"No...I don't know," she answered still trying to stay detached.
He gave her a soft chuckle and as he pounded her now soaked pussy, he listened as she started to softly pant into his ear.
"Yeah, baby... Spread your legs a little more," he told her.
It took a second, but she did what he asked, and then, on her own, she tilted her hips which dramatically increased the intensity of their connection.
She tried but failed to stay silent, as a soft purr of satisfaction, escaped her mouth, "Mmmm...mmm..."
Mr. Jackson found her mouth once more, and this time, after only a second, her tongue was eagerly dancing with his. Between the kiss and the magic happening between her legs, all of Kathryn's reluctance disappeared. Her hands moved to the man's back and the feeling of his heavy body pushing her into the mattress created excitement, too.
"Yeah, baby...you're getting there. Let's get this bed wet," he whispered to her when they broke.
"Uhhh...yes..." she responded in a heavy grunt and even in the dark room, she could see his toothy grin.
The man had easily defeated her defenses, but she was too excited to dwell on the how and why. A fire was building rapidly making her anticipate her coming orgasm. He had just the right thickness at the base of his cock, and was taking her at the perfect angle, to excite her now swollen clit. Plus, his consistency, the relentless thumping she felt took her highly educated mind out of play, and let her basic biology, her need to mate, to rise to the surface.
"You're a damn good fuck," the man grunted.
"Yes...fuck me..." she replied as her hands moved from his back to his broad ass.
At that moment, the only thing that mattered to the young wife was her orgasm. It had consumed her brain forcing everything else out. If could just keep going a little longer she would be floating in a magical place.
"Fuck..almost..." the man gasped.
"Go...don't stop... Don't stop..." she begged and then suddenly it arrived, "Ayyyyeee...ohhh...oh god... Please... Oh, my God..."
The contraction of the pretty white girl's pussy around his shaft put the man over the top, and he gave a deep roar before declaring, "Fuck yeah... Shit, here it comes... Goin in there, baby..."
Unable to remain still, Kathryn squirmed beneath the man as her legs raised and lowered. She released a litany of little mews as the last vestiges of her orgasm drifted away. As you slowly returned to the moment, her body went through of electrical aftershocks signaling the completeness of her release. Feeling them, the man moved several times into her dilated opening and then finally rolled to her side.
"Uhhh..." she moaned loudly when he pulled free.
"Sam said you were a good fuck and goddamn he was right," Mr. Jackson forced out between deep breaths.
As Kathryn's euphoric feelings slowly started to ebb, she thought about the victory she had handed Sam. Not only had she done his bidding and received another man's cock, but she had somehow let go, proving that his description of her as a "good fuck" was true. As she contemplated what to do, she felt a trickle of fluids leak from her pussy onto the bedsheets.
"Baby, you fucked me out," Mr. Jackson laughed a few minutes later when he started to stir.
He pulled her to his thick body and wrapped an arm around her in a nice moment of tenderness, and Kathryn took the opportunity to recover and consider what to do. She thought about confronting Sam on his trickery, and although she knew he wouldn't care, it was something she had to do. The couple stayed together on the bed for over ten minutes before Mr. Jackson started to stir. He lifted his arm and he started to rise, and then, quickly off the bed, she watched his form exit the dark room.
A few minutes later, she too rose, and with the light off as she found and slipped on the lingerie then went to the bathroom to pee and clean her drenched pussy. Once done, she set out for her clothes hoping she could make it without Sam intervening. Unfortunately, the path led through the living room and as soon as she entered, she spotted the two black men sipping on fresh drinks. Stepping fully into the room, she saw that on the big screen TV, the video of her with Jesus played. Her entire body reddened and she felt her knees weaken.
"Come on over here. I'll get you some wine," Sam called out.
"Sam, I need to go," she pleaded.
"Sit down," he answered sternly as he stood.
Frustrated and tired from the sex, she let out an annoyed sigh but did as he instructed. Now, in the light, she could see that her partner was indeed Mr. Jackson, who smiled at her with a satisfied expression as they waited for their host to return. Kathryn avoided looking toward the TV but several times she noticed the black man glance that way.
"I'm going to want more of her," Mr. Jackson laughed as Sam held out the glass of wine to the young wife.
"She's available," he replied, which sent a shiver up her spine, and after getting a nod back, he continued with, "Rest up a little and you can get some more tonight."
"Sam..." Kathryn started to protest before he cut her off.
"Shut up," he barked and then turning to the other man, he said, "Like I was saying, the video turned out damn good. It's like a porn show."
"I agree," Mr. Jackson laughed.
"Let's watch it and have this drink and then you can fuck her some more," Sam suggested.
"Sounds good to me," he replied.
Kathryn had told her husband that she was going to meet Chantal which gave her lots of leeway on time and it now looked like she might need every minute of it. Her attempts with Sam had failed completely and she knew him well enough to understand he didn't make idle threats. If she didn't do as he said, the video would soon be everywhere. At that moment, she finally accepted her fate knowing that it would take some time to find a solution and that all she could do in the interim was accept things and go along.
For the next thirty minutes, the young wife quietly sipped her wine while staring downward as the men watched the video with Sam providing commentary along the way.
"Why did you let him pour his shit into your pussy?" he asked near the end.
"I don't know...he wanted to," she answered meekly which made both men laugh.
"You ready," Mr. Jackson said to Kathryn as he set his drink down.
"She's ready," Sam answered for her.
He quickly stood and offered her arm to help her up and together they disappeared down the hall toward the bedroom.
Sam snickered to himself as he thought about the situation. He had been concerned that his quest for revenge might hinder his thinking but, so far, things were proceeding as planned. That the pretty young wife had experienced a good orgasm with her first trick only added to his enjoyment, and he wondered how she would react when he handed her the money she had earned.


His eyes narrowed as he thought about her husband and how he wanted to make him suffer. The small scar he had on his forehead provided a constant reminder of their brief altercation and his lucky throw. It would be easy to get him into a dark alley and beat the shit out of him and that approach did have some appeal, but he thought he could make a more lasting humiliation by having things flow through his wife.
Sam turned off the TV so he could listen for sounds from the bedroom. From her time in the club and as his mistress, he knew she was a bit of a dirty girl hidden beneath layers of education and style. It added a dimension he had never experienced before, and it intrigued him. Her loss of control with Jesus and her orgasm earlier provided good information. He wasn't sure what to do with all of it, but he knew that as a minimum, he needed to raise her price.
It was almost a half hour before Sam first heard the young wife's groans and fifteen minutes later when they grew noticeably louder, he moved to the bedroom door. He smiled as he saw his acquaintance taking her hard from behind as he stood with one foot on the floor. Kathryn had her head on the bed with her hands nearby and was clearly in heaven. She emitted all kinds of excited whines letting her customer know he was doing it right. He left them to finish and twenty minutes later, Mr. Jackson, looking exhausted, appeared. After a brief exchange, Sam let him out with the understanding he would make Kathryn available in the future.
It was another hour before Kathryn entered the living room, and Sam guessed that she must have fallen asleep after the sex. She looked shattered, and the bulge in her thong suggested that she had stuffed it with toilet paper.
"Sam, I need to go," she said in a pleading tone.
"Not yet. We need to discuss some things first," he countered as he motioned her to the sofa.
"What are you doing? Do you want to ruin me?" she said in a soft voice.
"I told you. You've got to make things right," he replied. He looked her in the eye, showing no sympathy, and after a few seconds, he continued with, "What's your schedule with the school?"
Sam knew that the school and her position were the key to managing her behavior. She needed to continue to value it above all else or his plan would quickly fall apart. Thus, he knew he had to work within the confines of her obligations.
Kathryn feared sharing the information with the aggressive man but after pestering her with question, he had a clear understanding of her available time.
"Here's the deal and I don't want no bitching about it. On Tuesday and Thursday, you're working as a dancer for me. You get there at four and you stay to nine or later if I tell you," he said.
"Sam, you're going to ruin me. Someone will see me there like the janitor," she replied.
"You'll be working at the 10th street club so it will be okay," he informed her.
"Sam, that's a nude club! I can't do that it's way worse. Please Sam, I'm begging you...please. Let's go back to before. We can be together like before," she pleaded.
"We will, baby...we will. But first you gotta learn your place. After all I did to help you out, you turned your back on me when I asked for a favor. You insulted me...took advantage. You gotta pay for that. You understand?" he explained as she looked at him with pleading eyes.
"Please Sam," she whimpered as her body started to shake.
"Go change and get on home now. You get ready and I'll see you at the club next Tuesday," he said in his soft, manipulating voice.
Knowing her protests were futile in his current state of mind, Kathryn turned and went to change. Her shaking hands made it difficult but finally she finished and returned to her tormentor hoping to find his expression had softened.
Unfortunately, he showed the same demeanor when she appeared and just as she started for the door, he stopped her and said, "Here's your money for tonight. I kept some back because you still owe me for the coke and getting my head looked at."
The reality hit the young wife like a baseball bat to the forehead. She was being paid for having sex which meant that she was now a prostitute. She tried to pull her hand away, but Sam gripped her by the wrist and forced the wad of bills into her hand.
"I...I don't want it," she tried, thinking that rejecting would maintain her purity.
"Baby, you keep it. You earned it and it will get you something nice," he replied as he closed her hand.
Kathryn's breathing was ragged as she stepped into the hallway and only when she was in the elevator, did she look at the cash. Without inspecting, she shoved the money into the pocket of her jeans and practically ran to her car when she arrived on the ground floor.
She thought about calling Chantal, but she had offered little help in their last conversation, so she headed for home hoping Jeff would already be asleep. She needed time to think and didn't want to deal with her husband's questions about her time with the black dancer.
Sam knew that getting her to fuck Mr. Jackson was a big step, but the real gauge of things would happen on Tuesday. If she showed, it meant that she had once again prioritized her university career over everything else. He thought that outcome was likely but by no means certain. Fortunately, he found the manipulative scheme very entertaining and he looked forward to the turn of the next page.
Kathryn turned the key in door slowly and entered quietly hoping to go undetected. She found her husband sprawled on the couch asleep with the TV still on, so she took the opportunity to go to the shower and wash the events of the night away. When she finished, she quickly changed into some flannel pajamas and then returned to her husband.
"Jeff, let's go to bed," she said in a soft voice as she slowly shook his shoulder.
He woke with confused eyes, but when he saw his pretty wife, a smile came to his face and he stood. Together, they made for the bedroom and once beneath the covers, he pulled her close.
"Did you have fun?" he asked.
She couldn't stop her body from stiffening but quickly recovered and said, "Yeah, it's been a long time since I saw her. We had a lot to discuss."
"Just talking?" her husband pressed.
"Honey, I'm exhausted. Can we talk about it tomorrow," she asked.
"Sure, hon," he answered as he kissed her neck and gently squeezed a breast.
Exhausted physically and emotionally, Kathryn quickly drifted away but when she woke three hours later, she couldn't go back to sleep. Finally giving up, she left her snoring husband and went to the kitchen to make coffee. The hot liquid helped her focus her thoughts as she reconsidered everything after her time at Sam's condo.
Without her knowledge, he had sold for sex, and she had no doubt that he would try to do it again. That, coupled with his demand that she perform naked at his seedy strip joint forced her to once more weigh her options. She wished that somehow, she had conveyed the complete truth to her husband as it would make it far easier to explain her current predicament and get his advice. Now, she feared the weight of her admissions would prove overwhelming.
She needed to quit. That was the easy answer - the solve everything answer. As Chantal had suggested, she could stay home as a good wife making babies for Jeff. He made far more than her so her income would hardly be missed, and she could concentrate on family. For a time, it sounded appealing and visions raced through her head of giggling children in her lap, but her ego wouldn't let her walk away from the university. The accolades were addictive and she wanted more.
Soon, her thoughts shifted to the nude club, and she wondered how long Sam expected her to work there. He hadn't gotten into specifics, so she wasn't sure if it was week or two or longer. A week she could take, she thought. Just two days and then it would be over, but she felt it highly unlikely that he would let her off so lightly. No, she and Jeff had clearly pissed him off and he wanted revenge.
Needing a break, Kathryn started puttering around the house straightening things. When she got to the bathroom, she took her discarded clothes and the dirty towels to the laundry room intending to start a load. She was just about to throw in her jeans when she remembered the money Sam had given her. She reached in and extracted eight twenty-dollar bills which represented the value of the sex she had performed at the condo. In truth, it covered two sessions and when she recalled her orgasms, she became disturbed and forced the thoughts out of her head.
Pouring a fresh cup of coffee, her mind once more returned to the low-end club and dancing nude. She knew the clientele would be rough, far below those that frequented his other club. Would they paw at her? Was touching allowed and if so, how much, and what happened if a man became too aggressive? How many other girls would there be and how would they treat her?
By the time she was halfway through the cup of coffee, she had convinced herself to try the club at least once. If nothing else, it would buy a little time, and that was something she desperately needed.
Jeff awoke to the amazing feeling of his wife's mouth sucking on his flaccid dick. She was naked with her hand firmly around the base of his shaft as her head bobbed rapidly. Feeling guilty, she had quietly entered their bedroom, put her earnings in her panty drawer, and then stripped.
"Damn, honey. That feels incredible," Jeff offered as his dick rapidly stiffened.
"You like it?" she asked rhetorically.
Her husband's heavy groan answered the question and for the next few minutes she worked him eagerly.
"Come up here and let me put it in you," he told her as he pulled on her arm.
Breaking his grasp, she replied, "No, I want you to cum this way."
Her message excited him and he fell back giving his body over to her. Although he struggled to climax from oral sex, she was relentless and it wasn't long before he could tell he was on the final countdown toward an eruption. When her fingernails began tickling beneath his balls, it proved the final stimulus and with an arched back he groaned loudly as his dick started to spew.
Kathryn kept her tight connection and swallowed the jets of semen that landed in her mouth. She kept licking and sucking on his shaft until he forcefully pushed her away.
"Too much...too sensitive," he gasped.
"Did I do good?" she asked with a silly grin.
"Yeah, you need to see Chantal more often," he laughed.
The young wife was pleased her husband had made the connection as she thought it might prove helpful for her in the future.
"I'll make breakfast," she said and scooted off the bed.
Guilt helped motivate her to play the giving wife for most of the day, but as the sun set and they shared a glass of wine, she decided the time was right to discuss her schedule.
"The school is starting a seminar program on Tuesday and Thursday evening. I want to take part, but it means I'll be late those nights," she explained.
"How late and how long?" he asked.
"Six weeks. I should be home by ten," she replied.
"What's the subject?" he asked.
"Thankfully, she had thought it through, so she was able to quickly respond, "It's on emotional intelligence-based learning concepts."
Kathryn watched him nod slowly knowing that he really didn't understand what she was describing.
"Okay, well I'll look at adjusting my schedule, too. Maybe I can shift things around to work late on those nights and get home earlier on the others," he said.
"That would be great," she responded eagerly grateful to have moved past the issue so easily.
On Tuesday, as Kathryn left the university property a fresh wave of anxiety swept through her. The episodes had started Monday morning and would repeat every couple of hours. The last few had been more intense, and she knew the feelings she now had would last all the way to the club.
It took her twenty minutes to make the journey and when she spotted the building, she realized it was even dingier than she imagined. Unlike the other club which had a mix of vehicles, this lot was filled with older models, several in serious need of repair. She found a spot near the back with empty spaces surrounding her, turned the key, and then started taking deep breaths trying to calm her nerves.
After a few minutes, she thought she felt as good as she could, and after putting her rings in the console, she opened the door. Having changed in her office, she strode quickly across the dirty lot in a simple top, jeans, and flats. A bass beat hit her ears as she grew closer, and as soon as she pushed the heavy door open, the smell of stale beer assaulted her nose. Like the other club, it was dark inside, but she could make out enough to tell it was several rungs lower in quality. Linoleum covered the floor in the front that gave way to threadbare carpet in dire need of cleaning. The few wall coverings were hanging crooked and in places, the ceiling tiles were missing providing a view of the utility conduits and ducting.
A large, swarthy middle-aged man sat at an old wooden desk a few feet inside, and Kathryn stepped forward and said, "I'm here to see Sam."
"Kat?" the man asked.
"The use of her club name startled her and it took a moment before she managed to nod.
"The door to the right of the men's room," he answered in a gravelly voice.
As she stepped forward, she saw on her right a small bar with two stool and behind it stood a fortyish dirty blond woman wearing a t-shirt and jeans. She had huge breasts along with a wide middle and as Kathryn passed, she noticed a smirk on her face.
The stage was between her and Sam and a heavy-set girl with sagging breasts moved completely out of rhythm with the music. Her thick thighs and hanging belly made it impossible to see her pussy which seemed odd to Kathryn in a nude club. Beyond the stage she could see a large area with simple tables scattered about. At one, three young women sat chatting, and they eyed her suspiciously as she approached. Each wore slinky coverings that she guessed, based on her prior experience, were made to shed quickly. Further back, in the darker confines, she could see single men sitting at four tables and on each was a six pack or more of beer. Women, naked from at least the waist up, sat at two of the tables, but no one was dancing. At first, she thought there might be a back room, like the other club, but she couldn't see an opening.
"Yeah?" she heard Sam's booming voice when she knocked on the door.
With a deep breath, she turned the knob and stepped into a small, narrow space. Sam, with his back turned, sat at the far end at a desk that ran the width of the room. A single lamp provided illumination, and because of the shape of the space it put a parabolic glow on the walls. A folding chair sat between the black man and the door, and Kathryn stepped to it and took hold of the back but remained standing.
"Can we talk about this?" she asked, knowing she needed to try for her own sanity.
Her question made him turn and when they made eye contact, he replied, "Fuck, no."
"Sam, this place...can't I go to the other club?" she begged.
"You can once you learn your lesson and make things right," he responded. As the young wife contemplated her next move, he turned, took a handful of something from the desk, and tossed it to her, "Here's your outfit."
Kathryn caught it and turned it in her hands realizing it was a pale red gauzy see-thru wrap and halter top held together with Velcro.
"Sam..." she whined.
"Now, here's the rules. This is a nude club which means its BYOB. We only sell setups. There ain't no alcohol sold so you won't get any drinks unless you bring your own or hustle a customer. When you're on stage, you're naked and when you're dancing for a customer, you're naked. In between, you put that on so they gotta pay to see. Now, you ain't supposed to touch or be touched, so if you decide you want to, make sure you're in the back where it's darker. You understand?" he asked, as he took a pair of pink three-inch platform shoes from beneath the desk and set them at her feet.
"I guess..." she said in a tiny voice feeling totally deflated.
"One last thing and this is important. We got some regular customers here. The rules are looser for them. If they want to touch your pussy, you let them. If they want to push a finger in you, they can do that, too. They know the routine, so they'll take you back deep in the corner. You'll learn them soon enough but if you've got question, you ask Ahmed. You got it?" he demanded.
"I don't want to do this," she whined, close to tears.
Dropping into the seductive voice he used when he wanted to manipulate, he said, "I know baby, but you did me wrong. Now, you work to make it right and everything will work out. I want you to do that."
Kathryn's emotions were so frazzled that for a moment she thought he might have a point, but it passed quickly, replaced by a sense of resignation.
"Where do I change?" she asked.
"Bathroom two doors down," he fired back.
For several seconds, she stood still hoping for a last-minute reprieve, but when Sam turned back toward the desk, she knew the discussion was over. She left the tiny office and took slow, measured steps to the women's restroom that doubled as the dancer's prep area. As soon as she stepped through the door she saw how spartan the layout was in comparison to the other club. All this room held was two toilets, a vanity with two sinks, and a rack of small lockers. As she started to undress, she was thankful she remembered to bring a lock.
Even though she went slow, it took only a few minutes to change and after snapping the lock closed, she stepped to the mirror. With her breasts pressed against the material of the halter, everything showed. Fortunately, the looser fitting bottoms provided some protection, but she knew if she were in good light a determined stare would be able to discern the details of her smooth pussy.
Exiting the room, she almost ran into Ahmed who stood waiting for her, and in her platform shoes she almost matched his height. A smile appeared on his face as he looked her over several times.
"You're on next. You do five songs," he said with an accent as he pointed toward the stage, and when he saw her look around the almost empty room, he added, "It's early. They'll be more later."
It wasn't a message she was eager to hear as she had taken comfort in the sparse crowd. She started to emotionally prepare herself for her display as she considered the surreal chain of events that took her from respected college professor sitting in her car to nude dancer in less than ten minutes.
"Kat's next," came the simple announcement from a female voice that she guessed was the woman behind the bar.
The same woman who had been dancing when she arrived carefully stepped off the barely raised platform when the song ended as Kat stepped forward. A loud heavy metal song started as she took hold of the pole which signaled her transition to nude dancer.
Unsure when to disrobe, she decided to shed her top quickly and delay the removal of her bottom covering. She tossed the halter to the back of the small stage and as she turned back, she watched as two men moved to closer tables. Embarrassed, she diverted her eyes to the floor in front of the stage hoping to cocoon herself in a protected little world.
"Kat, now" she heard the voice blare over the speakers.
Intuitively, she knew what it meant and as a shiver coursed through her body, she pulled the Velcro tabs and let her lower cover drop to her feet. Suddenly, she was naked, and she had to fight her instincts to run to her clothes and flee. Still looking down, for a time she danced to protect the sanctity of her pussy by avoiding any movement that would cause it to protrude or her lips to separate. Unfortunately, it was very limiting, and she knew from experience that eventually Sam would call her out. Finally, she decided "fuck it" and began moving with more expression.


Almost immediately, a man's voice called out, "Bend over and show us that sweet pussy."
The words made her lift her head and she saw a heavy-set man wearing knee-length shorts sitting close to the stage. With a beer in his hand, he stared up at her with a broad smile, and while she watched, he stood, approached her, and flipped a $10 bill onto the stage.
"Thanks," she replied instinctively.
"When you're done, come see me," he replied.
As soon as he sat, another man moved forward and tipped her $5 and during the second song she got another $5. During the third song, two new men entered the club and when they spotted her they moved to chairs up front, as well. She now had a small audience of five men, more than half the customers in the club that wanted to see her nude body moving. By the time she finished the required five songs, all danced to lousy rock songs, she had received more tips bringing her sum to $35.
When her feet left the stage, the man in shorts was waiting, and asked, "You ready to join me in the back?
"I...I need to go to the bathroom," she replied knowing from Sam what going to the back meant.
"Hurry. I want your company," he responded.
Standing in the bathroom while looking in the mirror, Kat realized that she couldn't fight things for long. She knew the touching was inevitable and it was probably best to quickly learn the tricks like she had in the other club. The mechanics of how to sit and turn at the right moment had proved invaluable in keeping men's hands in less troublesome places. Of course, in that setting, it was usually about touching the outside of her G-string, a protective covering she now lacked.
Wearing her simple covering, Kat made her way to the man, ignoring several requests from others.
"Baby, where did you come from?" he asked as she sat in the chair next to him.
"I lost a bet," she answered flippantly.
"My gain...everyone's gain," he laughed, and then quickly added, "Lose more."
"I probably will," she sighed.
"You want a beer?" he asked, and when she shook her head, he said, "You ready to dance for me then?"
"Uh...okay," she replied.
Kat stood and started to move with the music and just seconds later she removed her coverings. Instantly, the man moved a hand to her leg, but recalling Sam's message, she kept swaying. She rationalized it wasn't anymore than she dealt with at the other club, but when his hand started to rise, she got nervous. Fortunately, at the last second it moved to her butt instead of between her legs.
"Damn, you got a nice ass," he said.
Despite her situation, she couldn't help but wiggle it a little from the compliment. The move encouraged the man to fondle and squeeze both cheeks as he stared at her lovely breasts. With a wicked smile, he used his hands to turn her and once in position, she felt his lips plant multiple kisses across her rear. Then, he moved his hand to the inside of her thigh just above the knee and slowly started raising it. She knew he would seek contact at some point, but she still wasn't ready, so she stepped forward.
"Please...no touching there," she said in a low voice.
"Woman, you need to learn about things here," he countered.
The exchange started a huddled discussion where Kat tried to hide behind the no touching rules. It only lasted for a few seconds before Ahmed suddenly appeared.
"What's the problem," he asked.
"She's trying to play goody-goody," the man said.
"Gary's alright," Ahmed responded as he stared at her.
Kat knew the message meant that the man was a regular and had liberties, something she suspected from the start. To try and get Ahmed's eyes off her, she started moving again, and this time, when Gary started to stroke her thigh, she stayed silent. Soon, his hand started its upward trek, and she gasped when the side gently touched her labia. It was barely there and the movement of her body dictated the pressure of the connection. For a time, she tried to move her body in a way that limited the sensation, but it was hard, and soon he was in firm contact.
During one move, his hand separated her folds, and he whispered to her, "That's it, baby. Make that pussy wet."
When it happened again, she let out a little whimper of distress, but after that she gave up and rode his hand. She was practically shaking when the song ended, and with a chuckle, Gary pulled on her arm until she sat on his thick leg.
"I need to go to the bathroom," Kat announced, wanting to regroup.
"Nah, you don't. You can go after your next dance," he chuckled.
"Really, I need to," she protested.
"Go ahead but you'll learn that I'm the nice one here," he laughed.
The young wife quickly pulled on her covers and made a beeline for the bathroom refusing to make eye contact with anyone. She sighed heavily as she wiped her dampened pussy and then puttered in front of the mirror for a bit. Knowing that Sam would be livid if she disappeared for long, she exited the small room and started back toward Gary. Halfway, she had to pass a table with two men and girl. Looking down, she saw that one of the men was finger banging the girl with one hand while he pulled on a nipple with the other. It was a truly decadent scene made worse by its openness and the other man watching. Strangely, the girl seemed mostly indifferent which told Kat that it must be a common occurrence for her. Sam's words about no touching seemed ridiculous now and she could only surmise he said it to keep her on track.
She decided that being with Gary in the dark rear of the club was vastly preferrable to being on display, but as she approached the table, she saw Ahmed standing close with an odd expression.
"Come with me," he said.
Nervous, she followed him as he stepped a few paces away before turning, and saying, "I told you Gary was okay."
"Yes, I..." she started.
"Do what he wants, okay?" he interrupted.
"Okay," the young wife whispered.
Kat turned and returned to the man's table and standing before him, she asked, "Do you want me to dance for you?"
"Yeah, go ahead," he replied.
Kat stood until a new song started and then quickly disrobed and started moving. Oddly, Gary didn't touch her during the first song, but he directed her to continue onto a second. Shortly after it started, she felt his hand on her thigh once more, and like before, he let it rise until it nestled between her lips. She didn't try to avoid the contact, and she could feel herself moistening rapidly.
"Uhhh..." she gasped when the fingers of his other hand gently twisted a nipple.
"Stop and sit on my leg," he said, directing her so that she faced outward.
In this position she faced the table and she rested her hands on it as his fingers returned to her nipples. A squeeze, then a slow roll followed by a firm tug, he worked them with purpose but not hard enough to cause any pain. He had rotated between both nipples several times following the same routine when she felt a finger wiggle along her opening.
"Gary..." she whined although she knew he wouldn't stop.
"Open you legs a little, baby," he commanded.
Kat paused only for a few seconds before separating her legs and almost instantly, she felt the man's thick finger slide up and tease her clit.
"Shit..." she let out in a whisper.
"Let's see how wet we can make you," the man chuckled.
Gary's attention to her nipples and pussy was relentless and although Kat thought she could fend off an orgasm, she couldn't keep her juices from flowing. Soon, she could hear the wet smacking caused by his fingers, and it was only seconds later that she felt him probe her opening.
"Don't put in me," she protested.
"Yeah, okay," he laughed as more pushed inside.
He banged her slowly for a few minutes drawing out more fluid and making her whimper at the intrusion. Then, he suddenly pulled free, but any thought the young wife had that the ordeal was over was short lived as just seconds later, his soaked finger moved to her anus.
"No...not there," she said.
The fear in her voice was clear, but it didn't have any effect on the man as he circled and teased the puckered flesh. After a bit of play, he pushed his finger back into her soaked pussy, drew it out and repeated his ass teasing.
"You like anal sex?" he asked.
"No," she answered quickly.
"You tried it? He pushed.
"No," she admitted, her body tense with fear of what he might try.
"All women say they don't like it until they get it. Then, they want it all the time," he said as he forced his fingertip part way in.
"Mmmm...no..." she whined.
The man moved to her pussy again and recoated his finger and then announced, "I think you like it. It's making you wetter."
"No...ummm...nooo..." she let out when he started to rapidly tap on her asshole.
Kat couldn't believe that his actions were causing a little electric spark to jump between her ass and pussy. She couldn't deny it felt good and if Jeff were doing it, she would be eager to continue.
"Ahmed said Sam is charging $700 for you," the man said, and then after a pause asked, "Are you worth that?"
Instantly, she knew he was referring to his plans to make her a prostitute, and she guessed that's what Mr. Jackson had paid.
I...I don't know..." she answered.
The tapping on her ass was starting to take over her body and without thinking she fell forward on the table resting her head in her arms. The move provided the man better access and for the next few minutes, he drove the young wife wild through focused attention on her virgin ass. Then, suddenly and without warning, he stopped, forcing a little squeal of frustration from her.
"Here's the money for the dances," he said, handing her three $10 bills.
"Aren't they...uhhh...twenty each?" she asked.
"Not here. You're not in a good club," he chuckled, and before she could respond, he added, "I want to be by myself for a bit. You can come back later if you want to. Maybe in an hour."
"Okay," she replied, dreading having to work the dirty room.
Kat took her time putting on her skimpy things as part of her hoped the man would change his mind. Finally dressed, he gave her a firm pat on her ass as she left the table.
As soon as she was out of earshot, Gary picked up his phone and dialed Sam to give him a report on her behavior.
"Talk to me," the black man said as soon as he answered.
"Better than expected. She let me play with her tits and pussy with some work. Even let me rub on her asshole," he reported.
"Shit, okay. That's a start," Sam laughed.
"Yeah, now comes the real test. What's going to happen with the lowlifes," he laughed.
"Yeah, that's right. We'll see soon enough," he answered, laughing too.
"Oh, and I want a discount," Gary said.
"Discount? What the fuck's a discount?" Sam chuckled as he ended the call.
Kat wanted desperately to go unnoticed, but she had barely left Gary when an odd-looking man beckoned her. He sat by himself sporting a cheap haircut and none of his clothes appeared to fit correctly. Thick glasses with heavy black rims and a moustache that looked uneven gave his face an awkward, lopsided appearance. The young wife's first impression was that he might be some kind of sexual deviant, so at first, she tried to ignore him. Unfortunately, his waving became more pronounced, and fearing a scene she reluctantly moved his way.
"Sit down," he said nervously as he pulled a chair from the table.
"What's your name?" she asked as she sat down.
"Phillip," he replied, and then quickly asked, "Can you take your clothes off?"
"Uh...I have to dance to do that," she said.
"Okay, go ahead," he responded.
It took about two minutes for the next song to start, and they sat together in silence with Phillip twitching nervously in his seat. Finally, it was time, and as soon as she stood, she started to remove her cover. When her top was off, the strange man's eyes locked onto her breasts in a way that made her think he hadn't seen many. Then, when she dropped her bottom cover revealing her shaved pussy, she thought he might have a stroke. He mumbled to himself as he squirmed in the chair, and when she started moving, he reached out and gripped her leg just above the knee.
"Easy Phillip, she said, wanting to slow him down.
For a time, her words seem to work as he sat back in his chair but before long, she could see his nervous energy building and once more his arm reached out, but this time he grasped her wrist, and pulled her between his open legs.
With her knees touching the man's chair she looked down and saw his eyes fixated on her pussy. Fearing he would lunge for it, she lifted his arms and placed his hands on her breasts. For a moment, they were stiff, and then he started to slowly knead the firm flesh. Fortunately, she managed to make it through the rest of the song with his attention on her tits, and just as the song ended, the woman at the bar announced that she would be up next.
"I need to go get ready," she said, reaching for her outfit.
"I want you to come back when you finish," the man said in nervous voice.
"I'll try," she answered.
With an awkward nod, the man stood so he could fish into his pants for the money, and when he did, he revealed an unzipped fly. Kat could only imagine what he he'd been doing before she arrived, but rather than dwell on it, she headed for the bathroom to get ready. On her way, she noticed that the club had filled noticeably which sent a shiver up her spine.
Somehow during her time on stage, she managed to create a sense of detachment and made it through the five songs without the same turmoil. She picked up the scattered bills that lay strewn across the platform and retreated to the bathroom for a break. Inside, was the heavy girl that was before her in the rotation and when they made eye contact, her eyes quickly inspected her body.
"Where the fuck did you come from?" she asked in a country drawl.
"Sam asked me to come here," she answered.
The message sat with her for a few seconds before she replied, "You must have pissed him off royally."
"Why...uhhh...I don't know..." Kat stammered, caught off-guard.
"I do. Otherwise, he'd have you at the other club," she laughed, and while Kat was thinking of a response, the girl added, "Just stay the fuck away from me. I don't want to compete with you."
"I will," the young wife responded, ready for the conversation to be over.
The heavy girl purposefully pushed her shoulder into Kat as she left knocking her back against the vanity. Stunned, she stared at the door for a moment before entering a stall. She had already accepted that Gary had made her wet, so she didn't dwell on it as she pulled on the toilet paper.
Kat opened her locker to check her phone and saw that it was almost 6:00 PM. That meant she only had three more hours to endure before she was finished for the night. For a moment, she thought about the hot bath and wine she would enjoy when she got home but she quickly pushed those thoughts away knowing she had some challenges ahead. When she stepped out of the bathroom, she could see the club had continued to fill and more girls had arrived as well. Along the back wall, multiple tables had a man with a girl and most of them were dancing. In the center of the room, things looked rowdier with several groups of men nosily responding to several naked girls performing. She had seen similar situations at the other club and knew that groups of men had the habit of egging each other on which often led to a scene.
Deciding to avoid the wild section, she went back to Phillipe who was still sitting where she left him. He smiled at her approach, and as soon as she sat down, he asked her if she wanted a soda. Just a few minutes later two cokes arrived at the table and while sipping on the drink, Kat managed to engage him in a stilted conversation. It took considerable effort but also ate up clock time which was trade off she was happy to make. Twenty minutes elapsed before he asked her to dance and then another fifteen passed before he asked for a second. She made it through both with minimal groping, so despite the man's awkwardness, she stayed at the table.
By the time he asked for a third dance, she had grown comfortable with the odd man and let her body drift a little closer to his chair. When she turned her ass towards him, he grabbed her hips and pulled which forced her ass into his lap, but since this was a move she had performed often at the other club, she didn't panic. She had barely started gyrating when she heard him begin to moan and the intensity built rapidly. Unlike anything she had experienced before, he suddenly wrapped both arms around her torso and squeezed her body as his moans turned into grunts. Kat realized that the man ha d somehow experienced a climax in about thirty seconds.
The song still had more to go when he released her but viewing it as pointless to continue, she sat and patiently waited as he slowly recovered. Finally opening his eyes, he looked at her with a blank expression and then took a napkin off the table and reached into his still open fly. Seconds later, when he removed it, she could see a two-inch line of smeared semen sat on the paper. Stunned and disgusted but strangely unable to look away, she realized her bare pussy had pressed hard against his crotch. Quickly, she looked down to see if any of the cum had made it onto her and was thankful to find herself clean.
"I had an accident as a child," he said as she finished her inspection, and when he saw her confused look, he continued with, "It got mangled."
"I'm sorry," Kat replied, unsure what else to say.
"Thank you," he said to her as he stood.
He quickly pulled money from his pocket, handed it over, and without another word, he turned and walked toward the door.
Kat retreated to the bathroom to make a more detailed inspection and to wash her hands. As she stood in front of the mirror, she wanted to feel revulsion for the man and what had occurred, but her sympathy wouldn't let her go too far that way. It was so strange and had happened so fast that she wondered if it was real. Had she dreamt it?
She had just stepped out of the bathroom and was surveying the scene when one of the two waitresses that handled soft drinks and setups approached her and said a man wanted her company. She knew she couldn't say no so she followed the girl to the middle of the boisterous throng growing nervous on the way. The girl pointed towards the man and then left, and Kat stepped around several engaged pairings to reach his seat.
"Kirk," the thirtyish man said.
Kat introduced herself and then looked him over. To her he seemed completely average wearing a long-sleeved blue shirt and gray pants that looked like they came from Walmart. He had a full head of sandy color hair and seemed fit. She thought his best features were a nice smile and good teeth.
"Are you coming from work?" she asked to be polite.
"Yeah, I work for county. In the sheriff's office," he replied, and when he saw Kat's nervous look, he added, "Don't worry. I work in payroll."
"Okay...well..." she responded, not sure if that really cleared things.
"Why don't you dance," he said as he took a beer off a table he shared with two other men.
A song was just ending so Kat hurried to undress and then started moving. Fortunately, Kirk seemed content to watch, but halfway though, the other men at the table moved to get a closer look which closed the space she had available. All that remained was a small circle and each man was within easy reach. There were also several men at other tables that had a clear view of her as she performed. It made her self-conscious and more than once she stumbled on her platform shoes.
"Let's share her," she heard one of the other men say to Kirk.
"Works for me," he replied with a laugh.


Within seconds, she felt the men behind her put their hands on her ass. From her knees to the small of her back and from hip to hip, their hands went everywhere. Kirk, excited by their actions scooted even closer and reached for her breasts. Now, she stood upright between three sets of exploring hands thinking it wouldn't be long before they got more aggressive. The moment came quickly as a hand that had been massaging her rear suddenly darted between her legs and lifted, dragging a finger along her slit.
"Uhhh...stop," she hissed.
"Why?" the man responded with a laugh.
Kat squirmed to break free, but the man managed to follow her movement and made contact, again.
"Don't," she barked, much louder this time.
The contact ended and the young wife thought it might be over but without warning, Kirk pulled on her arms and brought her head into his lap. Forced to bend at the waist, her protruding rear provided the two men behind her a perfect view of her smoothly shaved mound.
"Thanks man," one of the men said with a laugh.
Kat feeling a finger near her sex, bent her knees but the man's hand moved with her. For a moment, he teased her opening, and then with a single thrust, he forced it inside.
"Mmmppfff...nnnooo..." she tried to yell, but with her head in Kirk's crotch, her sounds came out garbled.
"She wet?" a voice asked.
"Not enough," the man answered as he started to finger fuck her.
"Look, he's banging that hot girl," she heard a new voice say from somewhere nearby.
Kirk held her head in his hands and ground her face against his crotch forcing her to feel the shape of his erect cock. A wave of panic hit her as she realized she had lost control of the situation. Physically, she couldn't overcome the men's strength, and she worried they might try even more. Plus, she suspected she was attracting unwanted attention from other unruly customers.
"Put another one in," she heard someone say, and instantly, she felt her hole widen.
"She's getting wet, now," the man laughed as he continued the assault.
From behind her, Kat swore she heard the clink of a belt buckle which terrified her and she was just about to try a violent move to break free when an authoritative voice suddenly boomed.
"That's too much, gentlemen. Let her up," Ahmed said.
Kirk quickly let go of her head but the man with his fingers in her pussy took his time pulling them out. Finally free and close to tears, Kat looked at Ahmed for a moment then scanned the others.
"Fuck all of you," she said loudly.
Her angry message made everyone laugh which further incensed her and she stormed off toward the bathroom. After cleaning her pussy and checking for damage, she went to the mirror and stared into it as she fought back tears. She allowed some herself a few minutes of self-pity and then with a deep breath, she stiffened her back and prepared to reenter the fray. Checking her phone and seeing that she only had an hour to go, she decided sitting with Gary was the safest alternative to finish the evening. She was about to step outside when, for the first time, she noticed that she was naked. In her haste to get away from the abusive men, she had left her outfit at the table.
Dreading the confrontation, she stepped outside almost running into Ahmed in the process.
"Here," he said handing her the small garments and a $10 bill. When she took them from his hand, he added, "You need to get on stage but only for three songs."
As a show of defiance, she stood naked near the stage waiting for her turn, ignoring the looks and attempts to get her attention from the men in the half filled club. When her turn came, the energy in the room noticeably ratcheted up and she wondered whether it was because she was a new girl or due to the recent groping she endured. She received lots of tips and to show her strength, when she finished, she spent a minute on stage counting the cash.
After stopping at her locker, she walked with purpose toward Gary, still positioned near the back. Thankfully, he was alone and a smile appeared on his face as she drew close.
"It can be a rough place," he said as she sat.
"That was close to rape," she replied.
"Most girls don't mind if the money's good," he countered.
"This one does," she answered.
The large man looked at her with a wry smile and then patted on his leg, as he said, "Take off your clothes and move over here."
"I was told not to get undressed unless I'm dancing," she responded.
"You must be getting comfortable cause you found your smart mouth," he laughed, and then added, "Go ahead then."
As soon as she started, he pulled her forward until her legs touched his chair but after that, he seemed content to just take in her lovely body as she moved. At the end of the first song, he signaled she should continue, so when she finally finished, she had a light sheen of sweat on her body and was slightly out of breath.
"What time is it?" she asked.
Glancing at his phone, he replied, "Ten till nine. Why?"
"I'm finished at nine," she said.
"And I thought you liked being with me," he laughed, and when she rolled her eyes, he asked, "Want me to play with your ass some more. You sure did like it."
"No, I didn't," she protested.
In truth, while different for her, she realized it was the most pleasurable thing that happened to her all evening.
"Are you sure?" he laughed.
"We don't have time," she said with a smirk.
"Yeah, I think you're okay," he chuckled, and then after a short silence, he continued with, "Well, if your leaving, just one more thing to do."
"What?" Kat asked suspiciously.
"Straddle my leg and sit here," he replied pointing to a spot on his meaty thigh just about the knee.
The young wife eyed him for a moment and then did what he said. With her back to him, she didn't see his hands until they gripped her hips. Then, with a firm tug, he pulled her waist, forcing her to slide along his leg until her back was against his chest.
Confused, she asked, "What was that for?"
"Stand up and let me see what kind of snail trail you left," he laughed.
"Oh my God," she said in shock as she rose.
She couldn't help but look and spotted the faint marking along his thigh left by her damp pussy.
"Next time let's try for more," he chuckled.
"Next time? I'm not sure that's happening," she said.
Rather than respond Gary reached into his pocket, fumbled with some bills, and handed her a twenty.
Good to spend some time with you," he said, signaling the end.
Kat quickly put on her cover and then made for Sam's office so she could get permission to leave. She knocked was called in like before, but when he hadn't turned after almost a minute, she stepped closer and put her hands on his shoulders.
"Sam, I'm sorry. I know I was bad. Can't we go back like before?" she said in a low voice.
The black man's hand went to hers and he gently patted it several times before turning in his chair. He pulled the young wife onto his leg and slowly stroked her back as they stared into each other's eyes. Kathryn, started to feel she was making some headway and when he started to speak her elation grew.
"Baby, I'm glad you said that. It means a lot. I want you back in my bed, too. I really do. You don't know how much I missed you," he answered in his deep manipulative voice.
"Then, let's go back. Like before," she begged.
"We will, baby...we will but first you got to learn. It's important and when it's over, things will be where you want. You understand?" he replied, popping the bubble.
"Sam, please... I hate it here. At least let me go to the other club. You know I fit I there," she whined.
"Not yet, baby. You need to learn about things here first. Now go on home and get some rest and be here on Thursday. I won't be here, so you listen to Ahmed," he told her.
"I'm scared. It's weird here," she whispered.
"Its going to be okay. Be my good girl, now," he said patting her on the thigh.
With a final look, the young wife stood and slowly shuffled toward the door. She was about to open it when the black man called out.
"Oh, and you've got a date on Saturday. I need you all afternoon. Work it out," he said.
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Katherine fought hard to keep her emotions from dragging her into the abyss as she drove home from her first night working at the nude club. She forced herself to stay positive using her professional training to keep forward focused. She rationalized that since she learned of Sam's wicked blackmail, she had determined his intent and methods, which was a positive. The process to get there hadn't been pretty, but she knew playing victim wouldn't help her find a solution.
Lost in her head, only when she was in her driveway, did she think about her husband. Knowing that he waited for her just inside, she spent a minute checking her appearance to ensure that she carried no incriminating evidence from the seedy club. Once satisfied, the young wife exited her car and entered her home. Strangely, it was quiet even though his car was in the driveway.
"Hey," she said when she found him bent over inspecting the refrigerator.
Hi, baby," I ate earlier but I'm hungry again. I beat you home by like ten minutes," he responded casually.
"Want me to make something?" she offered.
"That's okay. It's late and I just want a snack," he replied.
"Go watch TV and I'll find you something," she said, wanting control of her kitchen.
"Sounds good!" he acknowledged, happy to move aside.
With a quick kiss on the cheek, he left for the couch as she started to search for something to make. Twenty minutes later, she appeared in the living room with a tray filled with crackers, dip, cheese, and eggrolls. She set it on the coffee table and disappeared, returning shortly with two large glasses of wine.
"Damn, hon. I just wanted a bite or two," he laughed.
"Want me to take it away? the pretty woman teased.
"No, that's okay," he chuckled, and then said, "I think these eggrolls have been in the freezer for a couple years."
"They get better with age," she answered sarcastically.
A sudden surge of emotion swept through the young wife that she struggled to keep hidden. She loved playful moments with her husband and feared losing them, as the decadent things she had endured earlier made her feel extraordinarily vulnerable.
"What's wrong?" Jeff asked, noticing her strange expression.
"Nothing," she answered quickly, and then in a demure voice, she asked, "Can we make love tonight?"
"I think you're reading my mind," her husband replied with a silly grin.
The answer thrilled Katherine, and in a strange way offered her some redemption. If her loving husband still wanted her then she couldn't be all that bad.
Their glasses were only half empty when they started exchanging soft kisses and quickly, they abandoned all thought of food and drink. Katheirne had a spring in her step as her husband led her to the bedroom and she giggled as he removed her clothes. Jumping into bed, she opened her legs in anticipation and then whined about not waiting when he tried to go down on her. Convincing him to proceed straight to intercourse, she was pleased he took her slowly and passionately as it was just what she needed after so much sordid sexual attention.
Unfortunately, she couldn't quite get to an orgasm but was happy when her husband climaxed and then collapsed on her body. The tender moments where she stroked his hair as he recovered acted to recharge her psychological batteries, and that night, for the first time in days, she slept like a baby.
Sam left the nude club just a few minutes after Kat. On the drive to his other club, he thought about the state of his plan for revenge. The young professor was just where he wanted, prepared to suffer indignities below her station for the sake of her precious job. He knew that Thursday at the club could be wilder, but he thought she could handle it and he had Ahmed well prepared if things started to go south.
He smiled at her attempt to return as his lover. She had been a damn good fuck but what she didn't realize was that he had already grown tired of her. It wasn't anything she did or didn't do, he just couldn't keep his interest in any one woman for very long. She had made it longer than most and he enjoyed turning her into his sex toy, but it was time to move on. That's why he was ready to turn her out and make some money off her while he could. She didn't get that nor did she understand that his promises about reconnecting were all lies.
With things going well, Sam knew it was time to bring Katherine's husband into the mix. Educated and privileged, yet too weak to control his wife, he was everything the black man had learned to hate. His lucky throw and the aftermath where he had to receive medical attention had been deeply humiliating. Plus, the admonishment of his mentor continued to churn in his memory. He wanted the prick to pay dearly and while he didn't have a plan set in stone, he had some ideas percolating that he wanted to think through.
Katherine faced mixed issues when she returned to the club on Thursday. Over her initial shock, she managed to work with more ease but, unfortunately, it became much more crowded. Almost reaching capacity, she learned from the other dancers that Thursdays were usually the busiest night. She hoped to spot Gary so she could hide in the back and eat up clock, but he didn't show so, without an anchor customer, she was forced to bounce around more. Her sets on stage kept interest in her high, and by nine, her tits had been mauled repeatedly and her pussy touched a half-dozen times. Fortunately, she managed to avoid penetration the entire evening through body position, firm words, and luck.
On the following Tuesday, the crowd was very small, and she spent a good deal of time chatting with the other dancers. It was easy to tell that these women were on the ragged edge, and she thought several were high. At the other club, she had managed to befriend Chantal, and she was friendly with one or two others but, she didn't see herself making the same connections with this group.
When the following Thursday arrived, she thought she had a good handle on how to deal with the nudity and the club environment. Like the prior week, it became quite busy and she had danced for multiple men between her two sets when Ahmed approached her.
"Come with me," he said, directing her toward the tiny office.
As soon as they arrived, he pulled out a tin from a desk drawer. Kat guessed what it contained as it looked just like the one Roland used in the other club. Her speculation proved correct when the swarthy man extracted a pill and held it out.
"Sam said to give you this if you look tired," he informed her.
"I'm not tired," she countered although she felt exhausted.
"Take it," he said, more as a demand than a suggestion.
He put the small white object in her hand and then handed her a bottle of water that she hadn't noticed. While he watched, she put the pill in her mouth and took a healthy drink.
"Okay," she said when she finished.
"Go back to work. I'm watching so there won't be trouble," he said in a tone that suggested some sympathy.
Kat turned and exited the small space with Ahmed's eyes glued to her firm ass. What the pretty professor didn't know was that the pill she had just taken was more than double the strength of those she had used before. Sam and Ahmed hoped that the strong amphetamine would make her more aggressive and less self-conscious.
Ahmed knew from talking to Roland that she had been Sam's primary fuck toy for a time until something happened that pissed him off. He understood she had a normal life away from the dirty clubs and that made her, to him, very interesting. He wondered, as things unfolded, if he would get the chance to sink his fat cock into her delicate hole. More than once, he had fantasized about the look on her face as he pushed into her deep.
Kat had only been back on the floor for a few minutes when she felt the drug hit her body. A sudden surge of energy swept through her making her more alert. She couldn't deny that it was a good feeling, and she thought it would help make the time go quicker. It also brought a little itch to her pussy that that she struggled to get out of her head. Minutes later, while sitting naked on a customer's lap with his hand on her thigh, she thought about him touching her sex. Would he be gentle or rough and would he try to push his finger inside? The idea was so diametrically opposite to what she wanted before that she started to get nervous about control. Fortunately, after a few minutes, she managed to push the more decadent thoughts away, but the little itch remained.
It was almost eight when she spotted a handsome young man enter the club with a friend. He held himself well and his dress was much more stylish than the typical club patron. She knew that if she were to pass him on the street, she would make a point of discreetly checking him out.
The duo moved to the center of the club and found an empty table. Kat started moving his way deciding that if she had to work the clientele it might as well be the hot ones. She was almost there but two other dancers beat her to them, and she turned away. Still, she watched the man and just a minute or so later, they made eye contact. She watched as he said something to the girl with him and just seconds later, she stood and left. When he smiled at her, she knew what he wanted, and she walked through the crowd, fending off an offer, until she was at the attractive man's table.
"Sit down. What's your name?" he asked.
"Kat," she answered, teasing him with an alluring smile.
"Like a feline predator?" he laughed.
"Sometimes," she flirted back.
"Damn, I got lucky. You're a find," he told her.
"Oh, why do you say that?" she responded, enjoying the refined attention.
"Beautiful and sassy," I like that, he said, and before she could reply, he asked, "I'm sure you've heard this a thousand times, but I've got to ask. What in the world are you doing in this dump?"
"I'm broke," she lied with a little laugh.
"I don't think I believe that," he said, and then quickly added, "Anyway, I'd love it if you'd dance at the next song."
While Kat waited, she realized she was having fun sparring with the man, and in a strange way, she didn't cringe at getting naked for him. Afterall, she really didn't have a choice, at least she rationalized it that way, and she sensed he would be well-mannered.
The dance went smoothly with the man only placing his hands on her ass for a bit. He did openly stare at her pussy, but she expected that, so she was pleased with things when she finished. Perhaps, she thought, the man would stay until nine, protecting from the aggressive crowd.
She danced twice more, and in both cases, he barely touched her. Indeed, a typical dance at the other club resulted in more contact. In between her performances, they held a lively conversation, and the young wife became quite comfortable with him.
"Could we move to the back?" he suddenly asked with a little nervousness in his voice.
She knew what he was asking, and it surprised her a bit as he had seemed content. She had an obligation to accept the request, so she nodded and then quickly put on her cover. Once finished, he rose, and she accepted his extended hand to help her stand. She appreciated the polite gesture, and gave him credit for asking her to move politely. Most men, as she well knew, would have merely demanded it. The darker corners were already occupied, so they headed to a spot that was more visible to the club, but when they were just a few feet away, a couple exited a nice table and they grabbed it.
"What's your name?" Kat asked, realizing he had never told her.
"Wesley, but I usually go by Wes," he said.
"Okay, Wesley," Kat answered with a smirk.
He chuckled at her tease, and then said, "Go ahead when you're ready."
Quickly, she ditched her cover, and since she liked the man, she moved slowly and seductively, mostly ignoring the beat of the song being played. Wes' hand soon found her ass and then moved to her hips. He pulled on her gently, guiding her back until she stood between his open legs. From there, he guided her down until her naked ass was writhing against his groin.
"You like it?" she asked, wanting to tease, but she realized it came out as needy.
"Mmmm...of course. I new I would," he said softly.
His hands left her hips with one moving to her breasts and the other to her lower abdomen just inches above her pussy. The itch that she felt earlier suddenly came roaring back, and she naughtily tried to move her body in a way that would bring his fingers into contact with her pussy.
Despite her efforts, she failed which built her frustration, and after a minute or so, she couldn't take it anymore.
"It's okay to touch. It's okay if you do it nicely," she told him.
As soon as the words left her mouth, a wave of shame swept over her, but when Wes' fingers landed on her clit, she forgot all about it. He teased her nub with a light touch and then ran a single finger along her wet slit. The little itch had turned into a slow throb, and she mewed openly while slowly gyrating her butt.
"Why don't you sit," he suggested, and then closed his legs so she could straddle him.
She leaned her back into his chest happy to turn her body over to hands. To Kat, it seemed like his touch had the perfect rhythm. It was like her body was a guitar, and using gentle touches on her nipples and pussy, he played her like a master.
"Mmmm...uhhh..." you're driving me crazy, she whined.
"Good, I want you to go crazy. I want you to cum. Cum for me," he whispered into her ear.
His command echoed in her brain forcing her arousal forward and she started to emit moans of pleasure as her feet slowly lifted from the floor. A wave of euphoria hit her, and she gasped loudly but it suddenly disappeared making her squeal in frustration. Fortunately, the pause was short lived and when the orgasm returned it swept through her completely. The young wife's back arched as her legs spasmed and she was forced to bite her hand to stifle her cries.
"Ayyyy...uhhh...uhhh...mmmm... Ohhh...mmm..." she serenaded her customer to the muted sounds of her powerful release.
Kat lay sprawled across his lap in a post-orgasmic bliss, as the man she had met only an hour before, planted soft kisses on her shoulder.
"That was awesome," he said to her when she started to stir.
"Yeah," she replied, turning and giving him an impish smile.
"What next?" he laughed.
"I...I probably should get ready to go. I'm off at nine," she replied.
"It's already nine-thirty," he replied, and then quickly added, "Why don't you stay a little longer?"
"I can't. I need to go, but I'm here Tuesdays and Thursdays if you want to come back," she explained.
"I will," he replied as he stood.
After fishing the money from his pants, he gave the young wife a nice hug and then she turned and left. Since it was late, she didn't bother checking with Ahmed. Instead, she went to her locker, changed, and then nodded to him on her way out.
On the drive home, she thought about Wesley and how slutty she had acted. She guessed the pill Ahmed had made her take played a role as her energy had skyrocketed, but she knew it wasn't just that. The man's good manners, such a pleasant departure from the norm, had made something click. The fact that he was quite handsome didn't hurt either, she thought, as she fought back a naughty smile. She knew she should feel guilty about her eagerness, and she thought she might later, but for the moment, she wanted to enjoy the rare positive experience the seedy club had provided.
Jeff was waiting for her when she arrived but following their now standard routine, after a quick kiss, she left to take a shower. Thankfully, he had easily bought into her need to freshen after twelve hours at the university. She didn't dawdle knowing that she owed her husband some quality time, and after putting on her robe, she made for the kitchen. Once there, she was delighted to learn that Jeff had already put something together. Not only that, but a bottle of her favorite wine sat open on the counter.
"You're taking care of me!" she said as she went to him for a kiss.
"I have an ulterior motive. I want you feeling good for later," he laughed.
"Oh, is that the deal now? Tuesdays and Thursdays are snacks, wine and sex?" she giggled.
"Is that bad?" Jeff asked feigning hurt.
"No, I just want to understand," Katherine said as she moved close.
Like before, the couple left behind partially filled glasses as they headed for the bedroom. The pill Ahmed had given her earlier still had her wired, and despite the nice orgasm she had experienced with Wesley, she was ready for more.
"This time it's my turn," Jeff said when they were naked.
The young husband lowered his head with his eyes focused between her legs and Katheirne was quite happy to lay back and let her husband take the lead. As soon as she spread her legs, his tongue was there, splitting her folds and gliding upward until he circled and then suckled gently on her bud. Slow and deliberate, he soon had her building.
Katherine knew that receiving oral sex from her husband was a bit of a crap shoot. At times, he could get too excited and become rushed, and at others, like now, his patient approach worked to get her very hot. She had already given herself permission to cum if he could take her there, and then, she would bring him inside her and make sure he had a good release.
A little spark danced through her swollen bud every time her husband's tongue circled it, forcing a little whimper to leave her mouth. After a few minutes, Katherine found herself on a plane of pleasure, just shy of an orgasm, with the knowledge that she could tip over at will.
"Cum for me," her husband said.
For some strange reason, his words took her back to the club and Wesley where he had demanded the exact same thing. A naughty smile came to her face, as she thought about the two encounters spaced so closely. One she had with a man she barely knew while the other was happening with her loving husband. The first was bold, perhaps decadent, but had proved powerful and she expected this one would be strong as well, although, filled with love.
The young wife took a deep breath as her husband's tongue slowly moved through her lips, and her body stiffened in anticipation of the teasing of her clit. However, when the moment came it was Wesley's fingers exciting her, not her husband tongue. A shudder ran through her that Jeff either didn't feel or ignored. When he flicked her again, her mind had cleared and it was her loving husband making her squirm. However, Jeff only stayed there three more cycles before Wesley took his place, again. The handsome and respectful man had made her cum with little difficulty, and with the recent memory of them together in her head, she thought he might make it happen again.
"Mmmm...ohhh..." Katherine whined.
She was thrilled with her progress but worried she wouldn't be able to make Wesley leave before her orgasm. So close...getting so close she thought as her legs lifted just like they had in the club. She knew she was being bad, betraying the bond of husband and wife in their own bed, but her dirty thoughts excited her, and in a final act, she took her husband's hand and brought it to a breast. Just seconds later, Wesley made her explode.
"Ohhh...oh, yes...oh, yes...yes...yes...yes..." she cried out as she recalled the man's touch and smell.
Jeff let her thrash for several seconds and then lifted his body over hers and found her opening. He pushed in with one firm thrust, and then took her hard with the intent of prolonging her climax. Her whines and pleas continued as they mated, making him feel powerful, but what he didn't know was at that moment she was thinking of another man.
"You back with me?" her panting husband asked when he saw her eyes open.


She nodded and then just a few seconds later, she said, "Fuck me, Jeff. It's your pussy, baby."
Katherine didn't talk dirty often, as she was too self-conscious, but she knew it was a great turn on for her husband, and she felt very guilty. Her words acted like a shot of adrenalin to his balls, and he started moving even faster. Squeals from the bedsprings joined the couples heavy panting and the slurping sound coming from Katherine's sodden pussy.
"Do it, baby. Fuck me good," she whispered huskily into his ear.
Jeff lasted just a dozen more strokes before, the tingling in his groin started.
"Awww...fuck... Oh, shit... Ugghhhhh..." he cried out seconds later as his balls emptied.
The young husband collapsed onto his pretty wife who started to play with his hair as he recovered. She was happy he had a powerful release but her crazy thoughts as they made love in their bed caused her true distress. Earlier, she had rationalized away the fun she had with the handsome man but now she knew something dangerous had occurred. A wife shouldn't have these thoughts intrude on intimate time with her husband. Indeed, she should go out of her way to avoid situations that might create them, and while she knew her situation was unique, the basics still held. She admonished herself for her time with Wesley and vowed in the future to remain detached, never crossing the line again.
With her second week in the club over, Katherine decided she needed to talk with Sam and get clarity on the end date. There was also the matter of her "date" on Saturday. Since mentioning it at the condo, she had heard nothing more, and she hoped it had gone away. She thought that maybe the right approach was to visit him on Monday. Walk into his main club and knock on his door. She was still thinking about what to say when, in the span of ten seconds, three messages landed on her phone.
They were all from Sam with the first one reminding her of her upcoming "date". The second stated that a man named Dezz would pick her up from the nude club parking lot at one o'clock, and the last one went into detail about how to dress. Distressed and angry, she thought about calling the black man to protest, but she knew from experience he wouldn't listen.
Once again, Katherine stood facing the same familiar crossroads with no roadmap.
Sam sat on his high-end leather sofa watching a game thinking about Katherine and her date. He had briefed Dezz the day before and provided him instructions to pass along to the young wife. A smile came to his face as he thought about how she would react when he told her the requirements and then handed her the condoms.
At exactly one-fourteen, his phone rang and when he glanced at it, he chuckled. He knew the conversation would upset her, so he wasn't surprised by the call, but he had no intention of engaging with her in a discussion. Instead, he dropped the device and turned his attention back to the TV.
Dezz, a twenty something skinny black man with dreads pulled into the parking lot at the appointed time driving a ten-year-old Camry. As hers was one of just two cars there, he quickly spotted her and pulled alongside. Slowly, the pretty married woman emerged from her vehicle and entered the man's car noting the smell of pot. The young black man gave her a thorough once over, and then took a piece of paper from the console.
"This what Sam said to tell you," he said, and when she nodded, he explained, "They bought an hour from you, and you're expected to suck and fuck once each. Get the money upfront. Get it before you do anything or get naked. Make them put a rubber on when they fuck you. No rubber, no fucking. And he said you better make sure they have a good time or he'll send it out. I don't know what that lost part means but that's what he said."
Katherine's body started to shake and her breathing became labored as she experienced the most humiliating moment of her life. She wanted to scream, she wanted to cry, and she wanted to run but the trap held her too tightly. After looking at Dezz for several seconds, she picked up her phone and dialed her tormentor, but the call went to voicemail. She knew he had seen it and chose not to answer which stressed her even more.
When she dropped the phone into her lap, her driver pulled away, and they had gone several blocks when Katherine said, "I don't have condoms. We'll need to stop."
"I brought you some," Dezz responded, and reaching into the console, he took out three and offered them to her.
"Thanks," she replied out of habit.
Another few blocks went by, and Katheirne could see that the man was getting antsy. He made repeated glances her way while driving and took a long stare when they stopped for a traffic light. Thinking he would say something eventually about her appearance, she was stunned when he finally spoke.
"What you earning for an hour? What's your fee? I might be interested if ain't too much," he said.
Katherine didn't think she could feel any lower, but Dezz had managed with one question to take her even further down. She decided not to dignify his query with an answer, so she stared straight ahead, and thankfully he got the message and drove the rest of the way in silence.
Staying on surface streets, they made their way out to the close-in suburbs, eventually turning into a neighborhood that looked lower middle-class. For every nice home, there was one in need of repair, and few luxury cars were parked in the driveways. Dezz slowed and started looking at house numbers eventually stopping in front of the one with 1775 on the mailbox. He nodded toward the front door when they stopped, and Katherine, after remaining still for a while, finally opened left the car.
The walk to the door felt like the longest journey of her life. Her outfit consisted of a designer leather miniskirt cut four inches about the knee, a red silk short-sleeved blouse, and three-inch heels, as it was the closest thing she could assemble to meet Sam's demand. In this neighborhood, at midday, it stood out and she felt certain she was attracting unwanted attention.
Katherine knocked lightly on the door and she had only a short wait before it opened. She wasn't completely surprised when she saw Mr. Jackson standing before her but when she spotted a fortyish heavy-set woman a few feet behind him, she became confused.
"Come in," he said with a strange smile, and she stepped through the door.
The woman looked her over like she was inspecting meat at the butcher's and then turned without speaking and disappeared into the kitchen.
"I...uhhh... Is she okay...you know..." the young wife asked nervously.
Her question made the black man laugh for a moment, and then he guided her toward the back of the house. Entering a hall, they stopped at what appeared to be a teens room based on the posters on the wall. At first, she thought that the woman, likely his wife, had forbid him from using the master bedroom, but when a young man suddenly appeared, the reality became clear.
"Marcel turned eighteen last Wednesday. You're his birthday present," he said.
Totally stunned by the message, all she could force out was, "Why?"
"Black men need experience with white women. You'll be his first," he chuckled.
She couldn't help but look at the young man and saw that he had the shape of a linebacker with wide shoulders and narrow hips. She guessed he stood a little over six-feet tall, and his face showed a cocky expression. He was barefoot, wearing a t-shirt with loose fitting pants, and high on his arm was a tattoo that was partially hidden by the sleeve.
"Can we talk for a second?" she asked, and after they had stepped outside the earshot of Marcel, she said, "This doesn't seem right."
"Why not?" the man asked with a true look of confusion on his face.
"I mean your son...and I guess...that's his mother in the kitchen," she replied hoping to get him to understand the depravity of what he wanted.
"She's fine, I'm fine and Marcel is damn fine," he laughed, but then just a second later, his face got serious, and he threatened, "Do I need to make a call?"
Katherine stared at the man for several seconds and then her eyes went to Marcel who looked excited but worried. She guessed he feared she was backing out from the arrangement that may have been in the works for some time. With a heavy sigh, she stepped into the young man's room, and behind her she could hear father and son having a whispered conversation. With her back still to the door, she heard it close and the shuffling of nervous feet.
"I need the money first," she said, remembering the instructions.
"Here," he answered and turning she saw him holding out an envelope.
She thought about counting it but decided not to and with shaking hands, she started on the buttons of her blouse. Once undone, she folded it and set it on a small table and then started on her bra. Marcel, deciding it was time to start on his things, quickly pulled his t-shirt over his head and then began working on the buttons on his pants. He paused for a moment when she reveled her firm breasts and then started again with fresh urgency.
Kat had partially turned while working on her skirt, but when she had it at her feet she looked toward the young black man and saw that he was completely naked. Not only that, but he was sporting a large cock with a noticeably fat head that was so erect that it pointed almost straight up. He stroked it lightly and the ease with which he did, told her that while she might be his first white woman, she wasn't his first experience with sex.
Marcel's eyes locked onto her partially translucent red thong as if he was waiting for his present to be opened. Hesitating only for a moment, she pushed the small garment over her hips and down her legs, stepping out of them as gracefully as possible.
Deciding to leave her heels on, she looked at him, and said, "I guess...get on the bed."
Quickly, he moved to the twin bed and looked up at the pretty wife with a little smile. Katherine kneed her way between his spread legs and took his cock into her hand. Instantly, she could tell it was the hardest one she had ever held, and for several seconds, she moved it around like a joystick trying to determine its limits.
Lack of choice had acted like a salve on the young wife's psyche going all the way back to her data collection activities. Recently, it seemed like she had used that safe place often, much too often in fact, but now she knew she needed to drink from the well once again. Slowly, she lowered her head until her lips contacted the young man's fat head and kissed it gently. A small grunt came from him as his legs widened a bit, and the college professor repeated the act several more times.
Kat gripped the base of his cock with her hand and pulled on it to separate his shaft from his abdomen. Up close, she could see that the young man's cock had a prominent vein that ran straight along the top of the shaft before curling slightly as it approached the plump head. Lifting his heavy call sac with her palm, she started licking the instrument, and when she had it wet with saliva, she took the head into her mouth.
"Yeah, that's it. Suck my dick, woman," the barely legal teen demanded.
Kat's lips rose to the tip and then lowered until she had several inches in her mouth. She let her tongue swirl over his shaft and then rose again, repeating the movement several times. Each time, her tongue felt the bulge of his thick vein and she couldn't help but wonder if she would feel it when his cock was inside her.
By his sounds, Marcel liked her efforts, and she began to knead his ball gently as she slowly pulled on his shaft.
"It's big," Kat said when she paused for a breath.
"Wait till it's up in your pussy," he laughed.
The young wife returned her mouth to his chiseled tool but this time she started a swift bobbing motion. For the next few minutes, she serviced him this way as he offered her nasty comments intended to encourage her efforts. When his ass started to rise from the bed, she braced herself for the blast of semen that she expected at any moment. So, when he suddenly pushed on her shoulders to break their connection, she was surprised.
"What's wrong?" she asked, a bit out of breath.
"Time for some pussy," he replied crudely.
Climbing from the small bed, he motioned for her to get into position, but just then, Katheirne remembered the rule, "You need a condom. I have one."
She had put them in the back pocket of her skirt, and she fished one out and opened it. As the young man stood at the side of the bed, she went to put it on but it soon became clear that it was a bad fit.
"Too small. I got one," he said and, opening a dresser drawer, he retrieved the packet. Handing it to her, he commanded, "Put it on."
She rolled it down the impressive shaft and then discreetly checked her wetness before moving to the bed. Marcel crawled between her legs, pushing them further open as he went, until he was close. Then, forcing his hard cock down, he tried to work his hips to find the right angle, but after several failed attempt he grew frustrated.
Not wanting him angry, Kat took the shaft in her hand, and guided it toward her opening, she tilted her hips to work the head inside. She hoped to feed him in slowly, but once he got a taste, he wanted more and shoved into her hard.
"Uhhhh...oh shit..." the pretty woman cried out as she was impaled by several inches.
"Marcel, go slow," she begged but instead, he started to thrust into her forcefully.
The young wife winced in pain, wanting it to be over, and squirmed beneath him as she sought a better position. It seemed to go on forever and when she finally felt his body pressed firmly against hers, she was out of breath.
The teen's cock wasn't as big as Sam, but his youth made him far harder and offered a different feeling. Thankfully, he paused long enough to let her recover some, but when he started again, she knew she was in for a very intense experience.
"Yeah, I'm fucking you now," he grunted in satisfaction.
"Slow, Marcel," Kat pleaded as she tried to restrain his hips with her hands.
"Not going slow...uh uh... You can take it," he said as he pushed them away.
Thankfully for Kat, the pain she initially felt began to ease as her juices flowed and her tunnel stretched to accommodate his shape. Only when his cock hit her cervix did she feel discomfort but after a minute or so, somehow those sensations disappeared, too.
Now, the young wife found she was in a place where the expectation of pain was more powerful than the reality. Strangely, it somehow excited her and made her feel submissive as she let the young man have his way.
"Oh, shit Marcel," she suddenly gasped, realizing she had been holding her breath. Seconds later, she let out, "Uhhhh...shit..."
At that moment, she also realized that somehow her legs had wrapped around his waist and her hands now gripped his muscular biceps. Despite his age, she knew she was experiencing a man that knew what he was doing, and only the thought of her infidelity kept her from becoming a whimpering mess.
"My dad was right. You are good pussy," Marcel grunted, and then asked, "How many times you fuck him?"
"Twice," she replied, ignoring the decadence of the question.
"Yeah, it's good. Good pussy," he grunted, as the movements of his body started to change.
It signaled to Kat he was close to cumming, and over the next several minutes, he slowed his pace multiple times as he tried to hold off his release.
What the black teen didn't appreciate was the effect his cock was having on the pretty young wife. Incredibly hard and deliciously thick, his cock tickled her clit in a way she had never experienced before. Somehow, even with his changes of rhythm, she had continued to build, and she knew that if she could just get a minute or so of steady motion, he would easily take her over the top.
Finally ready, the black teen started ramming into her at a torrential speed. A little pain now mixed with the intense pleasure the young wife felt but rather than disrupt her state, it took her to a place she had never been before.
"Marcel... Go baby," she cried out, exquisitely close to an orgasm.
"Fuck...fuck...cumming...cumming now..." he roared as his body lost coordination.
She could feel his heavy shaft throbbing at her entrance as it fired his seed, and she couldn't help but push back against it.
"Go...keep going..." she begged breathlessly.
Unfortunately, the wad of semen that now filled the condom contained all his energy. With a loud grunt, he collapsed onto her body fighting for air as Kat used the muscles in her pussy to try and extract the last tiny bit of pleasure.
Soon, both became still and the only sound in the room was there heavy breathing. Kat had been very close to an orgasm and it frustrated her that it had slipped away at the last second. As she lay pinned to the bed beneath the black man, she thought about giving him some time to recover and starting again. She knew it wasn't the proper behavior for a prostitute, and Sam wouldn't be pleased if he found out, but she was very aroused.
It took another five minutes before Marcel rolled off her body, and in that time, Kat managed to regain some control. She now felt that it was a good thing he hadn't made her cum as her thoughts didn't need any more cluttering. She didn't want to try and rationalize while cumming hard on eighteen-year-olds cock was okay, even if it was an impressive one.
Without speaking, Marcel started to dress and as Kat pulled her delicate thong over her dilated opening, he left the room. She followed him just a minute later and found his father waiting in the hall.
"Sounded good," he laughed, embarrassing her.
When he guessed she wasn't in the mood to talk, he directed her to the door and, unfortunately, she once again had to make eye contact with the young man's mother whose look was filled with judgment.
Dezz sat in his car listening to music, and she startled him when she touched the door handle. She took her seat avoiding his questioning eyes, and they were almost out of the neighborhood when he decided to speak.
"All good?" he asked.
"Just take me to my car, please," she responded.
"Yeah, okay," he answered.
They drove in silence for a time, but when they missed the turnoff, Katherine said, "This isn't the way."
"Sam told me to bring you to him when you was done," he explained.
"I don't want to see Sam," she protested.
"You ain't got a choice," he laughed.
By the time the car arrived at the condo, the young wife had worked herself into an agitated state. She ignored the look of the doorman as she made for the elevator and was relieved he didn't challenge her.
"My Kat. How are you doing, baby?" Sam said when he opened the door.
"It's Katherine and I'm mad," she said, staring at him with an angry expression.
"Well, I'll let you tell me about it but first you need to shower and change. You smell like a bucket of fuck," he told her.
"Sam..." she whined knowing he was leading her down the same old path.
"Go on now, baby. Get clean and put on something nice and sexy," he replied.
Katherine knew that arguing would be difficult and since she did want to talk to him, she decided to play along with his game. She went straight to the large bathroom and spent almost twenty minutes letting the hot water cleanse her body and spirit. Then, naked, she went to the large walk-in closet where he kept dozens of outfits and selected one she thought he'd like. Then, it was back to the bathroom and another fifteen minutes primping before she appeared wearing a transparent mesh nightgown with nothing underneath.
"Damn, baby. You always know what to wear to get my attention," he chuckled. He made a point of ogling her, and then said, "A little early to drink but I will if you will."


"Wine," she said as she curled on the sofa with her legs beneath her.
The black man returned a few minutes later with a small tumbler of amber liquor and a glass of red wine. He handed the pretty professor her drink and then as soon as he sat, he beckoned her to move closer. Katherine moved without arguing but maintained her curled position.
"I heard you took good care of Marcel," he said, and before she could answer, he added, "Where's my money by the way?"
"It's in the bathroom and it's my money," she countered.
"No, baby. Some of it is, that's true, but most is mine. There are fees and you still have past debts," he replied.
"I see..." she answered vaguely.
"You use a condom with that boy?" he asked bluntly.
"Yes, I did," she responded.
"Good. I let Jackson go in raw as a favor but from now on you use protection unless I tell you different," he commanded.
"Yes, Sam," she replied.
The black man couldn't tell if she was being sarcastic or submissive. It was part of her allure, the playful way she could communicate when she wanted. They had held many fun back and forth conversations entwined in each other's arms after sex. He wished he hadn't grown tired of fucking her, but oh well.
"You like sports? There's a game about to come on," he said in his normal booming voice.
"Sam, I want to talk about me," she countered.
"Baby, you're doing fine. You got to be patient," he replied, slipping into his manipulative voice.
Katherine, prepared for his approach, put down her glass of wine, slid over and straddled his waist. She undid two buttons on his shirt and then slid her hands over his broad chest.
"Quit being mean to me, Sam," she whispered.
For a time, Sam let her continue her seduction, enjoying the feeling of her hands, but knowing he needed to stay in command, he finally said, "It's about learning a lesson, that's all."
"I've learned it, Sam. It's time it ends," she said softly as she pressed her head against his chest.
"Not yet, baby...not yet," he said as his hand caressed the back of her head.
Undeterred, the young wife said, "Let's go to bed and make love like we use to. I miss it."
The black man had to admit she was doing a good job getting to him. He could feel his cock stirring and an afternoon fuck with a pretty girl before going to the club might be a nice diversion. However, he knew that if he gave in now he would lose a lot of leverage and that didn't fit his plans.
"We will soon, baby. I promise you we will," he replied, as his hand moved to her bare ass.
Katherine, realizing she wasn't going to get him into bed, decided to be more forthright, "Sam, I don't want to do it for money anymore. I want to be your girl. Please don't make me do that."
"You know all my girls make money for me," he responded, showing no sympathy.
"I know baby, but I work for the university. They do it because it's their main job," she replied, trying to use logic.
"And that's why you only do it a little. Those other girls are fucking all the time," he answered with his voice rising a bit.
She could tell he was becoming annoyed and might at any moment explode on her. Being sold for sex and working in a nude club were both very bad situations and the former was obviously much worse than the latter, but she needed a victory or at least a softening that provided some hope. If he wouldn't budge on the prostitution, she decided to try the dancing.
"Let me move to the good club," she said nervously, hoping he didn't become angry.
"Not yet, baby," he said firmly.
"You know I belong there, and you'd make more money from me working there than the place on 10th street," she countered playing to the economics.
Sam chuckled to himself for a bit, admiring her Moxy, then deciding to let the line run out, he answered, "What are you prepared to exchange to make the move?"
"I don't understand?" she replied.
"How do you value the days in each place? What's a day's worth in the other? What's the ratio?" he asked.
Katheirne sensed a trap, but the nude club was so disgusting she could easily accept a high exchange rate. Still, it was Sam and she never truly understood what was happening in his mind, so she decided to give herself some negotiating space.
"I'd be okay with 2 to 1," she answered.
"I think you're fine where you are," he laughed.
"Okay, 3 to 1," she fired back, wanting the club owner to engage.
"How long do you think I want you on 10th street?" he asked with a chuckle.
"I don't know, you never told me," she answered feeling very frustrated.
"Then you don't know what the numbers mean, do you? You're just spinning your wheels," he laughed. When he saw Katherine near tears, his cock started stirring again, but she was right about making him more money at his good club, so he added, "How long you willing to work there?"
"Where? At the strip club?" she asked.
"Yeah, over with your girl Chantal," he confirmed.
"A month," she let out quickly.
"A month? I think we're done here," the black man announced.
"How long Sam?" she asked, tired of the game.
"I think a good year would be about right," he said.
"Waitress or dancer?" she asked.
"Dancer, of course. Your waitressing days are over," he responded.
"Sam, I...I... A year is too long. Someone will find out. My husband will find out. I can't keep it hidden that long," she whined, and then as she put the pieces into place, she asked, "How long do I have to stay at the nude club?"
"Baby, I thought this was about you getting out of there. I ain't decided how long you need to stay there, yet" he answered.
"Sam! Be nice," she begged, and just a second later, she rose, and pulling on his arm, said, "C'mon, let's go to bed."
Laughing he stood and then pulled her close and said, "You are persistent, but I need to go. Change quick and Dezz will get you to your car."
Katherine, thinking she was making progress, felt suddenly deflated. She stayed in her spot looking dejectedly at the floor until the large man, spun her shoulders and swatted her on the ass.
"What about the club?" she whined.
"You have something to think about. We can talk about it in a few days," he replied.
Sam let her have the bedroom to change while he stayed in the living room as he didn't fully trust himself not to end up in bed. When she emerged a few minutes later, he opened the door for her and avoided her attempted kiss. Shaking his head and laughing as he closed the door, he had to give her credit for working him so hard. She had done a damn good job for someone with no cards in their hand. He thought there was a good chance she'd accept the solution he dangled in front of her after a few more days of dancing nude which created some interesting dynamics.
The hooking was an altogether different story. That was just getting started and so far, he had been very pleased by her efforts. He knew that like all women she'd soon become jaded and the quality would suffer, but even then, she'd earn him some good money.
His mind looped back to Katherine's primary motivation which was to maintain her standing at the school. As long as that mindset stayed constant, her behavior was malleable. He didn't understand it since she didn't make much money, but he was happy to use it to his advantage.
As he left the condo, his thoughts returned to her transitioning to the strip club. It would certainly make things less complicated and in truth, other than pure humiliation, he wasn't sure that the nudity added anything unique. The money would be better for him as the nude club didn't have a strong business model and she had proved herself a good earner at the strip club already. The only variable that remained was how the two places played in his scheme for her husband. He thought it was a push, but he wanted some time to think things through.
Katherine reflected on the progress she had made with Sam as Dezz drove her toward her car. Even though their conversation hadn't achieved a definitive outcome, she though a small pinpoint of light in the long tunnel now existed. Getting to the main club would be a victory, especially, if she could negotiate a reasonable time frame. Then, she could figure out a solution to the prostitution. Naively, she thought if she could just get him into bed, she could make that issue go away.
When they arrived, she shot out of his car and in to hers quickly, and only as she was driving toward home did her thoughts return to the powerful fucking Marcel had provided. Just twenty or thirty seconds more and she would have climaxed, but in the absence, she felt she had held on to some dignity. Without question, his cock had been truly magnificent, and she wondered how many girls his age had succumbed to its effects.
For the rest of the weekend, Katherine enjoyed time with her husband in relative normalcy. Dinner later that evening was followed by a visit to the zoo on Sunday, and these events managed to push her deviant actions away. While this mostly pleased her, it also left her concerned that she wasn't reacting enough. Could she so easily compartmentalize the recent sex with an eighteen-year-old? Did she want to and was it healthy?
Her thoughts on Marcel made her return to the orgasm Wesley had caused. Twice within the span of days, she had experienced an intense sexual encounter outside her marriage, and while the encounter with the black teen was forced, no one made her become aroused. Her obligation was only to have sex. No one said she had to enjoy it. Thinking about it, she realized her world was now consumed with sex. It was all around her and continuous. It made her consider if she was somehow being worn down. Were her recent reactions the result of the non-stop assault on her sexual psyche?
Late Sunday, after watching a movie together, Katherine and her husband lay together in bed waiting for sleep to take them. A thought had stayed in the young wife's head for most of the day, and since it involved their marriage, she decided to share with her husband.
"Honey, is it time to think about children?" she said in a soft voice.
Jeff, who had been on the edge of sleep, was instantly alert, and turning to her, he asked, "Where is this coming from. I thought you were focused on the school?"
"I am but you know...the clock's ticking," she said.
"Katherine, you're not even thirty. What's going on?" her husband probed, pulling her body close to his.
"I don't know. Sometimes I think about being a mom and doing mommy things," she answered.
"It'd be a tough balance right now. You're very busy," he replied.
The young wife cringed inwardly at his message as much of her time recently had been devoted to fulfilling Sam's demands.
"I could quit," she whispered.
"Quit? And do what?" Jeff replied, truly surprised by her words.
"Be a stay-at-home mom and let you take car of us," she giggled.
"Are you being serious or are you toying with me?" he asked.
Although Jeff was a strong supporter of her career, at times he had let slip that he'd love a large family. That meant four or five children with Katherine managing their home full time.
"It has some appeal," she said as she thought about the nude bar and playing hooker.
"This is too good. You're playing with me," Jeff said suspiciously.
"No, I'm not. I'm just trying to have a conversation," she said with another giggle.
"Then, let me make my position clear. I think we should march into the bathroom and flush your pills don't the toilet," he said firmly.
"I see. Well, I guess that answers my question. Right now, why don't we practice making babies," she said as she tugged on his arm.
By Monday morning, Sam had decided he would move Katherine to his strip club after she spent a few more evenings on 10th street. He spent some time rationalizing it as an economic move, but the truth was that he was enjoying her torment and wanted the scene to play out closer. He also considered getting into the prostitution game in a bigger way. Tricking out dancers in the club was something he had done for a long time, but it was a passive model. Customers would come into the club, get drunk and horny, and he'd arrange some time for them out back. For the right price, of course. Occasionally, he'd arrange a party, but he'd never put together a call girl business nor dabbled in streetwalking. Selling the pretty married woman had made him consider the opportunity.
The young professor sat at her computer monitor with her mind drifting. She had finished a lecture earlier and had planned on doing some online research, but she couldn't focus. She ran the same old issues through her head for the thousandth time and, unfortunately, arrived at the same old answers. Frustrated, she squirmed in her chair and realized she was damp. It had become a common condition for her that she attributed to her mind's constant connection with sex. Since Sam's blackmail started, it seemed she was either preparing for something illicit, taking part in a carnal act, or having redemption sex with her husband.
With difficulty, she focused on the black club owner and the power he held. For some reason, he was avoiding sex with her despite her efforts to seduce him. She knew he was a smart man, especially with women, so she guessed he recognized her intent. But why reject her? He held all the cards so all she could really accomplish was to soften his heart. Did he fear that or was it something else? Did he understand the effect his games were having on her body? Did he want her perpetual wet, and if so, did it have a purpose or was it merely sport?
The young wife thought about the penetrating stares Sam sometimes gave her. Months ago, when she was his lover, she thought it meant he wanted her in bed, perhaps even signaled some romantic interest. Now, she wondered if it might be something else, something more. Did he understand her in a way others didn't, perhaps even herself?
After a few minutes of thought, she pushed the idea out of her head thinking she was giving the man too much credit. She tried to return to work but after few minutes gave up as she was still too frazzled. Finally, with a deep sigh, she got up, locked the door, and then sat down and lifted her skirt.
From his discreet location, Jesus watched the young professor return from class. Quickly, his cock hardened as he recalled her naked and sprawled over her desk. He had already masturbated numerous times to that scene and often admonished himself for not fucking her when he had the chance. Despite her protests, he knew she was ready and with just a little more pushing he could have enjoyed her sweet pussy. He would do it, sooner or later, he'd get another chance and this time there'd be no stopping. He'd wait a few months for whatever the black man was doing and then corner her in her office again. Then, using threats if needed, he'd fuck the shit out of her.
Kat had been in the nude club for just over an hour when she saw Ahmed approach.
"Go change. You have a date," he announced.
"Huh? With who?" she asked, although she knew it didn't matter.
"Dezz will be here in twenty minutes," he said, ignoring her question.
Kat had changed and was standing by the door when the young black man arrived. He opened the door to the club and peered into the back until Ahmed shooed him out with the young wife following.
"You look good, baby," Dezz told her as they pulled into traffic. When she didn't respond, he continued with, "Sam said to tell you to do what the man wants."
The message made her stiffen, and she replied, "What's that mean?"
"I don't know. That's just what he said," he shrugged.
After that, they were silent as they finished the ten-minute drive to a nice downtown hotel. Dezz parked a block away, pointed toward the entrance, and told her she was to meet the man in the bar.
"Who is it?" she asked.
"I don't know," he replied, and then reaching into the console, he said, "Here's some gloves."
The lack of specifics made her feel like she must know the man and as she made her way toward the entrance, her mind raced with candidates. Kat hadn't bothered to remove her club makeup, and as the hotel had a strict policy against prostitutes, the doorman grew suspicious as she approached. However, since she wasn't a clear-cut case, at the last second, he opened the door and let the young wife enter.
Kat spotted Gary sitting alone at a table in the half-filled bar and moved his way. He spotted her as she approached but remained seated as she took the chair across form him.
"Gary," she said as he looked at her with lust-filled eyes.
"Kat, good to see you." he replied, and then, just a second later, he said, "Let's go. I plan to use all my time."
Walking a half-step behind, the young wife followed the man to the elevators where they joined another couple. Both openly looked her over which made her feel self-conscious and she was relieved when they exited alone on the third floor. They entered a standard hotel room with a king-sized bed and Kat noticed a bottle of sex lube sitting on the credenza.
"Hit the bathroom if you need to and then get naked," he commanded.
She started to grow nervous form his short, forceful demeanor but took him up on the bathroom visit where she stayed for a few minutes before stepping out with her clothes in hand. She put them in a chair and then turned toward Gary who was standing at the end of the bed.
"Get on your hands and knees," he commanded as he scanned her fit body.
"You...a...need a condom," she said and showed him one she held in her hand.
"Yeah, okay," he laughed.
He kicked off his shoes and started on his pants forcing his boxers down with them. Once finished, Kat could see he sported an average sized dick nestled in a thick nest of unkempt pubic hair. The look he gave the young wife told her he expected her to sheath him, but after opening the package and taking the device in her fingers, she realized he wasn't hard enough. Using her free hand, she started to slowly tug on him, but when he pushed on her shoulders, she dutifully dropped to her knees.
She licked his shaft hoping that would work but after a minute with no result, she took his shaft into her mouth. It took some time but finally she felt him to start to stiffen.
"That's it, baby. Suck my dick and make me hard," he grunted.
It took another minute before she had him fully erect, and then she stopped, and declared, "You're ready."
"Yeah, put it on and then get on the bed. On your hands and knees," he told her.
Kat did what he said, rolling the condom over his mostly hard dick then moving to the bed. Once in place, she turned her head and saw him coat his covered shaft with lube. With the small bottle still in his hand, he stepped behind her and she gasped as she felt some of the liquid run through the crack of her ass.
"Ayyyeee...oh shit," she cried out loudly when, just seconds later, he plunged a finger into her virgin anus.
She managed to squirm away which brought his instant rebuke, "Get your ass back over here. I already cleared this."
A wave of shame swept through the young wife as she realized at least one man, but probably more was aware that she would be receiving anal sex. So far, her butt had gone unmolested as she had denied the one boyfriend who pushed for it. Her husband had never shown an interest, and it certainly wasn't anything she had ever asked him for.
"Please...can't we just do it normal," she begged.
"Get your butt back here now!" he demanded in a loud voice.
Kat, knowing she would be in serious trouble if she refused, slowly backed his way as small whimpers came from her mouth. When she got close, the man's hands grabbed her hips and guided her into the position he wanted.
Soon, she felt his finger on her anus but rather than force it in like before, he teased her for a time before slowly entering. Kat's reflexes automatically tried to hinder his advance, but the lube allowed him to work it in with only a little effort.


"It burns," she whined although she knew she wouldn't get any sympathy.
"Give it time," he replied as he started to slowly piston his finger.
It wasn't long before she felt more lube in her crack and with it, her discomfort faded noticeably. Gary recognized it too, as her whines started to ebb, so after just a little more preparation, he decided it was time.
"Be nice," Kat begged knowing what he planned.
"You'll love it," he laughed.
When the young wife felt his dick contact her opening, her muscles involuntarily tightened, again. Gary was forced to push hard against her flexed ring and for a time it was an even battle. Finally, the head of his dick wormed inside, and with the seal broken, he was suddenly in her deep. Her whines returned, louder now, and he stayed still for a bit to give her time to adjust.
"Oh, fuck... Go slow," she cried when he started to move.
"Goddamn it, be patient," he fired back as his thrusts became more pronounced.
"Use more lube," she begged as her body involuntarily twisted.
With a chuckle, he added some more and like the earlier use, it helped ease the pain. For the first time, Kat thought she might make it through the abuse, and as he thrust into her with a steady pace, she lowered her head to the bed.
Just a minute later, Gary watched as her hands lost their death grip on the bed cover as she started to relax. From the moment he saw her, he thought she had something special to offer and when he teased her ass in the club, it made him certain. After stewing on it for a few days, he had called Sam and arranged a date but was livid that the man made him pay full price after the help he had provided. As he thought about it, he realized Kat's ass was paying the price for his irritation.
"How's it feel?" he asked when he saw her hands resting flat on the bed.
"It hurts," she replied but Gary sensed only minimal distress in her voice.
"No, baby. I think you like it. Just like in the club when I played with you," he grunted.
"No..." she replied which brought another laugh from the aggressive man.
Kat realized that most of the pain had disappeared as her body adjusted to the strange intrusion and when he added some more lube, it went away, altogether. She felt completely full and a strange sensation was starting to grow at her opening, but she had no intention of sharing that information with the man. There was also a little connection with her pussy that held her attention. Nothing like a cock thrusting inside but something she couldn't quite describe.
"A pretty ass slut. You're a rare find, baby," he said as he slapped her rear forcing a squeal. Then, after a pause, he added, "You going to be my ass slut?"
"No," she answered firmly.
Suddenly, the man's cock fell out of her ravaged ass, and she had to stifle a squeal. She waited with her ass high in the air as he fumbled and then gasped openly as he pushed back inside. Quickly, he regained the pace and the man listened intently to the young wife's pants.
"Work your ass on my cock, baby," he demanded, and when he felt her roll her hips a broad smile came to his face.
Another one down, he laughed internally as he recalled all the women he had successfully introduced to anal sex.
With his hands no longer needed on her hips, he took a nipple in his fingers and started to roll it slowly. Seconds later, his other hand went to her pussy, and he used two fingers to lightly tap on her clit.
"Don't..." she whispered with no conviction.
"You going to be my ass slut?" he asked again sensing a fire was building.
"No..." she declared as her ass continued to move on the invading cock.
Gary continued to work her nipples and pussy occasionally dipping his fingers into her slit to extract fluid. He would circle her little nub to make sure it was soaked and then return to his incessant tapping. By her movements and sounds he knew she was aroused and he looked forward to witnessing what he guessed would be an amazing orgasm.
Kat couldn't believe this new sexual act was having such an effect on her, especially, after the initial pain she was forced to endure. Any discomfort had long since left, replaced with an odd pleasure, and his expert use of his hands added another dimension. Even his dominant manner was having an unwanted effect. She knew she was at a crossroad with one path leading to sexual fulfillment but she had steeled herself after her date with Marcel, to resist showing a response.
"Baby, are you going to be my ass slut?" he tried again, and when she didn't answer, he pushed, "Tell me. That what you want? You want to be my ass slut?"
It took several seconds but finally in a tiny voice, she replied, "No..."
Gary knew that she was fighting him and it made him chuckle inside. He thought it likely he could wear her down so he kept up his assault for several minutes.
"You going to be my ass slut," he asked again wanting her surrender.
"No...no..." she replied quickly.
Annoyed at her resistance, he became even more determined to break through her defenses. In silence he maintained his attention to her body while letting her movement and sounds guide him.
Kat held onto the edge of the pool for dear life knowing that one slip would have her drowning in the deep end. The man's cock thrusting deep into her virgin ass as his finger expertly played with her clit had created an electric wave of intense excitement that now coursed through her body. This, along with man's rhythmic grunts and the slurping sounds coming from her soaked pussy had joined in an otherworldly way. Only, her promise to herself to remain detached kept her from letting go.
"Mmmm...you're on fire, baby. You going to be my ass slut?" the man asked. Kat knew that he would probe again and had prepared for a quick, terse denial but something made her pause. Gary, sensing her weakening, pushed, "You going to be my ass slut, baby?"
"No...umm...no..." she panted using all her willpower to resist.
"Yeah, you are. You want it. Tell me," he demanded in a loud voice.
"No..." Kat replied in a clearer voice.
"Okay, baby... Whatever," the man laughed with a twinge of anger in his voice.
Even though he wanted to completely break the pretty woman, the tight grip of her anus around his cock had taken him to a point that he could no longer hold back. When his balls started to tingle, he gripped her hips and started pounding mercilessly forcing loud grunts from her as their bodies slapped together.
"Here is comes, baby. Fuck yeah...cumming deep. Fuck yeah," he roared.
With a final push, he pulled her ass against him letting his climax wash through him with his dick buried to the hilt. He held her there for almost a minute before pushing her forward making her sprawl face down in the bed. Although he had achieved a good release, he felt disappointment that he hadn't been able to completely break her down. Credit went to her for making it through the ordeal but he knew that next time he would get her to submit.
Kat had to force herself to remain still as she lay on the bed as she still felt excited. She had no idea that anal sex could be so powerful and she had been very close. Indeed, a little more effort by the man would have likely taken her to the point of no return. Although she felt pride in her resistance, a part of her couldn't help but think about the powerful orgasm she missed.
Kat slowly lifted from the bed and turning, she saw Gary standing behind her looking at her ass while holding his bare, flaccid cock in his hand.
"Where's the condom?" she asked.
"On the floor. Your ass was too good for that thing," he laughed.
Shocked at the realization she now carried the man's semen in her bowels, she gave him an angry look and said, "Asshole."
"Yes, exactly," he said with another laugh. Then, his expression changed and he added, "We'll do it again soon but now you need to get out of here."
Humiliated, the young wife rose and quickly put on her things wanting to be away from the vile man. When she had dressed, he counted out the money in $100 bills while looking at her with a wry smile. As he handed them to her, she remembered that she was supposed to collect the money up front and she hoped word wouldn't get back to Sam.
"I need to use the bathroom," she said with a sigh.
"Use the one downstairs," he said making it clear that he was done with her.
Fortunately, no one was in the elevator on the ride down and she darted into the lobby restroom to clean herself and check her appearance. Close to tears, she couldn't help but think that she had been treated like a common prostitute and as that idea took hold, she realized it was exactly the case. Suddenly, she now squarely faced some of the concepts she had learned in her research, although, now she was the one experiencing them. She knew the raw feelings, the degradation, softened over time, and the women found a place to park their emotions for survival. She hoped she wouldn't reach that point as she knew the emotional ramifications were profound. Somehow, she needed to find a solution.
Several times, the young wife wiped her ass to try and remove and the remnants of the coupling. She thought about how to deal with the semen embedded high in her ass but lacking a solution, she just let it go.
"Drop me at my car," she directed Dezz as he turned toward the front of rundown building.
"Direction was to take you back to the club," he replied, ignoring her request.
"Are you kidding me!" she exclaimed in frustration.
Her outburst made the young black man laugh, and he said, "Sam always wants a full day."
With a throbbing butt, Kat got out of the car and entered the club. As soon as she spotted Ahmed, she moved his way.
"I have to stay? It's almost eight," she whined.
"Yeah, of course. Why not?" he answered as if her question was silly. She stared at him with an annoyed expression, and after a moment, he said, "Give me the money, go change, and then come back for the pill."
Feeling the eyes of the club on her, Kat handed him the bills, and he returned $160. With that she went to change and a few minutes later when she stepped into the main room, the woman at the bar announced she was up next. Deciding to ignore the comment about the pill, she stayed close to the stage, and watched the girl end the song and depart.
Her first two songs seemed to go by quickly, and with the thin crowd, she only received a couple tips. Occasionally a certain move would remind her of her sore ass, but it wasn't enough to hold her back. However, during the middle of the third song, she began to experience a strange sensation. Her anus started to feel wet and seconds later she felt a trickle of fluid moving toward her slit. Instantly, she realized that Gary's semen had, at that moment, decided to exit her body, and since she was completely naked, there was no way to hide the leak if it decided to move further down her leg. She slowed the speed of her dancing and once the song ended, she bolted off the stage.
Once on the toilet, she started to clean the mess, and she had almost finished when she felt another blob exit her ass. The color and viscosity of the material made her think that his cum had merged with the lube forced inside her by Gary's relentless pistoning. She felt disgusted and worried as she didn't know when more might appear. In a nude club, that was an important piece of information as she didn't want anyone to witness her butt leaking.
As she recalled the events of the evening, she decided she'd done enough, so once she had wiped herself clean, she changed and headed for the door. Ahmed had an odd expression as she approached, but barely slowing, she told him to have Sam call her and left. That call came just fifteen minutes later when she was halfway home.
"What happened? You okay?" he asked when she answered.
Katherine noted the lack of concern in his voice, and said, "I just wasn't feeling well."
"Bullshit," tell me what happened.
With a deep sigh, she replies, "The man...Gary. He made me have anal sex and he didn't use a condom. My butt started leaking when I was onstage," she explained.
"So? You think you're the first dancer to leak some cum?" he fired back.
"Fuck Sam...c'mon," she whined.
"And why did you let him do it with no condom. I told you the rules," he demanded.
"He had one, but he took it off when I wasn't looking," she responded.
"Motherfucker," he said, and then after a pause he continued with, "I'm going to have to have a talk with that man. He's damaging the property."
"It was well past eight," Katherine said defensively.
"Go on home then but you owe me an hour. Did you give Ahmed the money?" he asked.
"Yes, Sam," she responded.
"Good. Get to the club on time on Thursday and you stay until ten," the black club owner demanded.
"Yes, Sam," Katherine replied, just wanting it over.
When she arrived at her home and stepped out of the car, she could tell more of Gary semen had oozed from her ass. Caught by her thong it created a sticky mess that made her feel dirty. Thankfully, her bathroom was just feet away and she vowed to remain in the shower until she was certain she was empty.
"Honey, I'm home. I'm jumping in the shower," Katherine yelled at soon as she entered the house.
She heard a reply that she couldn't make out but didn't stop to clarify. With the bathroom door safely shut behind her, she relaxed for a moment and then undressed and started the water making sure it was hot. The cleansing stream lifted her spirits and after scrubbing her body twice, she settled in under the flow to collect her thoughts. She had managed to stay detached but just barely. Still, it allowed her to hold some dignity regarding the sordid event. She cringed at the thought of cumming shamelessly on the jerk's cock as he fucked her virgin ass.
Despite avoiding an orgasm, she had to admit the man's relentless efforts on her body had been partly successful. He had taken her to the brink and only through determination and perhaps luck had she fulfilled the commitment to herself. The thought made her feel weak but also frightened as she worried about her ability to stay detached in the future. Was it really that easy for her to be made aroused and were other women similar? She didn't think so and she was dealing with very strange circumstances but still...
Then, there was the reality of receiving a load of semen in her ass. Gary had acted like a first-rate prick and treated her like shit when they finished. She couldn't fathom what motivated him to act this way. She thought maybe it was some kind of degradation thing that he got off on but then why was he concerned about making her orgasm? She was still confused when she stepped out of the shower, but she was certain she wouldn't allow the man anywhere near her again no matter what Sam said.
When Roland told Chantal that Sam wanted to see her, she was certain it meant he wanted her pussy for the night. She entered his office expecting to be taken to the condo, but instead, she was told to sit and wait until he finished what he was working on. The minutes ticked by which made the young black dancer nervous, but finally he turned and stared hard into her eyes.
"I want some information on your friend Kat," he said.
"Like what?" she said, wondering what he thought she had.
"Girl, do you want to get on my bad list?" he asked, wanting her on the defensive.
"No, Sam. I don't want that," she answered, growing even more nervous.
"Now this discussion we're having. It's between me and you. I don't want to find out you told someone else about it. You understand?" he asked, and when she nodded, he added, "Trust me, you don't want me to find that out."
"I get it," Chantal replied.
"Good, now I know you and Kat are close. What I want you to tell me is how much she told her husband about working in the club and the fuckings she got," he said.
Chantal knew the man was scheming but he frightened her, so she replied, "He didn't make her tell him the things. No details. He just knew there was some stuff but no details."
"How bad does he think it is?" Sam pushed.
"I think he knows you fucked her," she told him.
"And he didn't kick her the fuck out?" he laughed.
"He loves her, Sam," the black woman replied.
The black man stared at her for several seconds as if he were trying to understand the meaning of her words, and then he asked, "What's he know about the club? What's he know about the janitor? What's he know about her dancing on stage and getting her pussy fingered?"
"Sam, I don't think he knows those things. No details," she informed him.
Once more, he stared at her for a time before saying, "Go back to work and keep your mouth shut."
Katheirne was facing her computer screen when she heard a light knock on her office door. Turning, she saw Professor Dominguez, her mentor, standing at the entrance with a smile on her face.
"Do you have a minute?" the older woman asked.
"Of course, come in," she answered quickly.
The woman took a chair and then said, "Katheirne, I've talked with the Dean and Professor Alvarez, and we all agree that we want you to join the graduate admissions committee."
The message made the young professor's body stiffen as it was a very prestigious appointment, signaling her status in the school.
"I'd be honored. Of course, I'd be honored," she replied, unable to hold back her smile.
"It's a good step. The right step and you've earned it," Dominguez responded.
They discussed the appointment for several more minutes as well as some other topics before the older woman departed. Now alone, Katherine stared at the top of her desk as the message took hold. She had clearly found the fast-track, achieving a status at her young age far beyond her dreams. It should have been a moment of profound joy but a sense of foreboding tempered the feeling. So much was happening and with most of it out of her control she felt lost and disconnected. Like a cork bobbing in the waves at the mercy of wind and waves. She longed for simplicity...for stability but deep inside she knew she wouldn't find these things anytime soon.


            